WAGNER

ON MUSIC
AND
DRAMA

WAGNER
A compendium of
Richard Wagner's
prose works

ON MUSIC
AND
DRAMA

Selected and arrange d , and with a n i ntroduction , by
Albert Goldman and Evert Sprinchorn
Translated by H. Ashton Ellis

ADA CAPO PAPERBACK

Library of Congress Cataloging in Publication Data
Wagner, Richard, 1813-1883.
(Literary works. English. Selections]
Wagner on music and drama: a compendium of Richard Wagner's prose
works I selected and arranged, with an introduction, by Albert Goldman and
Evert Sprinchorn; translated by H. Ashton Ellis.
(Da Capo paperback)
Reprint. Originally published: New York: Dutton, 1964.
Bibliography: p.
ISBN 0-306-80319-4 (pbk.)

I. Music-History and criticism. 2. Drama. I. Goldman, Albert Harry, 192711. Sprinchorn, Evert.
ML410.WIAI28

1988
87-34666

782.1-dc19

CIP

ACKNOWLEDGMENT

Grateful acknowledgment is made to the following
for permission to quote from copyright material:
"

Ado l phe Appia ' s Tristan and Isolde" as translated

by Lee Simonson in

The Art of Scenic Design.

Copy

right 1950 by Lee Simonson. Reprinted by permission
of Lee Simonson and Harper & Row, Publishers, In
corporated.

This Da Capo Press paperback edition of

Wagner on Music and Drama

is an

unabridged republication of the edition published in New York in 1964. It is
reprinted by arrangement with E.P. Dutton, Inc.
Copyright© 1964 by Albert Goldman and Evert Sprinchorn
Published by Da Capo Press, Inc.
A Subsidiary of Plenum Publishing Corporation
233 Spring Street, New York, N.Y. 10013
All Rights Reserved
Manufactured in the United States of America

Contents

Introduction

11
PART I

Cultural Decadence
I.

of the Nineteenth Century

Mercury, god of me rchants, reigns over modern culture.

37

2. The rabble and the Philistines set artistic standards.

41

3.

Criticism of the Vienna Opera House

43

4.

Italian opera-an excuse for convers&tion and social
gathe rings

45

5.

Paris demanded a ballet in Tannhiiuser.

46

6.

Jews in music

51

7.

Christian hypocrisy

59

8.

Contrast between
CJreek

the

prese nt-day theatre

and

the

62

9. The dissolution of the d rama

63

1 0.

The necessity of revol ution

64

1 1.

What is Utopia?

67

69

12. The Revolution

PART II

The Greek Ideal
I.

2.

CJreek art and drama

77

A fellowship of players; commun ion of players and
audience

3 . The fellowship and the community; the priest as actor

78
80

4. The folk creates art.

83

5.

85

Definition of the folk

6

CONTEN TS

6.

Myth as it relates to the folk and to art

87

7.

The value of myth is its eternal truth.

90

8.

Feeling is the basis of understanding.

91

PART III

The Origins of Modern Opera, Drama, and Music
1.

Development of the aria; Gluck's contribution

95

2.

Mozart and Rossini; the death of opera

98

3.

Weber's contribution

4.

Nadir of opera:
Scribe

music

107
by

Meyerbeer, libretto by
111

5.

Opera affirms the separation of the arts.

12 1

6.

Origin ef modern drama:
drama

124

7.

Essence of the romance

136

8.

Myth d iluted by Christianity

139

9.

The romance versus the drama. Romance turns to
politics event ually.

14 1

10.

The state versus the individual; u nderstanding versus
feeling

148

1 1.

Poetry impossible in modem speech

15 1

12.

While language declines, music, a new language of
feeling, develops, until poetry becomes either philosophy or blends with music.

153

1 3.

Haydn and Mozart develop dance music into the mod
ern symphony and make use of folk song and speaking melody.

154

14.

Yet they fail to ach ieve dramatic pathos or continuity
of action-their works are characterized by a "lofty
glee ."

155

Beethoven makes music express storm and stress. But
absolute music can express only mi rth or end less
yearning; it lacks the deed, the moral will. The Ninth
Symphony is the redemption of mu sic into drama.

155

15.

the romance and G reek

16. Three de scriptive and analytic programs; the impor
tance of identifying the poetic subj ects of Beethove n's
works: a. The "Eroica" Symphony, b. The "Coriolan"
Overture, c . The Ninth Symphony ( with parallel passages from the poems of Goethe)

160

CONTENTS

7

PART IV

'J'he Alllwork
I.

of the Future

Music and reality, Schopenhauer's theory extended by
Wagner

179

Bee thoven 's symphonies reveal another world, whose
logic is the logic of feeling.

187

3.

Poetry will combine with music in drama which also
obeys the l ogic of feeling.

187

4.

Essence of drama is knowing through feeling.

188

5.

Need to concentrate motives in drama

192

6.

Myth represents a concentration of motives; summary
of relations of myth, drama, feeling, and motives.

1 93

Word speech must be strengthened to suit mythic
drama.

195

From ordinary speech a new art speech must be created, a concise and vigorous style.

1 96

Rhythm determined not by artificial me trics but by
the natural liftings and lowerings of the speaking
accent

1 99

2.

7.
8.
9.

1 0.

Al literation unifies expression; Stabreim defined and
illustrated

203

1 1.

Poetic value of Stabreim

204

1 2.

Use of rhyme; passing over of word speech into tone
speech

205

1 3.

Diffe re nt functions of the word poet and tone poet

207

14.

Melody and feeling

207

15.

Tonality and exp ression; se tting Stabreim

209

1 6.

Modul ation and action

210

1 7.

Harmony imp arts fee ling tone t o melody.

2 13

1 8.

Poet and musician unite in the orchestra.

215

1 9.

Orchestra's power of speech; an alogy with gesture

217

20.

Foreboding and remembrance

222

21.

Example from Lohengrin

226

22.

The new musicod ramatic unity

227

23.

Relation of the poet to the musician

23 1

24.

One artist or two?

234

25.

Conclusion

234

8

CONTENTS
PARTV

Wagner's Development
I.

Au tobiographical sketch

239

2.

Rienzi

252

3.

The Flying Dutchman: use o f m yth

254

4.

Tannh iiuser. The conception of higher love

255

5.

Lohengrin. Its novelty. Elsa and Lohengrin as an
tithesis, representing the unconscious and the conscious

260

6.

Siegfried. Turning point in Wagner's artistic development. Abandons h i story for myth

263

7.

Breaks with operatic conventions

266

8.

G rowing inwardness of his art, concluding with Tris
'
tan , where onl y "inner m ovements· of the soul" are
depicted

268

9.

Spiritual crisis: Schopenhauer; the longing for death

27 1

10.

Prel ude to Tristan und Isolde

272

1 1.

Negation of the will; Dante; Buddhism

273

12.

Overthrow of h umanistic values; changes in The Ring

278

13.

Relation of Tristan to The Ring

280

14.

Nibel ungen myth considered as a "sketch for a drama"

28 1

1 5.

Commentary on Th e Ring

290

16.

Parsifal. Lette r to Mathilde Wesendonck, May 30,
1859

295

PART VI

The Art of Performance
I.

Conducting: re lation of melody to tempo; establishing
the correct tempo; the princip le of modifying tempo;
performing Beethoven's Ninth Symphony

30 1

2.

Acting: performing The Flying Dutchman

329

3.

Singing: Ludwig Schnorr von Carolsfeld, Wagner's
ideal Heldentenor

336

PART VII

Bayreuth
l.

The founding of the Festspielhaus; Wagner's speech
on the occasion; the design of the theatre; hidden orchestra, perspective arrangement, stage space

353

CONTENTS

9

2.

"Parsifal at Bayreuth," final festival in 1 882: acting
technique, scenery, rehe arsal s

3 69

3.

The Staging of Tristan and Isolde by Appia

377

PART VIII

Politics
I.

2.

On state and rel i gion : state guarantees stabi l ity;
basic Wah n of political l ife is patriotism ; publ ic opin
ion ; the king and religion; d ogma and allegory; the
function of art

3 99

German art and German policy : German and French
civilizations contrasted ; development of the German
nation ; the Romantic movement; the decline of Ger
man art ; need for the German princes to support German art ; German un ion

42 1

List of Sources

445

Introduction
No musician, perhaps no artist in the history of Western art,

has ever had so much to say about his own life, works, and
ideas as did Richard Wagner. And with the possible exception
of Beethoven, no musician has ever exercised such influence
over men and even nations as has Wagner in the past one
hundred years. In his own lifetime alone, Wagner was the sub
ject of ten thousa nd articles and books attacking, defending,
and explaining his system and his cult. Today students of
drama, music, and pol itics contemplate with astonishment the
impact of this one man on a civil ization so old, so rich, and
so sophisticated as to seem immune to wonder.
Both in his promises and in his demands Wagner was ex
travagant ; but he performed what he promised, received what
he demanded. In an age when drama was dead , the theatre
reduced to melodrama and spectacle, Wagner deliberately set
out to revive the spirit of tragedy. At a time when music was
in decline after the great achievements of the Viennese School ,
he sought to reconstitute the art in a radically new form . And
in a period when Germany was still a congeries of petty states,
Wagner addressed h imsel f to the German nation as the
prophet and celebrant of its future greatness.
His success in this last role has clouded in modern times the
brilliance of h is artistic and intellectual ach ievements. But now
-one hundred and fifty years after his birth and eighty years
after his death-it may be hoped that we have finally attained
the detachment necessary for a clear and untroubled vision of
this extraord inary man, one of the seminal forces in modern
European culture.

WAGNER'S LIFE
Rich ard Wilhelm Wagner was born on May 22, 1 813 , at
Lei pzig. Like h is hero Siegfried , Wagner was troubled ( at
least in h is later years ) by the uncertainty of his paternity. His
putat ive father was a pol ice actu ary who died shortly after
1 I
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Wagner's birt h . Soon afterward his mother married an inti
mate friend of the family, Ludwig Geyer, an assimilated Jew,
a theatrical performer whose fam ily for m any generations h ad
been orga nists and town musicians. I n hi s fifties, Wagner ob
tained by means of some fam ily letters a "penetrating glimpse"
into the early relations betwet.ti Geyer and his mother ; he con
cluded evidently that Geyer was his natural fat her, a n idea
that was then bruited abou t by Nietzsche, his quondam dis
ciple and l ater enemy.1
Wagner received a sound academic education, passing
through the Gymnasium and even spending some time at the
University of Leipzig; but h is formal training in music did not
amou nt to much-hardly more than a year with competent
instructors. At nineteen he wrote a symphony and an opera,
and in 1 8 3 3 he obtai ned his first professional appoin tmer.t, as
chorusmaster at Wiirzburg. For a number of years, he served
as conductor in several provincial German opera houses unt il,
in 18 3 9, he went with his wife, M i n a Planer, to Paris, where
he suffered two and a half years of grinding poverty while he
sough t to advance h is career as composer. In 1 842 Rienzi was
successfully performed at Dresden , and Wagner's fortu nes sud
denly im proved. Appointed royal music director, his next three
operas-The Flying Dutchman ( 1 843 ) , Tan nltiiuser ( 1845 ) ,
and Lohengrin ( 1 850) -were received with acclaim.
But after becoming involved in the Dresden M ay Revolu
tion of 1 849, Wagner had to flee Germ any. He settled in
Zurich, where he remai ned until 1 8 5 9 . Here he com posed two
thirds of Th e R ing, and began Tristan. Again in Paris in 1 8 6 1 ,
he saw an elaborately prepared production of Tannhiiuser end
in fiasco because of the mach inations of his pol it ical enemies.
Once more Wagner's fortunes decl ined, but several years
later h is future was assured when Ludwig II of Bavaria be
came the composer's patron . Tristan was performed at Mu nich
in 1 8 65, Die Meistersinger in 186 8 . But, h aving aroused the
anger of the cou rt, Wagner was compelled to withdraw . In
1870 he married Cosima Liszt von Biilow, and two years later
he establ ished his residence i n B ayreut h . Here, i n 1 8 76, the
ent ire R ing was performed ; Parsifal was given at the next fes
tival, in 1 8 82. Wagner died i n Venice, at the age of seventy,
on February 13 , 18 8 3 .
1 See Ernest Newman, The Life of Richard Wagner, 4 vols.,
New York, 193 3-1947 , I , 3-1 8 ; Ill, 5 5 8-562.
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THE PROSE WRITINGS
Wagner's principal prose writings were produced between the
years 1848 and 1 8 5 1 , a period of profound crisis in both his
external circumstances and his development as artist. Still
burning with im potent revolutionary rage after his flight from
Germany, baffled in his schemes for operatic success in Paris,
in these years Wagner could neither ignore the world nor
come to terms with it. At the same time, his gradually un
folding vision of the artwork of the future deeply engaged his
thoughts and feel ings while denying him the fixity of intent ion
necessary for composition . Consequently, for almost six years
-from the completion of Lohengrin in 1 847 to the com
mencement of The R ing late in 185 3-he wrote no music.
With no practical outlets for his energies and ideas, Wagner
turned to speculation, writing a series of theoretical treatises
designed to explain the nature of his projected artworl... and
the circumstances, political, cultural , and artistic, which made
its realization necessary. The A rtwork of the Future ( 1 849 ) ,
Opera and Drama ( 1 8 50- 1 8 5 1 ) , and A Communication to
My Friends ( 1 8 5 1 ) , are all parts of a single sustained effort of
reflective consciousness. In later years, Wagner described the
state of mind in which he wrote these theoretical works as
"abnormal , " because "it drove me to treat as a theorem a
thi ng that had become quite positive and certain to me in
my artistic intui tion . " But his u rgent need for intellectual clar
ity and literary expression hardly seems abnormal now ; it was
merely a temporary intensification of a lifelong habit of philo
soph ic speculation, a habit that in later years continued un
abated, though it fou nd its outlet more often in letters and
conversation than i n systematic exposition .
Indeed, i n the fullest and most modern sense of the word,
Wagner was an intellectual . It was never enough for him to
conceive an idea and act upon it : he had to formulate it in
philosophic terms, demonstrate its internal logic or necessity.
And he liked to support or enl arge his ideas by setting them
in a framework of related concepts, causes, and conditions. It
is to this inveterate practice of rationalization, as much as to
his extraordinary circumstances during these years of crisis,
that we owe Wagner's major critical writings.
As a thinker, Wagner i s both original and derivative. But
even when his root ideas were borrowed from pure philoso
phers-Feuerbach in his early writings, Schopenhauer in his

14
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later work-Wagner assi milated these ideas in such a manner
as to make them not merely parts of his system, but formula
tions of what he had most deeply experienced. What is more,
i n his proper sphere as a critic and theorist of the arts of
theat re and music, Wagner was an enormously resourceful and
versatile thinker. He pioneered i n the study of symbols, myths,
and pri mitive legends; he was a shrewd, if not disinterested ,
critic of opera, a brilliant exponent of Beethoven, and a pene
trating analyst of the technical problems of conducting, acting,
musical declamation, and theatre design.
But the real fascination of Wagner's writi ngs lies not so
much in the light they shed on philosophy and the arts, but on
h i msel f. They provide profound i nsight into his mind and art,
and cannot be ignored by anyone who wishes to understand
his compositions and his place in modern culture . This is such
an obvious truth that one wonders how, with so many recent
books and articles devoted wholly or in part to Wagner's life,
works, and ideas, Wagner should have been allowed so rarely
to speak for himsel f, at least in Engl ish .
Perhaps the chief reason for this neglect lies in. the character
of Wagner's style and his habits of argument and exposition .
Wagner was not a writer so much as a talker or monologuist.
Most of his writings were hastily and impatiently composed in
the manner of improvised lectures, and they have the faults of
all such work : they are terribly prolix and often oblique in
their approach to problems, the talker sliding into his theme
instead of attacking it directly from the start. There is often a
great deal of backtracking because a talker is naturally digres
sive and repetitive and also because ideas often occur to him
after the proper time for their introduction has passed. Read
ing Wagner can be a trying experience. Often we feel his idea
within our grasp only to see i t slip away on the endless stream
of verbiage or become lost in irrelevant disquisition. He was
not the kind of writer who has difficulty expressing himsel f;
quite the contrary, he was highly articulate. His difficulty
rather Jay in the very superftuency of his style that allowed
everything to be said so immediately that it was never real1y
said, but rather skimmed or quaintly illustrated, the depth and
ful1ness of the thought left unrealized.
Wagner had some bad mental habits. He was always gen
eralizing about subjects that h ave long and complicated his
tories, without taking much heed of these histories except to
choose a point here and there with which to support his con
tention . Consequently, we never real1y know what he is talking
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about in historical terms, which would not be so bad if he
generalized from the universal nature of art and did not con
cern himsel f with developmental processes . The very opposite
is the case, howeve r : Wagner almost always presents his ideas
in one of those ideal ized histories familiar to us from the writ
ings of eighteenth-century political theorists. Like Rousseau,
he must always begin with some ideal primitive condition,
trace down vaguely our descent from this early Eden, and
then turn about to point the way up the ideal incl ine of the
future.
Another obvious fault is the result of a naturally imagina
tive mind working i n a world of abstract thought. Wagner is
an inveterate personifier of ideas. Abstractions like poetry,
music, speech , and melody assume in his mind personal iden
tities and sexes. His presentation of ideas in terms of human
rel ations is so primitive as to be at times absurd .
Finally, one is distracted by the tangled involution of his
thought . At times he seems consti tutionally i ncapable of sim
ple and direct utterance. This is partly the vice of his nation
and period, but it is also a flaw in his ow n mind. His ideas are
so unripe that they have not yet assumed a definite form: we
see them only in their developmental flux.
In general , Wagner's writings suffer from a lack of com
position . To be easily understood, they require editing, cutting,
and rearranging, not simply selection and anthologizing. Wag
ner on Music and Drama is designed to make the substance of
the composer's thought both accessible and coherent . It is not
an anthology of the usual kind, made up of individual works
complete or cut ; rather, it is an integrated presentation of the
whole of Wagner's thought by means of an arrangement of
key pieces and passages drawn from many sources-books,
articles, and letters-fitted together so that they can be read
as continuous systematic exposition. This arrangement, the
editors believe, faithfully reflects Wagner's own intentions.
For, as previously noted, most of his theoretical writi ngs were
produced in one brief period, and, despite certain mi nor differ
ences in emphasis, represent successive stages in the develop
ment of a unified theory. As his subjects, principles, and
arguments remained the same, while his various statements of
them differed considerably in clarity, force , and fullness, it is
desirable to have available the best formulation of each idea
and to have this materi al assembled in a logical and conven
ient arrangement. At the same time, those mat ters on which

16
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Wagner ch anged his mind without discussing the change in his
-publ ished wri tings are represented here by selections from his
correspondence.
The anthology is arranged i n eight major divisions. Part I
presents, as background for his later reforms, Wagner's criti
cism of art and culture i n his own day. Part I I offers a con
trasting vision-Wagner's historical ideal , the Greek t heatre.
Part I I I , a critical history of opera, drama, and music, leads
to the famous specifications for the artwork of the future
( Part IV ) . These theoretical projections are then supple
mented by the facts of Wagner's artistic development ( Part
V ) ; by discussions of the practical problems of conducting,
orchestration , acting, and singing ( Part VI ) ; and by Wagner's
own accounts of the founding of the Festspielhaus and the
first performance of Parsifal in 1 8 8 2 ( Part V I I ) . The i mpor
tant essay by Adolphe Appia on the staging of Tristan is
provided at the end of Part V I I . The final section ( Part VIII )
is devoted to Wagner's late pol itical writings.
CU LTU R A L DECA D E N C E OF TH E NI N ET E E N TH CENTURY

Wagner's cri ticism of cultural conditions in the mid-ni neteenth
century-given symbolic form in the character of Alberich,
the ugly dwarf who renounces love and beauty for gold-is
essenti ally no different ( and a good deal less subtle and search
ing ) from that of many other critics of his day. Like Heine,
B alzac, Stendhal, Carlyle, and Arnold, Wagner saw his age
sinki ng i nto a morass of phil istinism as everywhere the
burgher class triumphed over the decadent aristocracy and the
fettered prol etariat. But unlike other critics, who took as evi
dence of the degeneracy of the age ch anges in manners,
moral s, and literary values, Wagner concentrated on the con
dition of the theatre . This ch aracteristic emphasis can be asso
ciated with several factors : with his own i m mediate experience
as conductor and composer; with the assumption-common
to German cultural criticism si nce the ti me of Lessing-that
the theatre as the principal form of public art must be neces
sarily a powerful agency of social influence ; and, most i m
portant, with Wagner's belief i n the redemptive power of art,
the theatre being i n his view the supreme art , the crown of
civilization.
Theatre for Wagner and his age meant opera ; not primarily
the Italian opera of Bellini and Rossi ni ( i n which Wagner
foun d a genu ine but limited value ) , but the brilliant genre of
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Parisian grand opera, initiated by Auber and Halevy and
brought to its culmi nation in the enormously successful col
laborations of Scri be and Meyerbeer. These once-famous op
eras Robert le Diable ( 1 8 31 ) , Les Huguenots ( 1 8 3 6 ) , and
Le Prophere ( 1 849 ) -were aimed directly at the pretenti ous
bourgeois public of the time. They were gigantic celebrat ions
of the materialistic spirit, performed on stages crammed with
elaborate and cost ly objects. Every material resource of the
theatre was employed i n their production. For Robert /e
Diable, accord ing to William Crosten, "No effort was spared .
. . . The English st age traps were i ntroduced, gas illumi nat ion
was used for the first time on the French opera stage and
advantage was taken of the varied effects of perspective, il lu
sion, and chiaroscuro which had been developed in the Boule
vard theatres . . . . We are assured that the mise en scene . .
cost nearly 200,000 francs."
Meyerbeer's main talent lay i n his mi micry, his abi lity to
assi milate and reproduce a variety of styles. During the Venice
Carnival of 1 8 1 5 , he heard Rossini's Tancredi. Enraptured by
it, he immediately altered his own style and i n practically no
time produced a series of highly successful Italian operas. His
friend and fellow pupil, Carl Maria von Weber, wrote to h im,
"My heart bleeds to see a German composer of creative power
stoop to become an imitator in order to win favor with the
crowd," but the facile Meyerbeer was undeterred. Next , he
moved to Paris, where he devoted seven years to a thorough
study of everything French, especial ly French opera from
Lulfy on. A visitor to his l ibrary was surprised to find "hun
dreds of scores great and small, many of which were hardly
known by name even to the most ini tiated." His preparation
complete, Meyerbeer launched his career in French opera.
Meyerbeer drove himsel f to win fame and prestige. ( Heine
quipped that he fulfil led the true Christian ideal , for he could
not rest while there remai ned a single unconverted soul . ) As
we might expect from both his motives and his methods of
worki ng, the music of his operas is incredibly, monumentally
inane-a hodgepodge of nondescript themes and devices taken
over from other composers, garish orchestral bril l iance, and
dreary letter-perfect declamation. Meyerbeer was so passion
less and empty a musician that Donald Francis Tovey once
remarked that he could not "regard him as a real person at
al l , " and could not be bothered to argue with people who
could.
The sudden promine nce of Jewish composers, l ike Halevy,
-

.
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Meyerbeer, and Mendelssohn , after the "emancipation" of the
Jews i n the early ni neteenth century, soon attracted attention,
and in time a Jewish "question" arose. In 1 8 50, Die Neue
Zeitsch rift jiir Musik published a discussion of "Hebrew Artis
tic Taste," which i ncluded Wagner's famous, or i nfamous,
piece, "Das Judentum in der Musik" ( Jews in Music ) , an
essay that is still the primary document of its kind.
"Jews in Music" is usually considered the work of a violent
anti-Semite, but it is unwise to dismiss Wagner's ideas simply
on these grounds, for his basic argu ment contains as much
truth on the subject as anyone could have seen during the
nineteenth century. The strength of this argument lies i n its
perception that the newly assimilated Jewish composer, being
alienated both from Jewish life and from the life of his
adopted nation, lacked the prime requisite of the true artist :
the deep cultural roots that provide an insti nctive grasp of the
unconscious aspirations and conflicts of his society and that
enable an i ndividual writing out of his own being to bring
forth at the same time a true expression of the spirit of his
nation . This, according to Wagner, the Jewish artist can never
do. Where the Jew is equipped to excel is in intellectual activ
ity, for his precarious social position requ ires, above al l, that
he understand the society i n order to overcome his problems
within it.
In his early writings, Wagner is even more antagonistic to
orthodox Christianity than he is toward Judaism ; or rather,
like most of the Romantics, he condemned Christianity pre
cisely for its failure to purge itself of its Judaic inheritance :
the stone tablets inscribed with "forbiddals" and the primitive
image of a wrathful, tyrannical God. But Wagner was equally
i ncensed by the Christian character as i t had developed
through history, particularly during the M iddle Ages. "Hypoc
risy" was his epithet for Christianity : hypocrisy not in the
sense of conscious duplicity but rather in the sense of a pro
found spl it between the normal healthy desires of mankind
( especially sexual desires) aiming insti nctively at happiness in
this world and the morbid, otherworldly yearnings i nspired by
the Christian religion .
Wagner's accumulated frustrations and anger against Chris
tianity, against the Jews, against the bourgeois supremacy, and
against the degradation of art into entertainment finally im
pelled him to call for a revolution that should end "the do
minion of Death over Life." When fighting actually broke out
in the streets of Dresden , Wagner was in the thick of it, his
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attitude toward the hostilities bei ng "a playful exh ilaration ."
In later years he recalled how as he was passing through a
barricade a common soldier had shouted to him, "Herr Kape/1meister! Der Freude schoner Gotterfu nken has set fire to
things! "
Though Wagner's revol utionary ardor was real enough to
make him take arms and risk his life, it sprang from sources
so deep that when political action fai led him, he immed iately
carried the same spirit into the world of art, substituti ng an art
revol ution for a pol itical upheaval .
THE GREEK IDEA L

Wagner's denunciations of the modern theatre are balanced
and relieved by his idealized vision of the Greek theatre, a
theatre that i ncorporated all the conditions of great art : a
religious occasion, the participation of the entire community,
and the cooperation of all the arts in the dramatic representa
tion of a mythic action . To Wagner, enthralled by the Roman
tic dream of "Hellas" ( nowhere more vividly experienced than
in the Germa ny of Winckelmann, Lessing, Goethe, Schiller,
and HOiderlin ) , Greek drama appeared a noble and beautiful
celebration of "the purely human." And so intent was he on
this sunlit vision of the Greek stage that reading him one
almost forgets that this theatre exists for us principally in the
form of tragic dramas. In his period of "Hellenic optimism,"
Wagner was curiously indifferent to the specific character of
tragedy, being concerned rather with those general values he
found wanting in the theatre of his own day : community,
myth, mimesis, and the synthesis of the arts.
SYNTHESIS OF THE ARTS

Wagner's doctrine that every art reaches its fulfillment in a
union with the other arts appears extremely dubious when it
is abstracted from the cultural condit ions that fostered its de
velopment. Indeed, there appears to be a baffling paradox in
Wagner's arguments, for while li miting each art individually
( and complaining about its inadequacies ) , at the same time he
seeks the illimitable combination of all the arts. But when we
turn from the consideration of this doctrine merely as idea to
reflect upon the peculiar ch aracter of Romantic art, we see the
whole question in a different light .
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Both Romantic poetry and Romantic music, it has often
been observed, exhibit a tendency to transcend their natu ral
lim itations as arts and to pass over into the sphere of the com
plementary art. Romantic poetry seems to aspire to the con
dition of music by subord inating the plastic and delineative
function of language to the lyrical and suggestive. Nor is this
tendency confined to the use of language ; it is apparent i n the
very substance of Romantic poetry. Wordsworth's "Nature" is
not so much a landscape filled with carefully observed and
accurately delineated details, as an evocation of spiritual "pres
ences" and "powers" that hover mysteriously around and
above the observable features of his world . Beethoven's music
is li kewise d istinguished by an unmistakable poetic tendency,
an effort to render through the tonal medium the abstracted
essence of certain "root experiences," analogous to the moods
and myths that are the subjects of Romantic literature.
This tendency to overstep the traditional l i mits of the vari
ous art media is unquestionably a reflection of the Romantic
sense of real ity, a real ity that often seems to lie in that ob
scure reg ion where the arts share common borders. Seen from
this perspective, Wagner's synthetic artwork appears as the
ultimate endeavor totally to encompass Romantic real ity.
MYTH A N D M I M ESIS

The nature of Romantic real ity also explains i n large measure
the great importance that Wagner attributed to myth, as well
as the great i mportance subsequently ascribed by the Sym
bolists ( who shared much the same subjective orientation ) to
Wagner's successful employment of myth .
When the Romantics located real ity in the mind rather than
in the external world-the worl d of ch aracter, action , and
locale-they created an enormous problem for art. None of
the traditional genres, neither epic, romance, drama, nor the
novel ( at least in their received forms ) , were really suitable
for the representation of a totally subj ective real ity. Conse
quently, a wholly new mode of representation had to be found
that would faithfully reflect the new subjective reality and at
the same time provide the externalization and objecti fication
indispensable for mimetic art. Blake, Keats, and Shelley ex
perimented with mental allegories, thus in a manner returning
to the practice of the Middle Ages, when a comparable stirring
of psychological interest prompted a modification of romance.
But allegory was not really in keeping with the spirit of the
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age , and so the search for a new mode of representation had
to be extended .
The rediscovery of myth p rovided the Romantic artist with
an ideal solution to his problem , for myth arose from psycho
logical depths even more profound than those plumbed by
sel f-reflection, and myth likewise provided character, action,
and locale of a kind su itable for epic or tragic treatment while
remaining distinct from even the most ideal ized representation
of actual life. Myth , as a symbolist critic has said, could
"satisfy the i ntellect while safeguarding the rights of the
dream."
RO M A NTIC OPTI M IS M A N D RO M A N TIC PESS I M IS M

When in the early 18 50's, Wagner stopped theorizing about
the artwork of the fu ture and began composing The R ing of
the Nibelung, he suddenly real ized that he was involved in a
fundamental philosophic contradiction. As artist he was intent
on projecting a tragic vision of l i fe ; yet as a prophetic thi nker,
he had committed "h imself to an opti mistic faith in Utopia.
The immediate practical result of this real ization was not
another theoretical statement but some significant ch anges in
the design of the final opera of Th e Ring. Consequeptly, the
vigorous controversy that has gone on for many decades con
cerni ng the revolution in Wagner's thinking centers upon the
nature of these changes and the motives that prompted them .
Many of the older commentators-most notably Kurt Hil
debrandt-argued that the shi ft from an optimistic to a pessi
mistic philosophy in Th e Ring ( the original Siegfried was "The
new man who spri ngs from the communistic paradise" ; he
was modeled on Bakunin, who was "fearless, full of childlike
confidence , utterly regardless of consequences to himsel f, ten
der i n spi te of his passion for destruction" ) was the result of
growing political disillusionment after 1 848, cul mi nating, after
the coup d'etat of Napoleon III in 1 8 5 1 , with a denial of the
worl d and an attitude of .resignation .
Most modern critics, led by Ernest Newman, do not agree :
they see the problem i n a wider context. For the fact is that
Wagner had always been unsure about the central moral prob
lem e mbodied in Wotan's gu i l t. At first he held with the Ro
mantics that the evil of the world was the effect of an evil god
( Wotan ) and that a new and righ teous world coul d be created
by new men without fear. Then, after read i ng Schopenhauer
( i n 1854 ) , Wagner began to understand how his essential ar-

22

I N T RODUCTION

-tistic nature had for long been functioning in opposi tion to the
willed opti mism of his intellect. Writing to August Rockel two
years later, he confessed to "having arrived at a clear under
standing of my own works of art through the help of another,
who has provided me with reasoned conceptions correspond
ing to my i ntuitive pri nciples. " The Flying Dutchman , Tann
hiiuser, and Loh engrin-all his early works-were actually,
he now maintained, expressions of "the sublime tragedy of
renunciation. " The strange th i ng was that "in all my i ntel
lectual ideas on life, and i n all the conceptions at which I had
arri ved in the course of my struggles to u ndersta nd the world
with my conscious reason, I was working in direct opposition
to the intuitive ideas expressed in these works. ":!
The evil of the world , in th is new view , was irremediable.
The artwork of the future, therefore, could redeem the world
only by illustrating with i nevitable logic the necessity for the
world's destruction. Th is conviction produced a reversal in
The Ring from "a final scene in which Siegfried and Brynh ilde
reestablish the power of the Gods by the death of the former
and the restoration of the Ring to the Rhi ne Maidens by the
latter, to a final scene in which the restoration of the Gold to
the Rhine brings with it the destruction of the Gods.":i
Having reversed hi mself on the question of the value of life,
Wagner, i n h is late writi ngs, no longer conceives of art as a
celebration of triumphant humanity. Art is now a "noble illu
sion, a turning away from reality, a cure for life which is
indeed not real, wh ich leads one whol ly outside life, but
thereby raises one above it."
I t i s very i mportant to keep this radical alteration i n philo
sophic values in mind when reading Wagner's published writ
ings-which for the most part reflect his earlier attitude-lest
one be misled into thinking that Wagner the opti mist is
Wagner entire .
TRAGEDY REBO R N F R O M MUS I C

Wagner's phi losoph ical predicament at the time of the com
position of The Ring arose from the incompatibility of tragedy
and the Romantic spiri t. Romantic tragedy had been tragedy
inverted : the heroes of Prometheus Unbound and Faust pur
sued a course that led th rough suffering and conflict to ulti2

a
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mate triumph and repose . Wagner aimed , i n contrast, at the
revival of genuine tragedy . Wh at is more, he determined
despite his enthusiasm for the Greek drama-to employ only
those legends that could be made to embody the sufferings and
the moral dilemmas of the modern sensibility; neoclassicism of
any sort he regarded as vain and regressive. Lacking any lit
erary precursor in this bold endeavor, he took his warrant
from a musician : Beethove n . Wagner's hopes for a rebirth of
tragedy in the modern world sprang ultimately from h is
awareness of the great new power th at had been released
into that world through Beethoven's music.
Beethoven's contribution to the artwork of the future was
twofold : he had demonstrated the unique capacity of music to
project the i nmost content of the tragic myth-the myth of
the hero's struggles, victories, and death-and he had pointed
the way in the final movement of his Ninth Symphony to the
use of language in conjunction with symphonic music.
But Beethoven, in Wagner's eyes, was actually a musical
Columbus, who seeking one world had accidental ly discovered
another and far greater one. Though he had invested music
with undreamed-of powers of dramatic and philosophic im
plication , Beethoven remained to the end an absol ute musician.
When, as i n the Leonora Overture, the progressive develop
ment of his dramatic subject could not be accommodated
within his recapitulatory form, Beethoven betrayed the subject
for the sake of the form. Reasoning from examples like these
-as well as from Beethoven's evident need for language i n
t h e Ninth-Wagner concluded that instrumental music could
go no further in the direction of poetic representation .
The artwork of the future , therefore, was i ntended as an
enormous extension of that portentous moment when Beet
hoven brought the Word out of the depths of music . In the
new artwork, the Beethoven symphony orchestra would sound
again the mighty themes of the hero's sufferi ngs, triumphs,
loves, and death ; but i nstead of these themes conjuring up
phantasms in the l isteners' minds, the figures of the hero and
the heroine would actually appear, acting out the content of
the music in verbally pointed pantomime. And the music
freed. in turn, from the necessity to create its own abstract
unity th rough formal devices of repetition and recapitulation,
would flow on i n "endless melody," enfolding the entire drama
in a rich fabric of closely woven symphonic motifs. Freed like
wise from the arbitrary system of key rel ations indispensable
to sonata form , the music would be tonal ly, as well as melodic-
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ded--endlessly modulating in accordance with the
ds and unfolding action of the drama.
DRA M A V E R S U S M US I C DRA M A

As a playwright and d ramatic theorist, Wagner set h i mself the
task of finding a new solution to the main problem that con
fronts the writer of serious drama. A situation must be created
that will stir the audience profoundly, and the situation must
be arri ved at in such a way that the audience will not only
accept it but be overwhel med by it. The sol ution adopted by
the writers of melodrama was to string together a series of
strong but spurious situations, none of them adequately mo
tivated. The sophisticated spectator would at best be merely
titill ated by the hectic adventures of the hero and villain, and
even the na'ive spectator would let himsel f be moved only so
far as it pleased h i m . The solution adopted by the practitioners
of the wel l-made play lay in emph asizing a si ngle strong situa
tion and moti vating it thoroughly. To Dumas fils the whole art
of the drama consisted i n the art of preparat ion . The trouble
with this sol ution was that the playwright was compelled to
devote most of his script to preparing for the big scene, the
climax.
But the serious dramatist wanted to do more than construct
a mach ine that would set off a n emotional explosion of a cer
tain magnitude at precisel y the right moment. He wanted to
bring the audience to a state of wider or deeper awareness by
explori ng the depths out of which the emotions arose. Like a
surgeon , he wanted to open up his patient, clear away the
covering tissue, and expose the sensitive nerves or the source
of the pain as quickly as possible. Si nce the patient could be
anesthetized in the operating theatre for only a limited period
of time, the prelimi naries would have to be held to a mmi
mum. Wagner's solution to the dramatist's main problem was
to reduce motivation in order to spend most of the ti me
exploring a single strong emot ional situatio n .
Recognizing th e power of music t o create excitement i n
stantly, Wagner relied upon the orchestra to warm up the
audience for the dramatic climaxes th at w ould otherwise
have to be prepared through one or more acts. Furthermore,
he knew music could add enormous weight to the climax itself
as long as it seemed to represent an overflowi ng of the emo
tions contained in the scene. However, it would not do to
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eliminate the preparation altogether, for although music by
itself could express emotion it could not express the reason for
the emotion . As Wagner pointed out, if the emotion in a
symphony beca fue tod i n tense, the audience would react
against it by asking, "Why this i ntensity?" Consequently, musi
cal expression and dramatic motivation had to be made to
serve each other.
As for the crucial situation around which the drama was to
be built, Wagner wanted it to provide the spectators with a
degree of insight denied them in realistic drama deal ing with
contemporary or historical subjects. A realistic situation in the
theatre set motives and characters clearly before the audience
in terms that it could understand . The audience was not con
tent merely to see a thing happen ; it wanted to see how and
why it happened . Consider the situation in which the cuck
olded husband decides to kill his wife. To make this situation
as real as possible , the playwright explains why the wife took a
lover, how the husband found out about them, and why the
husband had no recourse but to slay his wife . To Wagner this
"absolute disclosing of i ntentions disturbed true insight ." Giv
ing a completely realistic cast to a subject meant covering it
with a veil of illusion, for the truth lay less in the motives
than in the emotions. What Wagner sought to capture was the
movements of the soul. What he wanted to seize upon was
jealousy itself, or love itself, and not the compl icated actions
in everyday life that gave rise to it.
The realistic situation was inevitably anchored in a certain
moment of time, and its horizons were consequently limited.
The typical situation, the mainstay of the neocl assic drama,
was at best only the sum of all similar realistic situations. Only
the archetypal situat ion, which existed at the begi nning of
time and which would always exist, could serve Wagn er's pur
pose of presenting life as the "resultant not of arbitrary forces
but of eternal laws." And the archetypal situations could be
found only in myths. The neoclassic dramatist and the real istic
dramatist, both of whom were primarily concerned with veri
similitude, tried to modernize the myths, i f they dealt with
them at all. They though t of themselves .as wise� than the
inventors of the myths, wiser than the folk. In contrast, Wag
ner's attitude was reverential. He confronted the old mytho
graphers not to bring them up to date but to learn from them ,
to share their wisdom, and to make us their coevals.
Wagner's attitude is the key to an understanding of his
whole system of thought. For him the uni verse was composed
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of forces rather than of things. Seeing the truth meant under
standing these forces, anct understanding meant merging with
t he world will, the force that is the universe . In the depths of
our individual minds and souls are the roots and tentacles that
link us to the primordial unity What we share with every
other living creature is the energy that drives us. What each
of us shares with every other human being is a similar network
of roots and tentacles ; and whatever produces a certain re
sponse in the depths of one of us should produce much the
same response in all the rest of us. On this premise Wagner
could formulate his theory of "folk" art in which communion
of feeling counted for more than communication of ideas.
Consequently, the Wagnerian drama has the depths of the
soul as its setting. �xplai ning the genesi� of Tristan and Isolde,
Wagner said,
.

Here, in perfect trustfulness, I plunged into the inner depths of soul
even ts, and from out this in most ce nter of the world I fe arlessly
built up its outer form [of the drama]. A glance at the

volumen

of

this poem will show you at once the exhaustive detail-work which
a historica l poet is obli ged to devote to cle a ring up the outward
bearings of his plot, to the detriment of a l ucid exposition of its
inne r motives, I now trusted myself to apply to these latter alone.
Life and death, the whole import and existence of the outer world,
here hang on nothing but the inner move ments of the soul. The
whole a ffecting action comes about for reason on ly that the inmost
soul demands it, and steps to light with the very shape foretokened
in the inne r shrine . 4

Wagner's most original contribution to dramaturgy in the nine
teenth century was the pe rfec t i on of the demotivated drama, a
drama that speaks to us in anagogical terms and in which the
story and characters are meant to serve as mediums between
us and a larger, profounder, and truer worl d. Dramatists be
fore Wagner-Byron, for example-had tried to do some t hing
similar, but Wagner provided his plays with a firmer philo
sophical basis by combining and amplifying the ideas of early
German romanticists like Noval is, Gorres, Schelling, G. H.
von Schubert, and th e Schlegel brothers. In addition to regard
ing myths as the repositories of eternal truths and the folk as
mythmakers, these German writers tended to share one key
thought that is crucial for an understanding of the Wagnerian
drama and its influe nce in the last quarter of the nineteenth
•

See post p. 270.
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century. They assumed that the heart of the universe lay
within each man's soul. For Friedrich Schlegel the spirit of
love in its broadest sense was the fuel that ran the universe
and was piped i nto each human breast; and a poem was ro
mantic to the extent that it was suffused with this spiri t. Ac
cording to him, a romantic wonc presents a senti mental content
in the form of fantasy :
What is sentimental ? Whatever is add ressed to our fee l ings, and
not, indeed, to our sensual but to our sp i ri tual sides. The source
and soul of all these impul ses is love, and over romantic poetry
the spirit of love must everywhere be seen hovering invisibly. It
is the holy breath that stirs us th rough the sounds of music . . . .
It is an infinite presence, and it by no means seeks to cling and
cleave exc l usively to persons, events and situations, and to indi
vidual propensities : for the true poet al l this, no matter how deeply
it may be embedded in his soul, is only the intimation of some
thing higher, something infinite, only the token or hieroglyph of
the one true love , of the ful l ness of life, the creat ivity of nature. �·

Allowing for a brief excursion back to Kant , it is only a
short journey from Schlegel's hypostasis of an irrad iating and
infinite love to Schopenhauer's concept of a universal will or
force, basically erotic in nature, that is ceaselessly and sense
lessly spawning and destroying l i fe. Schopenhauer urged man
not to cooperate with thi s force, but to withdraw from it or
to make it the object of intellectual contemplation. Schopen
hauer entered Wagner's l i fe when the composer was in the
midst of h is most passionate romance, a romance that seemed
to offer no prospect of a happy end . Said Wagner, Schopen
hauer's
chief idea, the final negation of the desi re of life . . . shows the
on ly salvation possible. To me of course that thought was not new.
and it can indeed be conceived by no one in whom it did not pre
exist, but this philosopher was the first to put it c l early before
me . . . . I have at least found a quietus that in wakefu l nights
helps me to sleep. This is the genuine, ardent longing for death,
for absolute unconsciousness, total non-existence. Freedom from
a l l dreams is our only final sal vation .':

Tristan -and Isolde , the artistic product of Wagner's romance,
is built entirely on the dualism of l i fe and death, of truth and
.-.Quoted in Die deutschen Romantiker, Gerhard Stenzel, Salz
burg, 1 954, I , 2 5 1 .
"See post p. 2 7 1 .
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illusion, with the everyday world being represented as an illu
sion . The ambivalent feelings of l ove and hate felt by 'Isolde
for Tristan adumbrate the dualism in its first form. At the
end of the first act the love potion is exchanged for the death
potion, suggest ing not only the transformation of hate into
love but also the equivalence of love and death . In the second
and central act of the drama, a long and explicit depiction of
the sex act itself, physical passion carries the two lovers
through the night to the poi nt where the coming of morning
and a re turn to the everyday world of individual existences is
unth inkable. Eternal night, eternal love, pure feel ing, uncon
sciousness suggest the primordial unity out of which the in
di vidual emerges briefly to live his "strange interlude" before
sinking back whence he came. When day dawns, Tristan al
lows himself to be wounded, and exacts a promise from Isolde
that she will follow him into night's realm. In the final, sub
lime moments of the drama, Isolde , standing over Tristan's
body, sinks ecstatically into obl ivion :
In dem wogenden Sch wa l l ,
in d e m tonenden Sch a l l ,
in d e s We l t-Ate ms
wehendem A l lertrinken.
versin kenunbewussthochste Lust !

In the sea of pleasure's
B i l l owing rol l ,
I n t h e e t h e r waves'
Kne l l ing and tol l ,
I n the world-breath's
Wavering wholeTo d rown in, go down in
Lost in swoon-greatest boon ! 7

Th is final scene reveals a radical difference between Schop
enhauer's way of deal ing with the universal will and Wagner's.
Where Schope nhauer advocates withdrawal and noncoopera
tion in order to impose one's own meaning on the essent i al
meani nglessness of l i fe, Wagner's lovers rush to embrace this
will w ith such abandon and vigor that it is difficult to tell
whether the force is overcoming the i ndividuals or the i ndi
viduals are momentarily masteri ng the force. It was impossible
for Wagner to go much further in th is direction, and in his
subseq uent works he sought to escape the anguish of indi
vidual existence by methods more in tune with Schopenhauer
and with Christian thinking. In 1 870 Wagner wrote of redeem
ing oneself from the guilt of phenomenal existence through the
spirit of music. To Nietzsche, Wagner's l ater attitude meant a
return to pessimism and a betrayal of the heroic, life-affirming
attitude of the true Dionysi an spirit.
7

Francis G o l ffi n g t ranslat ion.
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THEATRE OF NARCOSIS

In the romantic view, the thought of submerging one's sel f in
the waves of the world will-whether to escape life or to ex
perience it more fully-was as terri fyi ng as it was attractive .
But art provided a vicarious and socially acceptable way of
attaining simultaneously the heights of ecstasy and the depths
of self-annihilation or sel f-degradation . The romantic theatre,
especially, aimed at reducing the audience to an unthinking,
highly suggestible mass in which the individual was trans
ported out of himself and made to drift with the tides of the
universe . In both its realistic and antirealistic aspects the nine
teenth-century theatre sought to render the spectator incapable
of passing impartial judgment or controlling his ·senses. I t
was a theatre o f narcosis, and Wagner was its chief architect.
To make the spectator utterly responsive to the movements
of the soul that were being shadowed forth on the stage,
Wagner had to hypnotize him. He used every means at his
disposal to heighten audience response and to make all re
sponses subservient to the artist . First, music. Then he reduced
plot development and let the action revolve around one or two
crucial scenes. Then he built his own theatre at Bayreuth with
the seats so arranged that the spectators would have to look at
the stage and not at each other, as in an Italian opera house.
Then he put the orchestra in a sunken pit so that the players
would not distract the attention of the audience and so that
the music would seem as sourceless as the universal will it
expressed. Then he turned the house lights completely off
something of an i nnovation in his time-i n order to focus all
the lights and all the attention on the stage. And finally he
filled the stage with all sorts of magnificent mummery, in
cluding fire-breathing dragons and Rhine-swimming maidens.
Looking at pictures of the sets used at Bayreuth, the awk
ward dragon, the strange swimming-machines for the Rhine
maidens,M we might wonder how anyone could be hypnotized
by this cluttered scenery and these creaking machines. After
Wagner's death there were many stage designers who felt that
the soul drama required an abstract set, as abstract as the
music itself-a set in which shifting lights and shadows would
convey as much of the mood as tones of music . In the 1 890's
the Swiss designer Adolphe Appia put his dreams of a perfect
Wagner production on paper. These designs exercised an enors See Adolphe Jullien, Richard Wagner, sa vie et ses reuvres,
Paris, 1886, pp. 2 18-2 19.

30

I NTRODUCTION

mous influence on the theatre of the twentieth century when
the development of electric lighting made it possible to real ize
Appia's dreams. It should be borne in mind, however, that
Wagner hi mself would al most certainly have disapproved of
Appia's sets. He would have preferred to have the light fall on
someth i ng sol id and tangible than on amorphous shapes or
on nothing at all . Like the maitre des feyntes of the medieval
Bible pl ays, Wagner strove for reality on the stage. The spirit
world speaks most forcefully when it moves real objects. And
before reproaching Wagner the theatrical magician with being
old-fashioned in his stage designs, we should also bear in mind
that nineteenth-century gas lighting lent a warm, glowing, al
most ectoplasmic quality to the scene that electric lighting has
never been able to achieve. The barely perceptible flickering
characteristic of gas lighting endowed everything, even the
most inanimate papier-mache rock , with a l i fe of its own.

WAGN E R AND T H E SYM BOLISTS

In 1 860 Baudelaire became the first French poet to succumb
to Wagner's mesmeric spell . Tannhiiuser, he said, affected him
like drugs. He led Villiers de l'Isle-Adam to Wagner, and
Villiers was completely subdued, not so much by the music as
by Wagner's story material, his handling of myths, the symbols
arising from them, and the projection of the soul-states of the
protagonists. I nspired by Wagner, Villiers wrote his strange
drama A xel i n the early 1 870's, though it did not find its audi
ence until twenty years later. In 1 8 8 5 the Revue Wagnerienne,
under the editorship of Edouard Duj ardin,9 began to appear,
its express purpose being to present "Wagner as the great poet,
Wagner as the great thinker, and Wagner as the creator of a
new art form."W From that time on, there was scarcely a
u Dujardin's p lay La Fin d'A ntonia, performed in
1893 by
Lugne-Poe's troupe, made use of the "recurrence of motifs based
on consonant or vowel sounds. " In addition to borrowing the
idea of leitmotifs from Wagner, Dujardin imitated Bayreuth in
dimming a l l the house lights and concen trating a l l the lights on the
stage. See Gertrude R. Jasper, A dventure in the Theatre: Lugne
Poe and the Theatre de I'CEuvre to 1 899, New Brunswick, 1947,
p. 108. Dujardin is best known for introducing the interior mono
logue to m odem literature in his novel Les /auriers sont coupes,
printed 1 887.
t o Cited by Werner Vordtriede, Nova/is und die franzosisclreu
Sym bolisten, Stuttgart, 1963, p. 166.
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single French Symbolist who was not di rectly influenced by
Wagner's theoretical writings. 1 1 Many of them attempted to
create their own form of the synthetic artwork by using words
as notes of music and by stressing sound at the expense of
sense-though they were good students of Wagner in never
abandoning conscious control over their material as their off
spring, the surrealists, were to do. Mallarme, doyen of the
Symbol ists, was drawn to Wagner because he appreciated the
composer's use of myth to give substance to ineffable emotions,
and of music to suggest an object or a state without naming it.
In the most famous of Symbolist pronouncements, Mallarme
declared that "to name an object is to suppress three-fourths
of the enjoyment of the poem." The symbolic method should
"evoke an object little by little to reveal a state of soul [ etat
d'ame], or, conversely, select an object and disengage from it
a state of soul by a series of decipherings."12
Here we are confronted by the central concern of the Sym
bolists-the attempt to evoke a state of soul. It was this con
cern that united them with the German Romanticists as
regards basic aims and principles. It was their need to find a
method for evoking this state of soul that made them disciples
of Wagner. For Wagner had found a way, the way of the
myth. The myth could corporealize the world of the spirit .
The myth could p u t our dreams, our vague intimations o f
another existence, into tangible sh ape .
THE WORLD

STAG E

1' he key to understanding Wagner lies in the fact that he gave
timself entirely to art, particularly to the art of the theatre .
Art w a s h i s religion and t h e theatre its temple. Moral and
spiritual values existed for him only in so far as his art might
benefit from them. His art was not created to serve any patri
otic, racial, or religious causes ; the causes were opportunisti
cally appropriated by Wagner to serve his art.
11
See Vordtriede, op. cit.; M a x Nordau, Degeneration, New
York, 1895; Rodolphe Palgen, Villiers de /'Isle-A dam, auteur dra
matique, Re ims, 1 925; Grange Wooley, Richard Wagner et le
Symbolisme franrais, Paris, 1 93 1 ; Kurt Jackel, Richard Wagner in
der franzosischen
Literatur, 2 vols., Breslau, 193 1- 1932; Guy
Michaud, Message poetique du Symbolisme, Paris, 1947; Haske ll
M. B lock, Mallarme and the Symbolist Drama, Detroit, 1963.
12
Reply to an enquete conducted by Jules Huret and printed in
/'Echo de Paris in 1 89 1 . Reprinted in Mallarme, CEuvres completes,
edited by H. Mondor and G. Jean-Aubry, Paris, 1945, p. 869.
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All too often his admirers as well as his detractors insisted

o n turning Wagner upside down in order to make h i m serve

their causes. Bernard Shaw, whose two gods were Ibsen and
Wagner, attempted to give Wagner's drama a moral signifi
cance by reading socialism and economics into it. The racists,
the Nazis, and other Wagner idolaters made Bayreuth into a
center of anti-Semitism and hero worship, as i f Wagner had
built the Bayreuth Festspielhaus with the express purpose of
breeding the blond superman, founding the Third Reich, and
exterminating the Jews, all in the name of Teutonic mysticism.
Both those who worshiped him and those who despised him
did so all too often because they took Wagner's pol itical and
racial ideas as the main planks in h is platform.
Actually, they were only ancillary to his main concern , only
ways by which he might achieve his own kind of theatre .
Which is not to say that we can ignore his political writings or
shroud his racist pronouncements in silence . We can neither
exculpate him from sharing the blame for their pernicious ef
fect nor minimize their importance to those who wish to
understand our times and the forces that rule our lives. Hence
the i nclusion in this volume of an extensive section from these
writings.
Nietzsche, who both idolized and hated the man, under
stood him best. He saw early in the game that the driving
force behind Wagner was histrionicism and that the main
spring of his genius was the ability to create illusions that
would draw out man's hidden desires and reflect his i nner
dreams. All Wagner wanted was the chance to display his
genius.U The will to power within him was the need to subvt.
the world to h i s art. Once this is understood, his polemica
writings acquire a meaning different from that ascribed to
them by cultural historians.
A born illusionist, he extended the principles that operate
within the theatre to the world outside the theatre. For him
the world was divided into two camps, the movers and the
moved, those who performed and those who watched, those
who created effects and those who were imposed on. The
theatre was a place where man might attain to the sublimest
truths, that is, the highest pitch of emotion, on the wings of
1 a After breaking with Wagner,
N ietzsche described h i m as
"essentia l l y . . . a man of the theatre and an actor, the most en
thusiastic mimom aniac, perhaps, who ever e xisted , even as a
musician. "-"Nietzsche contra Wagne r" in The Portable Niet zsche ,
tr. Walter Kaufmann, New York , Viking, 1 954, p. 665 .
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il lusion. The state w a s essentially the same-an artwork, a n
ill usion ( Wah n ) , i n which the reverence offered t o the throne,
the respect paid to officialdom, and the patriotism fel t by the
people for a mysterious entity called a fatherl and were noth
ing more or less than theatrical effects, feats of levitation con
jured up on the pol i tical stage . What was l i fe i tsel f to him but
a n unrehearsed piece of theatre in need of a stage manager?
Everyth i ng he did was determi ned by his need to create
theatre . If he scorned Scribe and Meyerbeer for producing
effects without causes, he did so because he knew that pro
fou nder, more brill iant, and more disturbing effects could be
created by Wagnerian methods. If he was a soci alist and revo
lutionist in his you th, it was because he felt he had to recon
struct society in order to win an audience for his art. If he
sank down at the foot of the cross in his old age, he did so in
part to exploit Christian prej udices for theatrical purposes. If
he resurrected the old heroes and revived the old myths, if he
adulated the king and eulogized the state, if he sti rred up race
prej udice and raked up the coals of a dying rel igion , he did so,
in the final analysis, in order that he might take the stage and
bend to his will the emotions he had unleashed . He was a
demagogue of the arts to whom the art of moving and stirring
the people was the highest art, an al l-i nclusive art, a rel igion ;
and beneath its J uggernaut he was prepared to sacrifice every
thing except the audience that had to be on hand when he
took his curtain cal l .
A L B ERT GoLDMAN

N e w York , N. Y .

and
Pough keepsie , N. Y .
January , 1 964

and

EvERT SPRINCHORN

PART I

Cultural Decadence of the
Nineteenth Century

1 . Mercury, god of merchants, reigns over modern
culture.
Romans had a god, Mercury, whom they l ikened to the
Grecian Hermes. But with them his wi nged mission gained a
more practical intent. For them i t was the restless dil igence of
their chaffering and usurious merchants, who streamed from
all the ends of the earth into the heart of the Roman world ; to
bring its luxurious masters, in barter for solid gain, all those
delights of sense which their own immediately surrou nding
Nature could not afford them. To the Roman, surveying its
essence and its methods, commerce seemed no more nor less
than trickery ; and though, by reason of his ever-growi ng lux
ury, this world of trade appeared a necessary evil, he cherished
a deep contempt for all its doings. Thus Mercury, the god of
merch ants, became for the Roman the god withal of cheats
and sharpers.
This slighted god , however, revenged hi mself upon the ar
rogant Romans, and usurped their mastery of the world. For,
crown his head with the halo of Christian hypocrisy, decorate
his brc;ast with the soulless tokens of dead feudal orders, and
ye h ave in him the god of the modern world, the holy-noble
god of "five per cent," the ruler and the master of the cere
monies of our modern "art ." Ye may see him embodied in a
strait-l aced English banker, whose daughter perchance has
been given in marri age to a ruined peer. Ye may see him i n
this gentleman, when he engages the chief singers o f the Italian
Opera to sing before him in his own drawing room rather than
in the theatre, because he will have the glory of paying higher
for them here than there ; but on no account, even here, on
the sacred Sunday. Behold Mercury and his docile handmaid,
Modern Art !
Th is is art, as it now fills the entire civilized worl d ! Its true
essence is industry ; its ethical aim, the gaining of gold; its
resthetic purpose, the entertainment of those whose time hangs
heavily on their hands. From the heart of our modern society,
from the golden calf of wholesale speculation, stalled at the
meeti ng of its crossroads, our art sucks forth its life ju ice,
borrows a hollow grace from the l i feless relics of the chivalric
TH E
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convent ions of medieval times, and-bl ushing not to fleece the
poor, for all its professions of Christiani ty-descends to the
depths of the proletariat, enervating, demoral izi ng, and deh u
manizing everything on which it sheds i ts venom .
Its pleasaunce it has set up i n the theatre, as did the art of
Greece i n its maturity ; and, indeed, it has a claim upon the
theatre : for is it not the expression of our current views of
prese nt life? Our modern stage materializes the ruling spirit of
our social l i fe, and publishes its daily record in a way that no
other branch of art can hope to rival ; for it prepares its feasts,
night in, night out, in almost every town of Europe. Thus, as
the broad-strewn art of drama , it denotes, to all appearance,
the flower of our culture ; just as the Grecian tragedy denoted
the cul mi nating point of the G recian spiri t ; but ours is the
efflorescence of corruption, of a hollow, soulless, and unnatu
ral condition of human affairs and human relations.
Th is condition of things we need not further characterize
here ; we need but honestly search the contents and the work
ings of our public art, especi ally that of the stage, in order to
see the spirit of the times reflected therei n as in a faithful
mirror ; for such a mirror public art has ever been.
Thus we can by no means recognize in our theatrical art the
genuine drama ; that one, indivisible, supreme creation of the
mind of man. Our theatre merely offers the convenient locale
for the tempting exhibition of the heterogeneous wares of art
manufacture. How incapable is our stage to gather up each
branch of art in its highest and most perfect expression-the
drama-it shows at once in its division into the two opposing
classes, play and opera ; whereby the idealizing influence of
music is forbidden to the play, and the opera is forestalled of
the livi ng heart and lofty purpose of actual drama . Thus on
the one hand, the spoken play can never, with but few excep
tions, l ift itself up to the ideal flight of poetry ; but, for very
reason of the poverty of its means of utterance-to say noth
ing of the demoral izing influence of our public life-must fall
from height to depth, from the warm at mosphere of passion
into the col d element of intrigue. On the other hand, the opera
becomes a chaos of sensuous impressions jostling one another
without rhyme or reason, from wh ich each one may choose at
will what pleases best his fancy ; here the alluring movements
of a dancer, there the bravura passage of a singer; here the
dazzl ing effect of a triumph of the scene painter, there the
astou nding efforts of a Vulcan of the orchestra. Do we not
read from day to day that this or that new opera is a master-
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piece because it contains a goodly number o f fi n e arias and
duets, the i nstrumentation is extremely brilliant, and so on?
The aim which alone can justify the employment of such com
plex means-the great dramatic aim-people never give so
much as a thought .
Such verdicts a s these are shallow, but honest ; they show
exactly what is the position of the audience . There are even
many of our most popular artists who do not in the least con
ceal the fact that they have no ambition other than to satisfy
this shallow audience. They are wise i n their generation ; for
when the prince leaves a heavy dinner, the banker a fatiguing
financial operation, the worki ngman a weary day of toil, and
go to the theatre, they ask for rest , di straction, and amuse
ment, and are in no mood for renewed effort and fresh expen
diture of force . This argument is so convincing that we can
only reply by sayi ng : It would be more decorous to employ
for this purpose any other thing i n the wide world, but not the
body and soul of art. We shall then be told, however, that i f
w e do n o t employ art in thi s manner, it must perish from out
our public life, that is, that the artist will lose the means of
living.
On this side everything is l amentable, i ndeed, but candid,
genuine, and honest ; civil ized corruption, and modern Chris
tian dull ness !
But, affairs having undeniably come to such a pass, what
shall we say to the hypocritical pretense of many an art hero
of our times, whose fame is now the order of the day?-when
he dons the melancholy counterfeit of true artistic inspiration:
when he rac.Jcs his brai ns for thoughts of deep intent, and ever
seeks fresh food for awe, setting heaven and hell in motion ; in
short, when he behaves just l ike those honest journeymen of
art who avowed that one must not be too particular i f one
wishes to get rid of one's goods. What shall we say, when these
heroes not only seek to entertain, but expose themselves to all
the peril of fatiguing, in order to be thought profou nd ; when,
too, they renounce all hope of substantial profit, and even
though only a rich man, born and bred, can afford that !
spend their own money upon their productions, thus offering
up the highest modern sacrifice? To what purpose this enor
mous waste? Alas ! there yet remains one thing other than gold,
a thing that nowadays a man may buy for gold like any other
pleasure ; that thing is fame! Yet what sort of fame is there to
reach in our public art? Only the fame of the same publicity
for which this art is planned, and which the fame-lusting man
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can never obtain but by submission to its most tri vial claims.
Thus he deludes both hi msel f and the public, i n giving it his
piebald artwork ; while the public deludes both itself and him,
i n bestowing on him its applause. But this mutual lie is worthy
of the lying n ature of modern fame itself; for we are adepts in
the art of decki ng out our own self-seeking passions w.ith the
monstrous lies of such sweet-sounding names as "patriotism,"
"honor, " "law and order," and so on.
Yet, why do we deem it necessary so publicly to cheat each
one the other? Because, mid all the ruling evils, these notions
and these virtues are present still within our conscience ;
though truly in our guilty conscience. For it is sure that where
honor and truth are really present, there also is true art at
hand. The greatest and most noble minds-whom .tEschylus
and Sophocles would have greeted with the kiss of brother
hood-for centuries have raised their voices in the wilderness.
We have heard their cry, and it l ingers still within our ears ;
but from our base and frivolous hearts we have washed away
its living echo. We tremble at their fame, but mock their art.
We admit their rank as artists of lofty aim, but rob them of
the realization of their artwork ; for the one great, genuine
work of art they cannot bring to life unaided : we, too, must
help them in its birth. The tragedies of .tEschylus and Soph
ocles were the work of Athe ns !
What boots, then, the fame o f these masters? What serves it
us that Shakespeare, like a second Creator, has opened for us
the endless realm of human nature? What serves it that Bee
thoven has lent to music the manly, i ndependent strength of
poetry? Ask the threadbare c aric atures of your theatres, ask
the street-minstrel commonplaces of your operas : and ye have
your answer ! But do ye need to ask? Alas, no! Ye know it
right well ; i ndeed, ye would n o t have i t otherwise ; ye give
yourselves only in the air as though ye knew it not !
What then is your art, and what your drama?
The Revolution of February deprived the Paris theatres of
public support ; many of them were on the brink of bank
ruptcy. After the events of June, Cavaignac, busied with the
maintenance of the existing order of society, came to their aid
and demanded a subvention for their continuance. Why? Be
cause the breadless classes, the proletariat, would be aug
mented by the closing of the theatres, So, this interest alone
has the state in the stage ! It sees in it an industrial workshop,
and, to boot, an i nfluence that may calm the passions, absorb
the excitement, and divert the threatening agitation of the
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heated public mind ; which broods i n deepest discontent, seek
ing for the way by which dishonored human nature may re
turn to its true self, even though it be at cost of the continu
ance of our so appropriate theatrical institutions!
Well ! the avowal is candid ; and on all fours with the frank
ness of this admission stands the complaint of our modern
artists and their h atred for the revolution. Yet what has art in
common with these cares and these complaints?

2.

The rabble and the Philistines set artistic stand
ards.

theatrical institutions have, in general, no end in view
other than to cater for a nightly entertainment, never ener
getically demanded, but forced down people's throats by the
spirit of speculation , and lazily swallowed by the social ennui
of the dwellers in our larger cities. Whatever, from a purely
artistic standpoint, has rebelled against this mission of the
stage has always shown itself too weak for any good. The
only regulator of distinctions h as been the section for whom
this e·n tertainment was to be provided : for the rabble, brought
up in tutored grossness, coarse farces and crass montrosities
were served ; the decorous Philistines of our bourgeoisie were
treated to moral family pieces ; for the more delicately cul
tured, and art-spoiled higher and highest classes, only the most
elegant art viands were dished up, often garnished with
resthetic quips. The genuine poet, who from time to time
sought to make good his claim, among those of the three
above-named classes, was always driven back with a taunt
peculiar to our theatre public, the taunt of ennui-at least
until he had become an antiquarian morsel wherewith con
veniently to grace that art repast.
Now, the special feature of our greater theatrical institu
tions consists in this, that they plan their performances to
catch the taste of all "three classes of the public ; they are pro
vided with an auditorium wherein those classes range them
selves entirely apart, accord ing to the figure of their entrance
money, thus placing the artist in the predicament of seeking
out his hearers now among the so-called "gods," now in the
OuR
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pit, and again in the boxes. The director of such institutions,
who proximately has no concern other than to make money,
has therefore to please each section of his public in its turn :
this he arranges, generally with an eye to the business char
acter of the day of the week, by furnishing the most diverse
products of the playwright's art, giving today a vulgar bur
lesque, tomorrow a piece of Philistine sensationalism, and the
day after, a toothsome delicacy for the epicures. This still left
one thing to be aimed at, namely, from all three mentioned
genera to concoct a genre of stage piece which should satisfy
the whole public at one stroke . That task the modern opera h as
with great energy fulfilled ; it has thrown the vulgar, the philis
tinish, and the exquisite i nto one common pot, and now sets
the broth before the entire publ ic, crowded head on head. The
opera has thus succeeded in fining down the mob, in vulgariz
ing the genteel , and finally in turning the whole conglomerate
audience into a superfinely mobbish Philistine; who now, in
the shape of the theatre public, flings h i s confused demands
into the face of every man who u ndertakes the guidance of an
art institute.
This position of affairs will not give a moment's uneasiness
to that stage director whose only business is to charm the
money out of the pockets of the "public" ; the said problem is
solved, even with great tact and never-failing certainty, by
every director of the unsubventioned theatres of our large or
smaller cities. It operates confusingly, however, upon those
who are called by a royal court to manage an exactly similar
institution, differing only in that it is lent the court regis to
cover any contingent deficiency in the "takings ." In virtue of
this protecting regis, the director of such a court theatre ought
to feel bound to look aside from any speculation on the al
ready corrupted taste of the masses, and rather to endeavor to
improve that taste by seeing to i t that the spirit of the stage
performances be governed by the dictates of a higher art in
telligence. And, as a matter of fact, such was origi nally the
good intention of enl ightened princes, like Joseph II of Aus
tria, in founding their court theatres; as a tradition, it has also
been transmitted to the court-theatre intendants even of our
later days. Two practical obstacles, however, h ave stood in the
way of real izing this-i n itsel f more munificently chimerical
than actually attainable-object : first, the personal incapacity
of the appointed i ntendant, who is chosen from the ranks of
court officials mostly without any regard to acquired profes
sional skill, or even so much as natural disposition to artistic
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sensi bility ; and second, the impossibility of really dispensing
with speculation on the public's taste. In fact, the ampler mon
etary support 'of the court theatres has led only to an increase
in the price of the a'tistic Qlateriel, the systematic cultivation
whereof, so far as concerns theatric art, has never occurred to
the else so education-rabid leaders of our state ; and thus the
expenses of these institutions have mounted so high that it has
become a sheer necessity to the director of a court theatre,
beyond all others, to speculate upon the paying public, without
whose active help the outl ay could not possibly be met. But on
the other hand, a successful pursuit of this speculation, in the
same sense as that of any other theatrical manager, is made
impossible to the distinguished court-theatre intendant by the
feeling of his higher mission ; a mission , however, which-in
his personal incapacity for rightly fathoming its import-has
been taken only in the sense of a shadowy court dignity, and
could be so interpreted that, for any particularly foolish ar
rangement, the intendant would excuse himself by saying that
in a court theatre this was nobody's business. Thus a modern
court theatre i ntendant's skill can only, and inevitably, result
in the perpetual exh ibition of a conflict between a second-rate
spirit of speculation and a courtier's red-tape arrogance.

3.

Criticism of the Vienna Opera House

IF we view the operations of one of the chief musico-dramatic
institutes in all Germany, the Imperial Opera House, from
without, we are faced with a piebald medley of the most di
verse products from the most contrasted real ms of style; the
only thing that clearly comes to sight at first is that not one of
these performances bears the stamp of correct ness in any re
spect, and therefore each appears to take the reason for its
existence, by no means from anything within itsel f, but from
a fatal outer necessitation. It would be impossible to name a
single performance in which end and means had been in
thorough harmony : thus in which the lack of talent, the faulty
training, or the unfit employment of indivi dual singers ; in
sufficient preparation, and consequent uncertainty of others ;
raw and spiritless del ivery of the choruses, gross blunders i n
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the staging ; an almost total want of balance in the dramatic
action, clumsy and senseless byplay on the part of individuals;
and finally, grave faults and negligences i n the reading and
rendering of the music itself, carelessness in its nuancing, want
of harmony between the ph11asing of the orchestra and that of
the singers-had not made themselves felt somewhere or other
in a more or less disturbing, and even an offensive manner.
Most of these performances bear the character of a heedless
devil-may-care, against which, as background, the efforts of
single singers to force themselves out of the artistic frame, in
order to gain particular applause for patches of their execu
tion, seem all the more repulsive and give the whole a some
thing of the downright laughable. If the publ ic has grown too
used to the nature of those performances to be aware of any
thing amiss, so that the faults I complain of may be denied by
habitual operagoers, then we should only have to ask the sing
ers and bandsmen of the theatre themselves, to hear them
admit with one consent how demoral ized they feel , how well
they know the ill character of their work in common, and with
what disheartenment they mostly embark on such perform
ances-aware that, insufficiently prepared, they are doomed to
turn out full of faults.
For i f we view this theatre from within, where we had an
ticipated laziness and leisure we are suddenly amazed to find a
factory-like excess of labor, overwork, and often an altogether
wonderful endurance beneath the utmost burden of fatigue. I
believe that the abuses practiced on artistic forces at such an
opera house are comparable with no other kind; and among
the most grievous memories of my life I number the experi
ences reaped in my own person, and especially in that of the
members of the orchestra, under similar circumstances. Just
reflect that the personnel of a first-class band consists, for no
little part, of the only truly musically cultured members of an
opera company ; bear in mind again what this means with
German musicians, familiar as they are with the flower of all
musical art, i n the works of our great German masters ; note
that these are the people employed for the lowest uses of art
industry, for hundredfold rehearsals of the musically emptiest
operas, simply for the toilsome underpropping of unmusical
and ill-trained singers ! For my part I avow that in such en
forced activity in my time, both suffering in myself and suffer
i ng with others, I have often learned to mock the torments of
the damned in Dante.
First-rate members of the singing personnel , no doubt, often
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find themselves exposed to similar tortures ; but they have al
ready grown so used to placing themselves outside the general
frame that they are less affected by these common griefs. As a
rule with them the personal cravi ng for approbation swal lows
up everything else ; and even the better of them at last accus
tom themselves, amid the general confusion, to shake off any
sense of how the singing and acti ng is goi ng on arou nd them,
and pay sole heed to playing their own hand as best they can.
In this they are supported by the publ ic, which , consciously or
unconsciously, turns its attention away from the ensemble,
and devotes it purely to the doings of this or that chief favor
ite. The first result is that the publ ic losing more and more its
feel ing for the artwork pl aced before it, and regarding nothing
but the performance of the individual virtuoso, the whole re
maining apparatus of an operatic representation is degraded to
the level of a superfluous adjunct. The further evil conse
quence, however, is that the individual si nger, now regarded
to the exclusion of the whole, arrives at that overbearing atti
tude toward the institute and its directors which has been
known i n every age as prima-donna tyranny and suchlike.

4.

Italian opera-an excuse for con versation and
social gatherings

IN the shrill and freqeunt outcry of our shal low musical dilet
tanti for "Melody, melody ! " I find evidence that they take
their idea of melody from musical works i n which, by side of
the melody, there stretches an expanse of unmelodiousness,
setting the melody they mean in the light they love so dearly.
In the opera house of Italy there gathered an audience which
passed its eveni ngs in amusement ; part of this amusement was
formed by the music sung upon the stage , to which one lis
tened from time to time in pauses of the conversation ; during
the conversation and visits paid from box to box the music still
went on, and with the same office as one assigns to table music
at grand din ners, n amely, to encourage by its noise the other
wise timid talk. The music wh ich is pl ayed with this object,
and during th is conversation, fills out the vi rtual bulk of an
Italian operatic score ; whereas the music which one real ly lis-
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tens to makes out perhaps a twelfth part thereof. An Italian
opera must contain at least one aria to which one i s glad to
l i ste n ; if it is to have a success, the conversation must be
broken, and the music listened to with interest, at least six
ti mes; whilst the composer who is clever enough to attract the
aud ience's attention a whole twelve times is lauded as an in
exhaustible melodic genius. Now, how are we to blame this
public if, suddenly confronted with a work which claims a
li ke attention throughout its whole extent and for each of its
parts, it sees itself torn from al l its habits at musical perform
ances, and cannot possibly take as identical with its beloved
melody a th i ng which in the luckiest event may pass for a
mere refinement of that musical noise-th at noise whose naive
use before had facilitated the most agreeable interch ange of
small talk, whereas i t now obtrudes the upstart claim of being
real ly heard? I t must cry out again and again for its six to
twelve melodies, if only to gai n the sti mulating and protective
intervals for conversat ion , the main erid and object of the
opera evening.

5.

Paris demanded a ballet in Tannha user.

MY first conference with the di rector of the Grand Opera
showed me that the introduction of a bal let i nto Tannhiiuser,
and indeed in the second act, was considered a sine qua non
of its successful performance. I couldn't fathom the meaning
of this requirement, until I h ad decl ared that I could not pos
sibly disturb the course of just this secon d act by a ballet,
which must here be senseless from every point of view ; while
on the other hand I though t the first act, at the voluptuous
court of Venus, would afford the most apposite occasion for a
choreograph ic scene of amplest meaning, since I myself had
not deemed possible to dispense with dance i n my first ar
rangemen t of that scene. I ndeed, I was quite charmed with the
idea of strengthening an undoubtedly weak poi nt i n my earlier
score , and I drafted an exhaustive plan for raising this scene
i n the Venusberg to one of great importance . Th is plan the
director most emphatically rejected, telling me frankly that in
the production of an opera i t was not merely a question of a
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ballet, but of a ballet to be danced in the middle of the eve
ni ng's entertainment; for it was only at about this time that the
subscribers, to whom the ballet al most exclusively belonged,
appeared i n their boxes, as they were i n the h abit of dining
very late ; a ballet in the opening scene would therefore be of
no use to them, since they were never by any chance present
for the first act . These and similar admissions were subse
quently repeated to me by the Cabinet minister himself, and
all possibility of a good result was made so definitely depend
ent on the said conditions being fulfilled that I began to believe
I should have to renounce the whole undertaking. I most care
fully revised the score afresh , entirely rewrote the scene of
Venus and the ballet scene preceding it, and everywhere
sought to bring the vocal parts i nto closest agreement with the
translated text .
Now, as I h a d made t h e performance my unique a i m , and
left every other consideration out of count, so my real trouble
at last began with the perception that this performance itself
would not attai n the height expected by me . I t would be hard
for me to tell you exactly on what poi nts I had finally to see
myself u ndeceived . The most serious, however, was that the
singer of the difficult chief role fel l i nto greater and greater
disheartenment the nearer we approached the actual produc
tion, in consequence of i nterviews it had been thought neces
sary for h i m to hold with the reporters, who assured hi m of
the i nevitable failure of my opera. The most promising hopes,
which I had harbored in the course of the pianoforte re
hearsals, sank deeper and deeper the more we came in contact
with the stage and orchestra. I saw that we were getting back
to the dead level of ordinary operatic performances, that all
the requirements meant to bear us far above it were doomed
to stay u nmet . Yet in this sense, which I naturally had dis
allowed from the first, we l acked the only thing that could
confer distinction on such an operatic show : some noted "tal
ent" or other, some tried and trusted favorite of the public;
whereas I was making my debu t with al most absolute novices.
Finally, what most distressed me was that I had not been able
to wrest the orchestral conductorsh ip, th rough which I might
still h ave exercised a great i nfluence on the spirit of perform
ance, from the hands of the official chef d'orchestre ; and my
being thus compelled to mournfully resign myself to a dull
and spiri tless rendering of my work ( for my wish to withdraw
the score was not acceded to) is what makes out my genu ine
trouble even to this day.
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U nder such circu mstances i t became almost a matter of in
difference to me, what kind of reception my opera would meet
at the ha nds of the public ; the most brilliant could not have
moved me personally to attend a longer series of perform
ances, for I fou nd far too little satisfaction in the thing. But
hi therto you have been diligently kept in ignorance of the true
character of that reception, as it seems to me, and you would
do very wrong if you based thereon a j udgment of the Paris
public in general , however flattering to the German, yet i n
real ity i ncorrect . On the contrary, I abide b y my opinion that
the Paris public has very agreeable qualities, in particular
those of a quick appreciation and a truly magnanimous sense
of j ustice. A public, I say : a whole audience to which I am a
total stranger, which day by day has heard from the journals
and idle chatterers the most preposterous ,thi ngs about me,
and has been deliberately set against me with well-nigh un
exampled care-to see such a public repeatedly taking up the
cudgels in my behalf against a clique, with demonstrations of
applause a quarter of an nour long, must fill me with a warmth
of heart toward it, were I even the most indifferent of men.
But, through the admirable foresight of those who have the
sole distribution of seats on first nights, and who had made it
al most impossible for me to gain admission for my handful of
personal friends, there was assembled on that eveni ng in the
Grand Opera hous� an audience which every dispassionate
person could see at once was prej udiced in the extreme against
my work ; add to this the whole Parisian press, which is always
invited officially on such occasions, and whose hostile attitude
toward me you have simply to read its reports to discover, and
you may well believe that I have a right to speak of a great
victory, when I tell you in all sober earnest that this by no
means exquisite performance of my work met with louder and
more una nimous appl ause than ever I experienced personally
in Germany.
The actual leaders of an opposition perhaps almost univer
sal at first-several , nay, very likely all of the musical re
porters here-who up to then h ad done their utmost to distract
the attention of the public, were seized toward the end of the
second act by manifest terror of having to witness a complete
and brilliant success of Tannhiiuser; and now they fell on
the expedient of breaking into roars of l aughter after certain
cues, prearranged among themselves at the general rehearsals,
whereby they created a diversion sufficiently disturbi ng to
damp a considerable manifestation of appl ause at the curtain's
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second fall. These selfsame gentlemen, however, had observed
at the stage rehearsals, which I had also not been able to hin
der them from attending, that the opera's real success lay
guaranteed in the execution of its third act.
At the rehearsals an admirable "set" by Monsieur Des
plechin, representing the Wartburg Valley in the light of an
autumn evening, had already exerted on everyone present a
charm which irresistibly gave birth to the Stimmung ( mood )
requisite for taking i n the followi ng scenes ; on the part of the
performers these scenes were the bright spot i n the whole day's
work ; quite insurpassably was the Pilgrims' Chorus sung and
managed ; the Prayer of El isabeth, delivered in its entirety by
Fraulein Sax with affecting expression, the "fantasie" to the
evening star, rendered by Morelli with perfect elegiac ten
derness, so happily prepared the way for the best part of
Niemann's performance, his narration of the Pilgrimage
which has always won this artist the liveliest commendation
that a quite exceptional success seemed assured for just this
third act, even in the eyes of my most determined adversaries.
So this was the act the aforesaid leaders fastened on, tryi ng to
hinder any onset of the needful mood of absorption by out
bursts of violent laughter, for which the most trivial occasion
had to afford the childish pretext. Undeterred by these adverse
demonstrations, nei ther did my singers allow themselves to be
put out , nor the public refrain from devoting i ts sympathetic
attention, and often its profuse applause, to their valiant exer
tions; and at the end, when the performers were vociferously
called before the curtain, the opposition was at last entirely
beaten down.
That I had made no mistake i n viewi ng this evening's out
come as a complete victory was proved to me by the public's
demeanor on the night of the second performance ; for here it
became manifest with what opposition alone I should have to
do in the future, to wit, with that of the Paris Jockey Club
whose name I need not scruple to give you, as the public itself,
with its cry "a fa porte les Jockeys," both openly and loudly
denounced my chief opponents. The members of this club
whose right to consi der themselves the rulers of the Grand
Opera I need not here explain to you-feeli ng their i nterests
deeply compromised by the absence of the usual ballet at the
hour of their arrival , that is, toward the middle of the repre
sentation, were horri fied to discover that Tannhiiuser had not
made a fiasco, but an actual triumph at its first performance.
Henceforth it was their business to prevent this ballet-less
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opera from being given night after nigh t ; to this end, on their
way from dinner they had bought a number of dog calls and
suchlike instruments, with which they maneuvered against
Tannhiiuser in the most unblushing manner directly they had
entered the opera house . Until then , that is to say from the
beginn ing of the first to about the middle of the second act,
not a single trace of the first n ight's opposition had been
shown, and the most prolonged applause had undisturbedly
accompanied those passages of my opera which had become
the speediest favorites. But from now on, no acclamation was
of the least avail : in vain did the Emperor himself, with his
Consort, demonstrate for a second time i n favor of my work ;
by those who considered themselves masters of the house, and
all of whom belong to France's h ighest aristocracy, the con
demnation of Tannhiiuser was irrevocably pronounced. Whis
tles and flageolets accompanied every plaudit of the audience,
down to the very close.
I n view of the management's utter impotence against this
powerful club, i n view of even the state minister's obvious
dread of making serious enemies of its members, I recognized
that I had no right to expect my proved and faithful artists
of the stage to expose themselves any longer to the abominable
agitation put upon them by unsc rupulous persons ( n aturally
with the intention of forcing them to throw up their engage
ments ) . I told the management that I must withdraw my
opera, and consented to a third performance only upon condi
tion that it should take place on a Sunday : that is to say, on a
night outside the subscription, and thus under circumstances
which would not i ncur the subscribers' wrath , while on the
other hand the house would be left completely clear for the
publ ic proper. My wish to have thi s performance announced
on the posters as "the last" was not allowed, and all I could do
was person ally to inform my acquaintances of the fact.
These precautionary measures, however, were powerless to
dissipate the Jockey Club's alarm ; on the contrary, it fancied
that it detected in this Sunday performance a bol d stratagem
against i ts dearest interests, after which-the opera once
brough t to an unqualified success-the hated work might be
forced quite easily down its throat. In the sincerity of my
assurance, that in case of such a success I should still more
certainly withdraw my work, people hadn't the courage to
bel ieve. So the gentlemen forsook their other pleasures for this
evening, returned to the O pe ra in full battle array, and re
newed the scenes of the second n ight . Th is time the public's
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exasperation, at the downright attempt to hinder it from fol
lowing the opera at all, reached a pitch unknown before, as
people have assured me ; and it was only the, as it would seem,
unassailable social standing of Messieurs Disturbers-of-the
Peace, that saved them from positive rough handling. To put
the matter briefly : astonished as I am at the outrageous be
havior of those gentlemen, I am equally touched and moved
by the real public's heroic exertions to procure me justice ; and
nothing can be more distant from my mind, than to entertain
the smallest doubt of the Paris public whenever it shall find
itself on a neut ral terrain of its own .

6.

Jews in m usic

IN the Neue Zeitsch rift fur Musik not long ago, mention was
made of an "Hebraic art taste" : an attack and a defense of
that expression neither did, nor could, stay lacking.
Of quite decisive weight for our inquiry is the effect the
Jews produce on us through his speech; and this is the essen
tial point at which to sound the Jewish influence upon music.
The Jew speaks the language of the nation i n whose midst he
dwells from generation to generation, but he speaks i t always
as an alien . As it lies beyond our present scope to occupy our
selves with the cause of this phenomenon, too, we may equally
abstain from an arraignment of Christian civilization for h av
ing kept the Jew in violent severance from it, as on the other
hand, in touching the sequelre of that severance we can
scarcely propose to make the Jews the answerable party . Our
only object, here, is to throw l igh t on the resthetic character
of the said results.
I n the first pl ace , then , the general circumstance that the
Jew talks the modern European languages merely as learned,
and not as mother tongues, must necessarily debar him from
all capability of therein expressing himself idiomatically, in
dependently, and conformably to his nature. A language, with
its expression and its evolution, is not the work of scattered
units, but of a historical community ; only he who has un
consciously grown up within the bond of this community takes
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also any share in its creations. But the Jew has stood outside
the pale of any such community, stood sol itarily with h is
Jehova i n a splintered, soilless stock, to which all self-sprung
evol ution must stay denied, j ust as even the peculiar ( Hebraic )
language of that stock has been preserved for him merely as a
thing defunct. Now, to make poetry in a foreign tongue has
hitherto been impossible, even to geniuses of highest rank .
Our whole European art and civil ization, h owever, h ave re
mained to the Jew a foreign tongue ; for, j ust as he has taken
no part in the evolution of the one, so has he taken none in
that of the other; but at most the homeless w igh t h as been a
cold, n ay more, a hostile looker-on . In this speech, this art,
the Jew can only after-speak and after-patch-not truly make
a poem of his words, an artwork of his doi ngs .
Now, i f the aforesaid qualities of his di alect make the Jew
al most incapable of giving artistic enunci ation to his feelings
and beholdings through talk, for such an enunciation through
song his apt itude must needs be infinitely smaller. Song is just
talk aroused to highest passion : Music is the speech of passion.
The Jew, who is innately incapable of enouncing hi mself to
us artistical ly through either his outward appearance or his
speech , and least of all through his singing, has nevertheless
been able i n the widest spread of modern art varieties, to wit
i n music, to reach the rulership of public taste. To expl ain to
ourselves this phenomenon, let us first consider how it grew
possible to the Jew to become a musician.
From that turning poi nt i n our social evolution where
money, with less and less disguise, was raised to the virtual
patent of nobility, the Jews-to whom moneymaking without
actual l abor, that is, usury, had been left as their only trade
the Jews not merely could no longer be denied the diploma of
a new society that needed n augh t but gol d, but they brought it
with them in their pockets . Wherefore our modern culture,
accessible to no one but the wel l-t!J-do, remained the less a
closed book to them, as it had sunk into a venal article of
luxury. Henceforward, then, the cultured Jew appears in our
society ; his distinction from the uncultured, the common Jew,
we now h ave closely to observe .
The cultured Jew has taken the most indicibJe pains to strip
off all the obvious tokens of his lower corel igionists; in m any
a case he has even held it wise to make a Christian baptism
wash away the traces of his origin . Th is zeal, however, has
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never got so far a s t o let him reap the hoped-for fruits ; i t has
conducted only to his utter isolation , and to making him the
most heartless of all human beings ; to such a pitch, that we
have been bound to lose even our earlier sympathy for the
tragic history of hiSr- stock1 His connection with the former
comrades in his suffering, which he arrogantly tore asunder, it
has stayed impossible for him to replace by a new connection
wi fh that society whereto he has soared up. He stands in cor
relation with none but those who need his money ; and never
yet has money thriven to the point of knitting a goodly bond
'twixt man and man. Alien and apathetic stands the educated
Jew in midst of a society he does not understand, with whose
tastes and aspirations he does not sympathize, whose history
and evolution have always been indifferent to him. In such a
situation have we seen the Jews give birth to thinkers ; the
thinker is the backward-looking poet ; but the true poet is the
foretelling prophet. For such a prophet-charge can naught
equip, save the deepest, the most heartfelt sympathy with a
great, a like-endeavoring community-to whose unconscious
thoughts the poet gives exponent voice. Completely shut from
this community, by the very nature of his situation ; entirely
torn from all connection with his native stock-to the gen
teeler Jew his learned and paid-for culture could only seem
a luxury, since at bottom he knew not what to be about with it.
Now, our modern arts had likewise become a portion of this
culture, and among them more particularly that art which is
just the very easiest to learn-the art of music, and indeed
that music which, severed from her sister arts, had been lifted
by the force and stress of grandest geniuses to a stage in her
universal faculty of expression where either, i n new conjunc
tion with the other arts, she might speak aloud the most sub
lime, or, in persistent separation from them, she could also
speak at will the deepest bathos of the trivial . Naturally, what
the cultured Jew h ad to speak, in his aforesaid situation, could
be nothing but the trivial and ind ifferent, because his whole
artistic bent was in sooth a mere luxurious, needless thing.
Exactly as his whim inspired , or some interest lying outside
art, could he utter himself now thus, and now otherwise ; for
never was he driven to speak out a definite, a real and neces
sary thing ; he just merely wanted to speak , no matter what ; so
that, naturally, the how was the only "moment" left for him to
care for. At present no art affords such plenteous possibility of
talking in it without saying any real thing, as that of music,
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si nce the greatest geniuses have already said whatever there
was to say in it as an absolute, separate art. When this had
once been spoken out, there was nothing left but to babble
after; and i ndeed with quite, distressi ng accuracy and decep
tive likeness, just as parrots reel off human words and phrases,
but also with just as little real feeling and expression as these
fool ish birds. Only, in the case of our Jewish music-makers
this mimicked speech presents one marked peculiarity-that of
the Jewish style of talk in general, which we have more mi
nutely characterized above.
Although the peculiarities of the Jewish mode of speaking
and singing come out the most glaringly in the commoner
class of Jew, who has remained faithful to h is fathers' stock,
and though the cultured son of Jewry takes untold pains to
strip them off, nevertbeless they show an i mpertinent obstinacy
in cleaving to him. Explain this mishap by physiology as we
may, yet it also has its reason in the aforesaid social situation
of the educated Jew. However much our luxury art may float
in well-nigh nothi ng but the ether of our self-willed fantasy,
still it keeps below one fiber of connection with its natural soil,
with the genuine spirit of the folk. The true poet, no matter in
what branch of art, still gains his stimulus from nothing but a
faithful, loving contemplation of instinctive life, of that life
which only greets his sight amid the folk . Now, where is the
cultured Jew to find this folk? Not, surely, on the soil of that
society in which he plays his artist role? If he has any connec
tion at all with this society, it is merely with that offshoot of
it, entirely l�osened from the real, the heal thy stem ; but this
connection is entirely loveless, and this lovelessness must ever
become more obvious to him, if for sake of foodstuff for his
art he cl ambers down to that society's foundations. Not only
does he here find everything more strange and unintelligible,
but the i nstinctive ill-will of the folk confronts him here in all
its wounding nakedness, since-unlike its fellow in the richer
classes-i t here is neither weakened down nor broken by reck
oni ngs of advantage and regard for certain mutual interests.
Thrust back with contumely from any contact with this folk,
and i n any case completely powerless to seize its spirit, the
cultured Jew sees himsel f driven to the taproot of his native
stem, where at least an understanding would come by all
means easier to him. Willy-nilly he must draw his water from
this wel l ; yet only a how, and not a what, rewards his pains.
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The Jew has never had a n art o f h i s own, hence never a life
of art-enabling import : an i mport, a universally applicable, a
human import, not even today does it offer to the searcher, but
merely a peculiar method of expression-and that, the method
we have characterized above. Now, the only musical expres
sion offered to the Jew tone-setter by his native folk is the
ceremonial music of their Jehova rites : the synagogue is the
solitary fountain whence the Jew can draw art motives at once
popular and intelligible to h imself. However sublime and noble
we may be minded to picture to ourselves this musical Service
of God in its pristine purity, all the more plainly must we
perceive that that purity has been most terribly sullied before
it came down to us : here for thousands of years has nothing
unfolded itsel f through an inner life-fill, but, just as with
Judaism at l arge, everything has kept its fixity of form and
substance. But a form which is never quickened through re.
newal of its substance must fall to pieces in the end ; an ex
pression whose content has long since ceased to be the breath
of feeling grows senseless and distorted .
Who has not had occasion to convince himself of the trav
esty of a divine service of song, presented in a real folk syna
gogue? Who has not been seized with a feeling of the greatest
revulsion, of horror mingled with the absurd, at hearing that
sense-and-sound-confoundi ng gurgle, yodel, and cackle, which
no intentional caricature can make more repugnant than as
offered here in full, in naive seriousness? In l atter days, in
deed, the spirit of reform has shown its stir within this singing,
too, by an attempted restoration of the older purity; but, of its
very nature, what here h as happened on the part of the higher,
the reflective Jewish intellect is just a fruitless effort from
above, which can never strike below to such a point that the
cultured Jew-who precisely for his art needs seeks the genu
ine fount of life amid the fol k-may be greeted by the mirror
of his intellectual efforts in that fount itsel f. He seeks for the
instinctive, and not the reflected, since the latter is h is product ;
and all the instinctive he can light on is just that out-of-joint
expression.
If this going back to the folk source is as unpurposed with
the cultured Jew, as unconsciously enjoined upon him by ne
cessity and the nature of the thing, as with every artist, with
just as l ittle conscious aim, and therefore with an insuperable
domination of his whole field of view, does the hence-derived
i mpression carry itsel f across into his art productions. Those
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rhythms and melismata of the synagogue song usurp his musi
cal fancy in exactly the same way as the instinctive possession
of the strains and rhythms of our folk song and folk dance
made out the virtual shaping force of the creators of our art
music, both vocal and i �strumental. To the musical perceptive
faculty of the cultured Jew there is therefore nothing seizable
in all the ample circle of our music, either popular or artistic,
but that which flatters his general sense of the intelligible : in
telligible, however, and so intelligible that he may use it for
his art, is merely that which in any degree approaches a re
semblance to the said peculiarity of Jewish music.
In listening to either our naive or our consciously artistic
musical doings, however, were the Jew to try to probe their
heart and living sinews, he would find here really not one whit
of likeness to h is musical nature ; and the utter strangeness of
this phenomenon must scare him back so far that he could
never pluck up nerve again to mingle in our art creating. Yet
his whole position in our midst never tempts the Jew to so
intimate a glimpse into our essence : wherefore, either inten
tionally ( provided he recognizes this position of his toward
us ) or instinctively ( i f he is incapable of understanding us at
all ) , he merely listens to the barest surface of our art, but not
to its life-bestowi ng inner organism ; and through this apathetic
listening alone can he trace external similarities with the only
thing intelligible to his power of view, peculiar to his special
nature. To him, therefore, the most external accidents on our
domain of musical life and art must pass for its very essence ;
and therefore, when as artist he reflects them back upon us,
his adaptations needs must seem to us outlandish, odd, in
different, cold, unnatural , and awry ; so that Judaic works of
music often produce on us the impression as though a poem of
Goethe's, for instance, were being rendered in the Jewish
jargon.
Just as words and constructions are hurled together in this
jargon with wondrous inexpressiveness, so does the Jew musi
cian hurl together the diverse forms and styles of every age
and every master. Packed side by side, we find the formal
idiosyncrasies of all the schools, in motleyest chaos. As in
these productions the sole concern is talking at all hazards,
and not the object which might make that talk worth doing,
so this clatter can only be made at all i nciting to the ear by its
offering at each instant a new summons to attention, through
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a change of outer expressional means. Inner agitation , genuine
passion, each finds its own peculiar language at the instant
when , struggling for an understanding, it girds itself for utter
ance : the Jew, already characterized by us in this regard, has
no true passion, and least of all a passion that might thrust
him on to art creation. But where this passion is not forth
coming, there neither is any calm : true, noble calm is nothing
else than passion mollified through resignation . Where the
calm has not been ushered in by passion, we perceive naught
but sluggishness : the opposite of sluggishness, however, is
nothing but that prickling unrest which we observe in Jewish
music-works from one end to the other, saving where it makes
place for that soulless, feelingless i nertia. What issues from the
Jews' attempts at making art must necessarily therefore bear
the attributes of coldness and i ndifference, even to triviality
and absurdity ; and in the history of modern music we can but
class the Judaic period as that of final unproductivity, of
stability gone to ruin.
By what example will this all grow clearer to us-ay, well
nigh what other single case could make us so alive to it, as the
works of a musician of Jewish birth whom Nature had en
dowed with specific musical gifts as very few before him? All
that offered itself to our gaze, in the i nquiry i nto our antipathy
against the Jewish nature ; all the contradictori ness of this na
ture, both in itself and as touching us; all its inability, while
outside our footing, to have intercourse with us upon that
footing, nay, even to form a wish to develop further the th ings
which had sprung from out our soil : a fl these are i ntensified to
a positively tragic conflict in the nature, life, and art career of
the early-taken Felix Mendelssohn Bartholdy. He has shown
us that a Jew may have the amplest store of specific talents,
may own the finest and most varied culture, the highest and
the tenderest sense of honor-yet without all these preemi
nences helping him, were it but one single time, to call forth
in us that deep, that heart-searching effect which we await
from art because we know her capable thereof, because we
have felt it many a time and oft, so soon as once a hero of our
art has, so to say, but opened his mouth to speak to us.
To professional critics, who haply have reached a like con
sciousness with ourselves hereon, it may be left to prove by
specimens of Mendelssohn's art products our statement of this
indubitably certain thing ; by way of illustrating our general
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impression, l et us here be content with the fac t that, i n hearing
a tone-piece of this composer's, we have only been able to feel
engrossed where nothing beyond our more or less amusement
craving fantasy was roused through the presentment, stringing
together, and entanglement of the most elegant, the smoothest
and most polished figures-as in the kaleidoscope's changeful
play of form a nd color-but never where those figures were
meant to take the shape of deep and stalwart feelings of the
human heart . In this latter event Mendelssohn lost even all
formal productive faculty ; wherefore in particular, where he
made for drama, as in the oratorio, he was obliged quite
openly to snatch at every formal detail that had served as
characteristic token of the individuality of this or that fore
runner whom he chose out for his model . It is further signifi
cant of this procedure, that he gave the preference to our old
master B ach , as special pattern for his inexpressive modern
tongue to copy. Bach's language can be mimicked, at a pinch,
by any musician who thoroughly understands his business,
though scarcely in the sense of B ach ; because the formal has
still therein the upper hand, and the purely human expression
is not as yet a factor so definitely preponderant that its what
either can or must be uttered without conditions, for it still is
fully occupied with shaping out the how. The washiness and
whimsicality of our present musical style has been, if not ex
actly brought about, yet pushed to its utmost pitch by Men
delssohn's endeavor to speak out a vague, an almost nugatory
content as in teresti ngly and spiritedly as possible.
I said above, the Jews had brought forth no true poet. We
here must give a moment's mention , then, to Heinrich Heine.
At the time when G oethe and Schiller sang among us, we cer
tainly know nothing of a poetizing Jew : at the time, however,
when our poetry became a lie, when every possible thing might
flourish from the wholly u npoetic element of our life, but no
true poet-then was it the office of a highly gifted poet-Jew
to bare with fascinating taunts that lie, that bottomless aridity
and jesuitical hypocrisy of our versifying which still would
give itself the airs of true poesis. His famous musical con
geners, too, he mercilessly l ashed for their pretense to pass as
artists ; no make-believe could hold its ground before him : by
the remorseless demon of denial of all that seemed worth
denying was he driven on without a rest, through all the
mirage of our modern self-deception, till he reached the point
where i n turn he duped h i mself into a poet, and was rewarded
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b y h is versified lies bei ng set t o music b y o u r o w n composers.
He was the conscience of Judaism, just as Judaism is the evil
conscience of our modern civil ization.

7.

Christian hypocrisy

adj usts the ills of an honorless, useless, and sor
rowful existence of mankind on earth, by the miraculous love
of G od ; who had not-as the noble Greek supposed--created
man for a happy and self-conscious life upon this earth , but
had here impri soned him in a loathsome dungeon : so as, in
reward for the self-contempt that poisoned him therein, to
prepare him for a posthu mous state of endless comfort and
inactive ecstasy. Man was therefore bound to remain in this
deepest and unma nliest degradation, and no activity of this
present life should he exercise ; for this accursed l i fe was, in
truth, the world of the devil , that is, of the senses; and by
every action in it he pl ayed into the devil 's hands. Therefore
the poor wretch who, in the enjoyment of his natural powers,
made this l ife his own possession must suffer after death the
eternal torments of hell ! Naught was required of mankind but
faith-that is to say, the confession of its miserable plight, and
the givi ng up of al l spontaneous attempt to escape from out
this misery ; for the undeserved Grace of G od was alone to
set it free.
The historian knows not surely that this was the view of the
humble son of the Galilean carpenter ; who, looking on the
misery of his fel low men, proclaimed that he had not come to
bri ng peace, but a sword into the worl d ; whom we must love
for the anger with which he thundered forth against the hypo
critical Pharisees who fawned upon the power of Rome, so as
the better to bind and heartlessly enslave the people ; and
finally, who preached the reign of universal human love-a
love he could never h ave enjoi ned on men whose duty it
should be to despise their fellows and themselves. The i nquirer
more clearly discerns the hand of the miraculously converted
Pharisee, Paul , and the zeal with which, in his conversion of
the heathen, he followed so successfully the monition : "Be ye
wise as serpents . . . ;" he may also estimate the deep and uniCH RISTIAN ITY
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versal degradation of civil ized mankind, and see i n this the his
torical soi l from which the fu ll-grown t ree of finally developed
Christian dogma drew forth the sap that fed i ts fruit. But thus
much the candid artist percei ves at the first glance : that neither
was Christianity art, nor cou ld it ever bring forth from itsel f
the true and living art.
The free Greek, who set h i mself upon the pin nacle of Na
ture, could p rocreate art from very j oy i n manhood : the Chris
tian, who impartially cast aside both Nature and h imself,
could only sacri fice to his God on the altar of renunciation ; he
durst not bring his actions or his work as offering, but be
l ieved that he must seek His favor by abst inence from all sel f
prompted venture . Art is the highest expression of act ivity of
a race that h as developed its physical beauty in unison with
itself and Nature ; and man must reap the h ighest joy from the
world of sense, before he can mold there from the implements
of his art ; for from the world of sense alone can he derive so
much as the impulse to artistic creat ion. The C h ristian, on the
contrary, i f he fain would create an artwork that shou l d cor
respond to his belief, must derive h i s impulse from the essence
of abstract spiri t, from the grace of God , and therein find his
tools. What, then, could he take for aim? Surely not physical
beauty-m irrored in his eyes as an i ncarnation of the devil ?
And h o w could pure spirit, at a n y t i me, give b i r t h to a some
thing that coul d be cogn ized by the senses?
All pondering of this problem is fruitless; the cou rse of his
tory shows too unmi stakably the results of th�se two opposi te
methods. Where the G reeks, for their edification, gathered in
the amphit heatre for the space of a few short hours ful l of
the deepest meaning, the Christian shut h i msel f away in the
lifel ong i m prisonment of a cloister. In the one case, the Popu
lar Assembly was the judge : in the other, the I nquisition ; here
the state developed to an honorable democracy : there , to a
hypocritical despot ism.
Hypocrisy i s the salient feature, t he peculiar characteristic,
of every century of our Christian era, right down to our own
day ; and i ndeed this vice has always stalked abroad with more
crying shamelessness, in d i rect proport ion as mankind , i n spite
of Chri stendom, has refreshed its vigor from i ts own un
quench able and i n ner wellspring, and ripened toward the
ful fil lment of its true purpose . Nature i s so strong, so i nex
haustible i n its regenerati ve resources, that no conceivable vio
lence cou ld weaken its creat ive force. Into the ebbing veins of
the Roman world, there poured the healthy blood of the fresh
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Germanic nations. Despite the adoption of Christianity, a
ceaseless thirst of doing, delight i n bold adventure, and un
bounded sel f-rel iance remained the native element of the new
masters of the world. But, as in the whole history of the
M iddle Ages we always light upon one prominent factor, the
warfare between worldly might and the despotism of the Ro
man Church : so, when this new world sough t for a form of
utterance, it could find it only in opposition to, and strife
against, the spirit of Christendom .
The art of Ch rist ian Europe could never proclaim itsel f,
like that of ancient Greece, as the expression of a world
attuned to harmony ; for reason that its inmost being was in
curably and irreconcilably split up between the force of con
science and the instinct of life, between the ideal and the
reality. Like the order of chivalry itself, the chivalric poetry
of the Middle Ages, in attempting to heal this severance,
could, even amid its loftiest imagery, but bri ng to light the
falsehood of the reconc iliation ; the higher and the more
proudly it soared on high, so the more visibly gaped the abyss
between the actual li fe and the ideal ized existence, between the
raw, passionate beari ng of these knights in physical life and
their too delicate, ethereal ized behavior in romance. For the
same reason did actual life, leaving the pristine, noble, and
certainly not ungraceful customs of the people, become cor
rupt and vicious ; for it durst not draw the nourishment for its
art impulse from out of its own being, its joy in itsel f, and its
own physical demeanor ; but was sent for al l its spiritual sus
tenance to Christianity, which warned it off from the first taste
of life's delight, as from a thing accursed. The poetry of chivalry
was thus the honorable hypocrisy of fanaticism, the parody of
heroism : in place of Nature, it offered a convention .
Only when the enthusiasm of belief had smoldered down ,
when the Church openly procl aimed herself as naught but a
worldly despotism appreciable by the senses, in alliance with
the no less material worldly absol utism of the temporal rule
which she had sanctified : only then commenced the so-called
renaissance of art . Th at wherewith man had racked his brains
so long he would fain now see before him clad in body, l ike
the Church itsel f in all its worldly pomp . But this was only
possible on condition that he opened his eyes once more, and
restored his senses to their rights. Yet when man took the
objects of belief and the revelations of fantasy and set them
before his eyes in physical beauty, and with the artist's del ight
in that physical beauty-this was a complete denial of the very
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essence of the Christian religion ; and it was the deepest hu
mil iation to Christendom that the guidance to these art crea
tions must be sought from the pagan art of Greece. Neverthe
less, the Church appropriated to hersel f this newly roused art
impulse, and did not blush to deck hersel f with the borrowed
plu mes of paganism; thus trumpeting her own hypocrisy.
Worldly dominion, however, had its sh are also in the revival
of art . After centuries of combat, their power armed against
all danger from below, the security of riches awoke i n the
ruling classes the desi re for more refined enjoyment of this
wealth ; they took i nto their pay the arts whose lessons G reece
had taught. "Free" art now served as h andmaid to these ex
alted masters, and, looking into the matter more closely, it is
difficult to decide who was the greater hypocrite : Louis XIV,
when he sat and heard the Grecian hate of tyrants, decl ai med
in polished verses from the boards of his court theatre ; or
Corneille and Racine, when, to win the favor of their lord,
they set in the mouths of their stage heroes the warm words of
freedom and pol itical virtue, of ancient Greece and Rome.

8.

Contrast between the present-day theatre and
the Greek

I HAD received the most urgent personal provocation to seek

an explanation of the modern theatre's unalterable character
in i ts social situation. 'Twere a mad attempt , undoubtedly, to
take an institute whose public fu nction was almost exclusively
directed to the distraction and amusement of people bored to
death by pleasure-and further, to earning money to cover
the cost of exhibitions reckoned for that end-and employ it
for a diametrical ly opposite object , namely, the snatching of a
populace from out its vulgar interests of everyday, to attune it
to a reverent reception of the highest and si ncerest things the
human mind can grasp . I had time e nough to think out the
reasons for that attitude of our theatre toward the Public, and
on the other hand to ponder the bases of those social rel ations
which themselves should form the conditions for the appear
ance of the theatre I had in mind, with the same necessity as
that theatre of ours had issued from our modern rel ations.
Just as I had won a solid anchorage for the character of my
dramat ico-musical ideal i n the rare and isolated doings of bril-
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liant artists, so history supplied me with a typical model for
that ideal relation, dreamed by me, of theatre and public. I
found it i n the theatre of ancient Athens, where its walls were
thrown open on none but special, sacred feast days, where the
taste of art was coupled with the celebration of a religious rite
in which the most illustrious members of the state themselves
took part as poets and performers, to appear l ike priests be
fore the assembled populace of field and city ; a populace filled
with such h igh awaiti ngs from the sublimeness of the artwork
to be set before it, that a Sophocles, an IEschylus could set
before the folk the deepest-meaning of all poems, assured of
their understanding.
With the Greeks the perfect work of art , the drama, was the
abstract and epitome of all that was expressible in the Grecian
nature. It was the n ation itsel f-in intimate connection with its
own history-that stood mirrored i n its artwork, that com
muned with itsel f and, within the span of a few hours, feasted
its eyes with its own noblest essence. All division of this enjoy
ment, all scattering of the forces concentered on one point, all
diversion of the elements into separate channels, must needs
have been as hurtful to this unique and noble artwork as to
the l ike-formed state itself; and thus it could only mature, but
never change its nature. Thus art was conservative, just as the
noblest sons of this epoch of the G recian State were them
selves conservative . IEschylus is the very type of this con
servatism, and his loftiest work of conservative art is the
Oresteia, with which he stands alike opposed as poet to the
youthful Sophocles, as statesman to the revolutionary Pericles.
The victory of Sophocles, l ike that of Pericles, was fully in the
spirit of the advancing development of mankind; but the depo
sition of IEschylus was the first downward step from the
height of G recian tragedy, the first beginning of the dissolution
of Athenian pol ity.

9.

The dissolution of the drama

WITH the subsequent down fall of tragedy, art became less and
less the expression of the public conscience . The drama sepa
rated into its component parts-rhetoric, sculpture, painting,
music, and so on, forsook the ranks in which they had moved
in unison before ; each one to take its own way, and in lonely
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sel f-sufficiency to pursue its own development. And thus i t was
that at the Renaissance of art we lit first upon these isolated
G recian arts, which had sprung from the wreck of tragedy.
The great unitarian artwork of Greece could not at once reveal
itsel f to our bewildered, wandering, piecemeal minds in all i ts
full ness ; for how could we have understood it? But we k new
how to appropriate those dissevered handiworks of art ; for as
goodly handiwork, to which category they h ad already sunk i n
the Roman-Greek world, they l a y not s o far from our own
nature and our minds. The guild and h andicraft spirit of the
new citizenship rose quick and lively in the towns ; princes
and notabilities were well pleased that their castles should be
more becomingly built and decorated, their walls bedecked
with more attractive paintings, than had been possible to the
raw art of the Middle Ages ; the priests l aid h ands on rhetoric
for their pulpits and music for their choirs ; and the new world
of handicraft worked valiantly among the separate arts of
Greece, so far at least as it understood them or thought them
fitted to its purpose.
Each one of these dissevered arts, nursed and luxuriously
tended for the entertainment of the rich , has filled the world
to overflowing with its products ; in each, great minds h ave
brought forth marvels ; but the one true art has not been born
again , either in or since the Renaissance . The perfect artwork,
t_he great united utterance of a free and lovely public life, the
drama, tragedy-howsoever great the poets who have here and
there indited tragedies-is not yet born agai n : for reason that
it cannot be reborn, but must be born anew .
Only the great Revolut ion of Mankind , whose beginnings
erstwhile shattered Grecian tragedy, can win for us this art
work . For only this revolution can bri ng forth from its h idden
depths, in the new beauty of a nobler universalism, that which
it once tore from the conservat ive spirit of a time of beauti ful
but narrow-meted culture-and teari ng it, engulfed.

10.

The necessity of revolution

BuT only revolution, not slavish restoration, can give us back
that h ighest artwork . The task we have before us is immeas
urably greater than that already accomplished in days of old.
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If the Grecian artwork embraced the spirit of a fair and noble
nation, the artwork of the future must embrace the spirit of a
free mankind, delivered from every shackle of h ampering na
tionality ; its racial imprint must be no more than an embellish
ment, the individual charm of manifold diversity, and not a
cramping barri�r. We h ave thus qu ite other work to do th a n
to tinker at the resuscitation of old Greece. Indeed, the foolish
restoration of a sham Greek mode of art has been attempted
already-for what will our artists not attempt, to order? But
nothing better than an inane patchwork could ever come of it
-the offspring of the same juggling endeavor which we find
evinced by the whole history of our official civilization, seized
as i t is with a constant wish to avoid the only lawful endeavor,
the striving after Nature.
No, we do not wish to revert to Greekdom ; for what the
Greeks knew not, and, knowing not, came by their downfall :
that know we. It is their very fall, whose cause we now per
ceive after years of misery and deepest universal suffering,
that shows us clearly what we should become ; it shows us that
we must love all men before we can rightly love ourselves,
before we can regain true joy i n our own personality. From
the dishonoring slave yoke of universal journeymanhood, with
its sickly money soul , we wish to soar to the free manhood of
art, with the star rays of its world soul ; from the weary, over
burdened day l aborers of commerce, we desire to grow to fair
strong men, to whom the world belongs as an eternal, in
exhaustible source of the highest delights of art.
To this end we need the mightiest force of revolution ; for
only that revolutionary force can help us which presses for
ward to the goal-to that goal whose attainment alone can
justify its earliest exercise upon the disintegration of Greek
tragedy and the dissolution of the Athenian State.
But whence shall we derive this force, in our present state
of utmost weakness? Whence the manly strength against the
crushing pressure of a civilization which disowns all manhood,
against the arrogance of a culture which employs the human
mind as naught but steampower for its machinery? Whence
the light with which to illumine the gruesome ruling heresy,
that this civilization and this culture are of more value in
themselves than the true living man?-that man has worth and
value only as a tool of these despotic abstract powers, and not
by virtue of his manhood?
When the learned physician is at the end of his resources, in
despair we turn at l ast to Nature. Nature, then, and only
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Nalure, can unravel the skein of this great world fate. I f Cul
ture , starting from the Christian dogma of the worthlessness
of human nature , disown humanity, she h as created for hersel f
a foe who one day must i nevitably destroy her, i n so far as she
no longer has pl ace for manhood ; for this foe is the eternal,
and only l iving Nature. Nature, Human Nature, will procJaim
this l aw to the twin sisters Culture and Civil ization : "So far as
I am contained in you , shall ye live and flourish ; so far as I am
not i n you, shall ye rot and die !"
I n the man-destroying march of Culture, however, there
looms before us this h appy result : the heavy l oad with which
she presses Nature down wiJJ one day grow so ponderous that
it lends at last to downtrod , never-dying N ature the necessary
impetus to hurl the whole c ramping burden from her, with one
sole thrust ; and this heaping up of Culture wiJJ thus have
taught to Nature her own gigantic force. The releasing of this
force is-re volution .
In what way, then, does this revolutionary force exhibit
itself in the p resent social crisis? I s it not in the mechanic's
pride i n the moral consciousness of his l abor, as opposed to
the criminal passivity or immoral activity of the rich? Does he
not wish, as i n revenge, to elevate the principle of l abor to the
rank of the one and orthodox rel igion of society? To force the
rich , like him, to work-l ike him, by the sweat of their brow
to gain their daily bread? Must we not fear that the exercise of
this compulsion, the recognition of this pri nciple, would raise
at l ast the m an-degrading j ourneymanhood to an absolute and
universal might, and-to keep to our chief theme-woul d
straigh tway make of art an i mpossibility for a l l time?
I n truth , this is the fear of many an honest friend of art and
many an upright friend of men, whose only wish is to preserve
the nobler core of our present civilization. But they mistake
the true nature of the great social agitation . They are led
astray by the windy theories of our social istic doctrinaires,
who would fain patch up an i mpossible compact with the
present conditions of society . They are deceived by the im
mediate utterance of the indignation of the most suffering por
tion of our social system, behind which l ies a deeper, nobler,
natural i nstinct : the i nstinct which demands a worthy taste of
the joys of l i fe , whose material sustenance shall no longer
absorb man's whole l ife forces in weary service, but i n which
he sh all rejoice as man. Viewed closer, it is thus the straining
from journeymanhood to artistic manhood, to the free dignity
of man.
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It is for art therefore, and art above an else, to teach this
social impulse its np blest Jll e aning, and gu ide it toward its true
direction. Only on the shoulders of this great social movement
can true art lift itself from its present state of civil ized bar
barianism, and take its post of honor. Each h as a common
goal , and the twain can reach it only when they recognize it
jointly. This goal i s the strong fair man, to whom revolution
shall give his strength , and art his beauty !

11.

What is Utopia?

Utopia ! " I hear the mealymouthed wiseacres of our
modern state-and-art barbarianism cry ; the so-called practical
men , who i n the manipul ation of their daily practice can help
themselves alone with l ies and violence, or-if they be sincere
and honest-with ignorance at best.
"Beautiful ideal ! but, alas ! l ike all ideals, one that can only
float before us, beyond the reach of man condemned to im
perfection." Thus sighs the smug adorer of the heavenly king
dom in which-at least as far as hi mself is concerned-God
will make good the i nexplicable shortcomings of this earth and
its human brood.
They live and lie, they sin and suffer, in the loathliest of
actual conditions, i n the filthy dregs of an artificial , and there
fore never real ized Utop i a ; they toil and overbid each other in
every hypocritical art, to maintain the cheat of this Utopia;
from which they daily tumble headlong down to the dull,
prosaic level of n akedest reality-the mutilated cripples of the
meanest and most frivolous of passions. Yet they cry down the
only natural release from their bewitchment, as "chimeras" or
"Utopias" ; just as the poor sufferers in a madhouse take their
insane imaginings for truth, and truth i tself for madness .
If h istory knows an actual Utopia, a truly unattainable ideal,
it is that of Christendom ; for it has clearly and plainly shown,
and shows i t still from day to day, that its dogmas are not
realizable. How could those dogmas become really l iving, and
pass over into actual life, when they were directed against life
itself, and denied and cursed the principle of living? Chris
tianity is of purely spiritual, and superspiritual contents; it
" U TOPIA !
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preaches humility, renunciation, contempt of every earthly
thing ; and amid this contempt-brotherly love ! How does the
fulfillment work out in the modern world, which calls itself,
forsooth , a Christian world, and clings to the Christian religion
as its inexpugnable basis? As the arrogance of hypocrisy, as
usury, as robbery of Nature's goods, and egoistic scorn of
suffering fellow men.
Men cry "Utopia," when the healthy human u nderstanding
appeals from their insane experiments to the actuality of visi
ble and tangible Nature ; when it demands no more from man's
godlike reason than that it should make good to us the instinct
of dumb animals, and give us the means of finding for our
selves the sustenance of our l i fe, set free from care though not
from l abor ! And, truly, we ask from it no higher resul t for the
community of mankind, in order that we may build upon this
one foundation the noblest, fairest temple of the true art of
the future !
When human fellowship has once developed its manly
beauty and nobility-in such a way as we shall not attain,
however, by the i nfluence of our art alone, but as we must
hope and strive for by u nion with the great and i nevitably
approaching social revolution-then will theatrical perform
ances be the first associate undertaking from which the idea of
wage or gain shall disappear entirely. For when, under the
above conditions, our education more and more becomes an
artistic one, then shall we be oursel ves all thus far artists : that
we can join together in free and common service for the one
great cause of art, i n its special manifestment, abandoning
each sidelong glance at gain.
Art and its i nstitutes, whose desired organization could here
be only briefly touched on, would thus become the herald and
the standard of all future communal i nstitutions. The spirit
that urges a body of artists to the attainment of its own true
goal would be found again in every other social union which
set before itself a definite and honorable aim ; for i f we reach
the right, then all our future social bearing cannot but be of
pure artistic nature, such as alone befits the noble faculties
of man .
Thus would Jesus have shown us that we all alike are men
and brothers ; while Apollo would have stamped this mighty
bond of brotherhood with the seal of strength and beauty, and
led mankind from doubt of its own worth to consciousness of
its highest godlike might. Let us therefore erect the altar of
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the future, in life as in the l iving art, to the two subl imest
teachers of manki nd : Jesus, who suffered for all men ; and
Apollo, who raised them to their joyous dignity !

12.

The Revolution *

IF we peer across its lands and peoples, we find throughout
the whole of Europe the effervescence of a mighty movement,
whose first vibrations h ave already reached us, whose full
weight threatens soon to crash upon us. Europe seems to us a
huge volcano, from whose i nside an ever-waxing fearsome
roar resounds, from out whose crater columns of bl ack smoke
ascend to heaven big with storm, and mantle all the earth with
darkness, while here and there a l ava stream, a fiery harbinger,
breaks through the hard-set crust and bears destruction to the
vale below.
A supernatural force seems clutching at our quarter of the
globe, intent on li fting it from its old rut and hurl i ng it to
pathways new.
Ay, we behold i t; the ol d world i s crumbl i ng, a new will rise
therefrom ; for the lofty goddess Revolution comes rustl i ng on
the wi ngs of storm, her stately head ri nged roun d with l ight
nings, a sword in her right hand, a torch in her left, her eye
so stern, so punitive, so cold; and yet what warmth of purest
love, what wealth of happi ness streams forth toward him who
dares to look with steadfast gaze i nto that eye ! Rustl ing she
comes, the e'er-rej uvenating mother of mankind ; destroying
and fulfilling, she fares across the earth ; before her soughs the
storm, and shakes so fiercely at man's hand iwork that vasty
clouds of dust ecl ipse the sky, and where her mighty foot steps
falls in ruins what an idle whim had built for reons, and the
hem of her robe sweeps its last remains away. But in her wake
there opens out a ne'er-dreamed paradise of happi ness, illumed
by kindly sunbeams; and where her foot had trodden down,
spring fragrant flowers from the soil, and j ubilant songs of
freed mankind fill full the air scarce silent from the d i n of
battle .
* Written in April

1 849.-Eos.
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Now turn and look below, arou nd you . There you see one ,
the mightiest prince, with halting heart and catching breath,
yet seeking to assume a tranquil, cool demeanor, to shut h is
eyes a n d those of others to what he clearly sees to be in
evi table. There see another, his leathern face all plowed by
vices, exerting all those petty sharper's arts that have brought
him in so many a titlet, so many an order's crosslet ; you see
him with his diplomatic smile and air of mystery among the
teeth-nipped lordlings, the ladyli ngs all snatching at their smel
l i ng-salts, whom he tries to reassure by hal f-official i n forma
tion that highest person ages h ave deigned to pay attention to
this strange phenomenon, that couriers have been sent already
to various parts with Cabinet orders, that the advice of that
wise government-artist Metternich is even on the road from
London , that the right authorities have had instructions all
around, and accordingly the i nteresting surprise is in prepara
tion for high-born society, at the next court ball, of taking a
peep at this horrid vagrant Revolution--of course i n an iron
cage and fetters.
There see a third man, speculating on the approach of the
apparition, running off to the Bourse, m i nutely reckoning the
rise and fal l of bondlets, higgl ing and haggl ing, alert to catch
the least per-centlet, till all his plunder scatters to the winds.
There, behind the dusty office desk, you see one of those
warped and rusted wheels of our present state machine,
scratching away with its stump of a qui ll, and doing its un
ceasi ng best to add fresh lumber to a paper worl d . Between
these files of documents and contracts the hearts of l ive hu
manity are pressed like gath ered leaves, and fall to powder in
these modern torture rooms. Here rules a strenuous activity,
for the web outspun across the continent is torn i n many a
corner, and the startled spiders are busy knitting up fresh
threads to recti fy the holes. Here not a ray of l ight breaks in,
here reign eternal night and darkness ; and into night and dark
ness will the whole dissolve .
B u t liste n ! from that side there sounds shrill warl ike music,
swords flash and bayonets, heavy guns clatter past, and serried
ranks of troops unroll their length . The valiant host of heroes
has set out for its brush with Revolution . The general bids
march to right and left, here stations i n fantry, there cavalry,
and wisely parcels out h i s bristling columns and his dread ar
tillery ; and Revolution comes apace, her head h igh in the
clouds-they see her not, but wait for the foe ; and she stands
al ready in their midst-they see her not, still waiting for the
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foe ; and she has seized them in her mighty whirlwind , has
scattered the ranks, dispersed the force wh ich craft had stolen
-but the general he sits there, absorbed i n his map, and cal
culating from which side the foe may be expected, and what
his strength, and when he will arrive !
Stay ! there you see a troubled face : an upright, thrifty
burgher it belongs to. He has toiled and moiled his whole l i fe
long, has honestly cared for the weal of all , so far as lay within
his power; no shame, no wrong attaches to the mite his useful
diligence has earned, to keep himself in feeble age, to give his
sons a footing in this joyless life . He feels i ndeed the advent of
the storm ; he knows ful l well that no force can withstand i t ;
yet h i s heart is sad when he looks back upon his l i fe o f hard
ships, whose only fru i t is dest ined to destruction. We cannot
gird at him, if timidly he grapples to h is hoard, if futilely he
puts forth all his bl indfold strength 'gainst the invader. Un
happy man ! upl i ft thine eyes; look up to where a thousand
thousands gather on the hills in joyous expectation of the
dawn ! Regard them ; they are all thy brothers, sisters, the
troops of those poor wights who h itherto knew naught of life
but sufferi ng, have been but strangers on this earth of joy ;
they all are waiting for that Revolution which affrights thee,
their redemptrix from this worl d of sorrow, creatrix of a new
world blessing all !
See there, there stream the legions from the factories ;
they've made and fashioned lordly stuffs-themselves and chil
dren, they are naked, frozen, hungry ; for not to them belongs
the frui t of all their labor, but to the rich and mighty one who
calls men and the earth his own . See, there they troop , from
fiel ds and farmyards; they've tilled the earth and turned it to a
smil ing garden, and fruits in plenty, enough for all who live,
have paid their pains-yet poor are they, and naked, starving;
for not to them, or others who are needy, belongs earth's
blessi ng, but solely to the rich and mighty one who calls men
and the earth his own . They all, the hundred thousands, mil
lions, are camped upon the h ills and gaze into the distance,
where thickening clouds procl aim the advent of emancipating
Revolution ; they all , to whom noth ing is left to grieve for,
from whom men rob the sons to train them into sturdy jailers
of their fathers, whose daughters wal k the city's streets with
burden of their shame, an offering to the baser lusts of rich
and migh ty; they al l , with the sallow, careworn faces, the
limbs devoured by frost and hunger, they all who have never
known joy encamp there on the heights and strain their eyes
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i n blissful expectation of her coming, and listen i n rapt silence
to the rustle of the rising storm , which fills their ears with
Revol ution's greeting : I am the e'er-rej uvenating, ever-fashion
ing Life ; where I am not, is Death ! I am the dream, the balm,
the hope of sufferers ! I bri ng to noth i ng what exists, and
whi ther I turn there wells fresh life from the dead rock. I
come to you , to break all fetters that oppress you , to redeem
you from the arms of death and pour young life through all
your vei ns. Whatever stands, must fall : such is the everlasting
law of Nature, such the condition of l i fe ; and I ,. the eternal
destroyer, fulfill the l aw and fashion ever-youthful l i fe. From
its root up will I destroy the order of things in which ye live,
for i t is spru ng from sin, its flower is misery and its fruit is
cri me ; but the harvest i s ripe, and I am the reaper. I will de
stroy each phantom that has rule o'er men. I will destroy the
dominion of one over many, of the dead o'er the living, of
matter over spiri t ; I will break the power of the mighty, of
law, of property. Be his own will the lord of man, his own
desire his only l aw, his strength his whole possession, for the
only Holiness is the free man , and naugh t h igher there is than
he. Annul led be the fancy that gives One power over millions,
makes millions subject to the will of one, the doctrine that
One has power to bless all others. Like may not rule over like ;
like has no higher potence than its equal : and as ye all are
equal, I will destroy all rulersh ip of one over other.
Annul led be the fancy that gives death power over l i fe, the
past o'er the future . The l aw of the dead is their own l aw; it
shares their lot, and dies with them ; it shall not govern l ife .
Life is la w unto itself. And since the law is for the livi ng, not
the dead, and ye are livi ng, with none conceivable above you ,
ye yourselves are th e law, your own free will the sole and
high est law , and I will destroy all dominion of death over life .
Annulled be the fancy that makes man bondslave to his
handiwork, to property. Man's highest good i s his fashioning
force, the fount whence springs all happiness forever ; and not
i n the created, in the act of creation itself, i n the exercise of
your powers lies your true highest enjoyment . Man's work is
l i feless ; the living shall not bind itsel f to what is lifeless, not
make itsel f a thrall to that . So away with the bugbear that
restrains e njoyment, that hems free force, that sets up property
outside of man, and makes him thrall to his own work .
Look hence, ye wretched ones, upon those blessed fields ye
now flit through as thralls, as aliens. Free shall ye wander
there, free from the yoke of the living, free from the chains
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of the dead. What Nature made, what men have tilled and
turned into a fruitful garden, belongs to men, the needy, and
none shall come and say : "To me alone belongs all this; ye
others are but guests I tolerate so long as I may please and
they shall yield me tri bute , guests I drive forth when so in
clined. To me belongs what Nature made, what man has
wrought, and the living needs." Away with that lie ; to need
alone belongs what satisfies it, and such is offered in abun
dance by Nature and your own strong arm . See there the
houses i n the cities, and all that gives delight to men, which ye
must j ourney past as strangers; man's mind and strength have
made it, and therefore it belongs to men, the living, and one
man shall not come and say : "To me belongeth all that toi ling
men have made . I alone have a right to it, and the others shall
enjoy but what I please and they pay toll for." Destroyed be
this lie, wi th the others ; for what the strength of men hath
made, belongs to mankind for its unrestricted use, as every
thing besides on earth .
I will destroy the existing order of things, which parts this
one mankind into hostile nations, i nto powerful and weak,
privileged and outcast, rich and poor; for it makes unhappy
men of all . I will destroy the order of things that turns millions
to sl aves of a few, and these few to slaves of their own might,
own riches. I will destroy this order of things, that cuts enjoy
ment off from labor, makes l abor a load, enjoyment a vice,
makes one man wretched through want, another through over
flow. I will destroy this order of things, which wastes man's
powers i n service of dead matter, which keeps the half of
humankind in inactivity or useless toil, binds hundreds of
thousansls to devote their vigorous youth-in busy idleness as
soldiers, placemen, specul ators, and money-spinners-to the
maintenance of these depraved conditions, whilst the other
half must shore the whole disgraceful edifice at cost of over
taxing all their strength and sacrificing every taste of life.
Down to its memory will I destroy each trace of this mad
state of things, compact of violence, lies, care, hypocrisy, want,
sorrow, suffering, tears, trickery, and crime, with seldom a
breath of even impure air to quicken it, and all but never a
ray of pure joy. Destroyed be all that weighs on you and
makes you sutler, and from the ruins of this ancient world let
rise a new, i nstinct with happiness undreamed ! Nor hate, nor
envy, grudge nor enmity be henceforth found among you ; as
brothers shall ye all who live know one another, and free, free
in willing, free in doing, free in enjoying, shall ye attest the
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worth of life . So up, ye peoples of the earth ! Up, ye mourners,
ye oppressed, ye poor ! And up, ye others, ye who strive in
vain to cloak the inner desolation of your hearts by idle show
of might and riches ! Up, in miscell any follow my steps; for no
distinction can I make 'twixt those who follow me. Two peo
ples, only, are there from henceforth : the one, that follows me,
the other, that withstands me. The one I lead to h appiness;
over the other grinds my path : for I am Revolution, I am the
ever-fash ioning Life, I am the only G od, to whom each crea
ture testifies, who spans and gives both l i fe and happiness to
all that is!
And lo! the legions on the hills, voiceless they fall to their
knees and listen in mute transport ; and as the sunbaked soil
drinks up the cooling drops of rain, so their sorrow-parching
hearts drink i n the accents of the rustling storm, and new l ife
courses through their veins. Nearer and nearer roll s the storm,
on its wings Revolution ; wide open now the quickened hearts
of those awaked to life, and victrix Revolution pours into their
brains, their bones, their flesh , and fills them through and
through . In godlike ecstasy they leap from the groun d ; the
poor, the h ungering, the bowed by misery, are they no longer ;
proudly they raise themselves erect, inspi ration shines from
their ennobled faces, a radiant light streams from their eyes,
and with the heaven-shaking cry I am a Man! the millions, the
embod ied Revolution, the God become Man, rush down to the
valleys and plains, and proclaim to all the world the new
gospel of Happiness.

PART I I

The Greek Ideal

1.

Greek art and drama

IN any serious i nvestigation of the essence of our art of today,
we cannot make one step forward without being brought face
to face with its intimate connection with the art of ancient
Greece. For, in point of fact, our modern art i s but one link i n
the artistic development of the whole of Europe ; a n d this
development found its start i ng point with the Greeks.
After it had overcome the raw religion of its Asiatic birth
place, built upon the nature forces of the earth, and had set
the fair, strong manhood of freedom upon the pinnacle of its
religious convictions-the G recian spirit, at the flowering time
of its art and polity, found its fullest expression in the god
Apollo, the head and national deity of the Hellenic race.
It was Apollo--h e who had slain the Python, the dragon of
Chaos ; who had smitten down the vain sons of boastful Niobe
by his death-dealing darts ; who, through his priestess at Del
phi , had proclaimed to questioning man the fundamental l aws
of the Grecian race and nation, thus holding up to those in
volved in passionate action the peaceful , undisturbed mirror of
their inmost, u nchangeable Grecian n ature-it was this Apollo
who was the fulfiller of the will of Zeus upon the Grecian
earth ; who was, i n fact, the Greci an people.
Not as the soft companion of the Muses-as the l ater and
more luxurious art of sculpture has alone preserved his l ike
ness-must we conceive the Apollo of the springtime of the
Greeks; but it was with all the traits of energetic earnestness,
beautifu l but strong, that the great tragedian JEschylus knew
him. Thus, too, the Spartan youths learned the n ature of the
god, when by dance and j oust they had developed their supple
bodies to grace and strength ; when the boy was taken from
those he loved, and sent on horse to farthest l ands in search of
peri lous adventure ; when the young man was led into the circle
of fellowship, h is only password that of his beauty and his
native worth, in which alone l ay all his might and all h is riches.
With such eyes also the Athen ian saw the god, when all the
impulses of his fair body, and of his restless soul, u rged him
to the new birth of his own being through the ideal expression
of art ; when the voices, ringing ful l , sounded forth the choral
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song, singing the deeds of the god, the while they gave to the
dancers the masteri ng measure that meted out the rhythm of
the dance-which dance itself, in graceful movements, told
the story of those deeds; and when above the h armony of well
ordered columns he wove the noble roof, heaped one upon the
other the broad crescents of the amph itheatre, and planned
the scenic trappings of the stage . Thus, too, inspired by
Dionysus, the tragic poet saw this glorious god : when, to all
the rich elements of spontaneous art, the harvest of the fairest
and most human life, he joined the bond of speech , and con
centrating them all into one focus, brought forth the highest
conceivable form of art-the drama.
The deeds of gods and men, their sufferings, their delights,
as they-in all solemnity and glee, as eternal rhythm, as ever
lasting harmony of every motion and of all creation-lay dis
closed i n the nature of Apollo himself; here they became
actual and true. For all that in them moved and lived, as it
moved and lived in the beholders, here found its perfected
expression ; where ear and eye, as soul and heart, lifelike and
actual , seized and perceived all, and saw all in spirit and in
body revealed ; so that the imagination need no longer vex
itsel f with the attempt to conjure up the i mage . Such a tragedy
day was a feast of the G od ; for here the god spoke clearly and
intelligibly forth, and the poet, as his h igh priest, stood real
and embodied in his artwork, led the measures of the dance,
raised the voices to a choir, and in ringing words proclaimed
the utterances of godlike wisdom.
Such was the Grecian work of art ; such their god Apollo,
incarnated i n actual , living art ; such was the Grecian people
in its h ighest truth and beauty.

2.

A fellowship of players; communion of players

and audience
DRAMA is conceivable only as the ful lest expression of a joint
artistic longing to impart ; while this longing, again, can only
parley with a common receptivity. Where either of these fac
tors lacks, the drama is no necessary, but merely an arbitrary,
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art product. Wi thout these factors being at hand i n actual life,
the poet, in his striving for immediate presentation of the life
that he had apprehended , sought to create the drama for him
self alone ; his cre :tion therefore fell, perforce, a victim to all
the faults of arbitrary deal ing. Only in exact measure as his
own proceeded from a common impulse, and could address
itself to a common interest, do we find the necessary condi
tions of drama fulfilled-since the time of its recall to life
-and the desire to answer those conditions rewarded with
success.
A common impulse toward dramatic artwork can be at
hand only in those who actually enact the work of art in
common ; these, as we take it, are the fellowships of players.
At the end of the M iddle Ages, we see such fellowsh ips aris
ing directly from the folk ; while those who later overmastered
them and laid down their laws from the standpoin t of absolute
poetic art h ave earned themselves the fame of destroying root
and-branch that which the man who sprang directly from such
a fellowship, and made h is poems for and with it, had created
for the wonder of all time. From out the inmost, truest nature
of the folk, Shakespeare created for his fellow players that
drama which seems to us the more astounding as we see it rise
by might of naked speech alone, without all help of kindred
arts. One only help it had, the fantasy of his audience, which
turned with active sympathy to greet the i nspiration of the
poet's comrades .
A genius the like of which was never heard, and a group of
favoring chances ne'er repeated, i n common made amends
for what they lacked in common . Their joint creative force,
however, was-need ; and where this shows its nature-bidden
might, there man can compass even the i mpossible to satisfy
it : from poverty grows plenty, from want an overflow ; the
boorish figure of the homely folk's comed ian takes on the
bearing of a hero, the raucous clang of daily speech becomes
the sounding music of the soul, the rude scaffolding of carpet
hung boards becomes a world stage with all i ts wealth of
scene. But if we take away this artwork from its frame of
fortunate conditions, if we set it down outside the realm of
fertile force which bore it from the need of this one definite
epoch, then do we see with sorrow that the poverty was still
but poverty, the want but want ; that Sh akespeare was indeed
the mightiest poet of all time, but his artwork was not yet the
work for every age ; that not his gen ius, but the incomplete
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and merely will-ing, not yet can-ning, spirit of his age's art had
made him but the Thespis of the tragedy of the future.
In the same relation as stood the car of Thespis, in the brief
time span of the flowering of Athenian art, to the stage of
IEschylus and Sophocles, so stands the stage of Shakespeare,
in the unmeasured spaces of the flowering time of universal
human art , to the theatre of the future . The deed of the one
and only Shakespeare, which made of him a u niversal man, a
very god , is yet but the kindred deed of the solitary Beethoven,
who found the language of the artist-manhood of the future :
only where these twai n Prometheuses--Shakespeare and Bee
thoven-shall reach out h ands to one another ; where the mar
ble creations of Phidias shall bestir themselves i n flesh and
blood ; where the painted counterfeit of N ature shall quit its
cribbing frame on the chamber wal ls of. the egoist, and stretch
its ample breadths on the warm-life-blown framework of the
future stage-there first , in the communion of all his fellow
artists, will the poet also find redemption .

3.

The fellowship and the comm unity; the priest as
actor

THE first and earliest association of men was the work of
Nature . The purely tribal fellowship, that is, the circle of all
those who claimed descent from a common ancestor and the
l ineal seed of his loins, is the original bond of union of every
race of people that we meet in history. This tribal stem pre
serves in its traditional sagas, as in an ever l i vely memory, the
instinctive knowledge of its common ancestry, while the im
pressions derived from the particular n atural features of its
surroundings exalt these legendary recollections to the rank of
religious ideas. Now, in however manifold accretion these
ideas and reminiscences may h ave heaped themselves together
and crowded into novel forms, among the quickest-witted h is
torical nations, owing to racial admixture on the one hand,
and on the other to change of natural surroundings as the re
sul t of tribal migration-however broa dly, in their sagas and
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religions, these peoples may have stretched the narrowing
bands of nationality, so that the idea of their own particular
origin was expan®d to the theory of a universal descent and
derivation of men in general from their gods, as from the gods
in general-yet in every epoch and every land where myth
and religion have flourished in the lively faith of any racial
stem, the peculiar bond of union of this particular stem h as
always lain in its specific myth and its particular religion.
The Hellenic races solemnized the joint memorial celebra
tion of their common descent in their religious feasts, that is,
in the glorification and adoration of the god or hero in whose
being they felt themselves included as one common whole.
Finally, and with the greatest truth to life-as though from a
felt need to fix with utmost definition their recollection of what
was ever dropping further back into the past-they materi
alize their national traditions in their art, and most directly in
that full-fledged work of art, the tragedy. The lyric and the
dramatic artworks were each a religious act : but there was al
ready evinced in this act, when compared with the simple primi
tive religious rite, a taint of artificial effort ; the effort, namely,
to bring forward of set purpose that common memory which
had already l ost its immediate living impress on the life of
every · day. Thus tragedy was the religious rite become a work
of art, by side of which the traditional observance of the genu
ine rel igious temple rite was necessarily docked of so much of
its inwardness and truth that it became indeed a mere conven
tional and soulless ceremony, whereas its kernel lived on in
the artwork.
In the highly i mportant matter of the externals of the reli
gious act, the tribal fellowship shows its communal character
by certain ancestral usages, by certain forms and garments.
The garb of religion is, so to speak, the costume of the race
by which it mutually recognizes itself, and that at the first
glance . This garment, hallowed by the use of ages, this-in a
manner-rel igio-social convention, h ad shifted from the reli
gious to the artistic rite, the tragedy; in it and by it the tragic
actor embodied the familiar, reverenced figure of the people's
fellowship. It was by no means the mere vastness of the theatre
and the distance of the audience that prescribed the heighten
ing of the human stature by the cothurnus, or, precisely, that
admitted the employment of the i mmobile tragic mask-but
the cothurnus and the mask were necessary, religiously signifi
cant attributes which , accompanied by other symbolical to-
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kens, first gave to the performer his weighty character of
priest. Now, where a religion, commencing to fade from daily
life and wholly withdrawing from its political aspect, is dis
cernible by its outer garb alone, but th is garment, as with the
Athenians, can only now take on the folds of actual life when
it forms the investiture of art : there must this actual life at last
confess itself the core of that religion, by frankly throwing off
its l ast disguise. But the core of the Hellenic rel igion, the
center round which its whole system revolved, and which in
stinctively asserted its exclusive rule in actual life, was man.
It was for Art to formulate aloud this plain confession : she
did it when she cast aside the last concealing garment of reli
gion, and showed its core in simple nakedness, the actual
bodily man.
Yet this unveiling was alike the final annihilation of the
collective artwork : . for its bond of union had been that very
garment of religion. While the contents of the common mythi
cal religion, the traditional subject of dramatic art, were em
ployed to point the poet's moral , developed to fit his purpose,
and finally disfigured by his self-willed fancy, the religious
belief had already disappeared completely from the life of the
folk fellowship, now only linked by political interests. This
belief however, the honor paid to national gods, the sure as
sumption of the truth of primal race traditions, had formed
the bond of all community. Was this now rent and hooted as
a heresy, at least the core of that religion had come to light
as unconditioned, actual, naked man ; but this man was no
longer the associate man, united by the bond of racial fellow
ship : only the absolute, egoistic, solitary unit-man beautiful
and naked, but loosed from the beauteous bond of brother
hood.
From here on, from the shattering of the Greek rel igion,
from the wreck of the Grecian nature state, and its resolution
i nto the political state-from the splintering of the common
tragic artwork-the manhood of world history begins with
measured tread its new gigantic march of evolution, from the
fallen natural k insmanship of national community to the uni
versal fellowship of all mankind. The band which the full
fledged man, coming to consciousness in the national Hel
lenian, disrupted as a cramping fetter-with this awakened
consciousness-must now expand into a universal girdle em
bracing all mankind. The period from that point of time down
to our own today is, therefore, the history of absolu te egoism;
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and the end of this period will be its redemption into
munism . •

4.

83

com

The folk creates art.

the folk made poetry-and only by the folk, or
in the footsteps of the folk, can poetry be really made-there
did the poetic purpose rise to life alone upon the shoulders of
the arts of dance and tone, as the head of the full-fledged hu
man being. The lyrics of Orpheus would never have been able
to turn the savage beasts to silent, placid adoration if the
singer had but given them forsooth some dumb and printed
verse to read : their ears must be enthralled by the sonorous
notes that came straight from the heart, their carrion-spying
eyes be tamed by the proud and graceful movements of the
body-in such a way that they should recognize instinctively
in this whole man no longer a mere object for their maw, no
mere objective for their feeding-, but for their hearing- and
their seeing-powers-before they could be attuned duly to lis
ten to his moral sentences.
Neither was the true folk epic by any means a mere recited
poem : the songs of Homer, such as we now possess them,
have issued from the critical si ftings and compilings of a time
in which the genuine epos had long since ceased to live . When
Solon made his laws and Pisistratus introduced his political
regime, men searched among the ruins of the already fallen
epos of the folk and pieced the gathered heap together for
reading service-much as in the Hohenstaufen times they did
with the fragments of the lost Nibelungen-lieder. But before
these epic songs became the object of such literary care, they
had flourished mid the folk, eked out by voice and gesture, as
a bodily enacted artwork ; as it were, a fixed and crystallized
blend of lyric song and dance, with predominant lingering on
portrayal of the action and reproduction of the heroic diaWHERESOEVER

* It is a political crime to use this word : however, there is none
which will better describe the direct antithesis of egoism . Whoso
ever is ashamed today to pass current as an e�oist-and indeed no
one will openly confess himself as such-must al low us to take the
liberty of calling him a communist.-R. WAGN ER.
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Iogue. These epic-lyrical performances form the u nmistakable
middle stage between the genuine older lyric and tragedy, the
normal point of transition from the one to the other.
Tragedy was therefore the e ntry of the artwork of the folk
upon the public arena of political life ; and we may take its
appearance as an excellent touchstone for the difference in
procedure between the art-creating of the folk and the mere
li terary-historical making of the so-called cultured art world.
At the very time when live-born epos became the object of the
critical dilettantism of the court of Pisistratus, it h ad already
shed its blossoms in the people's life-yet not because the folk
had lost its true afflatus, but since it was already able to sur
pass the old, and from unstanchable artistic sources to build
the less perfect artwork up, until it became the more perfect.
For while those pedants and professors i n the prince's castle
were laboring at the construction of a literary Homer, pam
pering their own unproductivity with their marvel at their
wisdom, by aid of which they yet could only understand the
thing that long had passed from l i fe-Thespis had already slid
his car to Athens, had set it up beside the palace walls, dressed
out his stage and, stepping from the chorus of the folk, had
trodden its planks; no longer did he shadow forth the deeds of
heroes, as i n the epos, but in these heroes' guise enacted them.
With the folk, all is reality and deed ; it does, and then re
joices in the thought of its own doing. Thus the bl ithe folk of
Athens, enflamed by persecution, hunted out from court and
city the melancholy sons of Pisistratus ; and then bethought it
how, by this its deed, it had become a free and independent
people . Thus it raised the platform of its stage, and decked
i tsel f with tragic masks and raiment of some god or hero, in
order itself to be a god or hero : and tragedy was born ; whose
fruits it tasted with the blissful sense of its own creative force,
but whose metaphysical basis it handed, all regardless, to the
brain-racking speculation of the dramaturgists of our modern
court theatres.
Tragedy flourished for just so long as it was inspired by the
spirit of the folk, and as this spirit was a veritably popular,
that is, a communal one. When the national brotherhood of
the folk was shivered into fragrants, when the common bond
of its religion and primeval customs was pierced and severed
by the sophist needles of the egoistic spirit of Athenian self
dissection-then the folk's artwork also ceased : then did the
professors and the doctors of the literary guilds take heritage
of the ruins of the fallen edifice, and delved among its beams
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and stones ; t o pry, t o ponder, and t o rearrange its members.
With Aristophanian laughter, the folk relinquished to these
learned insects the refuse of its meal, threw art upon one side
for two millennia, and fash ioned of its innermost necessity the
history of the worl d ; the while those scholars cobbled up their
tiresome history of l iterature, by order of the supreme court of
Alexander.

5.

Definition of the folk

Who is then the folk? It is absolutely necessary that, before
proceeding further, we should agree upon the answer to this
weightiest of questions.
"The folk" was from of old the i nclusive term for all the
units which made up the total of a commonality. In the begin
ning, it was the family and the tribe ; next, the tribes united by
like speech into a nation. Practically, by the Roman world
dominion which engulfed the nations, and theoretically, by the
Christian religion which admitted of naught but men, that is,
no racial , but only Ch ristian men-the idea of "the people"
has so far broadened out, or even evaporated, that we may
either include in it mankind in general , or, upon the arbitrary
political hypothesis, a certain, and generally the propertyless,
portion of the commonwealth . But beyond a frivolous, this
term has also acquired an ineradicable moral meaning; and on
account of this it is, that in times of stir and trouble all men
are eager to number themselves among the people ; each one
gives out th�t he is careful for the people's weal, and no one
will permit himself to be excluded from it. Therefore in these
latter days also has the question frequently been broached, in
the most diverse of se n ses : Who then is the people? In the
sum total of the body politic, can a separate party, a particu
lar fraction of the said body claim this name for itself alone?
Rather, are we not all alike "the people," from the beggar to
the prince?
This question must therefore be answered according to the
conclusive and world-historical sense that now lies at its root,
as follows :
The "folk" is the epitome of all those men who feel a com
mon and collective want. To it belong, then, all those who
recognize their individual want as a collective want, or find it
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based thereon ; ergo, all those who can hope for the still ing of
their want in nothing but the stilling of a common want, and
therefore spend their whole life's strength upon the stilling of
their thus acknowledged common want. For only that want
which urges to the uttermost is genuine want ; but this want
alone is the force of true need ; but a common and collective
need is the only true need ; but only he who feels within him a
true need has a right to its assuagement ; but only the assuage
ment of a genuine need is necessity ; and it is the folk alone
that acts according to necessity's behests, and therefore irre
sistibly, victoriously, and right as none besides.
Who now are they who belong not to this people, and who
are its sworn foes?
All those who feel no want; whose lifespri ng therefore con
sists i n a need which rises not to the potence of a want, and
thus is artificial , untrue, and egoistic ; and not only i s not
embraced with in a common need, but as the empty need of
preserving superfluity-as which alone can one conceive of
need without the force of want-is diametrically opposed to
the collective need .
Where there is no want, there is no true need ; where no true
need, no necessary action. But where there is no necessary
action , there reigns caprice ; and where caprice is king, there
blossoms every vice, and every criminal assault on Nature . For
only by forcing back, by barring and refusing the assuagement
of true need, can the false and artificial need endeavor to
assuage itself.
But the satisfaction of an artificial need is luxury ; which can
only be bred and supported in opposition to, and at the cost
of, the necessities of others.
Luxury is as heartless, inhuman, insatiable, and egoistic as
the "need" which called it forth , but which, with all its heap
ing up and overreaching, it never more can still . For this need
itself is no natural and therefore satisfiable one; by very rea
son that, being false, it h as no true, essential antithesis in
which it may be spent, consumed, and satisfied. Actual physi
cal hunger has its natural antithesis, satiety, in which-by
feeding-it is spent : but unwanting need, the need that craves
for luxury, is in itsel f already luxury and superfluity. The
error of it, therefore, can never go over into truth ; it racks,
devours, torments, and burns, without an i nstant's stilling ; it
leaves brain, heart, and sense for ever vainly yearning, and
swallows up all gladness, mirth, and joy of life. For sake of
one sole and yet unreachable moment of refreshment, it squan-
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ders the toil and life sweat o f a thousand needy wanters ; it
lives upon the unstilled hunger of a thousand thousand poor,
though impotent to satiate its own for but the twi nkl ing of an
eye ; i t holds a whole world within the iron chains of des
potism, without the power momentarily to break the golden
chains of that archtyrant which it is unto itsel f.
And this fiend, this crackbrai ned need-without-a-need, this
need of need-this need of luxury, which is luxury itself
withal-is sovereign of the world. It is the soul of that industry
which deadens men, to turn them to machi nes ; the soul of our
state which swears away men's honor, the better then to take
them back as lieges of its grace ; the soul of our deistic science,
which hurls men down before an immaterial God , the product
of the sum of i ntellectual luxury, for his consumption. It is
alas!-the sou l , the stipulation, of our-art !
Who then will bring to pass the rescue from this baleful
state?
Want-which shall teach the world to recognize its own
true need; that need which by its very nature admits of satis
faction .
Want will cut short the hell of luxury ; it will teach the tor
tured, need-lacking spirits whom this hell embraces in its
bounds the simple, homely need of sheer human physical
hunger and thirst ; but in fellowship will it point us to the
health-giving bread, the clear sweet springs of Nature ; in fel
lowship shall we taste their genuine joys, and grow up in com
munion to veritable men. In common , too, shall we close the
last link in the bond of holy necessity ; and the brother-kiss
that seals this bond will be the mu tual artwork of the future.
But in this, also, our great redeemer and well-doer, necessity's
vicegerent i n the flesh the folk , will no longer be a severed
and peculiar class ; for in this artwork we shall all be one
heralds and supporters of necessity, knowers of the uncon
scious, willers of the unwill ful , betokeners of Nature-blissful
men.
-

6.

Myth as it relates to the folk and to art

0NLY from the Greek world view has the genuine artwork of
drama been able as yet to blossom forth . But this drama's stuff
was the mythos ; and from its essence alone can we learn to
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comprehend the highest G recian artwork, and its form that so
ensnares us.
I n the mythos the folk's joint poetic force seizes things ex
actly as the bod ily eye has power to see them, and no farther ;
not as they in themselves real ly are . The vast multiplicity of
surrou nding phenomena, whose real association the human
be ing cannot grasp as yet, gives him first of al l an impression
of unrest : in order to overcome this feeling of unrest he seeks
for some connection of the phenomena among themselves,
some connection which he may conceive as their Fi rst Cause.
The real connection , however, is discoverable only by the un
derstand ing, which seizes the phenomena accord i ng to their
real ity; whereas the connection i nvented by the man who is
able to seize the phenomena only according to their directest
i mpression upon himsel f can merely be the work of fantasy
and the cause, thus subsumed for them, a mere product of his
poet ic imaginative force.
God and gods are the first creations of man's poetic force :
i n them man represents to h i mself the essence of natural phe
nomena as deri ved from a cause. Under the notion of this
cause, however, he instinctively apprehends nothing other than
his own human essence; on which alone, moreover, this im
agined cause is based. If the "thrust" of the man who fain
would overcome his inner d isquietude at the multiplic ity of
phenomena, if this thrust makes toward representing as plainly
as possible to himsel f their imagi ned cause-since he can re
gain his peace of mind only through the sel fsame senses where
through his inner being had been disquieted-then he must
al so bri ng his God before him in a shape which not only shall
the most definitely answer to his purely human manner of
looking at things but shall also be outwardly the most under
standable by him.
All understanding comes to us through love alone, and man
is urged the most instinctively toward the essence of his own
species. Just as the human form is to hi m the most compre
hensible, so also will the essence of natural phenomena-wh ich
he does not know as yet in thei r real ity-become comprehen
sible only through condensation to a human form . Thus in
myth os all the shaping impulse of the folk makes toward realiz
ing to its senses a broadest grouping of the most manifold
phenomena, and in the most succinct of shapes. At first a mere
image formed by fantasy, this shape behaves i tself the more
entirely according to human attributes, the plainer it is to be
come, notwithstandi ng that its content is in truth a supra-
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human and supranatural one : to wit, that joint operation of
multihuman or omninatural force and faculty which , con
ceived as merely the concordant action of human and natural
forces in general , is certainly both natural and human, but
appears superhuman and supernatural by the very fact that it
is ascribed to one imagined i ndividual , represented in the
shape of man.
By its faculty of thus using its force of imagination to bring
before i tsel f every thinkable real i ty and actuality, i n widest
reach but plain, succinct, and plastic shaping, the folk there
fore becomes in mythos the creator of art; for these shapes
must necessarily win artistic form and content, i f-which ,
again, is their individual mark-they have sprung from noth
ing but man's longing for a seizable portrait of things, and
thus from his yearning to recognize i n the object portrayed,
nay first to know therein, h imsel f and his own-est essence :
that god-creative essence. Art, by the very meaning of the
term, is nothing but the fulfillment of a longing to know one
sel f in the likeness of an object of one's Jove or adoration, to
find oneself again i n the things of the outer world, thus con
quered by thei r representment. In the object he has repre
sented, the artist says to hi msel f : "So art thou ; so feel'st and
thinkest thou . And so wouldst thou do; i f, freed from all the
strenuous caprice of outward haps of l ife , thou mightest do
according to thy choice . " Thus did the folk portray i n mythos
to itself i ts God; thus i ts h ero ; and thus, at l ast, i ts man .
G reek tragedy is the artistic embodiment of the spirit and
contents of G reek mythos. As in this my thos the widest-rang
ing phenomena were compressed i nto closer and ever cJoser
shape, so the drama took this shape and re-presented it in the
closest , most compressed of forms. The view-in-common of
the essence of things, which in mythos had condensed i tsel f
from a view of Nature to a view of men and morals, here
appeals in i ts distinctest , most pregnant form to the most
universal receptive force of man ; and thus steps, as artwork,
from fantasy into reality. As i n drama the shapes that h ad been
in myth os merely shapes of thought, were now presented in ac
tual bodily portrayal by l iving men, so the actually represented
action now compressed i tsel f, in thorough keeping with the
mythic essence, into a compact, plastic whole. If a man's idea
is bared to us convi ncingly only by his action, and i f a man's
character consists i n the complete harmony between his idea
and his action, then this action, and therefore also its under
lying idea-entirely in the sense of the mythos-gains sign ifi-
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cance, and correspondence with a wide-re aching content, by
its m a n i festing itsel f in utmost concentration . An action wh ich
consists of many parts, is either overweighted, redundant, and
u n i n tell igible-w hen all these parts are o f equally suggestive,
decisive i mportance ; or i t is petty, arbit rary, and meani ngless
-when these parts are nothing but odds and ends of actions.
The content of an action is the idea that l ies at the bottom of
i t : if this idea i s a great one, wide of reach, and drawi ng upon
man's whole nature in any one particu l ar l i ne, then i t also
ordains an action which sha l l be dec i sive, one and indivisibl e :
for only in s u c h an action does a great i d e a reveal i tsel f to us.
Now, by its nature, the content of G reek mythos was of
this wide-reaching but compact qual ity ; and in their tragedy it
likewise uttered i tsel f, with fullest defin ition, as this one, neces
sary, and decisive action . To allow this action, in its weigh tiest
significance, to proceed in a manner ful l y vindicated by the
idea of i ts transactors-th is was the task of the tragic poet ; to
bring t o understanding the necessity of the action, by and in
the demonstrated truth of the idea-i n this consisted the solu
tion of that task . The unitarian form of his artwork , however,
lay already m apped out for h i m i n the contours of the my th os ;
which he h ad only to work up into a l i ving edifice, but in no
wise to break to pieces and newly fit together i n favor of an
arbitrari ly conceived artistic building. The tragic poet merely
imparted the content and essence of the myth in the most con
clusive and i ntel l igible manner; his t ragedy is nothing other
t han the artistic completion of the myth i tsel f; while the myth
is the poem of a l i fe view i n common .

7.

The value of myth is its eternal truth .

TH E i ncomparable th ing about the myth os is that it is true for
all time, and i ts content, h ow cl ose soever its compression , is
i nexhausti bfe throughout the ages. The only task o f the poet
was to expou nd i t . Even the G reek tragedian did not always
stand in full unconstraint before the myth he had to expound :
the myth itself was mostly j u ster to the essence of the i ndi
vi dual ity than was the expou nding poet. The tragedian had
completely taken up the spirit of th is mythos into hi msel f,
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however, i n so far as he made the essence of the individuality
the irremovable center of his artwork , from which the latter
fed and refreshed i tsel f on every hand. So undisfigured stood
before the poet's soul this all-begetting essence of the indi
viduality, that therefrom a Sophoclean Ajax and Philoctetes
could spring forth-heroes whom no side glance at the pru
dent world's opinion could lure from their nature's sel f-anni
hilating necessity and truth, to drift into the shallow waters of
politics, on which the weatherwise Ulysses understood so mas
terly to ship h im to and fro.
To-day we need only to expound faithfully the myth of
CEdipus according to its inmost essence, and we i n it win an
intelligible picture of the whole history of mankind, from the
beginnings of society to the inevitable downfall of the state.
The necessity of this downfall was foreboded in the mythos :
it is the part of actual history to accomplish it.
The mythos is the poet's ideal stuff-that native , nameless
poem of the folk, wh ich throughout the ages we ever meet
new-h andled by the great poets of periods of consu mmate cul
ture ; for in it there al most vanishes the conventional form of
man's relations, merely explicable to abstract reason , to show
instead the eternally intelligible , the purely human, but in just
that inimitable concrete form which lends to every sterling
myth an individual shape so swiftly cognizable.

8.

Feeling is the basis of understanding .

speech is the beginning and end of word speech ; as
the feeling is beginning and end of the understanding, as
myth os is begi nning and end of history, the lyric beginning
and end of poetry. The mediator between beginning and mid
dle, as between the latter and the point of exit, is the fantasy.
The march of this evolution is such , however, that it is no
retrogression, but a progress to the winning of the highest hu
man faculty ; and it is traveled, not merely by mankind in
general , but substant ially by every social individual .
Just as in the unconscious feeling l ie all the germs for evolu
tion of the understanding, while this latter holds within it a
necessitation to vindicate the unconscious feel ing, and the man
ToN E
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who from out his understanding vindicates this feeling is first
the man of intellect; just as in my th os j ustified by h istory,
which alike grew out of it, is first won a real ly intelligible
image of life : so does the lyric also hold within itself each
germ of the intri nsic art of poetry, which necessarily can but
end with speaking out the vindication of the lyric ; and this
work of vindication is precisely the h ighest human artwork,
the en tire drama.

PART I I I

The Origins of Modern Opera,
Drama, and Music

1.

Development of the aria ; Gluck 's contribution

ALONG two lines has Music developed in that art genre which
she dom inates, the opera : along an earnest-with all the tone
poets who felt lying on their shoulders the burden of responsi
bility that fell to Music when she took u pon herself alone the
aim of drama; along a frivolous-with all the musicians who,
as though driven by an instinctive feeling of the i mpossibil ity
of achieving an unnatural task, have turned their backs upon
it and, heedful only of the profit which opera h ad won from an
uncomm only widespread popularity, have given themselves
over to an unmixed musical empiricism. It is necessary that
we should commence by fixing our gaze u pon the first , the
earnest line.

The musical basis of opera was-as we know-nothing
other than the aria ; this aria, again , was merely the folk song
as rendered by the art singer before the world of rank and
quality, but with its word poem left out and replaced by th�
product of the art poet to that end commissioned . The con
version of the folk tune into the operatic aria was primarily
the work of that art singer, whose concern was no longer
for the right delivery of the tune, but for the exhibition of his
throat dexterity . It was he who parceled out the resting points
he needed, the alternation of more lively with more placid
phrasing, the passages where , free from any rhythmic or
melodic curb, he might bri ng his skill to bearing as it pleased
him best. The composer merely furnished the singer, the
poet in his turn the composer, with the m aterial for their
virtuosity .
The natural relation of t he artistic factors of drama was
thus, at bottom, as yet not quite upheaved : it was merely
distorted, inasmuch as the performer, the most necessary
condition for drama's possibility, represented but one solitary
talent-that of absolute song dexterity-and nowise all the
conjoint faculties of artist-man. This one distortion of the
character of the performer, however, sufficed to bring about
the ultimate perversion of the natural rel ation of those factors :
to wit, the absolute preferment of the musician before the
poet. Had that singer been a true, sound, and whole dramatic
95
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performer, then had the composer come necessarily into his
proper position toward the poet; since the latter would then
have firmly spoken out of the dramatic aim, the measure for
all else, and ruled its realizing. But the poet who stood nighest
that singer was the composer-the composer who merely
helped the singer to attain h is aim ; while this aim, cut loose
from every vestige of dramatic, nay, even poetic bearing, was
nothing other, through and through, than to show off his own
specific song dexterity.
This original rela!!�n of the artistic factors of opera to
one another we h ave to stamp sharply on our minds, in order
to recognize clearly, in the sequel, how this distorted relation
became only all the more entangled through every attempt to
set it straight.
Into the dramatic cantata, to satisfy the luxurious craving
of these eminent sirs for change in their amusements, there
was dovetailed next the ballet. Dance and dance tune, bor
rowed just as waywardly from the folk dance and its tune as
was the operatic aria from the folk song, joined forces with
the singer, in all the sterile immiscibility of unnatural things;
while it naturally became the poet's task, midst such a heaping
up of inwardly incongruous matter, to bind the samples of the
diverse art dexterities, now laid before him, into some kind of
patchwork harmony. Thus, with the poet's aid, an ever more
obviously imperative dramatic cohesion was thrust on that
which, in its actual self, was crying for no cohesion whatever ;
so that the aim of drama-forced on by outward want-was
merely lodged, by no means h oused . Song tune and dance tune
stood side by side in fullest, chillest loneliness, for exhibition
of the agility of singer or of d ancer ; and only in that which
was to make shift to bind them, to wit, the musically recited
dialogue, did the poet ply his lowly calling, did the drama peep
out here and there .
Neither was recitative itself, by any means, some new in
vention proceeding from a genuine urgence of opera toward
the drama. Long before this mode of intoning was introduced
into opera, the Christian Church had u sed it in her services,
for the recitation of biblical passages. The banal singsong of
these recitals, with its more listlessly melodic than rhetorically
expressive incidence of tone, had been early fixed by ritu alistic
prescript into an arid semblance, without the reality, of
speech ; and this it was that, merely molded and varied by
musical caprice, passed over into the opera. So that, what
with aria, dance tune, and recitative, the whole apparatus of
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musical drama-unchanged in essence down to our very latest
opera-was settled once for all. Further, the dramatic ground
plans laid beneath this apparatus soon won a kindred stereo
typed persistence. Mostly taken from an entirely misconstrued
Greek mythology, they formed a theatric scaffolding from
which all capability of rous ing warmth of human interest
was altogether absent , but which , on the other hand, possessed
the merit of lending itsel f to the good pleasure of every com
poser in h is turn ; in effect, the majority of these texts were
composed over and over again by the most diverse of
musicians.
The so famous revolution of G luck, which has come to
the ears of many ignoramuses as a complete reversal of the
views previously current as to opera's essence, in t ruth con
sisted merely in this : that the musical composer revolted
agai nst the willfulness of the singer. The composer, who, next
to the singer, had drawn the special notice of the public to
himself-since it was he who provided the si nger with fresh
suppl ies of stuff for his dexterity-felt his province encroached
upon by the operations of the latter, in exact measure as he
himsel f was busied to shape that stuff according to his own
inventive fancy, and thus secure that his work also, and
perchance at last only his work, m ight catch the ear of the
audience. For the reaching of his ambitious goal there stood
two ways open to the composer : either, by use of all the
musi'c al aids already at h is disposal , or yet to be discovered ,
to unfold the purely sensuous contents of the aria to their
highest, rankest pitch ; or-and this is the more earnest path,
with wh ich we are concerned at present-to put shackles on
caprice's execution of that ari a, by himsel f endeavoring to
give the tune, before its execution, an expression answering
to the underlying word text.
As, by the nature of these texts, t hey were to figure as the
feeling discourse of the dramatis personae, so had it already
occurred, quite of itself, to feeling singers and composers to
furnish forth their virtuosity with an impress of the needful
warmth ; and Gluck was surely not the first who indited feel
ing airs, nor h is singers the first who delivered them with fit
expression. But that he spoke out with consciousness and firm
con viction the fitness and necessity of an expression answering
to the text substratum, in aria and recitative, this it is that
makes h im the departure point of an at any rate thorough
change i n the quondam situation of the artistic factors of
opera toward one another. Henceforth the scepter of opera
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passes definitely over to the com poser : the si nger becomes
the organ of the composer's aim , and this aim is consciously
declared to be the match ing of the dramatic contents of the
text substratum with a true and suitable expression . Thus, at
bottom , a halt was cried only to the unbecoming and heartless
vanity of the singing virtuoso ; but with al l the rest of opera's
unnatural organism things remained on their old footing.
Ari a, recitative, and dance piece, fenced off each from each ,
stand side by side as unaccom modated i n the operas of Gluck
as they did before him, and as, with scarcely an exce ption,
they still stand today.
In the situation of the poet toward the com poser not one
jot was altered ; rather had the com poser grown more dicta
torial, since, with his declared consciousness of a higher m is
sion-m ade good agai nst the virtuoso singer-he set to work
with more deliberate zeal at the arrangement of the opera's
framework . To the poet i t never occurred to meddle with
these arrangements ; he could not so m uch as dream of music,
to which the opera had owed its origin, in any form other
than those narrow, close-ruled forms he fou nd set down before
him-as binding even u pon the musician h imsel f. To tamper
with these forms by advancing claims of dramatic necessity,
to such an extent that they should cease to be intrinsic
shackles on the free development of dramatic truth, would
have seemed to him unth inkable ; since i t was precisely in
these forms alone-i nviolable even by the musici an-that he
could conceive of music's essence. Wherefore, once engaged
in the penning of an opera text, he must needs pay even more
pai nful heed than the musician hi mself to the observance of
those forms ; at utmost leave it to that musician , in his own
fam il iar field , to carry out enlargements and developments,
in wh ich he could lend a helping hand but never take the
initiative. Thus the poet, who l ooked up to the composer with
a certain holy awe, rather confirmed the l atter's dictatorsh ip in
opera than set u p rival claims thereto ; for he was witness to
the earnest zeal the musician brought to h is task .

2.

Mozart and Rossini; the death of opera

WHOSOE V E R insists on seeing in Mozart an experimenting
musician who turns, forsooth , from orie attempt to solve the
operatic problem to the next can only counterpoise this error
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by placing alongside it another, and, for instance, ascribi ng
naivete to Mendelssoh n when, mistrustful of his own powers,
he took his cautious, hesitating steps along that endless stretch
of road which lay between himself and opera. The naive,
truly inspired artist casts himsel f with reckless enthusiasm
into his artwork ; and only when this is finished, when it shows
itsel f in all its actuality, does he win from practical experience
that genuine force of reflection which preserves him in gen
eral from illusions, yet in the specific case of his feel ing driven
agai n to artwork by his i nspiration , loses once more i ts power
over him completely . There is noth ing more ch aracteristic of
Mozart , i n his career of opera composer, than the uncon
cernedness wherewith he went to work : it was so far from
occurring to him to weigh the pros and cons of the aesthetic
problem involved in opera, that he the rather engaged with
utmost unconstrai nt in setting any and every operatic textbook
offered him, almost heedless whether it were a th ankful or
a thankless task for him as pure musician. If we piece together
all his aesthetic hints and sayings, culled from here and there,
we shall find that the sum of his reflection m ounts no h igher
than h is famous definition of his "nose . " He w as so utterly and
entirely a musici an, and n othing but musician, that through
him we m ay also gain the clearest and most convincing view
of the true and proper position of the musician toward the
poet. Indisputably his weightiest and most decisive stroke for
music he dealt precisely in opera-in opera, over whose
conformation it never for a m oment struck him to usurp the
poet's right, and where he attempted nothing but what he
could achieve by purely musical means. In return, h owever,
through the very faithfulness and singleness of his adopti on of
the poet's aim:_wherever and howsoever present-he stretched
these purely musical means of his to such a compass that
in none of his absolute-musical compositions, and particularly
his instrumental works, do we see the art of music so broadly
and so richly furthered as in his operas. The noble, straight
forward simplicity of his purely musical instinct, that is, h i s
intuitive penetration into the arcana of his art, made it well
nigh impossible to him there to bri ng forth magical effects, as
composer, where the poem was flat and meaningless. How
little did this richest-gifted of all musicians u nderstand our
modern music-makers' trick of building gaudy towers of music
upon a hollow, valueless foundation, and playing the rapt
and the inspired where all the poetaster's botch is void and
flimsy, the better to show that the musician is the j ack in
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office and can go any length he pleases, even to making �orne
thing out of noth ing-the same as the good God ! Oh, how
doubly dear and above all honor is Mozart to me, that i t was
not possible to hi m to invent music for Tito like that of Don
Gio vanni, for Cosi fan tutte l i ke that of Figaro! How shame
fu lly wou ld it have desecrated music !
Music Mozart always m ade, but beau tiful music he could
never write excepti.ng when i nspired. Though this i nspiration
must ever come from within, from his own possessions, yet
it could only leap forth bright and radiant when kindled
from without, when to the spirit of divinest love within h im
was shown the object worth y love, t h e object that in ardent
heedlessness of sel f it could embrace . And thus would it have
been precisely the most absolute of all musicians, Mozart
himsel f, who would have long since solved the operatic prob
lem past all doubt, who would h ave helped to pen the truest,
fa irest, and completest drama, if only he had met the poet
whom he would only h ave had to help. But he never met that
poet : at times it was a pedantically wearisome, at times a friv
olously sprightly maker of opera texts, that reached him
arias, duets, and ensemble pieces to compose ; and these he
took and so turned them into music, according to the warmth
they each were able to awake in him, that in every instance
they received the most answering expression of wh ich their
last particle of sense was capable.
Thus did Mozart only prove the exhaustless power of music
to answer with u ndreamed fullness each demand of the poet
upon her faculty of expression ; for all h is u nreflective method,
t h e glorious musician revealed t h i s power, even in t h e truth
fulness of dram atic expression , the endless multiplicity of its
motivation, in far richer measure than Gluck and all his fol
lowers. But so l i ttle was a fundamental principle laid down
in his creations, that the pinions of his genius left the formal
skeleton of opera quite unstirred : he h ad merely poured his
music's l ava stream i nto the molds of opera. Themselves,
however, they were too frail to hold this stream within them ;
and forth it flowed to where, i n ever freer and less cramping
channels, it m i ght spread itself according to its natural bent,
until in the symphonies of Beethoven we find it swollen to
a m ighty sea. Whereas in instrumental music the innate capa
bilities of music developed into boundless power, those
operatic forms, like burned-out bricks and mortar, stayed
chill and naked in their pristine shape , a carcass waiting for
the coming guest to pitch his fleeti ng tent within.
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Only for the history of music in general is Mozart of so
strikingly weighty moment; in no wise for the history of opera
in particular, as a specific genre of art . Opera, whose un
natural being was bound to life by no l aws of genuine neces
sity, was free to fal l a ready booty to the first musical
adventurer who came its way.
The unedi fying spectacle presented by the art doings of
so-called followers of Mozart we here may reasonably pass
by. A tolerably long string of composers figured to themselves
that Mozart's opera was a someth i ng whose form might be
imitated ; wherewith they naturally overlooked the fact that
this form was nothing in itself, and Mozart's musical spirit
everyth ing. But to reconstruct the creations of spirit by a
pedantic setting of two and two together has not as yet suc
ceeded i n the hands of any one.
One thing alone rem ained to utter in those forms. Albeit
Mozart, in unclouded naivete, had evolved their purely
musical-artistic content to its h ighest pitch, yet the real secret
of the whole opera embroglio, in keeping with its source of
origin, was still to be laid bare to n akedest publ icity in those
same forms. The world was yet to be plainly told, and without
reserve, what longing and what claim on art it was that opera
owed its origin and existence to : that this longing was by no
means for the genuine drama, but had gone forth toward a
pleasure merely seasoned with the sauces of the stage ; in no
sense movi ng or inwardly arousi ng, but merely intoxicating
and outwardly diverting . In Italy, where th is-as yet uncon
scious-longing had given birth to opera, it was at l ast to be
fulfilled with open eyes.
This brings us back to a closer dealing with the essence
of the aria.
So long as arias shall be com posed, the root character
of that art form will always betray itsel f as an absolute
musical one . The folk song issued from an immediate double
growth, a consentaneous action of the arts of poetry and tone.
This art-as opposed to that al most only one we can now
conceive, the deliberate art of culture-we ought perhaps
scarcely to style as art ; but rather to call it an instinctive
manifestment of the spirit of the folk through the organ of
artistic faculty. Here the word poem and the tone poem are
one. It never h appens to the fol k to sing its songs without a
"text" ; without the words the folk would brook no tune.
If the tune varies in the course of time, and with the divers
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offshoots of the folk stem, so vary too the words. No severing
of these twain can the folk imagine ; for it they make as firmly
knit a whole as man and wife.
The man of luxury heard this folk song merely from afar ;
in his lordly palace he l istened to the reapers passing by; what
staves surged up i nto h is sumptuous chambers were but the
staves of tone, whereas the staves of poetry died out before
they reached him. Now, if this tone stave may be likened
to the delicate fragrance of the flower, and the word stave
to its very chalice, w ith all its tender stamens : the man of
luxury, solely bent on tasting with his n erves of smell, and
not alike with those of sight, squeezed out this fragrance from
the flower and distilled therefrom an extract, which he de
canted into phials to bear about him at his lief, to sprinkle
on his splendid ch attels and himself whene'er he listed . To
gladden h is eyes with the fl ower itself, he must necessarily
h ave sought it closer, h ave stepped down from h is palace to
the woodland glades, h ave forced his way past branches,
trunks, and bracken ; w hereto the eminent and leisured sir had
not one spark of longing. With this sweet-smelling residue he
drenched the weary desert of his l ife, the aching void of
his emotions; and the artificial growth that sprang from this
unnatural fertilizing was n othing other than the operatic aria.
Into whatsoever wayward interma.rriages it might be forced,
it stayed still ever fruitless, forever but itself, but what it was
and coul d not else be : a sheer musical substratum .
The whole cloud body of t h e aria evaporated i nto melody;
and this was sung, was fiddled, and at last was w histled,
without its ever recollecting that it ought by rights to h ave
a word stave, or at the least a word sense under it. Yet the
more th is extract, to give it some manner of stuff for physically
clinging to, must yield itself to every kind of experiment
among which the most pompous was the serious pretext of
the drama-the more folk felt that it was suffering by m ixture
with the threadbare foreign matter, nay, was actually losing
its own pungency and pleasantness.
Now, the man from whom this perfume, unnatural as it
was, acquired again a corpse which , concocted though it
was, at least imitated as cleverly as possible that natural body
which had once breathed forth its very soul in fragrance ; the
u ncommonly handy modeler of artificial flowers, which he
shaped from silk and satin and drenched their arid cups with
that distilled substratum, till they began to smell l ike veritable
blooms-this great artist wa� Joach imo Rossin i .
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I n the glorious, healthy, single-hearted artist nature of
Mozart that melf>dic stent had found so fosteri ng a soil,
that it eke put forth again the bloom of noble art which
holds our i nmost souls as captives still. Yet even w ith Mozart
it found this food only when the ak in, the sound, the purely
human offered i tself as poetry, for wedding w i th his wholly
musical nature ; and it was well-n igh a stroke of luck that this
repeatedly occurred for him. Where Mozart was left unheeded
by this fecund god, there, too, the artificial essence of that
scent could only toilsomely uphold its false, unnecessary life
by artific i al measures. Melody, however costly were its nur
ture, fell sick of chill and lifeless formalism , the only heritage
the early sped could leave his heirs ; for in his death he took
away w ith him-h is life.
What Rossini saw around him, in the first flower of his
teeming youth, was but the harvesting of Death . When he
looked upon the serious, so-called dramatic opera of France ,
he saw with the keen insight of young joy-in-l ife a garish
corpse ; which even Spont ini, as he stalked along in gorgeous
loneli ness, could no longer stir to life, since-as though for
some solem n sacrament of sel f-he had already embalmed
himsel f alive. Driven by h is prickling sense of l i fe, Rossini
tore the pompous cerecloths from this corpse, as one intent
on spying out the secret of its former being. Beneath the
jeweled a nd embroidered trappings he d isclosed the true life
giver of even this majestic mummy : and that was-melody .
When he looked upon the native Opera of Italy and the work
of Mozart's he irs, he saw nothing but death again ; death in
empty forms whose only l i fe showed out to him as melody
melody downright, when stripped of that pretense of charac
ter which must seem to him a hollow sham if he turned to
what of scamped, of forced and i ncomplete had sprung there
from.
To live, however, was what Rossini meant ; to do this,
he saw well enough that he must live with those who had
ears to hear him. The only l iving thing he had come upon
in opera was absolute melody; so he merely needed to pay
heed to the kind of melody he must strike in order to be
heard . He turned h is back on the pedantic lumber of heavy
scores, and listened where the people sang without a written
note. What he there heard was what, out of all the operatic
box of tricks, had stayed the most unb idden in the ear : the
naked, ear-deligh ting, absolu te-melodic melody; that is, melody
that was just melody and nothing else ; that gl ides i nto the

1 04

WAGNER ON MUSIC AND DRAMA

ear-one k nows not why ; that one picks up--one knows not
why ; that one exchanges today with that of yesterday, and
forgets again tomorro�-also, one knows not why ; that
sou nds sad when we are merry, and merry when we are out
of sorts; and that still we hum to ourselves-we haven't a
ghost of knowledge why.
Th is melody Rossin i struck ; and behold !-the mystery of
opera was laid bare . What reflection and aesthetic speculation
had build up, Rossini's opera melodies pulled down and blew
it into nothing, like a baseless dream. The "dramatic" opera
met the fate of learning with her problems : those problems
whose foundation had really been mistaken insight, and which
the deepest pondering could only m ake but more mistaken
and insoluble ; until at last the sword of Alexander sets to
work, and hews the leathern knot asu nder, strewing its
"
·
thousand thongs on every side. Thi s Alexander-sword is just
the naked deed ; and such a deed R ossini did, when he made
the opera public of the world a witness to the very definite
truth that people were merely wanting to hear "delicious
melodies" where mistaken artists h ad earlier fancied to make
musical expression do duty for the aim and contents of a
drama.
The whole world hurrahed Rossini for his melodies :
Rossini, who so admirably knew how to make the employ
ment of these melod ies a special art . All organ izing of form
he left upon one side ; the simplest, barrenest, and most
transparent that came to hand he filled with all the logical
contents it had ever needed-with narcotizing melody. En
tirely unconcerned for form , just because he left it altogether
undisturbed, he turned h is whole genius to the invention of the
most amusing hocus-pocus for execution within those forms.
To the singers, erstwh ile forced to study the dram atic expres
sion of a wearisome and nothing-saying "text," he said : "Do
wh atever you please with the words ; only, before all don't
forget to get yourselves l iberally appl auded for risky runs and
melodic entrechats. " Who so glad to take him at his word as
the singers?-To the i nstrumentists, erstwhile trained to ac
company pathetic snatches of song as i ntelligently as possible
in a smooth ensemble, he said : "Take it easy ; only, before all
don't forget to get yourselves sufficiently clapped for your
individual skill, wherever I give you each his opportu nity."
Who more l avish of their thanks than the instrumentists?
To the opera l ibrettist, who had erstwh ile sweated blood be-
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neath the self-willed orderi ngs of the dramatic composer, he
said : "Friend, you may put you r nightcap on ; I have really
no more use for you . " Who so obl iged for such release from
sour, thankless toil, as the opera poet?
But who more idolized Rossini, for all these deeds of good,
than the whole civil ized world-so far as the opera house
could hold it? And who had better reason than it had? Who,
with so much talent, had shown it such profound considera
tion as Rossini?-Did he learn that the public of one city
had a particular fancy for prima donna's runs, while another
preferred a sentimental song, straightway he gave his prima
donnas nothing but runs, for the first city ; for the second,
only sentimental songs. Did he d iscover that here fol k liked
to hear the drum in the band , at once he m ade the overture
to a rustic opera begi n with a rolling of the drum. Was he
told that people th ere were passionately fond of a crescendo,
in ensemble pieces, he sat down and wrote an opera in the
form of a continuously recurring crescendo. Only once h ad
he cause to rue his complaisance. For Naples he was advised
to be more careful with his construction ; his more sol idly
built-up opera did not take ; and Rossini resolved never in h is
life again to think of careful ness, even if advised to.
N ot the smal lest charge of vanity or overweening self
conceit can we bring against Rossini, if, looki ng at the vast
success of h is treatment of opera, he laughed people in the
face and told them he h ad fou nd the true secret for which
his predecessors h ad groped in va in. When he maintained
that it would be easy for him to consign to obl ivion the
operas of his greatest foreru nners, not excepting Mozart's
Don G io vanni, by the simple exped ient of composing the same
subject over again in h is own fash ion, it was by no means
arrogance that spoke out here, but the certain instinct of
what the public really asked from opera. I n very deed, our
musical pietists would have only had to see their own com
plete confusion , in the appearance of a Rossi nian " Don
G iovan n i " ; for it may be t aken for granted that, with the
genuine, verdict-giving theatrical public, Mozart's Don G io
vanni must have had to yield-i f not for ever, sti ll for long
enough-to that of Rossi ni . For th is is the real turn that
Rossini gave the opera question : down to their last rag, his
operas appealed to the publ ic ; he made this publ ic, with all
its whims and wishes, the determi native factor in the opera.
If the opera public had at all possessed the character
and significance of the fol k , in the proper se nse of the word ,
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Ross i n i must have seemed to us the most thorough-paced
revol ut ionary in the whole domain of art . In face of one sec
tion of our society, however, a section only to be regarded
as an un natural outgrowth from t he folk , and which in its
soc ial superfl u i ty, nay, harmful ness, can be looked on only
as the knot of caterpillars that erodes the healthy, nourish ing
leaves of the natural fol k tree, and thence at most derives
the vital force to flutter through a d ay's luxurious existence
as a giddy swarm of butterfl ies ; in face of such a fol k's scum ,
wh ich , gatheri ng above a sed iment of sord id filth, can rise to
vic ious elegance but never into sterl ing human culture ; in
short-to give the thing its fittest name-in face of our opera
publ ic, Rossini was no more th an reactionary : whereas we
have to view G l uck and h i s followers as methodic revol u
tionaries on principle, though powerless for rad ical results.
U nder the banner of the luxurious but only genu ine content
of the opera and its logical development, Joach imo Rossini
reac ted j ust as successfully against the doctri naire m axims of
the revolut ionary Gluck as Prince Mettern ich , his great pro
tector, under the banner of the inhuman but only veritable
content of European statecraft and its logical e n forcement,
reacted aga insct the doctrin aire m axims of the liberal revo
lutionaries who, with in this system of the state and without a
total upheaval of its unnatural content, desired to i nstall the
human and the reasonable in the sel fsame forms wh ich
breathed that content out of every pore. As Metternich , * with
perfect logic on his side, could not conceive the state u nder
any form but that of absolu te monarchy, so Rossini, with no
less force of argument, could conceive the opera u nder no
other form than that of absolute melody . Both men said : "Do
you ask for opera and state? Here you have them-there are
no others ! "
With Rossini the real life h istory of opera comes t o end.
I t was at end, when the unconscious seedling of i ts being
had evolved to n akedness and conscious bloom ; when the
musician h ad been avowed the absolute factor of this art
work, invested with despotic power ; when the taste of the
theatre publ ic had been recogn ized as the only standard
for his demeanor. It was at end, when all pretense of drama
had been scrupulously swept away ; when the performers
had been all otted the showiest vi rtuosity of song as their only
'-' I t shou ld not be forgotten that M e tternich, on l y two years
before the writing of th is sentence, had pl ayed an important part
in suppre ssing the A u stro-German revol u tionary movement.-TR.
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task, and their hence-sprun g claims on the composer had
been acknowledged as their most inalienable of rights. It was
at end, when the great musical public h ad come to take
quite characterless melody for music's only content, a band
box of operatic "numbers" for the only joinery of musical
form, the intoxication of an opera night's narcotic fumes
for the sole effect of music's essence. It was at end-that
day the deified of Europe, Rossini lolling in the rankest
lap of luxury, deemed it becoming to pay the world-shy
anchorite, the moody Beethoven, already held for h alf
i nsane, a ceremonial visit-wh ich the latter did not return.
What thing may it have been , the wanton, roving eye of
Italy's voluptuous son beheld, when it plunged u nwitting in
the eerie glance, the sorrow-broken, faint with yearni ng-and
yet death-daring look of its u n fathom able opposite? Did there
toss before it the locks of that wild shock of h air, of the
Medusa head that none might look upon and l ive? Thus much
is certain : with Rossini died the opera.
The history of opera, since Rossini, is at bottom nothing
elst but the history of operatic melody ; of its application from
an art-speculative, its execution from an effect-h unting stand
point .

3.

Weber's contribution

W E B E R's

objection to Rossini was directed only agai nst his
melody's shallowness and want of character ; by no means
against the unnatural position of the musici an toward the
drama . On the contrary, Weber only added to this unnatural
ness, in that he assigned himsel f a still more heightened posi
tion, as agai nst the poet, by a characteristic ennobling of his
melody ; a position l oftier in exact degree as his melody out
topped Rossini's in j ust that point of nobility of character.
To Rossini the poet hung on like a jolly trencherman, whom
the composer-distinguished, but affable person that he was
-treated to his heart's content with oysters and champagne ;
so that , in the whole wide world, the poet found himsel f
nowhere better off than with the famous maestro. Weber, on
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the other hand, from unbending faith in the characteristic
pureness of his one and indivisible melody, tyrann ized over
the poet with dogmatic cruelty, and forced him to erect the
very stake on which the wretch was to let himsel f be burned
to ashes for the kindl ing of the fire of Weber's melody. The
poet of Der Freisch iitz, entirely without his own k nowledge,
had committed this act of suicide : from out his very ashes he
protested , while the flames of Weber's fire were already filling
all the air ; he called to the world that these flames were really
leaping forth from him . But he m ade a radical mistake ; his
wooden logs gave forth no flame until they were consumed
destroyed : their ashes alone, the prosa ic dialogue, could he
claim as his property after the fire.
After Der Freisch iitz Weber sought him out a more ac
commodating poet; for a new opera he took into his pay a
lady, from whose more u nconditional subservience he even
demanded that , after the burning of the funeral pile, she
should not leave behind so much as the l ast ashes of her
prose : she should allow hersel f to be consumed flesh and bone
in the furnace of his melody. From Weber's correspondence
with Frau von Chezy, during the preparation of the text of
Euryanthe, we learn with what painstaki ng care he felt agai n
compelled to rack the last drop of blood from the poetic
helper ; how he rejects and prescribes, and once more pre
scribes and rejects; here cuts, there asks for more ; i nsists
on lengthenings here and shortenings there-nay extends his
orders even to the characters themselves, their mot i ves and
their actions. Was he in this, mayhap, a peevish malcontent,
or a boastful parvenu who, i nflated by the success of his
Freisclz iitz, desired to play the despot where by rights he
should have obeyed? No, no! Out of his mouth there spake
alone the honorable artist-care of the musician, who tempted
by stress of circumstance, had u ndertaken to construct the
drama itself from absolute melody.
Weber here was led i nto a serious error, but into an error
which was necessarily bound to take him . He had l i fted
melody to its fairest, most feel ing height of nobleness ; he
wanted now to crown it as the Muse of Drama herself, and
by her strenuous hand to chase away the w hole ribald pack of
profaners of the stage. As in the Freisch iitz he had led each
lyric fiber of the opera poem into th is melody, so now he
wished to shower down the drama from the beams of h is
melod ic planet. One might almost say that the melody for
his Euryanthe was ready before a l i ne of its poem ; to provide
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the latter, he wanted only someone who should take his
melody completely into ear and heart, and merely poetize
upon it. Since this was not practicable, however, he and his
poetress fell into a fretful theoretical quarrel, in which a clear
agreement was possible from neither the one side nor the
other-so that in this case of all others, when calmly tested ,
we may plainly see into what painful i nsecurity men of
Weber's gifts and artistic love of t ruth may be misled, by
holding fast to a fundamental artistic error.
After all was done, the impossible was bound to stay im
possible for Weber too. Despite all his suggestions and in
structions to the poet, he could not procure a dramatic
groundwork which he might entirely dissol ve into his melody;
because he wished to call i nto being a genuine drama, and
not merely a play filled out with lyric moments, where-as
in Der Freisch utz-he would need to employ his music for
noth ing but those lyric moments. In the text of Euryanthe,
besides the dramatic�Iyric elements-for which, as I have
expressed myself, the melody was ready in advance-there
was still so much of additional matter quite foreign to
absol ute music, that Weber was unable to get command of
it by his melody proper. If this text had been the work of a
veritable poet, who should only h ave called upon the musician
for aid, in the same manner as the musician had now called
upon tht; poet : then this musician, i n his affection for the
proffered drama, would never h ave h ad a moment's hesitancy.
Where he recognized no fitting stuff to feed or vindicate his
broader musical expression, he would h ave deployed only h is
lesser powers, to wit, of furnishing an accompaniment sub
ordinate but ever h elpful to the whole ; and only where the
fullest musical expression was necessarily conditioned by the
stuff itself would he h ave entered with his fullest powers.
The text of Euryanthe, however, had sprung from the con
verse relationship between poet and musician, and wherever
the composer-the virtual author of that opera-should by
rights have stood aside or withdrawn into the background,
there he now could see only a doubled task, namely, that of
imprinting on a musically quite sterile stuff a stamp which
should be musical throughout. In this Weber could have
succeeded only if he had turned to music's frivolous line; i f,
looking quite aside from truth , he h ad given rein to the
epicurean element, and set death and the devil t() amusing
melodies a Ia Rossini. But this was the very thing against
which Weber lodged h1s strongest artistic protest : his melody
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should be everywhere characteristic, that is, true and answer
ing to each emotion of his subject. Thus he was forced to
betake h imself to some other expedient.
Wherever his broad-breathed melody-mostly ready in ad
vance, and spread above the text like a glittering garment
would h ave done that text too manifest a violence, there
Weber broke this melody itsel f in pieces. He then took up
the separate portions o f his melodic building, an d , always
accord ing to the declamatory requirements of the words,
re-joined them together into a skillful mosaic ; which latter
he coated with a film of fine melodic v arnish , in order thus
to preserve for the whole construction an outward show of
absolute melody, detachable as m uch as possible from the text
words. The desired illusion, however, he did not succeed
in effecting.
Not only Rossini, but Weber himsel f h ad m ade absolute
melody so decidedly the main content of opera , that, wrested
from its dram atic framework and even stripped of its text
words, it h ad passed over to the public in its barest nakedness.
A melody must be able to be fiddled and blown , or hammered
out upon the pianoforte, without thereby losing the smallest
particle of its individual essence, i f it was ever to become a
real melody for the public. To Weber's operas, too, the public
merely went to hear as m any of such m elodies as possible,
and the musician w as terribly m istaken when he flattered
himsel f that he would see that lacquered declamatory mosaic
accepted as melody by this publi c : for, to tell the truth , that
was what the composer really m ade for. Though in the eyes
of Weber himsel f that mosaic could be justified only by the
words of the text, yet on the one side the public was entirely
indifferent-and that with pe rfect j ustice-to those word s ;
while o n t h e other side it transpired t h a t t h i s text itself h ad
not been quite suitably reproduced in the music . For it was
just this immature half-melody that turned the attention of
the hearer away from the words, and m ade him look out
anxiously for the formation of a whole melody that never
came to light-so that any longing for the presentment of a
poetic thought was throttled in advance, wh ile the enjoyment
of a mel ody was all the more painfully curtailed as the long
ing for it was roused indeed, but never satisfied . Beyond the
passages in Euryanthe where the composer's artistic j udgment
could hold his own broad n atural melody completely j ustified,
we see in that work his h igher artistic efforts crowned with
true and beautiful success only where, for love of truth, he
·
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qu ite renounces absol ute melody, and-as in the opening
sce ne of the first act-gives the noblest, most faithful musical
expression to the emotional dramatic decl amation as such ;
where he therefore sets the aim of his own artistic labors
no longer in the music but in the poem, and merel y employs
his music for the furthering of that aim : which, again, could
be attained by noth ing but music with such ful l ness and so
convincing trut h .
Criticism h a s never dealt w i t h Euryanthe i n the measure
that its uncommonly i nstruct ive content deserves. The publ ic
gave an undecided voice, hal f stirred, hal f chagri ned . Crit i
cism, wh ich at bottom always waits upon the public voice,
i o order-accordi n g to its own intention of the moment
either from that and the outward success to take its cue, or
else doggedly to oppose it : this criticism has never been able
to take proper stock of the u t terl y contrad ictory elements that
cross each other in this work , to sift them carefully, and from
the com poser's endeavor to unite them i nto one harmon ious
whole to find a w arrant for its ill-success. Yet never, so long
as opera has existed , has there been composed a work in
which the inner contradict ions of the whole genre h ave been
more consistently worked out, more openly exh ibited, by a
gifted, deeply feeling and t ruth-loving composer, for all his
high endeavor to attain the best. These contradictions are :
absolute, self-sufficing melody , and-unflinch ingly true dra
matic expression. Here one or the other must necessarily be
sacrificed-either melody or drama. Rossini sacrificed the
dram a ; the noble Weber wished to reinstate it by force of h is
more j udicious melody. He had to learn that th is was an
impos�ibil ity. Weary and exh austed by the troubles of his
Euryanthe, he sank back u pon the yielding pillow of an
Oriental fairy dream : through the wonder-horn of Oberon
he breathed away his last life's breath .

4 . Nadir of opera: music by Meyerbeer, libretto by
Scribe
WHAT this noble, lovable Weber, aglow with a pious fa ith in
the omnipotence of his pure melody, vouchsafed h i m by the
fairest spirit of the fol k-what he h ad striven for, in vain, was
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undertaken by a friend of Weber's youth, by Jacob Meyerbeer;
but from the standpoint of Rossini an melody.
Meyerbeer passed through all the phases of this melody's
development ; not from an abstract distance, but in a very con
crete nearness, always on the spot . As a Jew, he owned no
mother tongue, no speech inextricably entwined among the
sinews of his inmost being : he spoke with precisely the same
interest i n any modern tongue you chose, and set it to music
with no further sympathy for its idiosyncrasies than just the
question as to how far it showed a readiness to become a
pli ant servitor to absolute music. This attribute of Meyerbeer's
has given occasion to a comparison of him with Gluck ; for the
latter, too, although a German, wrote operas to French and
Italian texts. As a fact, G luck did not create his music from
the instinct of speech ( wh ich in such a case must always be
the mother speech ) : what he, as musician, was concerned with
in his attitude toward speech was its rhetoric, that utterance of
the speech organism which merely floats upon the surface of
this myriad of organs. Not from the generative force of these
organs, did his productive powers mount through the rhetoric
into the musical expression ; but from the sloughed-off musical
expression he harked back to the rhetoric, merely so as to give
that baseless expression some ground of vindication. Thus
every tongue might well come equally to Gluck, since he was
busied only with his rhetoric : i f music, in this transcendental
line, had been able to pierce through the rhetoric into the very
organism of speech, it must then h ave surely had to transform
itself entirely.-In order not to interrupt the course of my
argument, I must reserve this extremely weighty topic for
thorough investigation in a more appropriate place ; for the
present I content myself with commending to notice, that
Gluck's concern was with an animated rhetoric in general
no matter in what tongue-since in that alone did he find a
vindication for h is melody; whereas since Rossini this rhetoric
has been completely swallowed up in absolute melody, leaving
only its materialest of frameworks, its vowels and i ts conso
nants, as a scaffolding for musical tone.
Meyerbeer, through his indifference to the spirit of any
tongue, and his hence-gained power to make with little pains
its outer side his own (a faculty our modern education has
brought within the reach of all the well-to-do) , was quite cut
out for dealing with absolute music divorced from any lingual
ties. Moreover, he thus was able to witness on the spot the
salient features in the aforesaid march of opera music's evolu-
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tion : everywhere and everywhen he followed on its footsteps.
Above all is it noteworthy that he merely followed on this
march, and never kept abreast of, to say nothing of out
stripping it. He was like the starling who follows the plowshare
down the field, and merrily picks up the earthworm j ust un
covered in the furrow . Not one departure is his own , but each
he has eavesdropped from his forerunner, exploiting it with
monstrous ostentation ; and so swi ftly that the man in front has
scarcely spoken a word, than he has bawled out the entire
phrase, quite unconcerned as to whether he has caught the
meaning of that word ; whence it has generally arisen that he
has actually said something slightly different from what the
man in front intended . But the noise of the Meyerbeerian
phrase was so deafening that the man in front coul d no longer
arrive at bringing out his own real meaning : willy-nilly, if only
to get a word in edgeways, he was forced at last to chime into
that phrase .
In Germany alone was Meyerbeer unsuccessful, i n his
search for a new-fledged phrase to fit anyhow the word of
Weber : what Weber uttered from the fill of his melodic life
could not be echoed in the lessoned, arid formalism of Meyer
beer. At last, disgusted with the fruitless toil, he betrayed his
friend by listening to Rossini's siren strai ns, and departed for
the land where grew those raisins. Thus he became the weath
ercock of European opera music, the vane that always veers at
first uncertain with the shift of wind, and comes to a standstill
only when the wind itsel f has settled on its quarter. Thus
Meyerbeer in Italy composed operas a Ia Rossini, precisely till
the larger wind of Paris commenced to chop, and Auber and
Rossini with their Muette * and their Tell blew the new gale
into a storm! With one bound was Meyerbeer i n Paris ! There
he found, however, in the Frenchified Weber ( need I recall
Robin des bois? ) and the be-Berliozed Beethoven, certain mo
ments to which neither Auber nor Rossi ni had paid attention,
as lying too far out of thei r way, but which Meyerbeer in vir
tue of his cosmopol itan capacity knew very well to valuate.
He summed up all his overhearings in one monstrous hybrid
phrase, whose strident outcry put Rossi ni and Auber to sud
den silence : "Robert," the gri m "Devil," set his clutches on
them all .
I n the survey o f our operatic history, there is something
most painful about being able to speak good only of the dead,
* La Muette de Portici, better known

as

Masan iello.-Eos.
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and being forced to pursue the living with remorseless bitter
ness ! But if we want to be candid, si nce we must, we have to
recognize that the departed masters of this art deserve alone
the martyr's crown; if they were vict i ms to an illusion, yet that
ill usion showed in them so high and beau tiful, and they them
selves bel ieved so earnestly its sacred truth, that they offered
up their whole artistic l i ves in sorrowful , yet joyful, sacrifice
thereto. No l i ving and still active tone-setter any longer strives
from inner stress for such a m artyrdom ; the illusion now is
laid so bare, that no more can anyone repose i mplicit trust i n
i t . Bereft of faith, nay, robbed o f joy, operatic art h a s fallen,
at the hand of its modern masters, to a mere commercial ar
ticle. Even the Rossin ian wanton smile is now no more to be
perceived ; all round us nothing but the yawn of ennui, or the
gri n of madness ! Al most we feel most d rawn toward the aspect
of the madness ; in it we find the last remaining breath of that
il lusion from which there blossomed once such noble sacrifice .
The juggling side of the odious exploitation of our modern
opera affairs we shall therefore here forget , now that we must
call before us the work of the l ast surviving and still active
hero of operatic composition : that aspect could fill us only
with ind ignation, whereby we might perhaps be betrayed into
i nh u man harsh ness toward a personage, d i d we l ay on it alone
the burden of the foul corruption of those affairs which surely
hold this personage the more a captive as to us it seems set
upon their dizziest peak , adorned with crown and scepter. Do
we not know that kings and princes, precisely in their most
arbitrary deali ngs, are now the greatest slaves of ali?-No, in
this king of operatic music let us look only upon the traits of
madness, by which he appears to us an object of regret and
warning, not of scor n ! For the sake of everl ast ing art, we must
learn to read the symptoms of this mad ness ; because by its
contortions shal l we plainest recognize the illusion that gave
birth to an artistic genre, as to whose erroneous basis we must
thorough ly clear up our minds before ever we can gain the
healthy, youthful courage to set rej uvenating h ands to art
itsel f.
To this i nquiry we may now press on with rapid step, as we
h ave already shown the essence of that m adness, and have
only to observe a few of its most sal ient features in order to
be qu ite sure about it.
We have seen the frivolous opera melody-that is, robbed
of any real connection with the poem's text-grow big w ith
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taking up the tune of national song, and seen it swell into the
pretense of Historic Characteristique . We h ave further noticed
how, with an ever-dwi ndling i n dividual ization of the chief
roles i n the musical drama, the ch aracter of the action was
more and more allotted to the-"emancipated"-masses, from
whom this character was then to fall as a mere reflex on the
main transactors. We h ave remarked that only by a historic
costume could the surrounding mass be stamped with any dis
tinctive , at all cognizable character; and have seen the com
poser, so as to maintain his supremacy agai nst the scene
painter and stage tailor-to whom had virtually fallen the
meri t of establishing the Historic Ch aracteristique--compelled
to outdo them by the most unwonted application of h is purely
musical nostrums. Finally, we have seen how the most des
perate depart.ure in instrumental music brought the composer
an extraordinary sort of mosaic melody, whose waywardest of
combinations offered the means of appearing strange and out
landish, whenever he had a fancy that way-and how, by a
miraculous employment of the orchestra, calculated solely for
material surprise , he bel ieved he could imprint on such a
method the stamp of a quite special Ch aracteristique .
Now, we must not leave out of sight that, after all , this
whole conj uncture could never have arisen without the poet's
confederacy ; wherefore we shall turn, for a moment, to an
examination of the most modern relationsh ip of the musician
to the poet.
1 Through
Rossini the new operatic tendency started de
cidedly from Italy : there the poet had degenerated into an
utter nonentity. But with the transshipment of Rossini's tend
ency t o Paris, the position of the poet also altered . We have
al �eady denoted the pecul iarities of French opera, and found
that its kernel was the entertaining conversation of the couplet.
In French comic opera the poet h ad erstwhile rel inquished to
the composer but a limited field, which he was to cultivate for
himsel f while the poet abode in u ndisputed possession of the
ground estate . Now although, in the nature of the thing, that
musical terrain had gradually so encroached upon the rest that
it took up in time the whole estate, yet the poet still held the
title deeds, and the musici an remained a mere feoffee , who
certainly regarded the entire fief as his heredi tary property,
but notwithstanding-as in the whilom Romo-German Empire
-owed allegiance to the emperor as his feudal lord . The poet
enfeoffed, and the musician enj oyed . In this situation alone
have there ever come to l ight the healthiest of opera's progeny,
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when viewed as a dramatic genre. The poet honestly bestirred
hi mself to invent characters and situations, to provide an en
tertaining and enthralling piece, which only in its final elabora
tion did he trim for the musician and the l atter's forms; so
that the actual weakness oi these French opera poems lay
more in the fact that, by their very content, they mostly cal led
for no music at all, than in that they were swamped by music
in advance . On the stage of the Opera Comique this enter
taining, often delightfully witty genre was in its native ele
ment ; and in it the best work was always done when the music
could enter with unforced naturalness into the poetry.
This genre was now translated by Scribe and Au ber into
the pompous ph raseology of so-called "grand opera ." In La
Mue tte de Portici we still can plainly recognize a well-planned
theatric piece, in which the dramatic i nterest is nowhere as yet
subordinated with manifest intention to a purely musical one :
only, in this poem the dramatic action is already essentially
transferred to the operations of the surrounding mass, so that
the main transactors beh ave more as talking representatives of
the mass than as real persons who act from individual neces
sity. So slack already, arrived before the i mposi ng chaos of
grand opera, did the poet hold the reins of the opera carriage ;
those reins he was soon to drop upon the horses' backs ! But
whereas in La Muette, and in Tell, the poet still kept the reins
with i n his hand, since i t occurred to neither Auber nor Ros
sini to do anything else but j ust take their musical ease and
melodious comfort in the stately opera coach-unworried as
to how and whither the well-drilled coachman steered its
wheels-now Meyerbeer, to whom that rank melodic ease did
not come so in the grain, felt i mpelled to seize the coachman's
reins, and by the zigzag of his route arouse the needful notice,
which he could not succeed in attracting to himself so long as
he quietly sat in the coach, with no company other than his
own m usical personality.
Merely in scattered anecdotes has i t come to our ears, what
painful torments Meyerbeer inflicted on his poet, Scri be, dur
ing the sketching of his opera subjects. But if we paid no heed
to any of these anecdotes, and knew absolutely nothi ng of the
mysteries of those opera confabulations between Scribe and
Meyerbeer, we should still see clearly by the resul tant poems
themselves what a pothersome, bewildering incubus must h ave
weighed on the else so rapid, so easy-w.orking and quick
witted Scribe, when he had to cobble up those bombastical ,
rococo texts for Meyerbeer. Wh ile Scribe continued to write
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fluent, often interestingly planned dramatic poems for other
composers ; texts in any case worked out with considerable
natural skill, and at least based always on a definite plot, with
easily intelligible situations to suit that plot-yet this uncom
monly expert poet turned out for Meyerbeer the veriest fus
tian, the l amest gali matias; actions without a plot, situations of
the most insane confusion, characters of the most ridiculous
buffoonery. This could never have come about by natural
means : so easily does no sober judgment, like that of Scribe,
submit to the experiments of craziness. Scribe must first have
had his brain unhinged for him, before he conj ured up a
Robert the Devil; he must have first been robbed of all sound
sense for dramatic action, before he lent hi mself in The Hu
guenots to the mere compilation of scene-shifters' nuances and
contrasts; he must have been violently initiated into the myste
ries of historical hanky-panky, before he consented to paint a
Prophet of the sharpers.
We here percei ve a determinant influence of the composer
on the poet, akin to that which Weber exerted on the poetess
of Euryanthe : but from what diametrically opposite motives!
Weber wanted a drama that could pass with all its members,
with every scenic nuance, into his noble, soulful melody .
Meyer beer, on the contrary, wanted a monstrous piebald, his
torico-romantic, diabolico-religious, fanatico-libidinous, sacro
frivolous, mysterio-cri minal, autolyco-sentimental dramatic
hotchpotch, therein to find material for a curious chimeric
music-a want which, owing to the indomitable buckram of
his musical temperament, could never be quite suitabl y sup
plied . He felt that, with all his garnered store of musical ef
fects, there was still a something wanting, a someth ing hitherto
nonexistent, but which he could bring to bearing were he only
to collect the whole thing from every farthest cranny, heap it
together in one mass of crude con fusion, dose i t well with
stage gunpowder and lycopodium, and spring it crashing
through the air.
What he wanted therefore from his librettist was, so to
speak, an inscenation of the Berliozian orchestra; only-mark
this well !-with the most humiliating degradation of it to the
sickly basis of Rossini's vocal trills and fermate-for sake of
"dramatic" opera. To bring the whole stock of elements of
musical effect into some sort of harmonious concord through
the drama would have necessarily appeared to him a sorry
way of setting about his business ; for Meyerbeer was no ideal
istic dreamer, but, with a keen practical eye to the modern
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opera public, he saw that by a harmonious concord he would
have gained no one to his side, whereas by a rambling hotch
potch he must certainly catch the moods of all, that is, of each
man in his line. So that nothing was more important for him,
than a maze of mad cross-purposes, and the merry Scribe must
sweat blood to concoct a dramatic medley to his taste . In cold
blooded care the musician stood before it, calmly meditating
as to which piece of the monstrosity he could fit out with some
particular t atter from his musical storeroom, so strikingly and
cryi ngly that it should appear quite out of the ordinary, and
there fore-"characteristic."
Thus, i n the eyes of our art criticism, he developed the
powers of music into Historical Characteristique, and brought
matters so far that he was told, as the most delicate compli
ment, that the texts of his operas were terribly poor stuff but
what wonders h is music knew how to make out of this
wretched rubbish !-So the utmost triumph of music was
reached : the composer had razed the poet to the ground, and
upon the ruins of operatic poetry the musician was crowned
the only authen tic poet!
The secret of Meyerbeer's operatic music is-effect. If we
wish to gain a notion of what we are to u nderstand by this
"effect," i t i s important to observe that in this connection we
do not as a rule employ the more homely word Wirkung [lit.
"a working" ] . Our natural feel ing can only conceive of Wir
kung as bound up with an antecedent cause : but here, where
we are instinctively i n doubt as to whether such a correlation
subsists, or are even as good as told that i t does not subsist at
all, we look perplexedly around us for a word to denote any
how the impression wh ich we think we h ave received from,
for example, the music pieces of Meyerbeer ; and so we fall
upon a foreign word, not directly appealing to our natural
feel ing, such as just this word "effect ." If, then, we wish to
define what we understand by this word, we may transl ate
"effect" by "a working, without a cause ."
As a fact, the Meyerbeerian music produces, o n those who
are able to edify themselves thereby, a worki ng-without-a
cause . Th is miracle was possible only to the extremest music,
that is, to an expressional power which-in opera-had from
the first sought to make i tself more and more independent of
anyth ing worth expressing, and had finally procl aimed its at
tainment of complete independence by reducing to a moral
and artistic null ity the object of expression, which alone
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should have given to this expression its being, warranty, and
measure ; by reducing it to such a degree that this object now
could gain its being, warranty, and measure only from a mere
act of grace on the part of music-an act which had thus itsel f
become devoid of any real expression. This act of grace, how
ever, could be made possible only in conjunction with other
coefficients of absolute working. I n the extremes! instrumental
music appeal had been made to the vi ndicating force of fan
tasy, to which a program, or mayhap a mere title, had given
an extramusical leverage : in opera this leverage was to be
material ized, that is, the imagination was to be absolved from
any painful toil. What had there been programmatically ad
duced from moments of the phenomenal life of man or na
ture was here to be presented in the most material real ity, so
as to produce a fantastic working without the smallest fellow
working of the fantasy . This material leverage the composer
borrowed from the scenic apparatus, inasmuch as he took also
purely for their own sake the worki ngs it was able to produce,
that is, absol ved them from the only object that, lying beyond
the realm of mechanism and on the soil of l i fe-portraying
poetry, could h ave given them conditionment and vindication .
Let us explain our mean ing clearly by one example, which will
at the same time characterize the most exhaustively the whole
of Meyerbeerian art.
Let us suppose that a poet has been i nspired with the idea
of a hero, a champion of l ight and freedom , in whose breast
there flames an all-consu ming love for his downtrod brother
men, afflicted in their holiest rights. The poet wishes to depict
this hero at the zenith of his career, in the ful l radiance of his
deeds of glory, and chooses for his picture the fol lowing su
preme moment. With thousands of the folk-who have left
house and home, left wife and children, to follow his inspiring
call, to conquer or to die in fight against their powerful op
pressors-the hero has arrived before a fortressed city, which
must be stormed by his unpracticed mob if the work of free
dom is to come to a victorious issue. Through earlier hard
ships and mishaps, disheartenment has spread apace ; evil
passions, discord, and confusion are ragin g in his hosts : all is
lost i f all shall not be won today. This is a plight i n which
heroes wax to their fullest grandeu r. In the soli tude of the
night j ust past the hero has taken counsel of the god within
him, of the spirit of the purest love for fellow men, and with
its breath has sancti fied hi mself ; and now the poet takes him
in the gray of dawn, and leads him forth among th ose hosts,
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who are already wavering as to whether they should prove
coward beasts or godlike heroes.
At his mighty voice, the folk assemble . That voice drives
home into the in most marrow of these men, who now alike
grow conscious of the god within them ; they feel their hearts
uplifted and en nobled, and their inspiration in its turn uplifts
the hero to still loftier heights ; from inspiration he presses on
to deed. He seizes the standard and waves it high toward those
fearful walls, the embattled city of the foe, who, so long as
they lie secure behind their trenches, make impossible a better
future for mankind. "On , then, comrades ! To die or conquer !
Th is city must be ours ! "
The poet now has reached h i s utmost confines : upon the
boards he wills to show the one instant when this high-strung
mood steps suddenly before us with all the plai nness of a great
real ity ; the scene must now become for us the stage of all the
world ; Nature must now declare herself a sh arer in this exalta
tion ; no longer can she stay a chilling, chance bystander. Lo!
sacred Want compels the poet : h e parts the cloudy curtains of
the morn , and at his .word the streaming sun mounts h igh
above the city, that city henceforth hallowed to the victory of
the inspired .
Here is the flower of all-puissant art, and th is wonder blos
soms only from the art of drama.
Only, the opera composer has no longing for wonders such
as blossom merely from the dramatic poet's inspiration and
may be effectu ated by a picture taken lovi ngly from l i fe itself:
he .wishes for the effect but n o t th e cause, si nce t h e l atter lies
outside his sway. In a leading scene of Meyerbeer's Le
Prophete, where the externals resemble those just described,
we obtain for the ear the purely physical effect of a hymnlike
melody, derived from the fol k song and swelled into a sound
like thunde r : for the eye, that of a su nrise in wh ich there is
positively noth ing for us to see but a masterstroke of mecha
nism. The object that should be fired by that melody should be
shone on by this sun, the inspired hero who from very ecstasy
must pour his soul into that melody, who at the stressful cli
max of necessity called forth the dawn ing of this su n-the
warranty, the kernel of the whole l uxuriant dramatic fruit
is absolu tely not to hand. In his place there functions a char
acteristically costumed tenor, whom Meyerbeer h as comm is
sioned through his private-secretary-poet, Scribe, to sing as
charmingly as possible and at the same t i me beh ave a wee bit
commun istically, in order that the gentry might have an extra
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dash of piquancy t o think into the thing. The hero of whom
we spoke before is some poor devil who out of sheer weakness
has taken on the role of trickster, and finally bewails in the
most pitiful fash i on-by no means any error, any fanatical
hallucination, which might at a pi nch have called for a sun to
shine on it-but solely his weakness and mendacity.
What considerations may have j oined forces to call into the
world such an unworthy object u nder the title of a "Prophet"
we shall here leave unexplored ; let it suffice us to observe the
resultant, which is instruct ive enough in all conscience . First,
we see in this example the complete moral and artistic dis
honorment of the poet, in whose work even those who are
most favorably disposed to the composer can find no single
hair'sbreadth of meri t : so !-the poetic aim is no longer to at
tract us in the sligh test ; on the contrary, it is to revol t us. The
performer is now to interest us as nothing but a costumed
singer; in the above-named scene, he can do this only by his
singing of that aforesaid melody, which makes its effect en
tirely for i tsel f-as melody. Wherefore the sun is l ikewise to
work ent irely for itself, namely, as a successful theatrical copy
of the authentic sun : so that the ground of its "worki ng"
comes not at al l into the provi nce of drama, but i nto that of
sheer mechanics-the only thing left for us to think about
when it puts in its appearance ; for how alarmed the composer
would be, if one chose to take this appearance as an i nten
tional transfiguration of the hero, in his capacity of champion
of mankind ! No, no : for him and h is publ ic, everything must
be done to turn such thoughts away, and guide attention solely
to that masterstroke of mech anism. And thus in this unique
scene, so heaped with honors by the publ ic, the whole of art
is resolved into its mechanical integers : the externals of art are
turned into its essence ; and this essence we find to be-effect,
the absol ute effect, that is, the stimulus of an artificial love
titillation, without the potence of an actual taste of love.

5.

Opera affirms the separation of the arts.

As man by love sinks his whole nature i n that of woman, in
order to pass over th rough her into a third being, the child
and yet finds but hi msel f again in all the loving trinity, though
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in this self a widened, filled, and finished whole : so may each
of the i ndividual arts find its own self again in the perfect,
throughly li berated artwork-nay, look upon itsel f as broad
ened to this artwork-so soon as, on the path of genuine love
and by sinking of itsel f within the k i ndred arts, it returns upon
itsel f and finds the guerdon of its love in the perfect work of
art to wh ich it knows itsel f expanded. Only that art variety,
however, wh ich wills the common artwork , reaches therewith
the highest fill of its own particular nature ; whereas that art
which merely wills itself, its own exclusive fill of sel f, stays
empty and u nfree-for all the luxury that it may heap upon
its sol itary semblance. But the will to form the common art
work arises in each branch of art by instinct and uncon
sciously , so soon as e'er it touches on its own confines and
gives itself to the answering art, not merely strives to take
from it. It stays th roughout itself only when it th roughly gives
itself a way : whereas it must fall to its very opposite, if it at
last must feed only upon the other : "Whose bread I eat, his
song I'll sing ." But when i t gives itsel f en tirely to the second,
and stays entirely enwrapped therein, it then may pass from
that entirely into the third ; and thus become once more en
tirely itself, i n highest full ness, i n the associate artwork .
Of all these arts not one so sorely needed an espousal with
another, as that of Tone ; for her peculiar character is that of
a fluid nature element poured out betwixt the more defined
and individual ized substances of the two other arts. Only
through the rhyth m of dance, or as bearer of the word, could
she brace her deliquescent being to definite and characteristic
corporeality. But neither of the other arts could bring herself
to plunge, in love without reserve, into the element of Tone :
each drew from it so many bucketsful as seemed exped ient for
her own precise and egoistic aims; each took from Tone, but
gave not in retu rn ; so that poor Tone, who of her li fe-need
stretched out her hands in all direct ions, was forced at l ast
hersel f to take for very means of maintenance. Thus she en
gulfed the word at first, to make of it what suited best her
pleasure : but while she disposed of this word as her willful
feel ing l isted, i n Cathol ic music, she lost its bony framework
-so to say-of wh ich , in her desire to become a human
being, she stood i n need to bear the liquid volume of her
blood , and rou nd wh ich she might have crystallized a sinewy
flesh . A new and energetic handling of the word, in order to
gain shape therefrom , was shown by Protestant church music :
wh ich , in the " Passion music," pressed on toward an ecclesi-
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astical drama, wherein the word was no longer a mere shi fting
vehicle for the expression of feeling, but girt itself to thoughts
depicting action. In this church drama, Music, wh ile still re
taining her predominance and building everything else into
her own pedestal , almost compelled Poetry to behave in ear
nest and like a man toward her. But coward Poetry appeared
to dread this challenge ; she deemed it as well to c ast a few
neglected morsels to swell the meal of this mightily w axing
monster, Music, and thus to pacify it ; only, however, to regain
the liberty of staying undisturbed within her own peculi ar
province, the egoistic sphere of literature. It is to this selfish ,
cowardly bearing of Poetry toward Tone that we stand in
debted for that unnatural abortion the oratorio, which finally
transplanted itself from the church into the concert hal l . The
oratorio would give itsel f the airs of drama ; but only precisely
in so far as it might still preserve to Music the unquestioned
right of be ing the chief concern, the only leader of the drama's
"tone."
Where Poetry fain would reign in solitude, as i n the spoken
play, she took Music i nto her menial service, for her own
convenience ; as, for i nstance , for the entertainment of the
audience between the acts, or even for the enhancement of the
effect of certain dumb transactions, such as the i rruption of a
cautious burglar, and matters of that sort ! Dance did the self
same thing, when she leaped proudly onto saddle, and gra
ciously condescended to allow Music to hold the stirrup .
Exactly so did Tone beh ave to Poetry i n the oratorio : she
merely let her pile the heap of stones, from which she might
erect her building as she fancied .
But Music at l ast capped all this ever-swelling arrogance by
her shameless insolence in the opera. Here she claimed tribute
of the art of Poetry down to its utmost farthing : it was no
longer merely to make her verses, no longer merely to suggest
dramatic characters and sequences, as in the oratorio, in order
to give her a handle for her own distention-but it was to l ay
down its whole being and all its powers at her feet, to offer up
complete dramatic ch aracters and complex situations, in short ,
the entire i ngredients of drama ; in order that she might take
this gift of homage and make of it whatever her fancy l i sted.
The Opera, as the seeming poi nt of reunion of all the three
related arts, has become the meeting place of these sisters'
most sel f-seeking efforts. Undoubtedly Tone claims for herself
the supreme right of legislation therein ; nay, it is solely to her
struggle-though led by egoism-toward the genuine artwork
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of the drama. that we owe the opera at all. But in degree as
Poetry and Dance were bid to be her simple slaves, there rose
amid their egoistic ranks a growing spirit of rebellion against
their domineering sister. The arts of Dance and Poetry had
taken a personal lease of drama in their own way : the spec
tacular play and the pantomimic ballet were the two territories
between which Opera now deployed her troops, taking from
each whatever she deemed indispensable for the self-glorifica
tion of music. Play and Ballet, however, were well aware of
her aggressive self-sufficiency : they only lent themselves to
their sister against their will, and in any case with the mental
reservation that on the first favorable opportunity they each
would clear themselves an exclusive field. So Poetry leaves
behind her feeling and her pathos, the only fitting wear for
Opera, and throws her net of modern i ntrigue around her
sister Music; who, without being able to get a proper hold of
it, must willy-nilly twist and turn the empty cobweb, which
none but the nimble play-sempstress herself can plait into a
tissue : artd there she chirps and twitters, as in the French con
fectionary operas, until at last her peevish breath gives out,
and sister Prose steps in to fill the stage. Dance , on the other
hand, has only to espy some breach in the breath-taking of the
tyrannizing songstress, some chilling of the lav a stream of mu
sical emotion-and in an instant she flings her legs astride the
boards; trounces sister Music off the scene, down to the soli
tary confinement of the orchestra; and spins and whirls and
runs around, until the public can no longer !lee the wood for
wealth of leaves, that is, the opera for the crowd of legs.
Thus opera becomes the mutual compact of the egoism of
the three related arts.

6.

Origin of modern drama: the romance and
Greek drama

THE modern drama has a twofold origin : the one a natural,
and peculiar to our historic evolution, namely, the romance
the other an alien, and grafted on our evolution by reflection,
namely, the Greek drama as looked at through the misunder
stood rules of Aristotle.

THE ORIGINS OF M ODERN OPERA , DRAMA, AND M USIC

1 25

The real kernel of all our poesy may be found in the
romance. In their endeavor to make this kernel as tasty as
possible, our poets have repeatedly had recourse to a closer or
more distant imitation of the Greek drama.
The topmost flower of that drama which sprang directly
from romance we have in the plays of Sh akespeare ; in the
farthest removal from this drama, we find its diametrical op
posite in the tragedie of Raci ne. Between these two extremes
our whole remai ning dramatic literature sways undecided to
and fro. In order to apprehend the exact character of this
wavering, we must look a l ittle closer into the natural origin
of our drama.
Searching the history of the world , si nce the decay of Gre
cian art, for an artistic period of which we may justly feel
. proud, we find that period in the so-called Renaissance, a
name we give to the termination of the Middle Ages and the
commencement of a new era. Here the inner man is struggling,
with a verit�ble giant's force, to utter himself. The whole fer
ment of that wondrous mixture, of Germanic individual hero
dom with the spirit of Roman-Catholi C izing Christendom, is
thrusting from within outward, as though in the externalizing
of its essence to rid itsel f of indissoluble i nner scruples. Every
where this thrust evinced itsel f as a passion for del ineation of
surface, and nothing more ; for no man can give himsel f im
plicitly and wholly, unless he be at one within. But this the
artist of the Renaissance was not ; he seized only the outer sur
face, to flee from his inner discord. Though this bent pro
claimed itself most palpably in the direction of the plastic arts,
yet it i s no less visible in poetry . Only, we must bear in mind
that , wher,eas painting had addressed itself to a faithful de
lineation of the l iving man, poetry was already turning from
this mere delineation to his representment and that by steppi ng
forward from romance to drama.
The poetry of the Middle Ages had already brought forth
the narrative poem and developed it to its highest pitch . This
poem described men's doings and undergoings, and their sum
of moving incident, in much the same way as the painter
bestirred h imself to present the characteristic moments of such
actions. But the field of the poet who waived all living, direct
portrayal of his action by real men was as unbounded as his
reader's or hearer's force of imagination, to which alone he
appealed. I n this field he felt the more tempted into extrava
gant combinations of i ncidents and localities, as his vision em-
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braced an ever wider horizon of outw ard actions going on
arou nd h i m , of actions born from the very spirit of that adven
turous age. M a n , at variance with himself, and seeking in art
production a refuge from his inward strife-j ust as he had
earl ier sought in vain to heal this stri fe itself by means of art o:o
-felt no urgence to speak out a definite something of his
i n ner being, but rather to go a-hunting for this someth ing i n
the world outside. In a sense he dissipated his inner thoughts
by an al together wayward deal ing with everyth ing brought
him from the outer world ; and the more motley he could
make his mixt ure of these diverse shows, the surer might he
hope to reach his i nstinctive goal, of inward dissipation . The
master of this charm ing art, but reft of any i nwardness, of any
hold on soul-was Ariosto.
But the less th ese shimmering pictures of fant asy were able,
after many a monstrous divagation, to distract i n turn the
inner man ; and the more this man, beneath the weight of
pol itical and religious deeds of violence, fou nd himsel f driven
by his inner nature to an energetic counterthrust : so much the
plai ner, in the cl ass of poetry now under notice, do we see his
struggle to become master of the multifarious stuff from within
outward, to give h is fashioni ngs a firm-set center, and to take
this center, this axis of his artwork, from his own beholdi ngs,
from his firm-set will-ing of something in wh ich his inner
being may speak out. Th is something is the matrix of the
newer age , the condensing of the individual essence to a defi
nite artistic will . From the vast mass of outward matters,
which theretofore could never show themsel ves diversified
enough to please the poet, the component parts are sorted i nto
groups aki n ; the multiple points of action are condensed into
a definite character drawing of the transactors. Of what un
speakable weight it is, for any inquiry i nto the nature of art,
that this inner urgence of the poet, such as we may see before
our very eyes, could at last content itsel f with noth ing but
reaching the plai nest utterance through direct portrayal to the
senses : in one word, that the romance became a drama ! This
mastery of the outward st uff, so as to show the inner view of
the essence of that stuff, could be brought to a successful issue
only by setting the subject itsel f before the senses in all the
persuasiveness of actuality ; and this was to be ach ieved in
drama and noth ing else.
* We need on l y recal l the gen uine Christian poetry.-R. WAG

NER.

THE ORIGINS OF MODERN OPERA, DRAMA, AND M USIC

1 27

With fullest necessity did Sh akespeare's drama spri ng from
life and our historic evolution : his creation was j ust as much
conditioned by the nature of our poetic art as the drama of the
future, in strict keeping with its nature, will be born from the
satisfaction of a need which Shakespearian drama has aroused
but not yet stilled.
Shakespeare-of whom we here must always think as in
company with his forerunners, and only as their chief--con
densed the narrative romance into the drama, inasmuch as he
translated it, so to say, for performance on the stage. Human
actions, erewhile merely figured by the narrative talk of poesy,
he now gave to actual talking men to bri ng before both eye
and ear-to men who, so long as the performance l asted ,
identified themselves i n look and bearing with the to-be-repre
sented persons of the romance . For this he found a stage and
actors, who till then had hidden from the poet's eye-l ike a
subterranean stream of genuine folk's artwork, flowing se
cretly, yet flowing ever-but, now that want compelled h i m to
their finding, were discovered swiftly by his yearning gaze.
The characteristic of this folk stage, however, lay in that the
mummers addressed themselves to th e eye, and intentionally,
al most solely to the eye ; whence their distinctive name. Their
performances, being given i n open places before a wide
stretched throng, could produce effect by al most nothing but
gesture ; and by gesture only actions can be rendered plainly,
but not-i f speech is lacking-the inner motives of such ac
1
tions : so that the play of these performers, by its very nature,
bristled with just as grotesque and wholesale odds and ends of
action as the romance whose scrappy plethora of stuff the poet
was l aboring to compress. The poet, who looked toward this
folk's pl ay, could not but see that for want of an intelligible
speech it was driven into a monstrous plethora of action ; pre
cisely as the narrative romancist was driven thither by h i s
inabili ty actually t o display his t alked-of persons and their
haps. He needs must cry to these mummers : "Give me your
stage ; I give you my speech ; and so we both are suited!"
In favor of drama, we see the poet narrowing down the folk
stage to the theatre. Exactly as the action itself, through a
clear exposition of the motives that ca11ed it forth , must be
compressed into its weightiest definite moments, so did the
necessity become evident, to compress the showpl ace also ; and
chiefly out of regard for the spectators, who now were not
merely to see, but alike pl ainly to hear. Together with its effect
upon the space, this curtailment had also to extend to the time
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duration, of the d ramatic play. The mystery stage of the Mid
dle Ages, set up in spreading fields, in streets or open places of
the towns, offered the assembled populace an entertainment
lasting all day long, nay-as we even still may see-for several
days on end : whole h istories, the complete adventures of a
l i fetime, were represented; from these the constant ebb and
flow of lookers-on might choose, according to their fancy,
what most they cared to see. Such a performance formed a
fitting pendant to the monstrously discursive h istories of the
M iddle Ages themselves : just as masklike i n their dearth of
character, in their l ack of any individual stir of l ife, j ust as
wooden and rough-hewn were the much-doing persons of these
histories be-read, as were the players of those beheld.
For the same reasons that moved the poet to narrow down
the action and the showplace, he had therefore to curtail the
time length of performance also, since he wanted to bring to
his spectators, no l o nger fragments, but a sel f-includ ed whole;
so that he took his spectator's power of giving continuous and
undivided attention to a fascinating subject, when set before
him, as the measure for the length of that performance . An
artwork which merely appeals to fantasy, l ike the be-read ro
mance, m ay lightly break the current of its message ; since
fantasy is of so wayward a nature that it hearkens to no l aws
other than those of whimsy chance . But that which steps be
fore the senses, and would address them with persuasive, un
mistakable distinctness, has not only to trim i tself according to
the quality, faculty, and naturally bounded vigor of those
senses, but to show itself complete from top to toe, from be
ginning to end : if it would not, through sudden break or in
completeness of its exposition, appeal once more for needful
supplementing to the fantasy, to the very factor it had quitted
for the senses.
Upon this narrowed stage one thing alone remained still left
entirely to fantasy- the demonstration of the scene i tself,
wherein to frame the performers conformably with the local
requirements of the action . Carpets hung the stage around ; an
easily shifted writing on a notice board informed the spect ator
what place, whether palace or street, forest or field, was to be
though t of as the scene. Through this one compulsory appeal
to fantasy, unavoidable by the stagecraft of those days, a door
in the drama remained open to the motley-stuffed romance
and the much-doing h istory. As the poet, hitherto busied only
with a speaking, bodily representation of the romance, did not
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yet feel the necessity of a naturalistic representment of the
surrounding scene as well, neither could he experience the
necessity of compressing the action, to be represented, i nto a
still more definite circumscription of its leading moments. We
here see plain as day how it is necessity alone that drives the
artist toward a perfect shaping of the artwork ; the artistic ne
cessity that determi nes him to turn from fantasy to sense, to
assist the indefinite force of fancy to a sure, i ntelligent opera
tion through the senses. This necessity which shapes all art,
which alone can sati sfy the artist's strivings, comes to us solely
from the definiteness of a universally sentient intuition : if we
render complete justice to all its claims, then it drives us withal
to the completest art creation.
Shakespeare, who did not yet experience this one necessity,
of a naturalistic representment of the scenic surroundings, and
therefore only so far sifted and compressed the redundance of
his dramatized romance as he was bidden to by the necessity
he did experience-to wit, of narrowing the showplace, and
curtailing the time length , of an action represented by men of
flesh and blood-Shakespeare, who within these limits quick
ened h istory and romance into so persuasive, so ch aracteristic
a truth, that he showed us human bei ngs with i ndividualities so
manifold and drastic as never a poet before-this Shakespeare
nevertheless, through his dramas being not yet shaped by that
single aforesaid necessity, h as been the cause and starting point
of an unparalleled confusion i n dramatic art for over two cen
turies, and down to the present day.
In the Shakespearian drama the romance and the loose
joined history had been left a door, as I have expressed it, by
which they might go in and out at pleasure : this open door
was the rel inquishing to fantasy the representment of the
scene. We shall see that the consequent confusion i ncreased in
exact degree as that door was relentlessly shut from the other
side, and as the felt deficiency of scene, in turn, drove people
into arbitrary deeds of violence against the l iving drama.
Among the so-called Romanic nations of Europe, with
whom the adventure hunting of the romance-which tumbled
every Germanic and Romanic element i nto one m ass of wild
confusion-had raged the maddest, this romance had also be
come the most ill-suited for dramatizing. The stress to seize
the motley utterances of earl ier fantastic wh im, and shape
them by the strenuous inwardness of human nature into plain
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and defini te show, was exhi bited i n any marked degree only
by the G ermanic nations, who made i nto their deed of Pro
testance the i nward war of conscience agai nst tormenting
outward prescri pts. The Romanic nations, who outwardly re
mained beneath the Cathol ic yoke , clove steadfastly to the line
along which they had fled before the irreconcilable i nward
strife, in· order to d ist ract from withou t-as I have above ex
pressed mysel f-their inward though ts. Plastic art, and an art
of poetry which-as descripti ve-was kindred to the plastic, i f
not i n u t terance, yet in essence : t hese are t h e arts, externally
distracti ng, d iverting, and engagi ng, peculiar to these nat ions.
The educated Frenchman and I talian tu rned his back upon
his native fol k's play ; * i n its raw simplicity and formlessness it
recalled to him the whole ch aos of the Middle Ages, wh ich he
had just been laboring to sh ake off him, like some heavy,
troublous d ream. No, he h arked back to the historic feeders
of his l anguage, and ch iefly from Roman poets, the l iterary
copiers of the Greeks, he chose his pattern for that drama
which he set before the well-bred world of gentlemen, i n lieu
of the Fol k's play that now could entertai n alone the rabble.
Painting and architecture, the princi pal arts of the Romanic
Renaissance, h ad made the eye of this wel l-bred worl d so full
of t aste, so exacting i n its demands, that the rough carpet-hu ng
platform of the British Shakespeare cou l d not content i t . For
a showplace, the pl ayers in the pri nces' pal aces were given the
sumptuous hall, in which , with a few mi nor mod ifications,
they had to erect their scene. Stability of scene was set fast as
the criterion for the whole drama; and in this the accepted l i ne
of taste of the well-bred world concurred with the modern
origi n of the d rama pl aced before i t , with the rules of Aris
totle. The princely spect ator, whose eye had been trained by
plastic art i nto his best-bred organ of positive sensuous pleas
ure, had no l ief that this sense of all others shoul d be band
aged, to submit i tsel f to sightless fantasy ; and that the l ess, as
* A s I am writing n o h istory of the modern drama, but, agree
ably to m y object, have only to point out in its twofold develop
men t the chief l ines along which the root difference betwee n those
two evolu tionary paths is p l a inest visible, I have passed over the
Span ish theatre, since in it alone those d iverse paths a re charac
teristica l l y crossed with one anothe r. Th is makes it i ndeed of the
highest si gnificance in itself, but to u s it affords no antitheses so
marked as the two w e find , with dete rminant influence upon a l l
newer evolution of the drama , in Shakespeare a n d the French

tragedie.-R. WAGN ER.

THE ORIGI NS OF MOD E R N O P E R A , DRAMA, AND M USIC

131

he shrank on principle from any excitation of the i ndefinite,
medieval-shapi ng fantasy. At the drama's each demand for
change of scene, he must h ave been given the opportunity of
seeing that scene displ ayed wi th strict fidelity to form and
color of its subject, to allow a change at all. But what was
made possible in the later mixing of the two dramatic genres,
it was by no means needful to ask for here , si nce from the
other side the rules of Aristotle, by wh ich alone this fictive
drama was constructed, made unity of scene its weightiest con
dition. So that the very thing the Briton , with his organic crea
tion of the drama from with in, had left disregarded as an outer
moment, became an outward-sh aping " norm" for the French
drama; which thus sought to construct itsel f from without
i nward, from mechan ism i nto life.
Now, i t is important to observe closely, how this outward
unity of scene determined the whole attitude of the French
drama, al most entirely excl uding from this scene any repre
sentment of the action, and replacing it by the mere delivery
of speeches. Thus the root poetic element of medieval and
more recent life, the action-packed romance, must also be shut
out on principle from any representment on this scene, si nce
the introduction of its multifarious stuff woul d h ave been
downright impossible without a constant shifting. So that not
only the outward form, but the whole cut of the plot, and
final ly its subject too, must be taken from those models which
had guided the French playwright in planning out his form.
He was forced to choose plots wh ich did not need to be first
condensed into a compact measure of dramatic representa
bility, but such as lay before him already thus condensed.
From their native sagas the G reek tragedians had condensed
such stuffs, as the highest artistic outcome of those sagas : the
modern dramatist, starting with outward rules abstracted from
these poems, and faced with the poetic element of h is own
era's l i fe, which was only to be mastered in an exactly op
posite fash ion, namely, that of Shakespeare, could never com
press it to such a density as should answer to the standard
outwardly imposed ; therefore nothing remained for h i m but
naturally disfiguring-imitation and repeti tion of those al ready
finished dramas. Thus i n Racine's tragedie we have talk upon
the scene, and behind the scene the action ; grounds of move
ment, with the movement cut adrift and turned outside ; will
ing without can-n ing. All art was therefore focused on the
mere ou tside of talk, and quite logical ly in Italy-whence the
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new art genre had started-this soon lost itself i n that musical
del ivery which we h ave already learned to recognize as the
specific content of opera-ware . The French tragedie, also, of
necessity passed over into opera : Gluck spoke aloud the actual
content of this tragedy-ware. Opera was thus the premature
bloom on an unripe fruit, grown from an unnatural, artificial
soi l . With what the Italian and French drama began, to wit,
the outer form, to that must the newer drama first attain by
organic evolution from within, upon the path of Shakespeare's
drama; then first will ripen, also, the natural fru it of musical
drama.
Between these two extremes, however, between the Shakes
pearian and the Racinian drama, did modern drama grow i nto
its unnatural, mongrel shape ; and Germany was the soil on
wh ich this fruit was reared.
Here Roman Catholicism continued side by side, in equal
strength, with German Protestantism : only, each was so hotly
engaged in combat with the other, that, undecided as the battle
stayed, no n atural art flower came to light. The i nward stress,
which with the Briton threw itself into dramatic representment
of history and romance, remained with the German Protestant
an obstinate endeavor inwardly to appease that inward strife
itsel f. We have indeed a Luther, whose art soared up to the
rel igious lyric ; but we have no Shakespeare. On the other
hand, the Roman-Catholic south could never swi ng itsel f into
that gen ial, l ight-m inded oblivion of the i nward conflict,
wherewi th the R omanic nat ions took up pl astic art : with
gloomy e arnestness it guarded its religious dream. While the
whole of Europe threw itsel f on art , still Germany abode a
meditant barbarian . Only what had already outl ived itsel f out
side took flight to Germany, upon its soil to blossom through
an aftersummer. English comedians, whom the performers of
Sh akespeari an dramas had robbed of their bread at home, came
over to Germany to play their grotesquely pantomimic antics
before the folk : not till long after, when it had likewise faded
out of England, followed Sh akespeare's drama itsel f; German
pl ayers, fleeing from the ferule of their wearisome dramatic
tutors, l aid hands on it and trimmed it for their use.
From the south, again, the opera had forced its way in
that outcome of Romanic drama. Its distinguished origin, in
the palaces of princes, commended i t to German princes in
their turn ; so that these pri nces introduced the opera into
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Germany, whereas-mark well !-the Shakespearian play was
brought in by the folk. In opera the scenic penury of Shakes
peare's stage was contrasted by its utmost opposite, the richest
and most farfetched mounting of the scene . The musical
drama became in truth a peepshow, whereas the Pl ay re
mained a hear-play . We need not here go far for reasons for
the scenic and decorative extravagance of the opera genre :
this loose-l imbed drama was constructed from without ; and
only from wi thout, by luxury and pomp, could it be kept alive
at all . One thing, however, it is important to observe : namely,
that this scenic ostentation, with its unheard-of complexity
and farfetched change of exh ibition to the eye, proceeded
from the same dramatic tendency which had originally set up
unity of scene as its "norm ." Not the poet, who, when com
pressing the romance into the drama, had left its plethora of
stuff thus far unhedged, as in that stuff's behoof he could
change the scene as often and as swiftly as he chose , by mere
appeal to fantasy-not the poet, from any wish to turn from
that appeal to fantasy to a positive confirmation by the senses
-not he invented this elaborate mechanism for shi fting actu
ally presented scenes : but a longing for outward entertainment
and constant c hange thereof, a sheer l ust of the e ye, had c alled
it forth . Had the poet devised this apparatus, we should have
had further to suppose that he fel t the necessity of a frequent
change of scene as a need inherent in the drama's plethora of
stuff itse ff; and since the poet, as we h ave seen, was construct
ing organically from within outward , this supposition would
have as good as proved that the historic and romantic plethora
of stuff was a necessary postulate of the drama : for only the
unbending necessity of such a postulate could h ave driven him
to invent a scenic apparatus whereby to enable that plethora
of stuff also to utter itsel f as a panoramic plethora of scene.
But the very reverse was the case .
Shakespeare felt a necessity impelling him to represent h is
tory and romance dramatically; in the freshness of his ardor
to content this impulse, there came to him no feeling of the
necessity for a naturalistic representment of the scene as well
-had he experienced this furthe r necessity, toward a com
pletely convincing representment of the dramatic action , he
would h ave sought to answer it by a still more careful sifting,
a still more strenuous compression of the romance's plethora
of stuff: and that in exactly the same way as he had con
tracted the showpl ace, abridged the time length of perform-
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ance, a n d for t h e i r sakes h a d already curtailed this plethora o f
stuff i tsel f. The i mpossibility of s t i l l further condensing the
roma nce-an i nsight which he certainly would have arrived at
-must then have enlightened him as to the t rue nature of this
romance : namely, that i ts nature does not real ly correspond
with that of drama ; a discovery which we could never make,
t i l l the u ndramatic plethora of h istory's stuff was brought to
our feeling by the actualization of the scene, whereas the cir
cumstance that this scene need only be suggested had alone
made possi ble to Shakespeare the dramatized romance.
Now, the necessity of a representment of the scene, in keep
ing with the pl ace of action, could not for long remain un felt ;
the medieval stage was bound t o vanish, and make room for
the modern . I n Germ any this was governed by the character
of the folk's mimetic art, which l i kewise, si nce the dyi ng-out
of mystery and Passion p lays, took its dramatic basis from the
history and the romance . At the time when German m imic art
first took an upward swing-about the m i ddle of the past cen
tury-this basis was formed by the burgher-romance, in its
keeping with the then folk spirit. It was by far more manage
able, and especially less cumbered with materi al , than the h is
toric or legendary romance that lay to Shakespeare's hand : a
suit able representment of i ts local scenes could therefore be
effected with far less outlay than would h ave been required for
Shakespeare's dramatizations.
The Shakespearian pieces t aken up by these players had to
submit to the most hampering adaptation on every side, i n
order t o become performable b y them a t all . I here pass over
every other ground and measure of this adaptation, and l ay
my finger on that of the purely scenic requ irements, si nce it is
the weightiest for the object of my presen t inquiry . These
players, the first i mporters of Shakespeare to the German
stage, were so honest to the spirit of their art, that it never
occurred to them to make his p ieces representable by either
accompanying his constant change of scene with a kalei do
scopic shi fting of their own theatric scenery, or even for his
sake renouncing any actual exhibition whatsoever of the scene,
and return ing to the sceneless medieval stage . No, they main
tai ned the standpoint of their art , once taken up, and to i t
subordinated Shakespeare's plethora o f scene; i n asmuch as
they downright left out those scenes wh ich seemed to them of
l ittle weight , while the weigh tier ones they tacked together.
It was from the standpoint of Literature, that people first
perceived what Shakespeare's artwork had lost hereby, and
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urged a restoration of the original form of these pieces for
their performance too. For this, two opposite plans were
broached. The first proposal, and the one not carried out, is
Tieck's. Fully recognizing the essence of Shakespearian drama,
Tieck demanded the restoration of Sh akespeare's stage, with
its scene referred to an appeal to fantasy. This demand was
thoroughly logical , and aimed at the very spirit of Shakes
peari an drama. But, though a half-attempt at restoration has
time out of mind remai ned u n fru itful , on the other hand a
radical one has always proved i mpossible. Tieck was a radical
restorer, to be honored as such, but bare of influence. The
'
second proposal was d i rected to employing the gigantic ap
paratus of operatic scenery for the representation of Shakes
pearian drama too, by a faithful exhibition of the constant
change of scene that had originally been only hinted at by
him. Upon the newer Engl ish stage, people translated Shake
speare's scene i nto the most realistic actuality ; wonders ot
mechanism were i nvented, for the rapi d change of the most
elaborate stage mou ntings : m arches of troops and mi mic bat
tles were presented with astonishing exactitude. In the larger
German theatres this course was copied .
In face of this spectacle, the modern poet stood brooding
and bewildered. As l iterature, Shakespearian drama had given
him the exalti ng i mpression of the most perfect poetic unity ;
so long a s it had only addressed h i s fantasy, that fantasy had
been competent to form therefrom a h armoniously rounded
image : but now, with the fulfillment of his necessarily wak
ened longing to see this i mage embodied i n a thorough repre
sentment to the senses, he saw i t vanish suddenly before his
very eyes. The embodiment of his fancy-picture h ad merely
shown h i m an unsurveyable mass of realisms and actualisms,
out of which his puzzled eye absolutely could not reconstruct
it. This phenomenon produced two main effects upon him,
both of which resulted i n a disillusionment as to Shake
speare's tragedy. Henceforth the poet either renounced all
wish to see his dramas acted on the stage , so as to be at peace
again to model according to his i ntellectual aim the fancy
picture he had borrowed from Shakespearian Drama-th at is,
he wrote literary dramas for dumb reading--or else, so as
practically to real ize his fancy-picture on the stage, he instinc
tively turned more or less toward the reflective type of drama,
whose modern origin we have traced to the pseudo-antique
drama, constructed according to Aristotle's rules of unity.
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Both these effects a n d tendencies are t h e guiding motives in
the works of the two most important dramatic poets of mod
ern ti mes-G oethe and Schil ler.

7.

Essence of the romance

LET us now try to make plain to ourselves what is the life
view of the modern world which has found its artistic ex
pression in the romance .
So soon as the reflective understanding looked aside from
the image, to inquire into the actual ity of the things summed
up in it , the first thing it saw was an ever-waxing mult itude of
units, where the poetic view had seen a whole. Anatomical
Science began her work, and followed a diametrically opposite
path to that of the folk's poem . Where the l atter i nstinctively
un ited, she separated purposely ; where it fain would represent
the grouping, she made for an exactest knowledge of the
parts : and thus must every intuition of the folk be extermi
nated step by step, be overcome as heresy, be l aughed away
as childish . The n ature view of the folk has dissolved into
physics and chemistry, its rel igion into theology and philos
ophy, its commonwealth into politics and diplomacy, its art
into science and aesthetics-and its myth into the h istoric
chronicle.
Even the new world won from the myth its fashioning
force. From the meeting and mingling of two chief mythic
rounds, which could never entirely permeate each other, never
lift themselves into a plastic unity, there issued the medieval
romance.
I n the Christian mythos we find that That to which the
Greek referred all outer things, what h e had therefore m ade
the sure-shaped meeting place of all his views of n ature and
the world-the h uman being-had become the a priori
Incomprehensible, become a stranger to itsel f. The Greek, by
a comparison of outward things with man, had reached the
human being from withou t : returning from his rovings
through the breadth of nature, he found i n man's stature, in
his instinctive eth ical n otions, both quieting and m easure.
But this measure was a fancied one, and realized in art alone.
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With his attempt to deliberately realize it i n the state, the
contradiction between that fancy standard, and the reality of
actual human self-will, revealed itself : insofar as state and
individual could seek to u phold themselves only by the openest
oversteppin g of that fancy standard. When the natural custom
had become an arbitrarily enacted law, the racial common
wealth an arbitrarily constructed political state, then the in
stinctive li fe bent of the h uman being in turn resisted l aw and
state with all the appearance of egoistic caprice . I n the strife
between that which man h ad recognized as good and right,
such as l aw and state, and that toward which h is bent-to
h appiness was thrusting him-the freedom of the individual
the human being must at l ast become incomprehensible to
himsel f; and this confusion as to h i mself, was the starting
point of the Christian mythos. In this l atter the individual
man, ath irst for reconcilement with h i mself, strode on toward
a longed-for, but yet a faith-vouchsafed redemption into an
extramundane being, in wbom both l aw and state were so
far done away with, as they were conceived included in his
unfathom able will. Nature, from whom the Greek had
reached a plain conception of the human being, the Christian
had to overlook altogether : as he took for her highest pinnacle
redemption-needing man, at discord with himself, she could
but seem to him the more discordant and accursed. Science,
which dissected N ature into fragments, without ever finding
the real bond between those fragments, could only forti fy
the Christian view of N ature.
The Christian myth, however, won bod ily shape in the
person of a man who suffered m artyr's death for the with
standing of law and state ; who, in his subm ission to judgment,
vindicated l aw and state as outward necessities ; but through
his voluntary death , withal, annulled them both in favor
of an inner necessity, the l iberation of the individual through
redemption into God. The enthralling power of the Christian
myth consists in its portrayal of a transfiguration through
death . The broken, death -rapt look of an expiring dear one,
who, already past all consciousness, for the last time sends
to us the l ightning of his glance, exerts on us an impression
of the most poignant grief. But this glance is followed with
a sm ile on the w an cheeks and bl anching l ips ; a smile which ,
sprung i n itself from the j oyful feeling of triumph over
death's l ast agony, at onset of the final dissolution , yet makes
on us the impression of a forebodal of overearthly bl iss, such
as could only be won by ext inction of the bodily man.
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And just as we have seen him in his passi ng, so does the
departed one stay p ictured i n our memory : it removes from his
image all sense of willfulness or uncertainty in his physical
life utterance ; our spiritual eye, the gaze of loving recollection,
sees the henceforth but remembered one in the soft glamor
of unsuffering, reposeful bliss. Thus the moment of death
appe ars to us as the moment of actual redemption into God ;
for, through his dying, we think alone of the beloved a s parted
from all feeling of a l ife whose joys we soon forget amid the
yearning for imagined greater joys, but whose griefs, above
all in our longing after the transfigured one, our minds hold
fast as the essence of the sensation of life itself.
Th is dying, with the yearning after it, is the sole true
content of the art which issued from the Christian myth ;
it utters itself as dread and loathing of actual life, as fl ight
before i t-as longing for death . For the Greek, death counted
not merely as a natural, but also as an ethical, necessity ; yet
only as the counterpart of life, which in itself was the real
object of all his viewings, including those of art . The very
actuality and instinctive necessity of life determined of them
selves the tragic death ; which i n itself was nothing else but
the rounding of a life fulfilled by evolution of the fullest
i ndividuality, of a life expended on making tell this i ndivid
uality. To the Christian, h owever, death was in itself the
object. For him, l i fe had its only sacredness and warranty
as the preparation for death , in the longing for its l aying
down. The conscious stripping off the physical body, achieved
with the whole force of will, the purposed demolition of actual
being, w as the object of all Christian art ; which therefore
could only be limned, described, but never represented, and
least o f all in drama. The d istinctive element of drama is its
artist ic realizing of the movement of a sharply outlined
content. A movement, however, can ch ain our interest only
when it increases ; a diminishing movement weakens and
dissipates our interest-excepting where a necessary lull is
given express ion to in passing.
I n a Greek drama the movement waxes from the beginning,
with constantly accelerated speed, to the mighty storm of the
catastrophe ; whereas the genu ine, unm ixed Christian drama
must perforce begi n with the storm of life, to weaken down
its movement to the final swoon of dying out. The Passion
plays of the M iddle Ages represented the sufferings of Jesus
in the form of a series of l iving pictures : the chief and most
affecting of these pictures showed Jesus hanging on the cross :
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hym ns and psalms were sung duri ng the performa nce. The
legend, that Christian form of the romance, could alone give
charm to a portrayal of the Christian stuff, because it appealed
only to the fantasy-as alone was possible with this stuff-and
not to physical vision. To music alone was it reserved to
represent this stuff to the senses also, n amely, by an outwardly
percept ible motion ; albeit merely in this wise, that she resolved
it altogether into moments of feel ing, into blends of color
without drawing, expiring in the tinted waves of h armony in
like fashion as the dying one dissolves from out of the ac
tual ity of life .

8.

Myth diluted by Christianity

the adoption of Christian ity the fol k h ad lost all
true understanding of the original , vital relations of this
mythos, and when the l ife of its single body h ad been resolved
by death into the myriad l i ves of a swarm of fables, the
Christian religious view was fitted u nder it, as though for its
fresh quickening. By its i ntri nsic property , this view could do
absolutely nothing more than light up that corpse of mythos
and deck it with a mystic apotheosis. In a sense it justified
the death of myth , inasmuch as it set before itself those
clumsy actions, that tangle of cross-purposes-i n themselves
no longer explicable or vindicable by any intelligible idea still
proper to the fol k-i n all their whimsical c aprice, and, find
ing it impossible to assign an adequate motive to them, con
veyed them to the Christian death as their redeeming issue.
The Christian chivalric romance gives a faithful expression
to the life of the Middle Ages, by beginning with the myriad
leavi ngs of the corpse of the ancient hero mythos, with a
swarm of actions whose true idea appears to us unfathomable
and c apricious, because their motives, resti ng on a view of
life quite alien to the Christian's, had been lost to the poet :
to expose the utter lack of rhyme or reason in these actions,
and out of their own mouths to vindicate to the instinctive
feel ing the necessity of their transactors' down fall-be it
by a sincere adoption of the Christian rules, which inculcated
a l i fe of contem plation and inaction, or be it by the uttermost
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effectuation of the Christian view, the m artyr's death itself
this was the n atural bent and purpose of the spiritual poem
of ch ivalry.
The original stuff of the p agan mythos, however, had
alre ady swelled into tbe most extravagant complexity of
"actions," by admixture of the sagas of every nation--of
sagas cut adrift, like the Germanic, from their vital root. By
Christianity every folk, which adopted that confession, was
torn from the soil of its n atural mode of . viewing, and the
poem s that h ad sprung therefrom were turned into playthings
for the unchain ed fantasy. In the multifarious i ntercourse of
the Crusades, the Orient and the Occident h ad i nterchanged
these stuffs, and stretched their m anysidedness to a m on
strosity. Whereas i n earlier d ays the folk i ncluded n oth ing
but the homelike i n its myths, now that its understanding of
the homelike had been lost, it sought for recompense in a
constant novelty of the outlandish . In its burning hunger,
it gulped down everyth ing foreign and unwonted : its voracious
fantasy exhausted all the possibil ities of human imagination
to digest them i nto the wildest medley of adventures.
This bent at last the Christian view could no more guide,
albeit itself, at bottom, h ad been its generator ; for this bent
was pri m arily nothing but the stress to flee from an u n-under
stood reality, to gain contentment in a world of fancy. But this
fancied world, however great the d ivagations of fantasy,
still m ust take its archetype from the actual world and noth ing
else : the i magination finally could do over again only what
it h ad d one in mythos; it pressed together all the realities of
the actual world-all that it could com prehend-into close
packed images, in which it i nd ividualized the essence of
totalities and thus furbished them into m arvels of monstrosity.
In truth th is newer thrust of fantasy, j ust as with the mythos,
made again toward finding the reality ; and that, the reality of
a vastly extended outer world. Its effectu ation, i n this sense,
did not go long a-begging. The passion for adventures, in
which men yearned to realize the pictures of their fancy,
condensed itself at l ast to a passion for u ndertakings whose
goal-after the thousand-times proved fruitlessness of mere
adventures-should be the knowledge of the outer world, a
tasting of the fruit of actual experiences reaped on a definite
path of earnest, keen endeavor. Daring voyages of discovery
u ndertaken with a conscious aim , and profound scientific
researches grounded on their results, at last u ncloaked to u s
the world as it really is. By this knowledge was the rom ance
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of the M iddle Ages destroyed, and the del i neation of fancied
shows was followed by the delineation of their real ity.
Th is real ity, however, had stayed untroubled, undisfigured
by our errors, in the phenomena of Nature alone, unreachable
by our activity. On the reality of h uman life our errors h ad
lain the most distorting hand of v iolence. To vanquish these
as well, to know the life of man in the necessity of its i n
dividual and social nature ; and finally, since th at stands within
our m ight, to shape it-th is is the trend of humankind si nce
ever it wrested to itsel f the outward faculty of knowing the
phenomen a of Nature in their genuine essence; for from this
knowledge h ave we won the measure for the knowledge, also,
of the essence of mankind.

9.

The romance versus drama . Romance turned to
politics eventually.

M A N can only be comprehended in conju nction with men in
general, with h is surrou nding : man d ivorced from th is, above
all the modern man , must appear of all things the most in
comprehensible. The restless inner d i scord of this man, who
between "will" and "can" h ad created for himsel f a chaos
of tormenting notions, driving h i m to war against h imself,
to sel f-laceration and bod iless abandonment to the Christian
death-this discord was not so much t o be explained, as
Christianity had sought to do, from the nature of the in
dividual man h imself, as from the con fusion wrought on this
nature by an unintell igent view of the essence of society .
Those torturing n otions, which d isturbed this view, m ust needs
be referred back to the reality that l ay at bottom of them ;
and, as this reality, the investigator had to recognize the true
condition of human society. Yet neither could this condition ,
in which a thousandfold authority was fed upon a m illionfold
inj ustice and man was hedged from man by infranchisable
barriers, first imagined and then real ized-neither could th is
be com prehended out of its mere sel f; out of historical trad i
tions converted i nto rights, out of the heart of facts and finally
of the spirit of historical events, out of the ideas which had
called them forth , must it be unriddled.
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Be fore the gaze of the investigator, in his search for the
human being, these historic facts upheaped themselves to
so huge a m ass of recorded incidents and actions that the
medieval romance's plethora of stuff seemed n aked penury
compared therew ith. And yet this mass, whose closer re
gardal showed it stretching i nto ever more intricate ramifica
tions, was to be pierced to its core by the searcher after the
real ity of man's affairs, in order to unearth from amid its
crushing waste the one th ing that might reward such toil ,
the ge nuine undisfigured man in all his nature's verity . Faced
with an expa nse of matters of fact beyond what his two eyes
could grasp , the historical i n vestigator must perforce set
bounds to his avidity of research. From a broader conj u nction ,
which he could only have suggested , he must tear off frag
ments : by them to show with greater exactitude a closer
coherence, without which no historical representme nt can
ever be intell igible. But even within the narrowest bounds, thi s
coherence, through which alone a h i storic action is under
standable, is only to be made possible by the most circum
stant ial set ting forth of a surrou nding; i n which, again, we can
never take any sort of i nterest, until it i s brought to view by
the l ivel iest descri ption. Through the felt necessity of such
descri ption , the investigator must needs become a poet again :
but h is method could onl y be one opposed outright to that
of the dramatic poet . The dram atic poet compresses the
surrou nding of h is personages into proport ions easy to take
in, in order to allow their action-which again he compresses,
both in utterance and content, into comprehensive m ai n
action-to issue from t h e essential "idea" o f the individual,
to allow this individ ual ity to come to a head therein, and by it
to display man's common essence along one of its definite
lines.
The romance writer, on the other hand, has to explain the
act ion of a h istoric chief personage by the outer necessity
of the surrounding : in order to give us the i mpression of
h istoric truth, he has above all to bring to our u nderstanding
the character of th is surroundi ng, si nce therein l i e grou nded
all the calls which determine the indivjdual to act thus and
not otherwise. In the h istorical romance we try to make
comprehensible to ourselves the man whom we posi tively can
not u nderstand from a purely h u man standpoi nt. I f we
attempt to image to ourselves the action of a historic man as
downrigh t and purely human, it can not but appear to u s
h i ghly capric ious, without rhyme or reason, and i n any case
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unnatural, j ust because we are unable to vindicate the "idea"
of that action on grounds of purely h uman n ature. The idea
of a historic personage is the idea of an ind ividual only in so
far as he acquires it from a generally accepted view of the
essence of things ; this generally accepted view, however-not
being a purely human one, nor therefore valid for every place
and time-finds its only expl anation in a purely h istoric rela
tion, which ch anges with the l apse of time and is never the
same at two epochs. This rel at ion, agai n, and i ts mutation we
can clear up to ourselves only by following the whole chain
of h istoric events, whose many-membered series has so worked
upon a simpler h istoric relation that it h as t aken th is par
ticular sh ape, and that precisely th is idea has enounced itself
there in as a commonly current view. Wherefore the individual ,
in whose action this idea is to express itsel f, must be degraded
to an infinitesimal measure of i nd ividual freedom, to make his
action and idea at aU comprehensible to us: his idea, to be in
any way cleared up, is to be vindicated only through the idea
of h is surrounding; while th is l atter, again, can make itsel f
plain only in a number of actions, wh ich h ave to encroach
the more upon the space of the artistic portrait, as only in
its intricate branch ing and extension can the surrou nding,
also, become understood of us.
Th us the romance writer has to occupy himsel f almost
solely with a description of the surrounding, and to become
understandable he must be circumstantial . On what the
dram atist presu pposes, for an understanding of the surround
ing, the romance writer has to employ his whole powers of
portrayal ; the current view, on which the dramatist takes his
footing from the first, the romance writer h as to develop
cunningly and fix in the course of h is portrayal. The drama,
therefore, goes from with in 0utward , the romance from
without inward. From a simple, universally i ntell igible sur
rounding, the dramatist rises to an ever richer d evelopment of
the individuality ; from a complex, toilsomely explained sur
rounding, the romance writer sinks exh austed to a del ineat ion
of the individual, which, poverty-stricken in itself, could be
tricked out with ind ividuality by that surrounding alone. In
the drama, a sinewy and full y sel f-developed individual ity
enriches its surrou nding ; in the romance, the surrounding
feeds the ravenings of an empty individual i ty. Thus the drama
lays bare to us the organism of mank i nd, inasmuch as it shows
the ind ividual ity as the essence of the spec ies ; whereas the
rom ance shows us the mech anism of history, accord ing to
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which t h e species becomes t h e essence of t h e i ndividuality.
And thus also, the art procedure in drama is an organic one,
in romance a mechanical : for the drama gives us the man, the
romance explains to us the citizen ; the one shows us the
fu l l ness of human nature , the other apologizes for its penury
on plea of the st ate. The drama, then, shapes from i n nermost
necessi ty, the rom ance from outermost constraint.
Yet the rom ance was no arbitrary but a necessary product
of our modern m arch of evol ution : it gave honest artistic
expression to l i fe affairs which were to be portrayed only by
it, and not by drama. The romance made for representing
actuality ; and its endeavor was so si ncere, that at last it
demol ished itself, as artwork, i n favor of this actual ity.
Its highest pitch , as an art form , was reached by the
romance when , from the standpoint of purely artistic neces
sity, it made i ts own the myth os' plan of molding types.
Just as the med ieval romance had welded into wondrous
sh apes the motley shows of foreign peoples, lands, and
climates, so the newer historical romance sought to display
the motleyest utterances of the spirit of whole hi storic periods
as issu ing from the essence of one part icular historic i n
d ividual . I n this procedure, the customary method of look ing
at history could but countenance the romance writer. In order
to arrange the excess of historical facts for e asy survey by our
eye, we are accustomed to regarding the most prom inent
person alities alone, and in them to consider as embodied the
spiri t of a period . As such personalities, the wisdom of the
chronicler has mostly bequeathed us the rulers ; those from
whose will and orderin g the historic undertakings and state
economy were supposed to h ave issued . The unclear "idea"
and contradictory manner of action of these chiefs, but above
all the circumstance that they never really reached their
aimed-for goal, allowed us in the first place so far to mis
u nderstand the spirit of history that we deemed it necessary
to explain the caprice in these rulers' act ions by higher, in
scrutable influences, guiding and foreorderi ng the course and
scope of history. Those factors of history seemed to us will
less tools-or if willful, yet self-contradictory-in the h ands
of an extrah uman, heavenly power. The end results of history
we posited as the cause of its movement, or as the goal toward
which a higher, conscious spirit had therein striven from the
begi nni ng. Led by this view, the expounders or setters-forth
of history bel ieved themselves justified in deriving the seem-
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ingly arbi trary actions of its ruling personages from "ideas"
in which was mirrored back the imputed consciousness of a
govern ing world spirit : wherefore they destroyed the un
conscious necessity of these rulers' motives of action, and,
so soon as they d eemed they had sufficiently accounted for
those actions, they displ ayed them as arbitrary out-and-out.
Through this procedure alone, whereby historic actions
could be disfigured and combined at will, did the romance
succeed in inventing types, and in lifting itsel f to a certain
height of artwork, whereon it might seem qualified anew for
dramatization. Our latter days have presented us with m any
such an historical drama , and the zest of making history in
behoof of the dramatic form is nowadays so great, that our
skilled historical stage conj urors fancy the secret of h istory
itself has been revealed for the sole benefit of the playmaker.
They bel ieve themselves all the more j ustified in their pro
cedure, as they have even made it possible to invest h istory's
dramatic installation with the completest unity of place and
time : they have thrust into the inmost recesses of the whole
historic mechanism, and h ave discovered its heart to be the
antechamber of the pri nce, where man and the state make
their mutual arrangements between breakfast and supper.
That this artistic unity and this history, however, are equal
forgeries, and that a falsehood can h ave only a forged effect
this h as established itself plainly enough in the course of our
present-day historic drama. But that true history itself is no
stuff for Drama-this we now know also ; since this historical
drama has made it clear to us, th at even the romance could
reach its appointed height, as art form, only by sinning against
the truth of history.
From th is height the romance stepped down again, in
order, while giving up its aimed-for purity as art work, to
engage in truthful portraiture of historic life.
The seeming caprice in the actions of h istorical chief
personages could be explained, to the honor of mankind,
only through discovering the soil from which those actions
sprang of i nstinct and necessity. As one had earlier thought
it i ncumbent to place this necessity above, soari ng over the
historic personages and using them as tools of its transcendent
wisdom ; and as one at last had grown convinced of both the
artistic and the scientific barrenness of th is view : so th inkers
and poets now sought for this explanatory necessity below,
among the foundations of all h istory. The soil of h istory
is man 's social nature : from the individual 's need to unite
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hi mself with the essence of his spec ies, in order in soc iety
to bring h i s faculties into h i ghest play, arises the whole
movement of history. The historic phenomena are the outward
manifestations of an inner movement, whose core is the social
nature of man. But the prime motor of this nature is the
individual, who only in the satisfaction of his instinctive
longing for love can appease his ben t to happiness. Now, to
argue from this n ature's m a n i festations to its core-from the
dead body of the completed fact to go back upon th e i nner
l i fe of man's soc ial bent, from which that fact h ad issued as
a ready, ripe, and dying fruit-in th is was evinced the
evolutionary march of modern times.
What the th inker grasps by its essence, the poet seeks to
show i n its phenomena : the phenomena of human society,
which he, too, h ad recognized as the soil of history, the poet
strove to set be fore him i n a conjunction through which he
might be able to explain them. As the most se izable conjunc
tion of social phenomena he took the wonted surroundings
of burgher l i fe, in order by their description to explain to
h imsel f the man who, remote from any participation in the
outward facts of history, yet seemed to him to cond ition them .
However, this burgher soci ety, as I h ave before expressed
mysel f, was noth i n g but a prec ipitate from that h i story wh ich
weighed upon it from above-at least in its outward form .
Without a doubt, since the consol idation of the modern state,
the world's new li fe-stir begins to center in the burgher class :
the l iving energy of h i storic phenomena weakens down i n
direct ratio a s the burgher class endeavors to bring its claims
to tell u pon the state. But precisely through its i nner lack of
interest i n the events of h istory, through its dull, indifferent
looki ng-on , it bares to us the burden wherewith they weigh
it down, and under which it shrugs i ts shoulders i n resigned
ill-will. Our burgher society is in so far no living organism,
as its shapin g is effected from above, by the react ion of
historic agencies. The physiognomy of burgher society is the
fl attened, d isfigured physiognomy of h istory, with all its expres
sion washed out : what the l atter expresses through living
motion in the breath of time, the former gives us in the
dull expanse of space. But th is physiognomy is the mask of
burgher soc iety, under which it still hides from the human
seeking eye the man h i msel f : the artistic del ineators of th is
society coul d describe only the features of that mask, not those
of the veritable human be ing; the more faith ful was their
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description, the m ore must the artwork lose in living force
of expression .
I f, then, this mask was l i fted, to peer beneath i t into the
unvarnished feat ures o f human soc iety, it was i nevitable t h at
a chaos of u nloveli ness and form lessness should be the fi rst
to greet the eye. Only in the garment of h i story had the
human being-bred by this h istory, and by it cri ppled and
degraded from his t rue sound natu re-preserved an aspect at
all tolerable to the artist. Th i s garment once removed , we were
horrified to see noth ing but a shriveled, loathly shape, wh ich
bore no t race of resemblance to the true man, such as our
thoughts had pictured i n the full ness of his natural essence ;
no trace beyond t h e sad and suffering glance of the stricken
unto death-that glance whence Christianity h ad derived the
transports o f its i nspirat ion . The yearner for art turned away
from th is sight : l i ke Schiller, to dream him dreams of beauty
i n the realm of though t ; or, l i ke G oethe, to shroud the shape
i tsel f in a cloak of artistic beauty-so well as i t could be got
to h ang thereon . His romance of Wilhelm Meister was such
a cloak, wherewith G oethe tried to make bearable to h imself
the sight of the real ity : it answered to the naked real ity of
modern man for j ust so far as he was concei ved and exhib ited
as struggl ing for an art istically beaut i ful form .
U p to then the human sh ape h ad been veiled, no less for
the eye of the historical student than for that of the artist,
in the cost ume of history or the u n i form of the state : this
costume left free play to fancy, this form to d i sputations.
Poet and thi nker had before them a vast assortment of
discret ionary shapes, among wh ich they might choose at
their artistic pleasure or arbi trary assumption a garment for
the human being, whom they still conceived alone in that
which was wrappe d about him from without . Even Ph ilosophy
had allowed this garment to lead her astray, i n respect of
man's true nature ; while the writer of historical romances
was-in a certain sense-a mere costume drawer. With the
baring of the actual sh ape o f modern society, the rom ance
now took a more practical stand : the poet could no longer
extemporize artistic fancies, now that h e had the naked truth
unveiled before h i m , the actual i ty t h at filled the looker-on
with horror, pity, and i ndignation . H i s business was only to
d isplay this actual ity, without allowing h imsel f to bel ie it
he needed only to feel pity, and at once his passion became
a vital force. He still could poet ize, when he was bent alone
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on portraying the fearful immoral ity of our society : but the
deep gloom, i nto which his own portrayi ngs cast him, drove
away all pleasure of poet ic contemplation, in which he now
could less and less delude h imsel f; it drove h i m out into the
actual ity i tsel f, there to strive for human society's now recog
nized real need. On its path to practical reality the romance
poem, too, strippe d off yet m ore and more its artistic garment :
its possible un ity, as art form , must part itsel f-to operate
through the intell igence-i nto the practical plurality of every
day occurrences. An artistic bond w as no longer possible,
where everything was struggl ing to dissolve, where the strenu
ous bond of the h istoric state was to be torn asunder. The
romance poem turned to Journal ism ; its contents flew asunder,
into pol itical articles ; its art became the rhetoric of the
Tribune, the breath of its discourse a summons to the people.
Th us t h e poet's art h a s turned to pol itics : no o n e n ow can
poetize, without politizi ng. Yet the pol itician will never be
come a poet, precisely until he ceases to be a pol itician : but
in a purely pol itical world to be not a pol itician is as good
as to say one does not exist at all ; whosoever at this instant
steals away from pol itics, he only belies his own being. The
poet can not come to light aga in until we have no more
politics.
Pol itics, however, are the secret of our h istory , and of the
state of things therefrom arisi ng. N apoleon put this clearly.
He told Goethe that the role of fate in the ancient world
is filled, since the em pire of the Romans, by politics. Let
us lay to heart this saying of him who smarted i n St. Helena!
I n it is briefly summed the whole truth of what we have to
com prehend before we can come to an u n derstanding, also,
about the content and the form of drama.

10.

The state versus the individual; understanding
versus feeling

THE poet, then, who had to portray the battle of the i ndi
viduality against the state could portray the state alone ; but
the free ind ividual ity he could merely SUf?f(est to though t. The
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state was the actual extant th ing, in all its pomp of form and
color; whereas the ind ividuality was but the thing imagined,
shapeless, colorless, and nonextant. All the features, contours,
and colors, which lend the individual ity its set, its definite and
knowable artisti E shape , the poet had to borrow from a society
politically divided up and compressed i nto a state ; not to take
them from the rightfu l individuality, which gains i ts own
drawi ng and color from contact with other individualities. The
individuality, thus merely thought out but not portrayed,
could therefore be exhibited to nothing but the thought, and
not to the directly seizing feeling. Our drama has therefore
been an appeal to the u nderstandi ng-not to the feeling. It
thus has taken the place of the didactic poem, which exh ibits
a subject from the life only as far as it suits the conscious
aim, of imparting a thought to the understanding. But to
impart a thought to the u nderstanding the poet has to proceed
just as circumspectly as, on the contrary, he must go to work
with the greatest simplicity and straightforwardness when
he addresses h imself to the directly receptive feeling. The
feeling seizes nothing but the actual, the physically enacted,
the perceivable by the senses : to it one can only impart the
fulfilled, the rounded off, the thi ng that is just wholly what it
is, just what at th is instant i t can be. To the feeling the at
one-with-itself alone is u nderstandable ; whatsoever is at
variance with itself, what has not reached an actual and
definite manifestation, confounds the feel ing and drives it
into th inki ng-drives it i nto an act of combination which
does away with it as feeling.
In order to convince it, the poet who turns toward the
feeling must be already so at one with himself that he can
dispense with any aid from the mechanism of logic and
address himself with full consciousness to the infallible
receptive powers of the u nconscious, purely human feeling.
With this message of his he has therefore to proceed as
straightforwardly and ( i n view of physical perception ) as
uncond itionally, as the feeling is addressed by the actual
phenomenon itself-such as warmth , the wind, the flower, the
animal, the man. But in order to impart the highest thing
impartable, and alike the most convincingly intelligible-the
purely human individuality-the modern dramatic poet, as I
have pointed out, has to move along a directly opposite path .
From out the enormous mass of its actual surroundings-i n
the visible measure-, form-, and color-giving state, and in
history petrified into a state-he has first with infinite toil to
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reconstruct this individu ality ; in order at last, as we have
seen, to do noth ing more than exh ibit it to the thought. *
The thing that our feeling i nvoluntarily seizes i n advance is
solely the form and color of the state . From the earliest
impressions of our youth , we see man only i n the shape and
character given him by the state; the individuality drilled into
him by the state our i nvolu ntary feeling takes for his real
essence ; we cannot seize him otherwise than by those distinc
tive qualities which in truth are not his very own, but merely
lent him by the state. Today the folk cannot conceive the
human being otherwise than i n the uniform of his "class,"
the u niform in which, from youth up, it sees his body clad ;
and the "folk's playwright," also, can address h imself u nder
standably to the folk only when not for a single instant does
he tear it from this state-burgherly illusion-wh ich holds its
unconscious feeling captive to such a degree, that i t would be
placed in the greatest bewilderment i f one attempted to re
construct before it the actual human being beneath this visible
semblance .t Wherefore, to exhibit the purely human i ndi
viduality, the modern poet has to turn, not to the feeling, but
to the understanding; si nce even to h i mself it is only a thought
out th i ng. For this, his method of procedure must be a hugely
circumstantial one : all that the modern sentiment takes as the
most comprehensible, he has, so to say, slowly and circum
spectly to divest of its form and color, u nder th e very eyes of
this sentiment, and, throughout this systematic stripping
* In Egm on t Goethe had employed the whole cou rse of the
piece in loosening this pure l y human individual ity, with toilsome
wealth of deta i l , from the cond itions of its state-historical sur
rounding; in the solitude of the dungeon , and immediatel y before
its death, he now wished to show it to the feeling as coming into
oneness with itse l f : for this, he must reach out hands to Marvel
and to M usic. How characteristic it is, that it was the ideal izing
Schi l ler, of all others, who cou ld not understand this uncommonly
sign ificant featu re of Goethe's highest artistic truthfulness! But
how mistaken, also, was it of Beethoven not to rese rve his music
for this appearance of the Wondrous; instead of introducing it
at the wrong time-in the middle of the pol itico-prosaic exposition.

-RICHARD WAGNER.

t The fol k must be something l ike that pair of children who we re
stand ing before a picture of Adam and Eve , and could not make
out which was the man and which the woman , because they were
unclothed. How characte rist ic of all our views is it not, aga in, that
com mon ly our eye is pained and embarrassed by the sight of an
und raped human figure, and we genera l l y find it quite disgusting :
our own body first becomes inte l l igible to us, by our pondering on
i t ! - R I C HARD WAGNER.
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process, gradually to bring the feel i ng round to thinking ;
since, after all, the individuality he m akes for i s nothing but
a thing of thought. Thus the modern poet must turn aside
from the feeling, to address the u nderstandi ng : to h im, feeling
is the obstacle ; only when he has overcome it with the utmost
caution does he come to h is main purpose, the demonstration
of a thought to the understanding.
The understanding is thus, from first to last, the human
faculty which the modern poet w ishes to address ; and with it
he can parley only through the organ of the combining, dis
persing, severing and repiecing understandi ng ; through ab
stract and conditioned word speech, which merely describes
and filters down the impressions and acquirements of the
feeling. Were our state i tself a worthy object of feeling, the
poet, to reach his purpose, would have in a certa i n measure to
pass over, in h is drama, from tone speech to word speech ; in
Greek tragedy such was very near the case, but from opposite
reasons. This tragedy's basis was the lyric, from which it
advanced to word speech in the same way as society advanced
from the natural , ethicoreligious ties of feeling, to the political
state. The return from understanding to feeling will be the
march of the drama of the future, i n so far as we shall
advance from the though t-out individuality to the genuine
one. But, from the very beginning of his work, the modern
poet has to exhibit a surrou nding-the state-which is void
of any purely human sentiment, and therefore is u ncommuni
cable through the feeling's h ighest utterance . So that he can
reach his purpose, at all, only through the organ of the
"combining" understanding, through unemotional modern
speech ; and rightly does the playwright of nowadays deem it
unfitt ing, bewildering and d isturbi ng, to employ music for an
object which can at best be i ntelligibly conveyed as thought
to the understandi ng, but never to the feeli ng as emotion.

II.

Poetry impossible in modern speech

THE understanding, condensed from feeling through the
fantasy, acquired in prosaic word speech an organ through
which it could make itself intelligible alone, and in direct
ratio as it became u n i ntelligible to feeling. In modern prose
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we speak a language we do not understand with the feeling,
si nce its connection with the objects, whose impression on
our faculties first ruled the molding of the speech roots, has
become incognizable to us; a language which we speak as it
was taught us in our youth-not as , with waxing self-depend
ence of our feeling, we haply seize, form, and feed it from
ourselves and the objects we behold; a language whose usages
and claims, based on the logic of the u nderstanding, we must
unconditionally obey when we want to impart our thoughts.
This language, in our feeling's eyes, rests therefore on a
convention which has a definite scope-namely, to make
ourselves thus far intelligible according to a given norm, in
wh ich we are to th ink and to dominate our feelings, that
we may demonstrate to the understanding an aim of the
understand ing. Our feeling-which quite of itself found un
conscious expression in the primitive speech-we can only
describe in this language ; and describe in a far more circuitous
way than an object of the understandi ng, because we are
obliged to screw ourselves down from our intellectual language
to its real stock, in the same way as we screwed ourselves up
from that stock to it.
Our language accord ingly rests upon a state historico
religious convention, which in France, under the rule of
Convention personified, under Louis XIV, was also very
logically fixed into a settled "norm ," by an Academy u nder
orders. Upon no living and ever-present, no really felt convic
tion does it rest, for it is the tutored opposite of any such
conviction. In a sense, we cannot discourse in this language
accord ing to our innermost emotion, for it is impossible to
invent in it according to that emotion ; in it, we can only
impart our emotions to the understanding, but not to the
implicitly understanding feeling ; and therefore in our modern
evolution it was altogether consequent, that the feeling should
have sought a refuge from absolute intellectual speech by
fleeing to absolute tone speech, our music of today.
In modern speech no poesis is possible-that is to say,
a poetic aim cannot be realized therein, but only spoken
out as such .

12.

While language declines, music, a new lan
guage of feeling, develops, until poetry be
comes either philosophy or blends with music.

IF we look closer at the evolutionary history of the modern
European languages, even today we meet in their so-called
word roots a rudiment that plainly shows us how at the first
beginning the formation of the mental concept of an object
ran almost completely parallel with the subjective feeling of
it; and the supposition that the earliest speech of man must
have borne a great analogy with song, might not perhaps seem
quite ridiculous. Starting with a physical meaning for his
words, i n any case quite subjectively felt, the speech of man
evolved along a more and more abstract line; so that at last
there remained nothing but a conventional meaning, depriving
the feeling of any share in u nderstanding the words, just as
their syntax was made entirely dependent on rules to be
acquired by learning. In necessary agreement with the moral
evolution of mankind, there grew up equaJiy in speech and
manners a convention, whose laws were no longer intelligible
to natural feeling, but were drilled into youth by maxims
comprehensible to noth ing but reflection .
Now, ever since the modern European languages-divided
into different stocks, to boot-have followed their conven
tional drift with a more and more obvious tendency, music,
on the other hand, has been developing a power of expression
unknown to lhe world before. 'Tis as though the purely human
feeling, intensified by the pressure of a conventional civiliza
tion, had been seeking an outlet for the operation of its own
peculiar laws of speech ; an outlet through which, unfettered
by the laws of logical thought, it might express itself in
telligibly to itself. The uncommon popularity of music i n our
times ; the constantly i ncreasing interest, spreading through
every stratum of society, in the products of the deepest-mean
ing class of music ; the ever-growing eagerness to make
musical training an integral part of education : an this, so
manifest and undeniable in itself, at like time proves the
correctness of the postulate that music's modern evolution
has answered to a profoundly i nward need of mankind's, and
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that, however unintel ligible her tongue when judged by the
Jaws of logic, she must possess a more persuasive t itle to our
comprehension than anything contained within those Jaws.
In face of this irrefutable conclusion, there would hence
forth stand only two ways open to poetry. Either a complete
removal into the field of abstraction, a sheer combining of
mental concepts and portrayal of the world by expounding
the logical Jaws of thought. And this office she fulfills as
philosophy. Or a n inner blending with music, with that music
whose infinite faculty has been disclosed to us by the sym
phony of Haydn, of Mozart, and Beethoven .

13.

Haydn and Mozart develop dance m usic into
the modern symphony and make use of folk
song and speaking melody .

THE harmonized dance is the basis of the modern symphony.
In the symphony of Haydn the rhythmic dance melody moves
with all the blithesome fresh ness of youth : i ts entwi nements,
disseverings, and reunitings, though carried out with h ighest
contrapuntal ingenuity, yet hardly show a trace of the results
of such ingenious treatment; but rather take the character
peculiar to a dance ordained by laws of freest fantasy-so
redolent are they of the warm and actual breath of joyous
human life. To the more tempered motion of the middle
section of the symphony we see assigned by Haydn a broad
expansion of the simple song tune of the folk; in this it spreads
by laws of melos peculiar to the character of song, through
soaring graduations and "repeats" enlivened by most manifold
expression. This form of melody became the very element of
the symphony of song-abundant and song-glad Mozart. He
breathed i nto his i nstruments the passionate breath of human
voice, that voice toward which his genius bent with over
masteri ng love. In effect it was from the realm of dramatic
music, already widened by h imself to u ndreamed capability
of expression, that Mozart first entered on the symphony ; for
those few symphonic works of h is whose peculiar worth has
kept them living to this day, we owe to the creative period
when he had fully unfolded his genius as opera composer. He
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lifted up the "singing" power of i nstrumental music to such
a height that i t was now enabled not only to embrace the
m irth and i nward still content which it had learned from
Haydn, but the whole depth of endless heart's desire.

14.

Yet they fail to achieve dramatic pathos or
continuity of action-th eir works are charac
terized by a "lofty glee . "

YET t o the composer of Figaro and D o n Giovanni the frame
work of the symphonic movement offered a curb on that
mobile love of figure painting which had found such congenial
scope i n the passionately changeful situations of those
dramatic dra fts . For in the symphony of Haydn and Mozart,
dramatic pathos is completely excluded, so that the most
intricate involvements of the thematic motives i n a movement
could never be explained on the analogy of a dramatic action,
but solely by the mazes of an ideal dance, without a suspicion
of rhetorical d ialectics. Here there is no "conclusion," no
problem, no solution. Wherefore also these symphonies bear
one and all the character of lofty glee. Never are two themes
of d iametrically opposite character confronted here ; diverse
as t n ey may seem, they always supplement e ach other as the
manly and the womanly element of one whole character.

15.

Beethoven makes music express storm and
stress. But absolute music can express only
m irth or endless yearning; it lacks the deed, the
moral will. The Ninth Symphony is the re
demption of m usic into drama .

IT was Beethoven who opened up the boundless faculty of
instrumental music for expressi ng elemental storm and stress.
His power it was, that took the basic essence of the Christian's
harmony, that bottomless sea of unhedged fullness and un-
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ceasing motion, and clove i n twain the fetters of its freedom .
Harmonic melody-for so must we designate this melody
d ivorced from speech , in the disti nction from the rhyth m ic
melody of dance-was capable, though merely borne by
instrumems, of the most l i m itless expression together with the
most unfettered treatment. In long, connected tracts of sou nd,
as in larger, smaller, or even smallest fragments, it turned
beneath the Master's poet hand to vowels, syllables, and words
and phrases of a speech in which a message h itherto unheard ,
and never spoken yet, could promulgate itself. Each letter
of this speech was an infinitely soul-full element; and the
measure of the joinery of these elements w as utmost free
commensuration, such as could be exercised by none but a
tone poet who longed for the unmeasured utterance of this
unfathomed yearning.
Glad in th is unspeakable expressive language, but suffering
beneath the weight of longi ng of h is artist soul-a longing
which, in its infinity, could be only an "object" to itself, not
satisfy itself outside-the h appy-wretched, sea-glad and sea
weary mariner sought for a surer haven wherein to anchor
from the blissful storms of passionate tumult. Was h is faculty
of speech u nending-so also was the yearning wh ich i nspired
that speech with its eternal breath. How then proclaim the
end, the satisfaction, of this yearning, i n the selfsame tongue
that was naught but its expression? If the u tterance of im
measurable heart-yearning be vented in this elemental speech
of absolute tone, then the endlessness of such utterance, like
that of the yearning itself, is i ts only true necessity ; the yearn
i ng cannot fi nd contentment i n any fin ite sh u tting off of sound
-for that could only be caprice.
Now, by the definite expression which i t borrows from the
rhythmic dance melody, instrumental music m ay well portray
and bring to close a placid and self-bounded mood ; for reason
that it takes its measure from an originally outward-lying
object, namely, the motion of the body. If a tone piece yield
itself ab initio to this expression, which m ust always be
conceived as that of mirth , i n greater or i n less degree-then,
even mid the richest, most luxuriant u nfolding of the faculty
of tonal speech, it holds with i n itself the necessary grounds
of every phase of "satisfaction" ; while equaily inevitably
must this "satisfaction" be a m atter of caprice, and therefore
in truth unsatisfying, when that sure and sharp-cut mode of
utterance endeavors merely thus to term inate the storms of
endless yearning .
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The transition from the endless agitation of desire to a
mood of joyous satisfaction can necessarily take place no
otherwise than by the ascension of desire i nto an object. But,
in keeping with the character of infinite yearning, this "object"
can be none other than such an one as shows itself with
finite, physical and ethical exactitude . Absolute Music, how
ever, finds well-marked bounds dividing her from such an
object ; without indulging in the moc;t arbitrary of assumptions,
she can now and never, of her own unaided powers, bring
the physical and ethical man to disti nct and plainly recog
nizable presentment. Even in her most infinite enhancement,
she still is but emotion; she enters in the train of the ethical
deed, but not as that deed itself; she can set moods and
feelings side by side, but not evolve one mood from out
another by any dictate of her own necessity-she lacks the
moral will.
What inim itable art did Beethoven employ in his "C-mi nor
Symphony," in order to steer his ship from the ocean of
infinite yearning to the haven of fulfillment ! He was able
to raise the utterance of his music almost to a moral resolve,
but not to speak aloud that final word ; and after every onset
of the will, withou t a moral handhold, we feel tormented by
the equal possibility of falling back again to suffering, as of
being led to lasting victory. Nay, this falling-back must almost
seem to us more "necessary" than the morally u ngrou nded
triumph, wh ich therefore-not being a necessary consumma
tion, but a mere arbitrary gift of grace-has not the power to
lift us up and yield to us that eth ical satisfaction which we
demand as outcome of the yearning of the heart.
Who felt more uncontented with this victory than Beethoven
himself? Was he lief to win a second of the sort? 'Twas well
enough for the brainless herd of imitators, who from glorious
"major" -jubilation, after vanquished "minor" -tribulation, pre
pared themselves u nceasing triumphs-but not for the Master,
who was called to write upon h is works the world h istory of
music.
With reverent awe, he shu nned to cast himself afresh into
that sea of boundless and insatiate yearning. He turned his
steps toward the blithesome, life-glad men he spied encamped
on breezy meads, along the outskirt of some fragrant wood
beneath the sunny heaven ; kissing, dancing, frol icking. There
in shadow of the trees, amid the rustl ing of the leaves, beside
the tender gossip of the brook, he made a h appy pact with
Nature ; there he felt that he was man, felt all his yearning
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thrust back deep i nto h is breast before the sovereignty of
sweet and bl issful manifestation. So thankful was he toward
this manifestation that, faithfully and in frank humility, he
superscribed the separate portions of the tone work, which
he built from th is idyllic mood, with the names of those life
pictures whose contemplation had aroused it i n him : "Remini
scences of Cou ntry Life" he called the whole.
But in very deed they were only "Reminiscences"
pictures, and not the direct and physical actuality. Toward
this actuality he was impelled with all the force of the
artist's inexpugnable yearning. To give his tone shapes that
same compactness, that directly cognizable a nd physically sure
stabi lity, wh ich he had witnessed with such blessed solace in
Nature's own phenomena-th is was the soul of the joyous
i mpulse which created for us that glorious work the "Sym
phony in A-major." All tumult, all yearning and storm i ng of
the heart become here the blissful i nsolence of joy, wh ich
snatches us away with bacchanalian might and bears us
through the roomy space of N ature, through all the streams
and seas of life, shouting i n glad self-consciousness as we
tread throughout the u niverse the daring measures of this
human sphere-dance. This symphony is the A potheosis of
Dance herself : i t is Dance i n her h ighest aspect, as i t were
the loftiest deed of bodi ly motion i ncorporated in an ideal .
mold of tone. Melody and Harmony unite arou nd the sturdy
bones of Rhythm to firm and fleshy human shapes, which now
with giant limbs' agility, and now with soft, elastic pliance,
almost before our very eyes, close up the supple, teeming
ranks ; the wh i le now gently, now with daring, now serious, *
now wanton, now pensive, and aga i n exulting, the deathless
stra i n sounds forth and forth ; until, i n the last whirl of delight,
a kiss of triumph seals the last embrace .
And yet these h appy da ncers were merely sh adowed forth
* Amid the solemn-striding rhythm of the second section, a
secondary theme uplifts its wail ing, ye arn ing song; to that rhythm .
wh ich shows i t s firm-set tread throughout t h e entire piece, without
a pause, this longing me l ody cl ings l i ke the ivy to the oak, which
without its c lasping of the m ighty bole wou ld tra i l its crumpled.
straggl ing wreaths upon the soi l , in forl o rn rankness; but now,
wh ile weaving a rich trapping for the rough oak rind, it gains for
itself a su re and und isheveled outline from the stalwart figure of
the tree. How brainless l y has this deeply significant device of
Beethoven been exploited by our modem instru mental composers.
with their eternal "subsidiary theme s ! "-R. WAG N E R .
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in tones, mere sounds that imitated men ! Like a second
Prometheus who fashioned men of clay ( "th on" ) , Beethoven
had sough t to fashion them of tone. Yet not from "thon" or
tone, but from both substances togeth�r, must man, the image
of live-giving Zeus, be made . Were Prometheus' moldi ngs only
offered to the eye, so were those of Beethoven only offered
to the ear. But only wh ere eye and ear confirm each other's
sentience of h im , is th e whole artistic man at hand.
But where could Beethoven find th ose men, to whom to
stretch out hands across the element of his music? Those men
with hearts so broad that he could pour into them the m ighty
torrent of his harmonic tones? With frames so stoutly fair that
his melodic rhythms should bear them and not crush them?
-A las, from nowhere came to him the brotherly Prometheus
who could show to him these me n ! He needs must gird h is
loins about, and start to find out for h imself th e country of
the manh ood of th e fu ture.
From the shore of dance he cast h imself once more upon
that endless sea, from wh ich he had erstwh ile found a refuge
on this shore ; the sea of unallayable heart-yearning. But 'twas
in a stoutly built and giant-bolted ship that he embarked upon
the stormy voyage ; with firm-clenched fist h e grasped the
mighty helm : he knew the journey's goal , and was determined
to atta i n it. No imagi nary triumphs would he prepare him
self, nor after boldly overcome privations tack back once more
to the lazy h aven of his h ome; for he desired to measure out
the ocean's bounds, and find the land which needs must lie
beyond the waste of waters .
Thus did the Master urge h is course through u nheard-of
possibilities of absolute tone speech-not by fleetly slipping
past them, but by speaking out their utmost syllable from
the deepest chambers of h is h eart-forward to where the
mari ner begins to sound the sea depth with his plumb ; where,
above the broadly stretched-forth sh ingles of the new
continent , he touches on the heightening crests of sol id
ground ; where he has now to decide him whether he shall
face about toward the bottomless ocean, or cast h is anchor
on the new-found shore. But it was no madcap love of sea
adventure, that had spurred the Master to so far a journey ;
which might and main he willed to land on this new world,
for toward it alone had he set sail. Staunchly he threw his
anchor out ; and this anchor was th e word. Yet this word was
not that arbitrary and senseless cud which the modish si nger
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chews from side to side, as the gristle of h is vocal tone ; but
the necessary, all-powerful, and all-uniting word i nto wh ich
the fu ll torrent of the heart's emotions may pour its stream ;
the steadfast h aven for the restless wanderer ; the light that
lightens up the night of endless yearning : the word that the
redeemed world-man cries out aloud from the ful lness of the
world-heart. This was the word which Beethoven set as crown
upon the forehead of his tone creation ; and th is word was
-"Freude!" ( Rejoice ! ) With this word he cries to men :
"Breast to breast, ye mortal millions! Th is one kiss to all the
world!"-And th is word will be the language of the artwork
of the future.
The last symphony of Beethoven is the redemption of
Music from out her own peculiar element into the realm
of u niversal art. It is the human evangel of the art of the
future. Beyond it no forward step is possible ; for upon it the
perfect artwork of the future alone can follow, the u niversal
drama to wh ich Beethoven has forged for us the key.

1 6.

Three descriptive and analytic programs; the
importance of identifying the poetic subjects
of Beethoven's works

characteristic of the great compositions of Beethoven is
that they are veritable poems, i n which it is sought to bring
a real subject to representation. The obstacle to their compre
hension lies in the difficulty of finding with certainty the
subject that is represented . Beethoven was completely pos
sessed by a subject : his most significant tone pictures are
i ndebted almost solely to the individuality of the subject that
filled h im ; the consciousness of th is made it seem to h im
superfluous to indicate his subject otherwise than i n the tone
picture i tself. Just as our literary poets really address them
selves only to other literary poets, so Beethoven, i n these
works, involuntarily addressed h imself only to tone poets .
The absolute musician, that is to say, the manipulator of
absolute music, could not u nderstand Beethoven, because
th is absolute musician fastens only on the "how" and not
TH E
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the "what." The layman, o n the other hand, could but be
completely confused by these tone pictures, and at best receive
pleasure only from that which to the tone poet was merely the
material means of expression.
If no special poetic subject is expressed i n the tone speech,
it may undoubtedly pass as easily understandable ; for there
can here be no question of real u nderstanding. If, however,
the expression of the tone speech is conditioned by a poetic
subject, this speech at once becomes the most i ncompre
hensible of all, unless the poetic subject be at the same time
defined by some means of expression other than those of
absolute music.
The poetic subject of a tone piece by Beethoven is thus only
to be divined by a tone poet; for, as I remarked before,
Beethoven involuntarily appealed only to such, to those who
were of like feelings, like culture, aye, well-nigh like capa
bility with himself. Only a man like this can make these
compositions i ntelligible to the laity, and above all by making
the subject of the tone poem clear both to the executants
and to the audience, and thus making good an i nvoluntary
error in the technique of the tone poet, who omitted this
indication.
a. The "Eroica" Symphony
THIS highly significant tone poem-the Master's Third
Symphony, and the first work with which he struck h is own
peculiar path-is in many respects not so easy to understand
as its name might allow one to suppose ; and that precisely
since the title "Heroic" ( "Eroica" ) Symphony i nstinctively
misleads one into trying to see therein a series of heroic
episodes, presented in a certain historicodramatic sense by
means of pictures in tone. Whoever approaches this work
with such a notion, and expects to understand it, will find
himself at first bewildered and lastly undeceived, without
having arrived at any true enjoyment. If therefore I here
permit myself to communicate as tersely as possible the view
I have gained of the poetic contents of this tone creation, it
is in the sincere belief that to many a hearer of the forth
coming performance of the "Heroic" Symphony I may
facilitate an understanding, which he otherwise could acquire
only through frequent attendance at particularly lifelike
renderi ngs of the work.
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In the first place, the designation "heroic" is t o b e taken
in its widest sense, and in nowise to be conceived as relating
merely to a military hero . If we broadly connote by "hero"
the whole, the full-fledged man, in whom are present all the
purely human feelings--of love, of grief, of force-in their
highest fill and strength, then we shall rightly grasp the subject
which the artist lets appeal to us in the speaking accents of
his tone work. The artistic space of this work is filled with all
the varied, intercrossing feelings of a strong, a consummate
individuality, to which nothing human is a stranger, but which
includes within itself all truly human, and utters it in such a
fashion that-after frankly manifesting every noble passion
it reaches a final roundi ng of its nature, wherein the most
feeling softness is wedded with the most energetic force . The
heroic tendence of this artwork is the progress toward that
rounding off.
The First Movement embraces, as in a glowing furnace,
all the emotions of a richly gifted nature in the heyday of
unresting youth . Weal a nd woe, lief and lack, sweetness and
sadness, living and longing, riot and revel, daring, defiance,
and an ungovernable sense of self make place for one another
so d irectly, and interlace so closely that, however much we
mate each feeling with our own, we can single none of them
from out the rest, but our whole interest is given merely to
this one, this human being who shows himself brimful of
every feeling. Yet all these feelings spring from one main
faculty-and that is force. This force, immeasurably enhanced
by each emotional impression and driven to vent its overfill, is
the mainspring of the tone piece : it clinches-toward the
middle of the movement-to the violence of the destroyer,
and in i ts braggart strength we th i nk we see a wrecker of the
world before us, a titan wrestling with the gods.
This shattering force, that filled us h alf with ecstasy and
half with horror, was rushing toward a tragic crisis, whose
serious import is set before our feeling in the Second Move
ment. The tone poet clothes its proclamation in the musical
apparel of a funeral march . Emotion tamed by deep grief,
moving in solemn sorrow, tells us its tale in stirring tones : an
earnest, manly sadness goes from lamentation to thrills of
softness, to memories, to tears of love, to searchings of the
heart, to cries of transport. Out of grief there springs new
force, that fills us with a warmth sublime ; instinctively we
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seek again this force's fou ntainhead i n grief; we give our
selves to it, till sigh ing we swoon away ; but here we rouse
ourselves once more to fullest force : we will not succumb, but
endure . We battle no more against mourning, but bear it now
ourselves on the mighty billows of a man's courageous heart.
To whom were i t possible to paint i n words the endless play of
quite u nspeakable emotions, passing from grief to h ighest
exaltation, and thence agai n to softest melancholy, till they
mount at last to endless recollection? The tone poet alone
could do it, in this wondrous piece.
Force robbed of i ts destructive arrogance-by the chasten
ing of its own deep sorrow-the Th ird Movement shows i n
all i ts buoyant gaiety. Its wild u nrul i ness has shaped itself t o
fresh, t o blithe activity ; w e h ave before u s now the lovable
glad man, who paces h ale and hearty through the fields of
Nature, looks laugh ingly across the meadows, and winds h is
merry h u nting horn from woodland heights ; and what he
feels amid it all, the master tells us i n the vigorous, healthy
tints of his tone paint i ng ; he gives it lastly to the horns them
selves to say-those h orns wh ich musically express the
radiant, frolicsome, yet tenderhearted exultation of the man.
In this Third Movement the tone poet shows us the man of
feeling from the side directly opposite to that from wh ich he
showed him in its immediate predecessor : there the deeply,
stoutly sufferi ng-here the gladly, bl ithely doing man.
These two sides the Master now combines i n the Fourth
the last-Movement, to show us fi nally the m an entire,
harmoniously at one with self, in those emotions where the
memory of sorrow becomes itself the shaping force of noble
deeds. This closing section is the harvest, the lucid cou nter
part and commentary, of the first. Just as there we saw all
human feelings i n infinitely varied utterance, now permeati ng
one another, now each in haste repell i ng each : so here this
manifold variety unites to one harmonious close, embracing
all these feelings i n itself and t ak i ng on a grateful plasticity
of shape. This shape the Master b i nds at first within one
utmost simple theme, which sets i tself before us in sure
distinctness, and yet is capable of infinite development, from
gentlest delicacy to grandest strength . Around this theme ,
which we may regard as the firm-set m anly ind ividual ity, there
wind and cling all tenderer and softer feelings, from the very
onset of the movement, evolvi ng to a proclamation of the
purely womanly element; and to the m anlike principal theme
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-striding sturdily through all the tone piece-this womanly
at last reveals i tself in ever more intense, more m any-sided
sympathy, as the overwhelmi ng power of love. At the close
of the movement th is power breaks i tself a highway straight
into the heart. The restless motion pauses, and i n noble,
feeling calm this love speaks out; beginning tenderly and
softly, then waxing to the rapture of elation, it takes at
last the i nmost fortress of the man's whole heart. Here it is
that once again this heart recalls the memory of its life pang :
high swells the breast filled full by love-that breast which
harbors woe within its weal ; for woe and weal, as purely
human feeling, are one thing and the same. Once more the
heartstri ngs quiver, and tears of pure humanity well forth ; yet
from out the very quick of sadness there bursts the . jubilant
cry of force-that force which l ately wed itself to love, and
nerved wherewith th e whole, the total man now shouts to us
the avowal of his godhood.
But only i n the master's tone speech was the u nspeakable to
be proclaimed-the thing that words coul d h ere but darkly
hint at.
b. The "Coriolan" Overture

comparatively little-known work of the great tone poet
is certainly one of his most s ignificant creations, and nobody,
who has a close acquaintance with the subject of portrayal,
can hear a good performance of i t without being profoundly
moved. I therefore perm i t myself to sketch that subject as
I h ave found it expressed in the tone poet's own presentment
of it, so as to prepare, for those who feel like me, the same
sublime e njoyment as I myself h ave reaped.
Coriolanus, the man of force untamable, u nfitted for a
hypocrite's humility, banished therefore from his father city
and, with its foes for allies, combating that city to extermina
t ion ; Coriolanus, moved by mother, wife, and child, at last
abandoning vengeance, and condem ned to death by his con
federates for this treason wrought against them-this
Coriolanus I may presuppose as known to most men.
From all this great political canvas, so rich in bearings and
"relations" whose setting forth, how allowable soever to the
poet, was quite forbidden the musician-since he can express
moods, feelings, passions and their opposites, but no sort or
manner of pol i tical relations-Beethoven seized for his pre-
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sentment one unique scene, the most decisive of them all,
as though to snatch at its very focus the true, the purely
human emotional content of the whole wide-stretching stuff,
and transmit it i n the most enthralling fashion to the likewise
purely human feeling. This is the scene between Coriolanus,
his mother, and wife, in the enemy's camp before the gates of
his native city. If, without fear of any error, we may conceive
the plastic subject of all the Master's symphonic works as
representing scenes between man and woman, and if we may
find the archetype of all such scenes i n genuine dance itself,
whence the symphony in truth derived its musical form : then
we here h ave such a scene before us in u tmost possible
sublimity and thrillingness of content. The whole tone piece
might well be taken for the musical accompaniment of a
pantom imic show-only in the sense that, whereas we must
imagine the subject itself as set before the eye i n pantomime,
this accompaniment makes k nown to us the entire language
seizable by the ear.
The first few bars present us with the figure of the man
himself : gigantic force, i ndomitable sense-of-self, and pas
sionate defiance express themselves as fury, hate, revenge,
determination to destroy. It needs only the name of "Corio
lanus" to conjure up h is form before us at one stroke, to
make us feel i nstinctively the feeli ngs of his clamorous heart.
Close beside him stands the woman: mother, wife, and child.
Grace, gentleness and manner!: mild confront the headstrong
male with childlike pleas, with wifely prayers and mother's
admonition, to turn the stubborn heart from its fell purpose.
Coriolanus k nows the da nger menacing his scorn : * his
birthplace has sent out to hi m the most i nsidious of advo
cates. Upon all the sleek and crafty politicians, there at h ome,
he had felt the power to turn h is back in cold contempt ; their
embassies addressed h is political understanding, his civic
prudence : a scath ing word anent their baseness had kept them
at h is arm's length . But here the fatherland addressed h is
heart, his involuntary, his purely human Feeling; for this
assault he had no other armor-than to ward his eyes, h is
ears, against the irresistible. Thus at the pleaders' earl iest
plaint he hastily averts h is gaze, his hearing; we see the
turbulent gesture with wh ich he breaks the woman's prayer
* Trotz = "scorn" in the sense of proud, unbending defiance.
inspired by a feel ing of the justice of one's own cause .-TR.
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and shuts his eyes-yet cannot hush the sorrowful lament
that echoes after him.
In the inmost chamber of h is heart the worm of ruth
begins to gnaw the giant's scorn. But terribly this scorn
defends itself; stung by the worm's first bite, it breaks out
in fum ing angu ish ; his storm of rage, his dreadful throes,
lay bare the foaming gra ndeur of this vengeful scorn itself,
and alike the burning violence of the pain i nflicted by re
morse's tooth . Deep-moved by this appalling spectacle, we
see the woman falter and break down in sobs ; scarce dares
her plea now issue longer from her breast, racked as it is with
fellow feeling for the man's tempestuous grief. Fearsomely
the war of feeling wages to and fro : where the woman looked
for naught but rugged arrogance, she now must see in the
very force of scorn its cruelest of sufferings.
But this scorn h as now become the only life force of the
man : Coriolanus without h is vengeance, without h is annihil
ating a nger, is no more Coriolanus, and he must cease to live
if he give up his scorn. This is the bond that holds his power
of l i fe together ; the outlawed rebel , the ally of his country's
foes, can not become again what once he was : to let go his
vengeance means to cast away h is being-to forego the
annihilation of his birthplace, to annihilate h imself. He faces
the woman with the a nnouncement of this awful choice, this
only choice now left him. He cries to her : "Rome or I! For
one must fal l ! "
Here once aga in he shows h i msel f i n the full sublimeness of
his shattering ire. And here again the woman wins the power
to plead : Mercy ! Reconciliation ! Peace !-she prays h i m . Ah !
she little u nderstands h im , she ca nnot see that Peace with
Rome means his u ndoing ! Yet the woman's wailing tears h is
heart asunder ; once more he turns away, to fight the fearful
fight between h is scorn and his necessity of self-destruction.
Then with a sudden effort h e pauses in the torturing strife, and
seeks h imself the gaze of the beloved woman, to read with
agony of bliss his own death warrant i n her pleading m ien.
His bosom heaves i n presence of this sight ; all i nward storms
and struggles rush together to one great resolution ; the offer
ing of self is sealed-Peace a nd Reconci lement !
The whole force the hero heretofore had turned on the
destruction of his fatherland, the thousand swords and arrows
of his hate and u nslaked vengeance, with violent hand he
girds them to one poi nt, and-plu nges it i nto his heart. Felled
by his own death thrust, the colossus crashes down : at foot
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of the woman who besought for peace, he breathes out his
dying breath.
c.

The Ninth Symphony ( with parallel passages from the
poems of Goethe )

i t must be admitted that the essence of h igher instru
mental music consists in i ts uttering in tones a thing un
speakable in words, we believe we may distantly approach the
solution of an unachievable task by calling certai n l i nes of our
great poet Goethe to our aid ; words that, albeit standing i n no
manner of direct connection with Beethoven's work, and
in nowise exhausting the meaning of his purely . musical crea
tion, yet so sublimely express the h igher human moods at
bottom of it.

THOUGH

FIRST MOVE M E N T

The First Movement appears to be founded on a titanic
struggle of the soul, athirst for Joy, against the veto of that
hostile power which rears i tself 'twixt us and earthly happi ness.
The great chief theme, which steps before us at one stride
as if disrobing from a spectral shroud, might perhaps be
translated, without violence to the spirit of the whole tone
poem, by Goethe's words :
En thehren sollst du! So/1st ent
behren!

Go wanting, sha l t thou ! Shalt
go wanting !

Against this mighty foe we find a noble forwardness, a
manly energy of defiance, advancing in the middle of the
piece to a n open fight with its opponent, a fight i n which
we think we see two giant wrestlers ; each of whom desists
once more, invincible. In passing gleams of light we recognize
the sad-sweet smile of a h appiness that seems t o seek for us,
for whose possession we strive, but whose attainment that
archfiend withholds, overshadowing us with i ts pitch-black
wi ngs ; so even our distant glimpse of bliss is troubled, and
back we sink to gloomy brooding that can only l ift itself
again to stern resistance, new war against the j oy-devouri ng
demon. Thus force, revolt, defiance, yearning, hope, m idway
attainment, fresh loss, new quest, repeated struggle make out
the elements of ceaseless motion in this wondrous piece ;
which yet falls ever and anon to that abiding state of utter
joylessness which Goethe pictures in the words :
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Nur

mit Elllsetzen ' wach ' ich
Morgensauf,
lch mochte bittre Thriinen wei
nen ,
Den Tag zu seh n, der mir in
seinem Lauf
Nich t Einen Wunsch erfullen
wird, nich t Einen,
Der se/bst die A hn ung jeder
Lust
Mit eigensinn 'gem Krittel m in
dert,
Die Schopfrmg meiner regen
Brust
M it tausend Lebensfratzen h in
dert.
A uch m uss ich , wenn die Nach t
sich niedersenkt,
Mich iingstlich auf das Lager
strecken;
A uch da wird keine Rast ge
sch enkt,
Mich werden w ilde Triiume
schrecken.

Grim terror greets me as I wake
at morn,
With bitter tears the l ight I
shun
Of yet anothe r day whose
course forlorn
Shal l not fulfill one wish, not
one ;
A day that e'en the budd ing
thought
Of gladness with its carping
strangles,
Before whate'er my heart hath
wrought
Life's thousand mock ing figures
dangles.
And when at last the night de
scends,
I lay me on my bed in sorrow.
E'en then the day all rest for
fends :
In h ideous dreams it paints the
morrow.

At the movement's close this gloomy, joyless mood, expand
ing to colossal form, appears to span the all, in awful
majesty to take possession of a world that God had made for
-Joy .
SECOND MOVE M E N T

With the very first rhythms of this Second Movement a
wild excitement seizes us : a new world we enter, wherein we
are swept on to frenzied orgy. 'Tis as i f, in our flight from
despair, we rushed in breathless haste to snatch a new and
unknown h appiness; for the older, that erewhile lit us with its
d istant smiles, now seems to have vanished clean away.
Goethe depicts a stress not unlike this, as follows :
Von Freude sei nich t mehr die
Rede,
Dem Taumel weih ' ich m ich,
dem schmerz/ichsten Ge
nuss!
Lass in den Tiefen der Sinn
lichkeit

Nay ! speak to me no more of
joy,
To riot wi l l I plunge, to raging
pleasures.
Le t us in surfeit of the senses
slake
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Uns

gliihende Leidenschaften
stillen!
In undurchdrungenen Zauber
hiillen
Sei jedes Wunder g/eich bereit!
Stiirzen wir uns in das Rau
schen der Zeit,
In's Rol/en der Begebenheit!
Da

mag denn Schmerz und
Gen uss,
Gelingen und Verdruss,
Mit einander wechse/n , wie es
kann,
Nur rastlos bethlitigt sich der
Mann!
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The fever of passions all too
tragic ;
Unquestioning its threadbare
magic,
Each kill-care for a wonde r
take.
Come, dive into the whirling
hour,
The rushing stream of swee t
and sou r!
No matter if pleasure and pain,
I f fleeting l oss and gain ,
Change places in a moment's
span :
Unrest alone proves man is
man.

With the abrupt entry of the middle section there suddenly
opens out to us a scene of earthly jollity : a certain boisterous
bluntness seems expressed in the simple oft-repeated theme,
a naive, self-contented mirth ; and we are tempted to think of
Goethe's painting of such l owly pleasures :
Dem Volke h ier wird jeder Tag
ein Fest.
Mit wenig Witz und vie[ Be
hagen
Dreh t jeder sich im engen Zir
keltanz .

The fol k here makes each day
a feast.
With l ittle wit and much con
tentment
Each spins his narrow round
of dance .

But . we are not disposed to view this banal gaiety as the
goal of our restless quest of happiness and noble Joy ; our
gaze clouds over, and we turn from the scene to trust our
selves anew to that untiring force which spurs us on without
a pause to light upon that bliss which , ah ! we never th us
shall light on ; for once again, at the movement's close, we
are driven to that earlier scene of jollity, and now we thrust
it with impatience from us so soon as recognized.
THIRD MOVEMENT

How differently these tones address our heart! How pure,
how heavenly the strain wherewith they calm our wrath, allay
the soul's despairing anguish, and turn its turbulence to gentle
melancholy ! It is as if a memory were awakened, the memory
of purest happiness from early days :
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Sonst sturzte sich der Him
mels/iebe Kuss
A ufm ich herab, in ernster Sab
bathstille ,
Da klang so almungsvoll des
G /ockentones Fulle,
Und ein Gebet war brunstiger
Genuss.

In days long gone, e'er rained
on me the kiss
Of Heaven's love in Sabbath's
solemn quiet ;
The pealing church be l l s rang
aloud the sweetest fiat,
And prayer to me was ecstasy
of b liss.

With this memory we reach again that tender yearning
so beautifully expressed in this movement's second theme,
to which we might appropriately apply these other l ines of
Goethe's :
Ein

unbegreiflich holdes Seh
nen
Trieb m ich durch Wald und
Wiesen h inzugeh 'n,
Und unter tausend heissen
Thriinen
Fiih lt' ich m ir eine Welt ent
steh'n.

A fathom less enraptu red yearn
ing
Drove me through woods afar
from mortal eyes,
And midst a flood of teardrops
burning
I fe lt a world around me rise.

It appears as the yearning of love, and in turn is answered
by that hope-inspiring, soothing first theme-this time in a
somewhat livelier dress ; so that with the second theme's return
it seems to us that Love and Hope came arm-in-arm to wield
their whole persuasive force upon our troubled spirit :
Was sucht ihr, miichtig und
gelind,
lhr Himmelstone, mich am
Staube?
Kling/ dort umher, wo weiche
Menschen sind.

Why seek me out, ye tones
from Heaven,
Why shower your potent b less
ings on the dust?
Go sound where men are made
of softer metal.

Thus the still-quivering heart appears to waive aside their
sol ace : but their gentle might is stronger than our already
yielding pride ; conquered, we throw ourselves into the arms
of these sweet messengers of purest happiness :
0 toner fort,

ihr sussen Him
melslieder,
D ie Thriine quillt, die Erde hat
m ich wieder.

Sound on, thou soothing-swee t
ange l ic strain :
My tears find vent, earth wel
comes me again.

Ay, the wounded heart is healing; it plucks u p strength ,
and mans itsel f to high resolve-as we gather from the well
nigh triumphal passage toward the movement's close. This
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exaltation is not yet free from all reaction of the outlived
storm ; but each recurrence of our former grief is met at once
by fresh exertion of that grac ious spell, till finally the lightning
ceases, the routed tempest rol ls away.
FOURTH MOVE MENT

The transition from the Third to the Fourth Movement
which begins as with a shriek of horror-we again may
fairly characterize by Goethe's words :
A ber ach! schon fuhl' ich bei
dem besten Willen
Befriedigung noc:/1 nicht aus
dem Busen quillen!
Welch ' holder Wah n,-doch
ach , ein Wahnen nur!
Wo fass' ich dich , unendliche
Natur?
Euch Briiste, wo? Ihr Quellen
alles Lebens,
A n denen Himmel sow ie Erde
hangt,
Dah in die welke Brust sich
drangt.lhr que/It, ihr trankt, und
schmach t' ich so vergebens?

Ah me ! howe'er I hold my
spirit w i l l ing,
I fee l no balm from out my
bosom ri l l ing.
A beauteous dream-but, ah,
the cheat of sight!
Where seize I thee, 0 Nature
infinite ?
Y e milky paps, y e founts o f all
l i fe's main,
To you both earth and he aven
cl ing
To cool the ir parching at your
spring.
Ye we ll, ye drench, and I must
thirst in vain ?

With this opening o f t h e l ast movement Beethoven's music
takes on a more definitely speaking character : it quits the
mold of purely instrumental music, observed in all the three
preceding movements, the mode of infinite, i ndefinite expres
sion ; the musical poem is urging toward a crisis, a crisis to
be voiced only in h uman speech. It is wonderful how the
Master makes the arrival of man's voice and tongue a positive
necessity, by this awe-inspirin g recitative of the bass strings;
almost breaking the bounds of absolute music already, it stems
the tumult of the other instruments with its virile eloquence,
insisting on decision, and passes at last into a songlike theme
whose simple, stately flow pears with it, one by one, the other
instruments, until it swells into a mighty flood. This seems
to be the ultimate attempt to phrase by instrumental means
alone a stable, sure, unruffled joy : but the rebel rout appears
incapable of that restrict ion ; like a raging sea it heaps its
waves, sinks back, and once again, yet louder than before,
the wild chaotic yell of unslaked passion storms our ear. Then
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a human voice , with the clear, sure utterance of articulate
words, confronts the din of instruments ; and we know not
at which to wonder most, the boldness of the inspiration , or
the naivete of the Master who lets that voice address the
instruments as follows :
lhr Freunde, nicht diese
Tone! Sondern lasst uns an
genehmere
anstimmen
und
freudenvollere!

No, friends, not tones like
these ! But let us sing a strain
more cheerful and agreeable ! *

With these words l ight breaks o n chaos ; a sure and definite
mode of utterance is won, in which, supported by the con
quered element of instrumental music, we now may hear
expressed with clearness what boon it is the agonizing quest
of Joy shall find as highest, lasting h appiness :
Freude, schoner Gotterfunken,
Toch ter aus Elysium,
Wir betreten Feuertrunken,
Himm lische,
dein
Heilig
th urn.
Deine Zauber binden wieder,
Was die Mode streng getheilt,
A ile Menschen werden Bruder,
Wo dein sanfter FIUgel weilt.
Wem der grosse Wurf gelun
gen,
Eines Freundes Freund zu
sein,
Wer ein holdes Weib errungen,

Joy, thou fai rest of immortals,
Daughter of Elysium,
Fired by thee we pass the por
tals
Le ading to thy halidom.
Thy dear spe l l rebinds together
What the mode had dared
divide;
M an in man regains his brother
Where thy fost'ring wings
abide.
Who the joy hath learned to
gain him
Friend of his to be his friend ;
Who a loving wife hath ta'en
him,

* It is not the meaning of the word that real ly takes us with this
entry of the human voice, but the human character of that voice.
Neither is it the thought expressed in Schiller's verses that occu
pies our minds thereafter, but the familiar sound of the choral
chant; in which we ourselves feel bidden to join and thus take
part in an ideal divine service, as the congregation really did at
entry of the chorale in Johann Sebastian Bach's great passions.
In fact, i t is obvious, especial ly with the chief-melody proper, that
Schil l er's words have been built in perforce and with no great
skil l ; for this melody had first unrolled its breadth before us as an
entity per se, entrusted to the instruments alone, and there had
thril led us with the nameless joy of a paradise regained.-R.

WAGNER.
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Mische seinen lube/ ein!
Ja,-wer ouch nur Eine Seele
Sein nennt auf dem Erden
rund!
Und wer's nie gekonnt', der
stehle
Weinend sich aus diesem
Bund!
Freude trinken aile Wesen
A n den Briisten der Natur;
A ile G uten, aile Biisen
Folgen ihrer Rosenspur!
Kiisse gab sie uns und Reben,
Einen Freund, gepriift im
Tod!
Wo/lust ward dem Wurm ge
geben,
Und der Cherub ste/1 1 vor
Gott!-
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Gl adsome cry to ours shall
lend !
Yea-who but can claim one
being
For his own on all earth's
strand.
He who dares not, let him flee
ing
Slink with sobs from out our
band.
J oy is dew'd on all creation
From great Nature's mother
bre ast,
Good and bad in ev'ry nation
Cull her roses, east and west.
Wine and k isses hath she given,
One prov'd friend where
death erst trod ;
E'en the worm to joy is thriven,
And the Cherub stands 'fore
God.

Warlike sounds dr aw nigh : we believe we see a troop of
striplings march ing past , their blithe heroic mood expressed
in the words :
Froh , wie seine Sonnen fliegen
Durclz des Himmels priich 
t'gen Plan,
Laufet, Bruder, eure Balm ,
Freudig, wie ein Held zum Sie
gen.

G lad as there his suns are lead
ing
Swift the ir course through
fie lds of blue,
Onward brothers stout and
true,
Hero-like to vict'ry speeding.

This leads to a brilliant contest, expressed by i nstruments
alone : we see the youths rush valiantly into the fight , whose
victor's spoil is Joy ; and once again we feel impelled to quote
from Goethe :
Nur der verdient sich Freiheit
wie das Leben,
Der tiiglich sie erobern m uss.

B u t he may claim his due in
life and freedom,
Who battles for it day by
day.

The battle, whose issue we never had doubted, is now
fought out ; the labors of the day are crowned with the smile
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of Joy, of Joy that shouts in consciousness of happiness
ach ieved anew :
Freude, sch oner Gotterfunken,
Toe/I ter aus Elysium,
Wir betreten Feuertrunken,
Himm lische.
dein
Heilig
thurn .
Deine Zauber binden wieder
Was die Mode streng getheilt,
A ile Menschen werden Bruder,
Wo dein sanfter Fliigel weilt.

Joy, thou fairest of immortals,
Daughter of Elysium,
Fired by thee we pass the por
tals
Lead ing to thy halidom.
Thy blest magic binds together
What the mode had dared
d ivide ;
M an in man regains his brother
Where thy fost'ring wings
abide.

In the transport of Joy a vow of universal brotherhood
leaps from the overflowing breast ; uplifted in spirit, we turn
from embracing the whole human race to the great Creator
of nature, whose beatific Being we consciously attest-ay,
in a moment of sublimest ecstasy, we dream we see between
the cloven skies :
' Hand to hand, earth's happy
m i l l ions !
Diesen Kuss der gam:en Welt!
To the world this kiss be
sent!
Bruder, uber'm Sternenzelt
B rothe rs, o'er heav'n's starry
tent
Muss ein Iieber Vater woh nen!
Sure our Father dwel l s 'mid
billions.
lhr sturzt nieder, Millionen?
To your knees, ye countless
billions
A hnest due den Schopfer,
Knowest thy Creator, world?

Seid umsch lunge n , Millionen!

Welt?
Such ' ihn iiber'm Sternenzelt!
Vber Sternen m uss -er wohnen!

Seek him where heav'n's tent
is fu rl'd,
Throned among his starry bil
l ions.

And now i t is as if a revelation had confirmed us in the
blest belief that every h uman soul is made for Joy . With all
the force of strong conviction we cry to one another :
Seid umschlunge n , Millionen!
Diesen Kuss der ganzen Welt!

Hand to hand, earth's happy
m i l lions!
This fond kiss to al l the
world !
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and :
Freude, schoner (j.otterfunken,
Toch ter aus Elysium,
Wir betreten feuertrunken,
Himm lische ,
thurn.

dein

Heilig

Joy, thou fai rest of immortals,
Daughter of Elysi um,
Fired by thee we pass the por
tals
Leading to thy halidom.

With God to consecrate our universal love, we now dare
taste the purest joy. Not merely in the throes of awe, but
gladdened by a bl issful truth revealed to us, we now may
answer the question :
lhr sturzt nieder, Millionen?
A h nest du
Weh?

den

Schopfer,

To you r knees, ye favor'd m i l 
l ions?
Knowest thy Creator, world?

with :
Such ' ih n uber'm Sternenzelt!
Briider, uber'm Sternenzelt
Muss ein Iieber Vater wohnen!

Seek him where the stars are
strewn !
Brothers, o'er the starry
dome
Surely dwel l s a loving Father !

I n intimate possession o f our granted happiness, o f child
hood's buoyancy regained, we give ourselves henceforth to
its enj oyment. Ah ! we h ave been regiven innocence of heart,
and softly outspreads its wings of blessing o'er our heads :
Freude, Toch ter aus Elysium,
Deine Zauber binden wieder
Was die Mode streng gethei/t,
A ile Menschen werden Bruder,
Wo dein sanfter F/Ugel wei/t.

J oy, thou daughter of Elysium !
Thy sweet spe l l rebinds to
gether
What the Mode had dared
divide ;
M an in man regains his brother
Where thy fost'ring wings
ab ide .

To the gentle h appi ness of J oy succeeds its jubilation
we clasp the whole world to our breast ; shouts and laughter
fill the air, l ike thunder from the clouds, the roaring of the
sea ; whose everlasting tides and healing shocks lends life to
earth, and keep life sweet for the joy of man to whom God
gave the earth as home of h appiness :
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Seid umschlungen, Millionen!
Diesen Kuss der ganzefll Welt!
Bruder, iiber'm Sternenzelt
Muss ein Iieber Vater woh nen!
Freude! Freude, schoner Got
terfunken!

Hand to hand, ye countless
millions!
T o the world this kiss be
sent!
Brothers, o'er the starry tent
Our Father dwells 'mid joyful
billions.
Joy, blest joy! thou brightest
spark of godhood !

PART I V

The Artwork of the Future

1.

Music and reality, Schopenhauer's theory ex
tended by Wagner

IT was Schopenhauer who first defined the position of music
among the fine arts with philosophic clearness, ascribing to
it a totally different nature from that of either plastic or
poetic art. He starts from wonder at music's speaking a
language immediately intelligible by everyone, since it needs
no whit of intermediation through abstract concepts; which
completely distinguishes it from poetry, in the first place,
whose sole material consists of concepts, employed by it to
visualize the idea. For according to this philosopher's so
luminous definition, it is the ideas of the world and of its
essential phenomena, in the sense of Pl ato, that constitute the
"object" of the fine arts ; whereas, however, the poet interprets
these ideas to the visual consciousness through an employment
of strictly rationalistic concepts in a manner quite peculiar to
his art, Schopenhauer bel ieves he must recognize in m usic
itself an idea of the world, since he who could entirely trans
late it into abstract concepts would have found withal a
philosophy to expl ain the world itsel f.
Though Schopenhauer propounds this theory of music as
a paradox, since it cannot strictly be set forth in logical
terms, he also furnishes us with the only serviceable material
for a further demonstration of the justice of his profound
hypothesis ; a demonstration which he himsel f did not pursue
more closely, perhaps for simple reason that as l ayman he
was not conversant enough with music, and moreover was
unable to base his knowledge thereof sufficiently definitely
on an understanding of the very musician whose works h ave
first laid open to the world that deepest mystery of music :
Beethoven.
In making use of this m aterial supplied us by the philos
opher, I fancy I shall do best to begin with a remark in wh ich
Schopenhauer declines to accept the idea derived from a
knowledge of "relations" as the essence of the thing-in-itsel f,
but regards it merely as expressing the objective character of
things, and therefore as still concerned with their phenomenal
appearance . "And we should not understand this character
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itsel f"-so Schopenhauer goes on to say-"were not the inner
essence of things confessed to us elsewise, dimly at least and
in our feeling. For that essence cannot be gathered from the
ideas, nor understood through any mere objective knowledge ;
wherefore it would ever remain a mystery, had we not access
to it from quite another side. Only inasmuch as every observer
[ literally, knower, or perceiver ] is an individual withal, and
thereby part of nature, stands there open to him in his own
self-consciousness the adit to nature's innermost ; and there
forthwith, and most immediately, it makes itself known to
him as will."
I f we couple with this what Schopenhauer postulates as
the condition for entry of an idea into our consciousness,
namely, "a temporary preponderance of intellect over will,
or to put it physiologically, a strong excitation of the sensory
faculty of the brain without the smallest excitation of the
passions or desires," we h ave only further to pay close heed
to the elucidation which directly follows it, namely, that our
consciousness has two sides : in part it is a consciousness of
one's own self, which is the wil l ; in part a consciousness of
other things, and chiefly then a visual knowledge of the
outer world, the apprehension of objects. "The more the
one side of the aggregate consciousness comes to the front,
the more does the other retreat."
After well weighing these extracts from Schopenhauer's
principal work, it must be obvious to us that musical con
ception, as it has nothing in common with the seizure of an
idea ( for the latter is absolutely bound to physical perception
of the world ) , c an have its origin nowhere but upon that side
of consciousness which Schopenhauer defines as facing in
ward . Though this side may temporarily retire completely,
to make way for entry of the purely apprehending "subject"
on its function ( that is, the seizure of ideas ) , on the other
hand it transpires that only from this inward-facing side of
consciousness can the i ntellect derive its ability to seize the
character of th ings. If th is consciousness, however, is the
consciousness of one's own self, that is, of the will, we must
take it that its repression is indispensable indeed for purity
of the outward-facing consciousness, but that the nature of
the thing-in-itself-inconceivable by that physical [ or "visual" ]
mode of knowledge-would be revealed to this inward-facing
consciousness only when it had attained the faculty of seeing
within as clearly as th at other side of consciousness is able
in its seizure of ideas to see without.
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For a further pursuit of this path, Schopenhauer has also
given us the best of guides, through his profound hypothesis
concerning the physiologic phenomenon of clairvoyance, and
the dream theory he has based thereon . For as in that
phenomenon the inward-facing consciousness attains the ac
tual power of sight where our waking daylight consciousness
feels nothing but a vague impression of the midnight back
ground of our will 's emotions, so from out this night tone
bursts upon the world of waking, a direct utterance of the
will. As dreams must have brought to everyone's experience,
beside the world envisaged by the functions of the waking
brain there dwells a second, distinct as is itself, no less a
world displayed to vision ; since this second world can in no
case be an object lying outside us, it therefore must be brought
to our cognizance by an in ward function of the brain; and this
form of the brain's perception Schopenh auer here calls the
dream organ .
Now, a no less positive experience is this : besides the
world that presents itsel f to sight, in waking as in dreams,
we are conscious of the existence of a second world, per
ceptible only through the ear, manifesting itself through
sound ; literally a sound world beside the light world, a world
of which we may say that it bears the same relation to the
visible world as dreaming to waking : for it is quite as plain to
us as is the other, though we must recognize it as being entirely
different . As the world of dreams can come to vision only
through a special operation of the brain, so music enters our
consciousness through a kindred operation ; only, the latter
differs exactly as much from the operation consequent on
sigh t, as . that dream organ from the function of the waking
brain under the stimulus of outer impressions.
As the dream organ cannot be roused into action by outer
impressions, against which the brain is now fast locked, this
must take place through happen ings in the inner organism
that our waking consciousness merely feels as vague sensa
tions. But it is th is inner life through which we are directly
allied with the whole of nature, and thus are brought into
a relation with the essence of things that eludes the forms of
outer knowledge, time and space ; whereby Schopenhauer so
convincingly explains the genesis of prophetic or telepathic,
fatidical dreams, ay, in rare and extreme cases the occurrence
of somnambuli stic clairvoyance. From the most terri fying of
such dreams we wake with a scream, the immediate expression
of the anguished will, which thus makes definite entrance into
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the sound world first of all, to manifest itself without. Now,
if we take the scream in all the diminutions of its vehemence,
down to the gentler cry of longing, as the root element of
every human message to the ear ; and if we cannot but find
in it the most immediate utterance of the will, through which
the latter turns the swiftest and the surest toward without,
then we have less cause to wonder at its immediate intelligi
bility than at an art arising from thi s element : for it is evident,
upon the other hand, that neither artistic beholding nor artistic
fashioning can result from aught but a diversion of the con
sciousness from the agitations of the will.
To explain this wonder, let us first recall our philosopher's
profound remark, adduced above, that we should never u nder
stand even the ideas that by their very nature are only seizable
through will-freed, that is, objective contemplation, had we
not another approach to the essence-of-things which l ies
beneath them, namely, our direct consciousness of our own
self. By this consciousness alone are we enabled to understand
withal the inner nature of things outside us, inasmuch as we
recognize in them the selfsame basic essence that our self
consciousness declares to be our very own. Our each illusion
hereanent had sprung from the mere sigh t of a world around
us, a world that in the show of daylight we took for something
quite apart from us : • first through ( intellectual ) perception
of the ideas, and thus upon a circuitous path, do we reach
an initial stage of undeception, in which we no longer see
things parceled off in time and space, but apprehend their
generic character ; and this character speaks out the plainest to
us from the works of plastic art, whose true province it
therefore is to take the illusive surface of the light-shown
world and, in virtue of a most ingenious playing with that
sembl ance, l ay bare the idea concealed beneath.
In daily life the mere sight of an object leaves us cold and
unconcerned, and only when we become aware of that object's
bearings on our will does it cal l forth an emotion ; in har
mony wherewith it very properly ranks as the first aesthetic
principle of plastic art , that its imagings shall entirely avoid
such references to our individual will, and prepare for our
sight that calm which alone makes possible a pure beholding
of the object according to its own character. Yet the effector
• Cf. "In lichten Tages Schein, wie war Isolde mein?" and in
fact the whole love scene in Tristan und Isolde, Act 11 .-Tr.
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of this aesthetic, will-freed contemplation, into which we
momentarily plunge, here remains nothing but the show of
things. And it is this principle of tranquilization by sheer
pleasure in the semblance, that has been extended from
plastic art to all the arts, and made a postulate for every
manner of aesthetic pleasing. Whence, too, has come our term
for beauty ( Schonheit ) ; the root of which word in our
German language is plainly connected with show ( Schein ) as
object, with seeing ( Schauen ) as subject.
But that consciousness which alone enabled us to grasp
the idea transmitted by the show we looked on must feel
compelled at l ast to cry with Faust : "A spectacle superb !
But still, alas! a spectacle. Where seize I thee, 0 Nature
infinite?"
This cry is answered in the most positive manner by
music. Here the world outside us speaks to us in terms in
telligible beyond compare, since its sounding message to
our ear i s · of the selfsame nature as the cry sent forth to it
from the depths of our own inner heart. The object of the
tone perceived is brought into immediate rapport with the
subject of the tone emitted : without any reasoning go
between we understand the cry for help, the wail, the shout
of joy, and straightway answer it in its own tongue. If the
scream , the moan, the murmured happiness in our own mouth
is the most direct utterance of the will's emotion, so when
brou_ght us by our ear we understand it past denial as utter
ance of the same emotion ; no illusion is possible here, as in
the daylight show, to make us deem the essence of the world
outside us not wholly identical with our own ; and thus that
gulf which seems to sight is closed forthwith .
Now, if we see an art arise from this immediate con
sciousness of the oneness of our inner essence with that of
the outer world, our most obvious inference is that this art
must be subject to aesthetic laws quite distinct from those
of every other. All aesthetes hitherto have rebelled against
the notion of deducing a veritable art from what appe ars to
them a purely pathologic element, and have consequently
refused to music any recognition until its products show
themselves in a light as cold as that peculiar to the fashionings
of plastic art. Yet that its very rudiment is felt, not seen, by
our deepest consciousness as a world's idea, we have learned
to recognize forthwith through Schopenhauer's eventful aid ,
and we understand that idea as a direct revelation of the
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oneness of the will ; starting with the oneness of all human
being, our consciousness is thereby shown beyond dispute our
unity with nature, whom equally we recognize through sound.
Difficult as is the task of eliciting m usic's nature as an art,
we believe we may best accompl ish it by considering the
inspired musician's modus operandi. In many respects this
must radically differ from that of other artists. As to the latter,
we have had to acknowledge that it must be preceded by a
will-freed, pure beholding of the object, an act of like nature
with the effect to be produced by the artwork itself in the
mind of the spectator. Such an object, however, to be raised
to an idea by means of pure beholding, does not present itsel f
to the musician at all ; for his music is itsel f a world's-idea,
an idea in which the world immediately displays its essence ,
whereas in those other arts this essence has to pass through
the medium of the understanding before it can become dis
pl ayed. We can but take it that the individual will, silenced
in the plast ic artist through pure beholdi ng, awakes in the
musician as the u niversal will, and-above and beyond all
power of vision-now recognizes i tsel f as such in full self
consciousness. Hence the great difference in the mental state
of the concipient musician and the designing artist; hence
the radically diverse effects of music and of painting : here
profoundest stilling, there utmost excitation of the will . In
other words we here have the will in the individual as such ,
the will imprisoned by the fancy of its difference from the
essence of things outside, and unable to lift itself above its
barriers save in the purely disinterested beholding of objects;
whilst there, in the musician's case, the will feels one forth
with, above all bounds of individual ity : for hearing has
opened it the gate through which the world thrusts home to
it, it to the world.
This prodigious breaking down the floodgates of appearance
must necessarily call forth i n the inspired musician a state
of ecstasy wherewith no other can compare : in it the will
perceives itself the almighty will of all things : it has not
mutely to yield place to contemplation, but proclaims itsel f
aloud as conscious world idea . One state surpasses h is, and
one alone-the saint's, and chiefly through its permanence
and imperturbabil ity ; whereas the clairvoyant ecstasy of the
musician has to alternate with a perpetually recurrent state
of individual consciousness, wh ich we must account the more
distressful, the higher has h is inspiration carried him above
all bounds of indiv iduality. And this suffering again, allotted
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him as penalty for the state of inspiration in which he so
unutterably entrances us, might make us hold the musician
in higher reverence than other artists, ay, well-nigh give him
claim to rank as holy . For his art, in truth, compares with
the communion of all the other arts as religion with the
Ch urch .
We have seen that in the other arts the will is longing
to become pure knowledge, but that this is possible only in
so far as i t stays stock-stili in its deepest inner chamber : 'tis
as if it were awaiting tidings of redemption from there outside ;
content they it not, it sets itself in that state of clairvoyance ;
and here, beyond the bounds of time and space, it knows
itsel f the world's both one and all . What it here has seen, no
tongue can impart : as the dream of deepest sleep can be con
veyed to the waking consciousness only through translation
into the langu age of a second, an allegoric dream which
immediately j)recedes our wakening, so for the direct vision
of its sel f the will creates a second organ of transmission
an organ whose one side faces toward that inner vision whilst
the other thrusts into the reappearing outer world with the
sole direct and sympathetic message, that of tone. The will
cries out; and in the countercry it knows itsel f once more :
thus cry and countercry become for it a comforting, at l ast
an entrancing play with its own sel f.
Sleepless one night in Venice, I stepped upon the balcony
of my window overlooking the Grand Canal : like a deep
dream the fairy city of l agoons lay stretched in shade before
me. From out of the breathless silence rose the strident cry
of a gondolier just woken on his bark ; again and again his
voice went forth into the night, till from the remotest distance
its fellow cry came answering down the midnight length of
the Canal : I recognized the drear mel odic phrase to which
the well-known lines of Tasso were also wedded in his day,
but which in itsel f is certainly as old as Venice's canals and
people. After many a solemn pause the ringing dialogue took
quicker life, and seemed at last to melt in unison ; till finally
the sounds from far and near died softly back to new-won
slumber. Whate'er could sun-steeped , color-swarmi ng Venice
of the daylight tell me of itsel f, that that sounding dream of
night had not brought infinitely deeper, closer, to my con
sciousness?
Another time I wandered through the lofty sol itude of an
upland vale in Uri. In broad daylight from a hanging pasture
l and came shouting the shrill yodel of a cowherd, sent forth
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across the broadening valley ; from the other side anon there
answered it, athwart the monstrous silence, a like exultant
herd cal l : the echo of the toweri ng mountain walls here
mingled i n ; the brood ing valley leaped into the merry lists of
sound . So wakes the child from the night of the mother womb,
and answer it the mother's croon ing kisses; so understands the
yearning youth the woodbird's mate call, so speaks to the
musing man the moan of beasts, the whistling wind, the
howl ing hurricane, till over him there comes that dreamlike ·
state i n which the ear reveals t o him the inmost essence of
all his eye had held suspended in the cheat of scattered show,
and tells him that his inmost being is one therewith, that only
in th is wise can the essence of th ings without be learned in
truth .
The dreamlike nature of the state into which we thus are
plunged through sympathetic hearing-and wherein there
dawns on us that other world, that world from whence the
musician speaks to us-we recogn ize at once from an experi
ence at the door of every man : namely, that our eyesight is
paralyzed to such a degree by the effect of music upon us,
that with eyes wide open we no longer intensively see. We
experience this in every concert room while listening to any
tone piece that really touches us, where the most hideous
and distract ing things are passing before our eye, things that
assuredly would qu ite divert us from the music, and even
move us to laughter, if we actively saw them ; I mean, besides
the highly trivial aspect of the audience itself, the mechanical
movements of the band, the whole peculiar working apparatus
of an orchestral production. That this spectacle-which pre
occupies the man untouched by the music-at l ast ceases to
disturb the spellbound listener, plainly shows us that we no
longer are really conscious of it, but, for all our open eyes,
have fallen into a state essentially akin to that of hypnotic
clairvoyance. And in truth it is in this state alone that we
immediately belong to the musician's world. From out that
world, which nothing el se can picture, the musician casts the
meshwork of his tones to net us, so to speak ; or, with his
wonder-drops of sound he dews our brain as if by magic,
and robs it of the power of seeing aught save our own inner
world.

2.

Beethoven 's symphonies reveal another world,
whose logic is the logic of feeling .

IN Beethoven's symphonies instruments speak a language
whereof the world at no previous time had any knowledge :
for here, with a hitherto unknown persistence, the purely
musical expression enchains the hearer in an inconceivably
varied mesh of nuances ; rouses his inmost being to a degree
unreachable by any other art ; and in all its changefulness
reveals an ordering principle so free and bold that we can but
deem it more forcible than any logic, yet without the laws
of logic entering into i t in the slightest-nay, rather, the
reasoning march of thought, with its track of causes and
effects, here finds no sort of foothold. So that this symphony
must positively appear to us a revelation from another world;
and in truth it opens out a scheme of the world's phenomena
quite different from the ordinary logical scheme, and whereof
one foremost thing is undeniable-th at it thrusts home with
the most overwhelming conviction, and guides our feeling
with such a sureness that the logic-mongering reason is com
pletely routed and disarmed thereby.

3.

Poetry will combine with music in drama which
also obeys the logic of feeling.

will lightly find the path hereto, and perceive her
final ascension into music to be her own, her inmost longing,
so soon as she grows aware of a need in music, hersel f, which
poetry alone can still. To explain this need, let us first attest
that ineradicable attribute of all human apperception which
spurs it to find out the laws of causality, and in presence of
every impressive phenomenon to ask itself instinctively the
question "Why?" Even the hearing of a symphonic tone
piece does not entirely silence th is question ; rather, since it
PoETRY
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cannot give the answer, it brings the hearer's inductive faculty
into a confusion which not only is liable to disquiet him, but
also becomes the ground of a totally false j udgment. To
answer this disturbing, and yet so irrem issible question, so
that i n a manner of speaking it is circumvented from the first,
can only be th e poet's work. But it can succeed in the hands
.
of none but that poet who is fully alive to music's tendence
and exhaustible faculty of expression, and therefore drafts
his poem in such a fashion th at it may penetrate the finest
fibers of the musical tissue, and the spoken thought entirely
dissolve into the feeling. Obviously, no other form of poetry
can help us here, save that in which the poet no longer de
scribes, but brings his subject i nto actual and convincing
representment to the senses ; and this sole form is drama.
Drama, at the moment of its actual scenic representation,
arouses in the beholder such an intimate and instant interest
in an action borrowed faithfully from l i fe itself, at least in
its possibilities, that man's sympathetic feeling already passes
into that ecstatic state where it clean forgets the fateful ques
ion "Why?" and willingly yields itself, in utmost excitation,
to the guidance of those new l aws whereby music makes
hersel f so wondrously intelligible and-i n a profounder sense
-supplies withal the only fitting answer to that "Why?"

4.

Essence of drama is knowing through feeling.

ON LY in the most perfect artwork therefore, in the drama,
can the insight of the experienced one impart itself with full
success ; and for the very reason that, through employment of
every artistic expressional faculty of man , the poet's aim is in
drama the most completely carried from the understanding to
the feeling-to wit, is artistically imparted to the feel ing's most
directly receptive organs, the senses . The drama, as the most
perfect artwork, differs from all other forms of poetry in j ust
this-that in it the aim is lifted into utmost imperceptibility by
its en tire realization. In drama, wherever the aim, that is, the
intellectual will, stays still observable, there the impression is
also a chilling one ; for where we see the poet still w ill ing, we
feel that as yet he can not. The poet's can-ning, however, is
-
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the comple te ascension of the aim into the artwork, the emo
tionalizing of the intellect. His aim he can reach only by physi
cally presenting to p ur ey�s the things of life in their fullest
spontaneity ; and thus, by vindicating life itself out of the
mouth of its own necessity ; for the feeling, to which he ad
dresses himself, can understand this necessity alone.
I n presence of the dramatic artwork, nothing should remain
for the combining intellect to search for. Everything in it must
come to an issue sufficient to set our feeling at rest thereon ;
for in the setting at rest of this feeling resides the repose itself,
which brings us an instinctive understanding of life. In the
drama we must become knowers through the feeling. The
understanding tells us, "So is it," only when the feeling has
told us, "So must it be. " Only through itself, however, does
this feeling become intelligible to itself: it understands no
language other than its own. Things which can be explained
to us only by the infinite accommodations of the understanding
embarrass and confound the feeling. In drama, therefore, an
action can be explained only when it is completely vindicated
by the feeling ; and it thus is the dramatic poet's task, not to
invent actions, but to make an action so intelligible through its
emotional necessity that we may altogether dispense with the
intellect's assistance in its vindication . The poet therefore has
to make his main scope the choice of the action-which he
must so choose that, alike in its character as in its compass, it
makes possible to him its entire vindication from out the feel
ing; for in this vindication alone, resides the reaching of his
aim.
An action which can be explained only on grounds of his
toric rel ations, unbased upon the present ; an action which can
be vindicated only from the standpoint of the state, or under
stood alone by taking count of religious dogmas stamped upon
it from without-not sprung from common views within
such an action, as we have seen, is representable only to the
understanding, not to the feeling. At its most successful, this
was to be effected through narration and description, through
appeal to the intellect's imaginative force ; not through direct
presentment to the feel ing and its definitely seizing organs, the
senses : for we saw that those senses were positively unable to
take in the full extent of such an action , that in it there lay a
mass of relations beyond all possibility of bringing to physical
view and bound to be relegated, for their comprehension, to
the combining organ of thought. In a politicohistorical drall)a,
therefore, it became the poet's business eventually to give out
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his aim quite nakedly-as such : the whole drama stayed un
i ntelligible and unimpressive, if this aim, in the form of a hu
man "moral, " did not at last quite visibly emerge from amid
the desert waste of pragmatic motives, employed for sheer
description's sake . In the course of such a piece, one asked
oneself insti nctively : "What is the poet trying to tell us?"
Now, an action which is to justify itself before and through
the feeling, busies itself with no moral; its whole moral con
sists precisely in its justification by the instinctive human feel
ing. It is a goal to itself, in so far as it h as to be vindicated
only and precisely by the feeling out of which it springs.
Wherefore this action can be such a one only as proceeds
from relations the truest , that is, the most seizable by the feel
ing, the nighest to human emotions, and thus the simplest
'
from relations such · as can spring only from a human society
i ntrinsically at one with itsel f, uninfluenced by inessential no
tions and non present grounds of right : a society belonging to
itself alone, and not to any past.
However, no action of life stands solitary and apart : it has
always some sort of correlation with the actions of other men ;
through which it is conditioned alike as by the individual feel
ings of its transactor himself. The weakest correlation is that
of mere petty, insignificant actions; which require for their ex
planation less the strength of a necessary feeling than the way
wardness of whim. But the greater and more decisive an action
is, and the more it can be explained only from the strength of
a necessary feeling : in so much the more definite and wider a
connection does it also stand with the actions of others. A
great action, one which the most demonstratively and exhaus
tively displays the nature of man along any one particular line,
issues only from the shock of manifold and mighty opposites.
But for us to be able rightly to judge these opposites them
selves, and to fathom their actions by the individual feeli ngs of
the transactors, a great action must be represented in a wide
circle of relations ; for only in such a circle is it to be under
stood. The poet's chief and especial task will thus consist in
this : that at the very outset he shall fix his eye on such a
circle, shall completely gauge its compass, shall scrutinize each
detail of the relations contained therein, with heed both to its
own measure and to its bearing on the main action ; this done,
that he then shall make the measure of his understanding of
these things the measure of their understandableness as a work
of art, by drawing in this ample circle toward its central point,
and thus condensing it into the periphery wh ich gives an un-
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derstanding of the central hero. This condensation is the work
proper to the poetizing intellect ; and this intellect is the center
and the summit of the whole man, who from thence divides
himself into the receiver and the imparter.
As an object is seized in the first place by the outward
turned instinctive feeling, and next is brought to the imagina
tion , as the earliest function of the brain : so the understanding,
which is nothing else but the imaginative force as regulated by
the actual measure of the object, has to advance in turn
through the imagination to the instinctive feeling-in order to
impart what it now has recognized. In the understanding ob
jects mirror themselves as what they actually are ; but this
mirrored actuality is, after all , a mere thing of thought : to
impart this though t-out actuality, the understanding must dis
play it to the feeling in an image akin to what the feeling had
originally brought to it ; and this image is the work of fantasy .
Only through the fantasy can the understanding have com
merce with the feeling. The understanding can grasp the full
actuality of an object only when it breaks the image in which
the object is brought it by the fantasy, and parcels it into its
singlest parts ; when it fain would bring these parts before itsel f
again in combination, it has at once to cast for itself an image ,
which no longer answers strictly to the actuality of the thing,
but merely in the measure wherein man has power to recog
nize it. Thus even the simplest action confounds and bewilders
the understanding, which would fain reg ard it through the
anatomical microscope, by the immensity of its ramifications :
would it comprehend that action, it can do so only by discard
ing the microscope and fetching forth the image which alone
its human eye can grasp ; and this comprehension is ultimately
enabled by the instinctive feeling-as vindicated by the under
standing. This image of the phenomena, in which alone the
feeling can comprehend them, and which the understanding,
to make itsel f intelligible to the feeling, must model on that
image which the latter originally brought it through the fan
tasy-this image, for the aim of the poet, who must likewise
take the phenomena of life and compress them from thei r
viewless many-memberedness into a compact, easily surveyable
shape-this image is nothing else but the wonder.

5.

Need to concentrate motives in drama

IN the interest of i ntelligibility, therefore, the poet has so to
limit the number of his action's moments, that he may win the
needful space for the motivation of those retained. All those
motives which lay hidden in the moments excised, he must fit
into the motives of his main action in such a way that they
shall not appear detached ; because in detachment they would
also demand their own specific moments of action , the very
ones excised . On the contrary, they must be so included in the
chief motive, that they do not shatter, but strengthen it as a
whole. But the strengthening of a motive makes also necessary
a strengthening of the moment of action itself, which is noth
ing but the fitting utterance of that motive. A strong motive
cannot utter itself through a weak moment of action; both
action and motive must thereby become un-understandable .
In order, then, t o enounce intelligibly a chief motive thus
strengthened by taking i nto it a number of motives which in
ordinary life would only utter themselves through numerous
moments of action, the action thereby conditioned must also
be a strengthened, a powerful one, and in its u nity more ample
than any that ordinary life brings forth ; seeing that in ordinary
life the selfsame action would only have come to pass in com
pany with many lesser actions, in a widespread space, and
within a greater stretch of time. The poet who, in favor of the
perspicuity of the thing, would draw together not only these
actions but this expanse of space and time as well, must not
merely cut off parts, but condense the whole i ntrinsic contents.
A condensement of the shape of actual life, however, can be
comprehended by the l atter only when-as compared with
itsel f-it appears- magnified, strengthened, unaccustomed. It is
just i n his busy scattering through time and space, that man
cannot understand his own life energy : but the image of this
energy, as brought within the compass of his understanding, is
what the poet's shapings offer him for view ; an image wherein
this energy is condensed into an u tmost-strengthened "mo
ment," which, t aken apart, most certainly seems wondrous and
u nwonted, yet shuts within itself its own unwontedness and
wondrousness, and is in nowise taken by the beholder for a
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wonder but apprehended as the most intelligible representment
of reality.
In virtue of this wonder, the poet is able to display the most
measureless conjunctures in an all-intelligible unity. The
greater, the farther-reaching the conjuncture he desires to
make conceivable, the stronger has he to intensify the at
tributes of his shapings. Time and space, to let them appear
in keeping with the movement of these figures, he will alike
condense from their amplest stretch, to shapings of his won
der; the attributes of infinitely scattered moments of time and
space will he just as much collect into one intensified attribute,
as he had assembled the scattered motives into one chief mo
tive ; and the utterance of this attri bute he will enhance as
much , as he had strengthened the action issuing from that
motive. Even the most unwonted shapes, which the poet has
to evoke in this procedure , will never truly be un-natural ;
because in them Nature's essence i s not distorted, but merely
her utterances are gathered into one lucid image, such as is
alone intelligible to artist-man. The poetic daring, which gath
ers Nature's utterances into such an i mage, can first for us be
crowned with due success, precisely because th rough experi
ence we have gained a clear insigh t in to Nature's essence .

6.

Myt}l represents a concentration of motives;
summary of relations of myth , drama , feeling,
and motives.

IF, then, we wish to define the Poet's work according to its
highest power thinkable, we must call i t the-vindicated by
the clearest human consciousness, the new-devised to answer
the beholdings of an ever-present life, the brough t in drama to
a show the most in telligible-the mythos.
We now have only to ask ourselves, through what expres
sional means this mythos is the most intelligibly to be dis
played in drama. For this, we must go back to that "moment"
of the whole artwork which conditions its very essence ; and
this is the necessary vindication of the action th rough its mo-
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tives, for which the poetizing understanding turns to face the
insti nctive feeling, upon the latter's unforced fellow feeli ng to
ground an understanding of them. We have seen that the con
densation-so necessary for a practical understanding-of the
manifold moments of action, immeasurably ramified in actual
reality, was conditioned by the poet's longing to di splay a great
conjucture of human life's phenomena, through which alone
can the necessity of these phenomena be grasped . This con
densation he could bring about, in keeping with his main
scope, only by taking up into the motives of the moments
chosen for actual representment al l those motives which lay at
bottom of the moments of action that he had discarded; and
by vindicating their adoption, before the judgment seat of
feel ing, in that he let them appear as a strengthening of the
chief motives ; which latter, in turn, conditioned of themselves
a strengthening of their corresponding moments of action.
Finally we saw that this strengthening of a moment of action
could be achieved only by lifting it above the ordinary human
measure, through the poetic figment of the wonder-in strict
correspondence with human nature, albeit exalting and en
hancing its faculties to · a potency unreachable in ordinary life
-of the wonder, which was not to stand beyond the bounds
of life, but to loom so large from out its very midst that the
shows of ordinary life should pale before it. And now we
have only to come to definite terms, as to wherein should con
sist the strengthening of the m otives which are to condition
from out themselves that strengthening of the moments of
action .
What is the meaning, in the sense i ndicated above, of a
"Strengthening of the Motives"?
It i s i mpossible-as we have already seen-that a heaping
up of motives can be the thing we mean ; because motives thus
crowded together, without any possible utterance as action ,
must remai n unintelligible to the feeling ; and even to the
understanding-i f explicable-they would still be reft of any
vindication. M any motives to a scanty action could only ap
pear petty, whimsical , and irrelevant, and could not possibly
be employed for a great action, excepting in a caricature. The
strengthening of a motive cannot therefore consist in a mere
addition of lesser motives, but in the complete absorption of
many motives i nto this one. An interest common to divers men
at divers times and under divers circumst ances, and ever shap
ing itsel f afresh according to these diversities : such an interest
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-once that these men, these times and circumstances are typi
cally alike at bottom, and in themselves make plain an essen
tial trait of human nature-is to be made the interest of one
man, at one given time and under given circumstances. In the
interest of this man all outward differences are to be raised
into one definite thing; in which, however, the i nterest must
reveal i tself according to its greatest, most exhaustive com
pass. But this is as good as saying that from the i nterest all
which savors of the particularistic and accidental must be
taken away, and it must be given in its ful l truth as a neces
sary, purely human utterance of feeling. Of such an emotional
utterance that man is i ncapable who is not as yet at one with
himself about his necessary i nterest : the man whose feelings
have not yet found the object strong enough to drive them to
a definite, a necessary enunciation ; but who, faced with power
less, accidental , unsympathetic outward things, still splits him
self into two halves. But should this mighty object front him
from the outer world, and either so move him by its strange
hostility that he girds up his whole individuality to thrust it
from him, or attract him so i rresistibly that he longs to ascend
into it with his whole i ndividuality-then will his i nterest also,
for all its definiteness, be so wide-embracing that it takes into
it all his former split-up, forceless interests, and entirely con
sumes them.

7 . Word speech must be strengthened to suit mythic

drama .
THE moment of this consumption is the act which the poet has
to prepare for, by strengthening a motive in such sort, that a
powerful moment of action may issue from it; and this prepa
ration is the last work of his enhanced activity. Up to this
point his organ of the poetizing i ntellect, word , speech , can do
his bidding ; for up to here he has had to set forth i nterests i n
whose interpreting and shaping a necessary feeli ng took no
share as yet-interests variously influenced by given circum
stances from without, without there being any definite work
ing on within in such a way as to drive the inner feeling to a
necessary, choiceless activity, in its tum determining the outer
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course of things. Here still reigned the combining under
standing, with i ts parceling of p arts and piecing together of
this or that detail in this or that fashion ; here it had not di
rectly to display, but merely to shadow forth to draw com
parisons, to make like i ntelligible by l ike-and for this, not
only did its organ of word speech quite suffice, but it was the
only one through which the intellect could make itself i ntelli
gible .-But where the thing prepared for i s to become a
reality, where the poet has no longer to separate and compare,
where he wants to let the thing that gainsays all choice and
definitely gives itself without conditions, the determinant mo
tive strengthened to a determinative force-to let this proclaim
itself in the very utterance of a necessary, all-dominating feel
i ng-there he can no longer work with the merely shadowing,
explounding word speech, except he so enhance it as he has
already enhanced the motive : and this he can do only by
pouring it into tone speech .

8.

From ordinary speech a new art speech must b e
created, a concise and vigorous style .

IF we want to keep on reasonable terms with life, we have to
win from the prose of our ordinary speech the heightened
expression in which the poetic aim shal l manifest itself in all
its potence to the feeling. A verbal expression which tears
asunder the bond of connection with ordinary speech , by ba,s
ing its physical manifestment on imported "moments" foreign
to the n ature of our ordinary speech-such as that prosodic
rhythm above denoted--can only bewilder the feeling.
In modern speech no intonations are employed other than
those of the prosaic speaking accent, which has no fixed
dwell ing in the n atural stress of t he root syll ables, but in each
fresh phrase is lodged wherever needful for the purpose of an
understanding of one particular aim, in keeping with that
phrase's sense. The speech of modern daily life differs from
the older, poetic speech in this : that, for sake of an under
standing, it needs a far more copious use of words and clauses
than did the other. In our l anguage of daily life we discuss
matters having no more touch with the meaning of our own
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roots of speech than they have with nature at large ; it there
fore has to take the most complicated turns and twists, in
order to paraphrase the meanings of primitive or imported
speech roots-which have become altered or newly accommo
dated to our social rel ations and views, and in any case
estranged from our feeling-and thus to bring them to a con
ventional understanding. As our sentences are diffuse and end
lessly expanded, to admit this apparatus of accommodation,
they would be made completely u nintelligible if the speaking
accent gave prominence to the root syllables by a frequent
emphasis. A comprehension of these phrases must have its
path smoothed for it, by the accent bei ng employed but very
sparingly, and only for their weigh tiest moments; whereas all
the remaining moments, however weighty the significance of
thei r roots, must naturally be left entirely unemphasized, for
very reason of their frequency.
If now we give a little thought to what we have to under
stand by the compression and concentration of the moments
of action and their motives, as necessary to a realization of
the poetic aim ; and if we recognize that these operations,
again, can only be effected through a similarly compressed
and concentrated expression : then we shall be driven at once
to see how we have to deal with our l anguage . Just as we cut
away from these "moments" of action, and for their sakes
from their conditioning motives, all that was accidental, petty,
and indefinite ; just as we had to remove from their content all
that disfigured it from outside, all that savored of the state, of
pragmatically historical and dogmatically rel igious-in order
to display that content as a purely human one and dictated by
the feeling : so also have we to cut away from the verbal ex
pression all that spri ngs from, and answers to, these disfigure
ments of the purely human and feeli ng-bi dden ; and to remove
it in such a way that this purely human core shall alone
remain.
But the very thing which marred the purely hu man content
of a verbal utterance is the same which so stretched out the
phrase that its speaking accent had to be most sparingly dis
tributed, while a disproportionate number of the words must
necessarily be left unemphasized. So that the poet, who wanted
to assign a prosodic weight to these unemphasizable words,
gave h imself up to a complete i llusion ; as to which a con
scientious scanning of his verse, out loud, must have in so far
enlightened him as he saw the phrase's sense disfigured and
made uni ntelligible by such a method of del ivery. Certainly,
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the beauty of a verse has hitherto consisted in the poet's hav
ing cut away from his phrase, as much as possible, whatever
auxiliary words too cumbrously hedged in its main accent : he
has sought for the simplest expressions, needing the fewest go
betweens, in order to bring his accents closer together; and for
this purpose he has also freed his subject matter, as much as
he could, from a burdensome surrounding of historicosocial
and state-religious rel ations and conditionings. But the poet
has never heretofore been able to bring this to such a point
that he could impart his subject unconditionally to the feeling
and nothing else-any more than he has brought his vehicle
of expression to a l ike enhancement ; for this enhancement to
the highest pitch of emotional utterance could only have been
reached precisely in an ascension of the verse into the melody
-an ascension which, as we have seen because we must see,
has not as yet been rendered feasible. Where the poet, how
ever, has believed that he had condensed the speaki ng verse
itself into a pure moment of feel ing, without this ascension of
his verse i nto actual melody, there neither he nor the object of
his portrayal has been comprehended either any longer by the
understanding or by the feeling. We all know verses of this
sort, the attempts of our greatest poets to tune words, without
music, i nto tones.
Only that poetic aim whose nature we have already ex
plained above , and in its necessary thrust toward realization,
can succeed i n so freeing the prose phrase of modern speech
from all its mechanical apparatus of qualifying words that the
genuine accents may be drawn together i nto a swiftly seizable
message . A faithful observance of the mode of expression we
employ when our feeling is highly wrought, even in ordinary
life, will supply the poet with an unfailing measure for the
number of accents in a natural phrase . In frank emotion,
when we let go all conventional consideration for the spun-out
modern phrase, we try to express ourselves briefly and to the
point, and if possib!e , in one b reath . But in this succinct ex
pression we emphasize far more strongly than usual-through
the force of feeling-and also shift our accents closer to
gether; while, to make these accents impress the hearer's feel
ing as forcibly as we want to express in them our own feel ings,
we dwell on them with sharply l i fted voice. These accents
round themselves insti nctively into a phrase, or a main section
of a phrase, during the outflow of the breath , and their num
ber will always stand i n direct ratio to the excitement ; so that,
for instance, an ireful, an active emotion will al low a greater
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nu mber of acce nts to be emit ted in one breath , whereas a
deep, a suffering one w i l l consume the whole breath force i n
fewer, more long-drawn tones.
The acce nts being governed by the breat h , and shaping
themselves to either a whole ph rase or a subst antial section of
a ph rase according to the subject of expression, t h e poe t will
there fore regulate t heir n u mber by the particular emot ion to
which he gives his immediate sympat h y ; and he will see t o it
that h i s coil of words i s rid of that excess of auxili ary and
expl anatory lesser words peculiar to the complicated ph rase of
li terature : at least so far that their numerical bul k-despite
the slurring of t heir i n tonat ion-shall not consu me the breath
i n vain. The harm of our complex modern phrase , as regards
the expression of feel i ng, has consisted in its be i ng overstocked
with u nemphatic side words, which h ave taken up the speak
er's breath t o such an extent th at, already exhausted , or for
sake of "savi ng" h i msel f, he could dwel l only briefly on the
main accent ; and thus an understanding of the hastily acce n ted
mai n word could be imparted only to t h e u nderstanding, but
not to the feel i ng : si nce it needs the fu llness of a sensuous
expressi on t o rou se the feeli ng's i nterest .

9.

Rhythm determined n o t b y artificial m etrics b u t
b y t h e natura l

li/tings a n d lowerings o f the

speak ing accent

WE thus arrive at the n a tural basis of rhythm, i n the spoke n
verse, as displayed in t h e liftings and lo werings of the accent ;
while th is acce nt's u tmost defin iteness and endless variety can
only come to light t h rough its i ntensifying into musical
rhyt h m .
Whatever number of l i ft i ngs o f t h e voice w e may decide o n
for one breath, a n d t hus for one phrase o r segment of a
ph rase, i n keeping w i t h the mood t o be expressed, yet t hey
will never be of equal strength among themselves. In the first
pl ace a comple tely equal strenl]th of acce nts i s not permitted
by the se nse of a cl ause, which always con tains both con-
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ditioning and conditioned "moments," and, according to its
character, either lifts the c6nditioner above the conditionee, or
the other way about. But neither does the feel ing permit an
equal strength of accents ; since the feeling, of all others, can
be roused to interest only by an easily grasped and physi
cally marked distinction between the moments of expression .
Though we shall have to learn that this interest is finally to be
determined the most surely through a modulation of the musi
cal tone, for the present we shall neglect that means of en
hancement, and merely bring home to ourselves the i nfluence
which an unequal strength of accents must necessarily exert
upon the rhyth m of the phrase.
Now that we have drawn the accents together and freed
them from their surrounding load of side words, and mean to
show their differentiation into weaker and stronger ones, we
can do it only in a way that sh all completely answer to the
good and bad halves of the musical bar, or-which is the
same thing at bottom-to the "good and bad" bars of a musi
cal period . But these good and bad bars, or hal f-bars, make
themselves known to the feel ing, as such, only through their
standing in a mutual rel ation whose path , again, is paved and
lighted by the smaller, i ntermediate fractions of the bar. Were
the good and bad half-bars to stand entirely naked side by
side-as in the chorales of the Church-they could make
themselves known to feeling only as the merest ridge and
hollow of the accent, whereby the "bad" bar-halves of a period
must entirely lose their own accent, and i n fact would cease to
cou nt at all as such : only by the intervening fractions of the
bar acquiring rhythmic l i fe, and being brought to a share in
the accent of the bar-halves, can the weaker accent of the
"bad" half-bars be also made to tel l .
Now, t h e accented word phrase governs o f itself the char
acteristic relation of those bar-fractions to the bar-halves, and
that through the h ollows of the accent and the ratio of these
"hollows" to the "ridges ." In ordinary pronunciation the un
emphatic words and syllables, which we place on the slope of
the wave , mou nt upward to the main accent th rough a swell
ing of the emphasis, and fall away again through a slacking of
the emph asis. The poi nt to which they fall, and from which
they mount to a fresh main accent, is the weaker, minor ac
cent, wh ich-in keeping with both the sense and the expres
sion of the phrase-is governed by the main accent as much
as is the planet by the fixed star. The number of preparatory
or aftersyllables depends solely on the sense of the poetic
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diction ; of which, however, we presuppose that it shall express
itself in utmost succinctness. But the more necessary it may
seem to the poet, to increase the number of h is preparatory or
aftersyllables, so much the more characteristically is he thus
enabled to l iven the rhythm and give the accent itself a special
importance-j ust as, on the other hand, he may spec ialize the
character of an accent by placing it close beside the fol lowing
one, without any preparation or afterthought.
His power here is boundless i n variety : but he cannot be
come fully conscious of it until he inte nsifies the rhythm of
the speaking accent i nto the rhythm of music, i n its endless
livening by dance's varied motion. The purely musical beat
affords the poe t possibilities of speech expression which he
was forced to forego, from the outset, for his merely spoken
word verse . In merely spoken verse the poet had to restrict the
number of syllables in a "hollow" to two at the utmost, since
with three he could not h ave avoided an emphasis being
placed on one of them, which naturally would have thrown h is
verse awry at once. This false accentuation he would never
h ave had to fear, i f genuine prosodic longs and shorts had
stood at his behest ; but since he could allot his emphasis only
to the speaking accent, and since its i ncidence must be as
sumed as possible on every root syl lable, for sake of the verse
-it passed his wit to find a means of indicating the proper
accent so unmistakably that it should n ot be given to root
syllables on wh ich he wished no emphasis to be placed.
We are here speaking, of course , of verses commu nicated
by means of writing, and read as written : the living verse,
un-belonging to literature, we h ave i n nowise to u nderstand as
without its rhythmic-musical melody ; and i f we take a good
look at the monuments of Grecian lyric which have come
down to us, we shall find that a merely recited G reek verse
presents us with the embarrassment-whenever we deliver it
i n accordance with the instinctive accentuation of speech-of
placing the accent on syl lables which were left unemphasized
in the original rhythmic melody, as being included in the up
stroke. In merely spoken verse we can never employ more
than two syllables in the "hollow," because more than two
syllables would at once displace the correct accent, and the
resul ting dissolution of the verse would force us i nto the
necessity of speaking it out as noth i ng but a washy prose.
The truth is, that i n spoken, or to-be-spoken , verse we lack
the "moment" that might fix the duration of the crest of the
wave in such a way that by it we could accurately measure out
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the hollows. According to our sheer pronouncing powers, we
can not stretch the duration of an accented syllable beyond the
length of two unaccented syllables, without falling into the
fault of drawling, or-as in fact we call it-"singsong." In
ordinary speech this "singsong," where it does not really be
come an actual singing and thus completely do away with
ordinary speech, is rightly held for a fault ; for, as a mere tone
less drawling of the vowel, or even of a consonant, it is right
down ugly. Yet at the bottom of this tend to drawl ing-where
it is not a sheer habit of dialect, but shows itsel f involuntarily,
i n an access of emotion-there lies a something which our
prosodists and metricists would h ave done well to regard,
when they set themselves the task of explaining G recian
meters. They had nothing i n ear but our hurried speaking
accent , cut loose from the melody of feeling, when they in
vented the measure by which two "shorts" must always go to
one "long"; the explanation of Greek meters, in which six or
more "shorts" are matched at times by two or even a single
"long," must have readily occurred to them if they h ad had in
ear for that so-called "long" the long-held note of a musical
bar, such as those lyrists still had at least in th eir ear when
they varied the setting of words to known folk melodies. This
sustained a nd rhythmically measured tone, however, i s a thing
the poet of our speaking verse had no longer in his ear,
whereas he now knew only the brief-lived accent of speech .
But if we hold fast by this tone, whose duration we not only
can accurately determine in the musical bar but also divide
into its rhythmic fractions in the most varied manner, then we
shall obt ain in those fractions the rhythmically vi ndicated, the
meaningly distributed, melodic moments of expression for the
syl lables of the "hollow"; while their number will have solely
to be regulated by the sense of the phrase and the intended
effect of the expression, since we have found in the musical
beat the certain measure in accordance with which they cannot
fail of coming to an understanding.
Th is beat , however, the poet has to regul ate solely by the
expression he intends; he himsel f must make it into a know
able measure, and not have it haply thrust on him as such .
This he does by distributing the accents, whether stronger or
weaker, i n such sort that they shaH form a phrase- or breath
ing-segment to which a foi Jowing one may correspond, and
that this fol lowing one may appear necessarily conditioned by
the first ; for only in a necessary, an enforcing, or assuaging
repet ition can a weighty moment of expression display itself
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intelligibly to feeling. The arrangement of the stronger and
weaker accents is therefore what sets the measure for the par
ticular kind of beat, and for the rhythmic structure of the
"period." Let us now gain an idea of such a measure-setting
arrangement, as issuing from the poet's aim.
We shall take the case of an expression which is of such a
character as to allow the emphasizing of three accents in one
breath, whereof the first is the strongest, the second the weak
est ( as is almost always to be assumed in such a case ) , and
the third again a lifted one : here the poet would instinctively
arrange a phrase of two even bars, whereof the first would
have the strongest accent on i ts "good" hal f, and on its "bad"
half the weaker one, while the second bar would have the
third, the other l i fted accent on its downbeat. The "bad" half
of the second bar would serve for taking breath, and for the
upstroke toward the first bar of the second rhythmic phrase,
which must suitably rei terate i ts predecessor. In this phrase
the "hollows" would mount as an upstroke for the downbeat
of the first bar, and fall away as a downstroke to its "bad
half" ; from which, again, they would mount to the "good half"
of the second bar. Any strengthening of the second accent, as
called for by the sense of the phrase, would be easily effected
rhythmically ( apart from a melodic rise of pitch ) by allowing
either the depression between it and the first accent, or the
upstroke toward the third, to drop out completely-which
must necessarily draw increased attention to just this inter
mediate accent .

10.

A /literation unifies expression; Stabreim de
fined and illustrated.

UNTI L we are able, so to say, to "feel back" our sensations
made utterly unintelligible to ourselves by state politics or
religious dogmas-and thus to reach their origi nal truth, we
shall never be in a position to grasp the sensuous substance
of our roots of speech .
The sense of a root is "objective" sensation embodied therein ;
but first b y i ts em bodiment does a sensation become under
standable, and this body itself is alike a sensuous one, and
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one that can be determinately apprehended by nothing but
the answering sense of hearing. The poet's utterance will
therefore be a swiftly understandable one, if he concentrates
the to-be-expressed sensation to its inmost essence ; and this
i nmost essence will necessarily be a unitarian one, in the
ki nship of its conditioning and i ts conditioned moments. But
a u nitarian sensation instinctively u tters itself in a uniform
mode of expression ; and this uniform expression wins its
fullest enablement from that oneness of the speech root which
reveals itself in a kinship of the conditioning and conditioned
chief moments of the phrase.
I n Stabreim the ki ndred speech roots are fitted to one
another in such a way that, just as they sound alike to the
physical ear, they also knit like objects into one collective
image in which the feeling may utter its conclusions about
them . Their sensuously cognizable resemblance they win
either from a kinship of the vowel sounds, especially when
these stand open in front, without any initial consonant; * or
from the sameness of this initial consonant itself, which
characterizes the l ikeness as one belonging peculiarly to the
object;t or again, from the sameness of the terminal consonant
that closes up the root behind ( as an assonance ) , provided the
i ndividual izing force of the word lies in that terminal.:!:

11.

Poetic value of Stabreim

A S E N SATION [or "emotion" ] such as can vindicate its own
expression through the Stabreim of root words which call
instinctively for emphasis is comprehensible to us beyond all
doubt-provided the kinship of the roots is not deliberately
disfigured and made unk nowable through the sense of the
phrase, as in our modern speech ; and only when this sen
sat ion, so expressed, has brough t our feeling instinctively to
grasp it as one thing, does that feeling warrant any mixing of
it with a nother. In the Stabreim, again, poetic speech has an
* "Erb' und eigen." "Immer und ewig."
t " Ross und Reiter." "Frob und frei."
:1: "Hand und Mund." "Recht und Pflicht."
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infinitely potent means of making a mixed sensation swiftly
u nderstandable by the already biased feeling ; and this means
we may likewise call a sensuous one-in the significance that
it, too, is grounded on a comprehensive, and withal a defi nite
sense in the speech root. In the first place, the purely sensuous
aspect of the Stabreim is able to unite the physical expression
of one sensation with that of another, in such a way that the
union shall be keenly perceptible to the ear, and caress it
by its naturalness. But further-through this innate power of
the similar "clang"-the sense of the Stabreim-ed root word
which introduces the fresh sensation already d awns upon
the ear as one essentially akin, that is, as an antithesis in
cluded in the genus of the main sensation ; and now, i n all its
general affinity with the first-expressed sensation, it is trans
mitted through the captivated hearing to the feeling, and
onward through th is, at last, to the understanding itself. *

12.

Use of rhyme; passing over of word speech
into tone speech

To impart a feeling with utmost plainness, the poet has

already ranged his row of words i nto a musical bar, accord
ing to their spoken accents , and has sought by the conson
antal Stabreim to bring them to the feeling's u nderstandi ng
in an easier and more sensuous form ; he will still more
completely facilitate this understanding, if he takes the vowels
of the accented root words, as earlier their consonants, and
knits them also into such a rhyme as will most definitely open
up their u nderstanding to the feeling. An u nderstanding of the
vowel, however, is not based upon its superficial analogy with
a rhyming vowel of another root ; but, since all the vowels are
primally akin to one another, i t is based on the disclosing of
this ur-kinship through giving full value to the vowel's emo
tional content, by means of musical tane. The vowel itself
is nothing but a tone condensed: its specific manifestation is
determined through its turning toward the outer surface of the
* "Die Liebe bringt Lust und-Leid," [Love brings delight and
-Load].-R. WAGNER.
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feeli ng's "body" ; which latter-as we have said-displays to
the "eye" of hearing the mirrored image of the outward
object that has acted on it. The object's effect on the body of
feeli ng itself is manifested by the vowel through a direct
utterance of feeling along the nearest path, thus expanding
the i ndividuality it has acquired from without i nto the univer
sality of pure emotion ; and this takes place in the musical
tone. To that which bore the vowel, and bade it outwardly
condense itself i nto the consonant-to that the vowel returns
as a specific entity, enriched by the world outside, in order to
dissolve itself in it, now equally enriched. This enriched, this
individually established tone expanded to the universality of
feeling is the redeeming "moment" of the poet's thought ; and
thought, in this redemption, becomes a n immediate outpour
of the feeling.
By the poet's resolving the vowel of his accentuated and
Stabreim-ed root word i nto i ts mother element, the musical
tone, he now enters definitely upon the realm of tone speech .
From this instant he has to attempt no further regulation
of his accents according to a measure of kinship which shall
be cognizable by that "eye" of hearing; but now that the
vowels have become musical tones, their kinship, as needful
for their swift adoption by the feeling, is regulated by a
measure which is cognizable solely to the "ear" of hearing,
and surely and imperiously grounded on that "ear's" receptive
idiosyncrasy .
Already i n word speech the prime affi n ity of all vowels is
shown so definitely that when root syllables lack an i nitial
consonant we recognize their aptitude for Stabreim by the
verv fact of the vowel's standing open i n front, and we are
by no means governed by a strict outward likeness of the
vowel ; we rhyme, for i nstance, "eye and ear" ( A ug' und
Ohr ) . * This Ur-kinship, which has p reserved itself i n word
speech as an u nconscious momen t of feeling, brings the full
[power of] tone speech quite u nmistakably to feeling's
consciousness. I nasmuch as it widens the specific vowel i nto
a musical tone, it tells our feeling that this vowel's particularity
* How admirably our l anguage characterizes in this rhyme the
two most open-lying organs of reception, through the vowels l ike
wise l ying open toward without; it is as though these organs herein
proclaimed themselves as turned, with the whole fi l l of their uni
versal receptive force , directly and nakedly from within outward.
-R. WAGNER.
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is i ncluded in an ur-akin relationship, and born from out this
kinship; and it bids us acknowledge as the mother of the
ample vowel family the purely human feeling, in i ts immed iate
facing outward-the feel ing, which only faces outward so as
to address itself, in turn, to our own purely human feeling.

13.

Differe nt functions of the word poet qnd tone
poet

TH E characteristic distinction between the word poet and the
tone poet consists in this : the word poet has concentrated an
infinitude of scattered moments of action, sensation, and
expression-only cognizable by the understanding-to a point
the most accessible to the feeling; now comes the tone poet,
and has to expand this concentrated, compact point to the
utmost fullness of its emotional content. In its thrust toward
an impartal to the feeling, the procedure of the poetizing
understanding was directed to assembling itsel f from farthest
distances into the closest cognizability by the sensory faculty;
from here, from the point of immediate contact with the
sensory faculty, the poem has now to broaden itself out,
exactly as the recipient sensory organ-likewise concentrated
upon an outward-facing point, for sake of taking in the poem
-now broadens itself to wider and yet w ider circles, u nder
the im mediate influence of the acquisition, until it rouses at
last the whole inner emotional faculty.

14.

M e/ody and feeling

To the word poet the disclosure of a kinship of his lifted

accents-such as should be obvious to the feeling, and through
this at last to the understanding itself-was only possible
through the consonantal Stabreim of the root words. What
determined this kinsh ip, however, was merely the particularity
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of their common consonant ; no other consonant could rhyme
with it, and therefore the kinsh ip was restricted to one specific
family, wh ich was cognizable to the feeling precisely and only
through its making itself known as a completely shut-off
fam ily. The tone poet, on the contrary, has at his disposal a
clan whose ki ndred reaches to i nfinity ; a nd whereas the word
poet had to content h imself with presenting to the feeling
merely the specially accented root words of his phrase, as
allied i n sense and sound through the complete alikeness of
their i nitial consonants, the musician, on the other hand, has
before all to display the kinshi p of his tones in such an
extension that, starting with the accents, he pours it over all
--even the least emphasized-vowels of the phrase ; so that
not alone the vowels of the accents, but all the vowels in
general display themselves to the feeling as akin to one
another.
Just as the accen ts in the phrase did not first of all acquire
their special light through its sense alone, but through their
being thrown i nto physical relief by the u nemphasized words
and syllables that lay in the "hollow," so have the ch ief tones
to win their special light from the lesser tones, which must
bear precisely the same relation to them as the up- and down
strokes bear to the "ridges." The choice and significance of
those minor words and syllables, as well as their bearing on
the accentuated words, were governed in the first place by the
intellectual content of the phrase ; only in degree as this
intellectual content, through a condensation of i ts bulk, was
intensified i nto a compact u tterance conspicuous to the sense
of hearing did it transform itself into an emotional content.
Now, the choice and significance of the lesser tones, as also
their beari ng on the chief tones, are in so far independent of
the i n tellectual content of the phrase as the latter has already
condensed itself to an emotional content, in the rhythmic
verse and by the Stabreim ; while the full realization of th is
emotional content, through its most direct communication to
the senses, is further to be accomplished solely in that quarter
where the pure language of feeling h as already been recognized
as the only efficacious one, in that the vowel has been
resolved into the singing tone. From the i nstant of the
musical intonation of the vowel in word speech, the feeling
has become the appointed orderer of all further announce
ments to the senses, and henceforward musical feeling alone
prescribes the choice and significance both of lesser tones and
chief tones ; and that, according to the nature of the tone clan
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whose particular member has been chosen to give the
necessary emotional expression to the phrase.
This kinship of the tones, however, is musical harmony;
and we here have first to take it accordi ng to its superficial
extension, in which the u nit families of the broad-branched
clan of tone varieties display themselves [in open rank ] . If we
keep in eye at present its aforesaid horizontal extension, we
expressly reserve the all-determ ining attribute of harmony,
in its vertical extension toward its primal base, for the decisive
moment of our exposition. But that horizontal extension,
being the surface of h armony, is i ts physiognomy as still
discernible by the poet's eye : i t is the water m irror which
still reflects upon the poet his own image, while at the same
time it presents this image to the view of him whom the poet
wanted to address. This image, however, is i n truth the poet's
realized aim-a realization which can only fal l to the lot of
the musician, i n his turn, when he mounts from the depths,
to the surface of the sea of h armony ; and on that surface will
be celebrated the glorious marriage of poetry's begetting
thought with music's endless power of birth .
That wave-borne mirror image is melody. In it t h e poet's
thought becomes an i nstinctively enthralling moment of
feeling ; just as music's emotional power therein acquires the
faculty of definite and convincing utterance, of manifesting
itself as a sharp-cut human shape, a plastic i ndividuality.
Melody is the redemption of the poet's endlessly conditioned
thought i nto a deep-felt consciousness of emotion's h ighest
freedom : it is the willed and achieved u nwillful, the conscious
and proclaimed u nconscious, the vindicated necessity of an
endless-reaching content, condensed from its farthest branch
ings into an utmost definite utterance of feeling.

15.

Tonality and expression; setting Stabreim

THE bond of kinship of those tones whose rhythmic
moving chain, with its links of "ridge and hollow," makes
out the verse melody, is first of all made plain to feeling in
the key; for it is this which prescribes the particular tone
ladder [or scale] in which the tones of that melodic chain are
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contained as separate rungs. Hitherto, i n the necessary en
deavor to impart his poem to the feeling, we have seen the
poet engaged in drawing together the organic units of his
diction-assembled from circles wide apart-and removing
from them all that was heterogeneous, so as to lead them
before the feel i ng, especially through the [Stab- ] rhyme, i n
the utmost displayable k insh ip. A t bottom o f this thrust of
his there Jay an instinctive knowledge of feeling's nature,
which takes in alone the homogeneous, alone the thing that i n
its oneness includes alike the conditioned a n d the conditioner ;
of feeling, wh ich seizes the imparted feeling according to
its generic essence, so that i t refuses to heed the opposite
contained therein, qua opposi tes, but is guided by the nature
of the genus i n which those opposites are reconciled. The
understanding loosens, the feeling b i nds ; that is, the u nder
standi ng loosens the genus i nto the antitheses which lie within
it , whereas the feeling binds th e m up again i nto one har
monious whole. This unitarian expression the poet most
completely won, at last, in the ascension of his word verse
i nto the melody of song ; and the latter wins its u nitarian
expression, its u nfailing operation on the feeling, through
instinctively displaying to the senses the inner k i nsh ip of i ts
tones.

1 6.

Modulation and action

FoR the sentient ear, as we have seen, the Stabreim already
coupled speech roots of the opposi te emotional expression ( as
Lust und Leid, Wohl und Weh ) , and thus presented them
to the feeling as generically akin. Now, i n a far h igher
measure can musical modulation make such a u nion per
ceptible to the feeling. If we take, for i nstance, a Stabreim-ed
verse of completely like emotional content, such as : Liebe
giebt Lust zum Leben, * then, as a like emotion is physically
disclosed in the accents' Stabreim-ed roots, the musician would
here receive no natural i ncitement to step outside the once
selected key, but would completely satisfy the feeling by
*

"Love gives delight to l iving."
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keeping the various inflections of the musical tone to that one
key alone. On the contrary, if we take a verse of mixed
emotion, such as : die Liebe bringt Lust und Leid, then here,
where the Stabreim combines two opposite emotions, the
musician would feel incited to pass across from the key first
struck in keeping with the first emotion, to another key i n
keeping with the second emotion, and determined b y the
latter's relation to the emotional rendered in the earlier key.
The word Lust ( deligh t ) -which, as the climax of the first
emotion, appears to thrust onward to the second-would
have in this phrase to obtain an emphasis qu ite other than
in that : die Liebe giebt Lust zum Leben; the note sung to
it would instinctively become the determinant leading tone,
and necessarily thrust onward to the other key, in which the
word Leid (sorrow ) should be delivered. In this attitude
toward one another, Lust u nd Leid would become the man
ifestment of a specific emotion, whose idiosyncrasy would lie
precisely in the point where two opposite emotions displayed
themselves as conditioning one the other, and thus as neces
sarily belonging together, as actually aki n ; and this manifest
ment is possible alone to music, in her faculty of harmonic
modulation, because in virtue thereof she exerts a binding
sway upon the "sensuous" feeling such as no other art has
force for.
Let us next see how musical modulation, hand in hand with
the verse's content, is able to lead back again to the first
emotion. Let us follow up the verse die Liebe bringt Lust u nd
Leid with a second : doch in ihr Weh auch webt sie Wonnen *
-then. webt, again, would become a tone leading into the first
key, as from here the second emotion returns to the first, but
now enriched, emotion. To the feeling's sensory organ the
poet, in virtue of his Stabreim, could only display this return
as an advance from the feeling of Weh to that of W onnen, but
not as a rounding off of the generic feeling Liebe; whereas
the musician becomes completely u nderstandable by the very
fact that he quite markedly goes back to the first tone variety,
and therefore definitely denotes the genus of the two emotions
as one and the same-a thing impossible to the poet, who was
obl iged to change the root initial for the Stabreim. Only, by
the sense of both verses the poet indicated the generic bond
uniting the emotions ; he thus desired its realization to the
feeling, and determined the realizing process of the musician.
* "But with her woe she weaves things winsome."-TR.
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For his procedure, which, if u nconditioned, would seem
arbitrary and unintelligible, the musician thus obtains his
vindication from the poet's aim-from a n aim which the
latter could only suggest, or at utmost, merely approximately
realize for fractions of his message ( precisely in the Stabreim ) ,
but whose full realization is possible p recisely ·to the musician;
and that, through his power of employing the ur-kinship of
the tones harmoniously to d isplay to feeling the primal unity
of the emotions.
We may easiest gain a notion of how immeasurably great
this power is if we imagine the sense of the above-cited pair
of verses as still more definitely laid down : in such sort that,
between the advance from the one emotion and the return
thereto in the second verse, a longer sequence of verses shall
express the most manifold gradation and blend of i nter
mediate emotions-in part corroborating, i n part reconciling
-until the final return of the chief emotion. Here, to realize
the poetic aim, the musical modulation would have to be led
across to, and back from, the most diverse keys ; but all the
adventitious keys would appear in an exact affinitive relation
to the primary key, which itself will govern the particular
l ight they throw upon the expression, and, in a manner, will
lend them first their very capability of giving that light. The
chief key, as the ground tone of the emotion first struck,
would reveal its own ur-kinshi p with all the other keys, and
thus, i n virtue of the i ntensified expression, would d isplay the
dominant emotion in such a height and breadth , that only
emotions kindred to it could dominate our feeling, so long as
its utterance lasted ; that this one emotion, in virtue of its
intensity a nd its extension, would usurp our whole emotional
faculty ; and thus this unique emotion would be raised to an
all-embracing one, an omnihuman, an unfailingly i ntelligible.
The Art of Transmutation. Letter to Mathilde Wesendonck,
October 29, 1 8 5 8
OF o n e attribute that I h ave acquired i n m y art I a m now
becoming more and more distinctly conscious, since it
i nfluences me in life as well. It is i nborn in my nature to
swing from one extreme of temper to another; the uttermost
rebounds, moreover, can hardly help but touch ; i n fact, life's
safeguard often lies therein. At bott9m, too, true art h as
no subject other than the display of these extremes of mood
in their ultimate relations to each other : that which alone is
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worth a1mmg at here, the weighty crisis, can really be won
from noth ing but these uttermost antithesises. For art, how
ever, from a material use of these extremes there may easily
arise a vicious mannerism, which may degenerate into snatch
ing at outward effect. In this snare have I seen caught, in
particular, the modern French school, with Victor Hugo at
its head . . . . Now, I recognize that the peculiar tissue of my
music ( naturally in exactest agreement with the poetic
structure ) -what my friends now consider so new and signifi
cant-owes its texture i n especial to that intensely delicate
feeling which prompts me to mediate and knit together all the
nodes of transition between extremes of mood . My subtlest
and dee p est art I now might call the art of Transmutation ; the
whole consists of such transitions : I have taken a dislike to
the abrupt and harsh ; often it is unavoidable and needful ,
but even then it should not enter without the mood being so
definitely prepared for a sudden change, as of i tself to summon
it. My greatest m asterpiece in this art of subtlest and most
gradual transition is assuredly the big scene in the second act
of Tristan and Isolde. The commencement of th is scene offers
the most overbrimming l i fe in its most passionate emotions
its close the devoutest, most consecrate desire of death . Those
are the piers : now see, child, how I've spanned them, how it
all leads over from the one abutment to the other ! And that's
the whole secret of my musical form , as to which I make
bold to assert that it has never been so much as dreamed be
fore in such clear and extended coherence and such en
compassing of every detail.

1 7.

Harmony imparts feeling tone to melody .

U P to the present, we have shown the condition for a melodic
advance from one tone variety to another as lying in the
poetic aim, in so far as the latter itself had already revealed
its emotional content ; and by this showing we have proved
that the instigating ground for melodic motion, to be justi
fied even i n the eyes of feeling, can be supplied by nothing
but that aim. Yet what enables this advance, so necessary
to the Poet, naturally does not lie in the domain of word
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speech, but quite definitely in that of music alone. This own
est element of music, harmony to wit, is merely in so far still
governed by the poetic aim, as it is the other, the womanly
element i nto which this aim pours itself for its own realization,
for i ts redemption. For this is the bearing element, which
takes up the poetic aim solely as a begetting seed, to shape it
i nto finished semblance by the prescripts of its own, its
womanly organism. This organism is a specific, an i ndividual
one, and no begetter, but a bearer : i t h as received from the
poet the fertilizing seed, but the fruit it forms and ripens by
its own individual powers.
That melody which we have seen appearing on the surface
of harmony, is conditioned as to its distinctive, its purely mu
sical expression by harmony's upward-working depths alone :
as it manifests itself as a horizontal chain, so is it connected
by a p lumbline with those depths. This plumbline is the
harmonic chord, a vertical chain of tones in closest kinship,
mounting from the ground tone to the surface. The chimi ng
of this chord first gives to the melodic note the peculiar
significance wherein it, and i t alone, has been employed to
mark a distinctive moment of the expression. Now, just as the
ground tone, with the chord determined by it, first gives to
the melody's unit note a particular expression-seeing that
the selfsame tone upon another of i ts kindred ground tones
acquires a quite other significance-so each melodic progress
from one key to another is likewise governed by the changing
ground tone, which of itself prescribes the harmony's leading
tone, as such . The presence of that ground tone, and of the
harmonic chord thereby determi ned, is i ndispensable in the
eyes of feeling, if this latter is to seize the melody in all its
characteristic expression. But the presence of the ground
harmony means its concurrent sounding out. The sounding out
of the harmony to a melody is the first thing that fully per
suades the feeling as to the emotional content of that melody,
which otherwise would leave to it something u ndetermined.
But only amid the fullest determination of every "moment" of
expression is the feeling itself determi ned to a swift, direct,
and instinctive i nterest; and a full determination of the
expression, again, can only mean the completest impartal to
the senses of all its necessary moments.

1 8.

Poet and musician un ite in the orchestra .

THE harmony, however, only the musiCian can invent, and
not the poet. Wherefore the melody wh ich we h ave seen the
poet inventing from out of the word verse was more a
discovered one-as being conditioned by harmony-than one
invented by him. The conditions for th is musical melody must
first h ave been to hand, before the poet could find it as already
validly conditioned. Before the poet could find this melody,
to his redemption, the musician had already conditioned it by
his own-est powers : he now brings it to the poet as a melody
warranted by its harmony ; and only melody such as has been
made possible by the very essence of our modern music is
th e melody that can redeem th e poet-that can alike arouse
and satisfy h is stress.
Poet and musician herein are like two travelers who h ave
started from one departure point, from thence to journey
straight ahead in the opposite directions. Arrived at the op
posite point of the earth , they meet agai n ; each has wandered
round one half the planet. They fall a-questioning one another,
and each tells each what he h as seen and found. The poet
describes the plains, the mountains, valleys, fields, the men
and beasts which he has met upon his distant journey through
the mainland. The musician has voyaged across the seas, and
recounts the wonders of the ocean : on its breast he has often
been nigh to sinking, and its deeps and strange-shaped
monsters h ave filled him half with terror, h alf with joy.
Roused by each other's stories, and irresistibly impelled
to learn for themselves the other wh ich each has not yet seen
-so as to make into an actual experience impressions merely
taken up i n fancy-they part again, each to complete h is
journey round the earth . At their first startin g point they
meet at last once more ; the poet now has battled through the
seas, the musician has stridden through the continents. Now
they part no more, for both now know the earth : what they
earlier had imagined in their boding dreams, as fash ioned
thus and thus, has now been witnessed by them in its actuality.
They are one ; for each knows and feels what the other feels
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and k nows. The poet has become musician, the musician poet :
now they are both a n e ntire artistic man.
At the point where their roads first met, after wandering
rou nd the first half of the earth , the mutual discourse of the
poet and musician was tha t melody which we now h ave i n
eye-the melody whose utterance the poet had shaped from
out h is i nmost longi ng, but whose manifestation the musician
conditioned from amid his ow n experiences. When they
pressed their hands in fresh farewell, each had in mind what
he himself had not as yet experienced, and to gain this
crowning experience they quitted each other anew.
Let us take the Poet first, i n his mastering the experiences
of the musician. These he now reaps for himself, albeit guided
by the counsel of the musician, who had already sailed the
open seas upon his sturdy sh ip, had found the course to firm
set land, and now has accurately m apped out for him the
chart. On this new voyage we shall see the poet become the
selfsame man as the musician upon his own new journey
across the other earth-half, as traced out for him by the poet;
so that we now may look on both these journeyi ngs as one
and the same thing.
When the poet now commits h imself to the vast expanse
of harmony, as it were to prove the truth of that [ other]
melody the musician had "told of, " he no longer finds the
wayless tone wastes which the musician had first encountered
on his earlier voyage ; to his delight he meets with the
wondrous bold, the passing new, the i n fi nitely delicate, yet
giant-bolted framework of the ship that first sea wanderer
had built ; the poet mounts on board it, safely to make the
passage of the waves. The musician had taught him the
handling of the helm, the trimming of the sails, and all the
cunningly devised expedients for breasting storms and
tempests . Sailing the wide seas at the helm of this glorious
ship, the poet, who before had toiled to measure hill and
valley step by step, now rejoices at his consciousness of man's
all-conqueri ng might; let the billows rear them never so
proudly, from its high deck they seem to him the willing,
faithful bearers of his lofty fortu ne, that fortu ne of the poetic
aim. Th is ship is the strong, enabling implement of his widest
and his mightiest will ; with fervent love his thanks go forth
to the musician, who invented it in direst stress of weather,
and now has made it over to his hands : for th is trusty ship is
the conqueror of the endless floods of harmony-the orch 
estra.

19.

Orchestra's power of speech ; analogy with
gesture

THE orchestra indisputably possesses a faculty of speech , and
the creations of modern instrumental music have disclosed
it to us. In the symphonies of Beethoven we have seen this
faculty develop to a height whence it felt thrust on to speak
out that which, by its very nature, it can not speak out. Now
that in the word-verse melody we have brought it that which
it could not speak out, and h ave assigned to it, as carrier of
this kindred melody, the office in which--completely eased
in mind-it is to speak out nothing but what its nature fits
it alone to speak : now, we h ave plainly to denote this speak
ing faculty of the orchestra as the faculty of uttering the
unspeakable.
Thi s definition, however, i s not t o convey the idea of a
merely imaginary thing, but of a thing quite real and palpable.
The orchestra is no mere compost of washy tone ingredi
ents, but consists of a rich association of instruments-with
unbounded power of add ing to its numbers ; whilst each of
these is a definite individual ity, and invests the tone pro
duced by it with an equally individual garment. A tone mass
without some such individual distinction between its ll"embers
is nowhere to be found, and can at best be thought, but never
realized . But what determines the individual ity, in the present
case, is-as we h ave seen-the particular idiosyncrasy of the
unit instrument, whose consonant-like timbre converts into a
thing apart, as i t were, the vowel of the tone produced.
Whereas, however, this consonantal timbre can never lift
itsel f to the suggestiveness of the word-speech-consonant's
appeal to feeli ng's u nderstanding, nor is it capable of that
consonant's change and consequent play of i nfluence upon the
vowel, so neither can the tone speech of an i nstrument ever
condense itself to an expression such as that attainable solely
by the organ of the understanding, namely, word speech ;
yet, as pure organ of the feeling, it speaks out the very thing
which word speech in itsel f can not speak out-without
further ado, then : that which, looked at from the standpoint
of our human intellect, is th e unspeakable. That this u nspeak217
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able is not a thing unutterable per se, but merely unutterable
through the organ of our u nderstanding; thus, not a mere
fancy, but a real ity-thi � is shown plainly enough by the
instruments of the orchestra themselves, whereof each for
itsel f, and infinitely more richly i n its changeful union with
other instruments, speaks out quite clearly and i ntelligibly. *
Let u s first t ake i nto view that unspeakable which the
orchestra can express with greatest definition, and i ndeed, i n
union w i t h another thing unspeakable-with gesture .
The bodily gesture, as determined by an i nner emotion
which proclaims i tself in the significant movements of certai n
members most capable of expression , a n d finally i n the
features of the face-this bodily gesture is in so far a thing
unutterable, as speech can only hint at or describe it, whereas
those members of those features were the only channels for its
actual u tterance. Something that word speech can fully impart,
that is, an obj ect communicable by the u nderstanding to the
understanding, has no need at all of accompaniment or rein
forcement by gesture ; nay, u nneedful gestures could only mar
the message. With such a message, however, as we have seen
above , neither is the sensory organ of the recipient hearing
roused , but merely serves as an uninterested go-between . But
a message which word speech cannot fully and convinci ngly
convey to feel ing-wh ich here h as also to be roused-thus
an expression which borders on passion, imperatively needs
strengthening through a concomitant gesture. We thu s see
that where the hearin g is to be roused to greater "sensuous"
interest, the messenger i nvolu ntarily h as to address the eye
as well : eye and ear must mutually assure each other of a
higher-pitched message, before they can transm it it convinc
ingly to the feel ing.
Now, the gesture, in its needful message to the eye,
delivered precisely That wh ich word speech was i ncompetent
to express-h ad the latter been able to do so, the gesture
would h ave been superfluou s and d isturbing. The eye was
thus aroused by the gesture in a way which stil l l acked its
fitting coun terpart, of a message to the ear; but this counter
part is needful, for rounding the expression i nto one com* This easy explanation of the "unspeakable" one might extend,
perhaps not altogether wrongly, to the whole matter of re l igious
ph i l osophy; for although that matter is given out as absolutely
unutterable, from the standpoint of the speaker, yet mayhap it is
utterable enough i f onl y the fitting organ be employed.-R.
WAG NER.
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pletely understandable by feeling. True that the word verse,
roused into melody, at last dissolves the intellectual content
of the original verbal message into an emotional content : but
in this melody there is not as yet contained that "moment"
of the message to the ear which shall completely answer to
the gesture ; for precisely in th i s [ verse] melody, as the most
highly roused expression of the words, lay the first incitement
to intensify the gesture-namely, to supply the corroborative
"moment" which the melody still needed, and needed just
because it could not as yet bring anything of its own exactly
to correspond thereto.
The verse melody, then, has contained only the antecedent
condition for the gesture. That, however, which is to vindicate
the gesture before the judgment seat of feeling, in the same
way as the speaking verse was to be vindicated through the
melody, or the melody to be vindicated--or better, elucidated
-through the harmony-that l ies beyond the power of th is
melody which arose from out the speaking verse, and which
with one essential aspect of its body remains strictly con
ditioned by word speech ; for it was word speech that could not
deliver the particular tale of gesture, and therefore called the
latter to its aid ; and now, it positively cannot find a com
pletely fitting veh icle for conveying it to the longing ear. But
now there comes the l angu age of the orchestra, completely
sundered from this word speech ; and that tale of gesture's,
which was unutterable in word-tone speech, the orchestra is
just as able to impart to the ear as the gesture itself imparts
it to the eye .
This facul ty the orchestra has won from its accompaniment
of the most physical of all gestures, the dance gesture, to which
such an accompaniment was a necessity dictated by its very
essence, to make its message understandable ; since the gestures
of dance, l ike gesture in general , bear much the same relation
to the orchestral melody as the word verse bears to the
vocal melody thereby conditioned. So that gesture and or
chestra melody, together, first form such a whole, a thing
so intelligible in itself, as word-tone melody forms for its
part. Their most physical point of contact, that is, the point
where both-the one in space, the other in time : the one to
the eye, the other to the ear-displayed themselves as
altogether like and mutually conditioned-dance gesture and
orchestra had this common point in rhythm ; and after each
departure from it, to this point they must perforce return
in order to stay or to become intelligible, for it is it that
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lays bare their prime affi n ity. But from this point both
gesture and orchestra expand, in equal measure, to their
respective idiosyncrasies of speaking power. Just as gesture
reveals to the eye a th ing which gesture can utter, so the
orchestra conveys to the ear a something exactly answering to
that revelation, precisely in the same way as musical rhythm ,
at the starting point of their kinship, explained to the ear the
th ing revealed to the eye in the m ost palpable moments of
the dance. The setting down of the uplifted foot was the same
thing to the eye, as to the ear was the accentuated downbeat
of the bar ; and thus also the mobile instrumental tone figure,
melodically uniting the downbeats of th e bar, is altogether
the same th i ng to the ear, as to the eye is the movement of
the feet, or other expressi ve members of the body, in the
intervals between thei r exchange.
Now, the further gesture departs from its definite, but
at like time most straitened b asis-that of the dance, the
more sparingly gesture distributes its sharpest accents, in
the most manifold and delicate expressional nuances to at
tain an endless apitude for speech : so much the more mani
fold and del icate become the tone figures of instrumental
speech , which, convincingly to impart the unspeakable of
gesture, now wins a melodic expression immeasurable in its
wealth of idiom. Nor can either its content or its form be
characterized in word speech, for very reason that they are
al ready completely made known to the ear through the
orchestral melody, and only further wait adoption by the eye ;
and that , as the content and form of the gesture answering to
th is melody.
That this idiomatic language of the orchestra is a long
way from having evolved i n opera to the fullness of which
it is capable is to be explained by the fact-already mentioned
in its proper pl ace-that, with its utter l ack of a genuine
dramatic basis, the opera has always drawn its byplay
directly from the pantQmimic dance . These ballet m imetics
had the very narrowest range of movement and gesture, and
at last were stereotyped into settled make-bel ieves, because
they al together lacked the necessary conditions that might
h ave prescribed, and alike expl ained, a greater multiplicity.
Such conditions are contained i n word speech ; and indeed,
no word speech dragged on to help, but one that summons
gesture to lend its help. As though i nstinctively aware of i ts
potential ity, the orchestra sought in absolute instrumental
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music, set loose from pantomine, for that heightened power of
speech which it thus could not gain in pantomine or opera ;
and we have seen that this effort, when put forth in its h ighest
force and sincerity, must lead to the longi ng for a justification
through the word, and through gesture prompted by the word.
We now h ave only to learn , from the other side, how· the
complete realization of the poetic aim is in turn to be effected
by nothing b1,1t the highest, the most lucid vindication of the
word-verse melody through the perfected language of the
orchestra, in its alliance with gesture.
In its will to real ize itsel f in drama, the poetic aim stipulates
for the highest and most manifold expression that gesture
owns : yes, it demands from it a force, diversity, a finesse and
mobility, such as nowhere but in drama can come to
"necessary" show, and which are therefore to be invented
of a quite specific ch aracter ; for the dramatic action, with
ai l its motives, is an action lifted high above life, and intensi
fied to the point of wonder. The compact moments and mo
tives of action were to be made intelligible to feeling only
by means of an equally concise expression, which was to rise
from the word verse to a melody immediately determining
the feeling. Now, just as this utterance intensifies itsel f to
melody, so it necessarily requires an intensifying of the
gestures which it prompts, a lifting of them above the measure
of those of ordinary talk. Moreover this gesture, i n keeping
with the character of drama, is no mere monologue of a
solitary individual, but intensifies itself to utmost manifoldness
-so to say, to a "many-voiced" gesture-through the charac
teristic reaction of the mutual encounter of many individuals.
The dramatic aim not only draws within its sphere the i nner
emotion per se, but, for sake of its own real izing, it specifically
demands th at this emotion shall be proclaimed in the outer,
bodily appearance of the performers. Pantomine contented
itself with typical masks, for the stature, bearing, and dress
of the performers : the all -enabled drama tears away these
typical masks-since it possesses the warranty therefor, in its
faculty of speech-and shows the performers as specific
individualities, proclaiming themselves precisely thus and not
otherwise. Wherefore the dramatic aim prescribes the stature,
mien, bearing, motion , and dress of the performer, down to
their tiniest detail, so that at every instant he may appear as
this one, this swiftly and definitely knowable individuality, in
full distinction from its fellows. This drastic distinction of the
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one individual ity is to be achieved, however, only when all
its fellows, when all the individualit ies in touch with it, display
themselves with an equally sure and drastic definition.

20.

Fore boding and remembrance

cannot think : but she can materialize thoughts, that
is, she can give forth their emotional-contents as no longer
merely recollected, but made present. This she can do, how
ever, only when her own manifestment is conditioned by a
poetic aim, and when th is l atter, again , reveals itself as no
mere thing of thought, but a th ing expounded i n the first
place by the organ of the understanding, namely, word
speech. A musical motive (Motiv ) * can produce a definite
impression on the feeling, i nciting it to a function akin to
thought, only when the emotion uttered i n that motive has
been definitely conditioned by a definite obj ect, and pro
claimed by a definite individual before our very eyes. The
omission of these conditionings sets a musical motive before
the feeling in a most indefinite l ight; and an indefinite thing
may return in the same garment as often as one pleases, yet
it will remain a mere recurrence of the indefinite, and we
shall neither be in a position to j ustify it by any felt necessity
of its appearance, nor, therefore, to associate it with anyth ing
else.
But a musical m otive into which the thought-filled word
verse of a dramatic performer h as poured itself-so to say,
before our eyes-is a thing conditioned by necessity : with its
return a definite emotion is discernibly conveyed to us, and
conveyed to us through the physical agency of the orchestra,
albeit now unspoken by the performer; for the latter now feels
driven to give voice to a fresh emotion, derived in turn from
that earl ier one. Wherefore the concurrent sounding of such
M usiC

* In
his critical writings and correspondence Wagner never
employs the term Leitmotiv. But in a letter of 1 867 to Heinrich
Porges he uses the word Hauptmotiv ( principal motive ) to mean
the same thing. The closing bars of Act II of Tristan, he informs
Porges, are "formed melodical ly out of King Mark's Hauptmotiv
(of good will ) ; consequently they contain the A1otiv of se lf
reproach, which appears to overcome Tristan."-Eos.
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a motive unites for us the conditioning, the nonpresent emo
tion with the emotion conditioned thereby and coming at
this instant into voice ; and inasmuch as we thus make our
feel ing a living witness to the organic growth of one definite
emotion from out another, we give to it the faculty of think
ing : nay, we here give it a faculty of higher rank than think
ing, to wit, the instinctive knowledge of a thought made real
in emotion .
Before we proceed to a discussion of the results which fol
low from the orchestra's above-suggested faculty of speech ,
for the shapi n g of the drama, we must determ ine another
of its salient capabilities, so as to take that faculty's full
compass. The capability to wh ich we here refer, comes to the
orchestra from a union of those aptitudes wh ich have accrued
to it from its alliance with gesture, on the one hand, and its
remembrance of the verse melody on the other. Just as
gesture, originating in the most physical of dance's postures,
has evolved to the most intellectual mimik ; just as verse
melody, from a mere thinking of an emotion, has advanced
to the m ost "present" enouncement of an emotion : so the
speaking faculty of the orchestra-wh ich has won from both
its shaping force, and fed and flourished on their utmost
ri pen ing-so does it grow from out this double source to a
highest special capabil ity, wherein we see the two divided
arms of the orchestral river, now richly tinged by tributary
brooks and streams, as though un ited again into one common
flow. To wit : where gesture lapses into rest, and the melodic
discourse of the actor hushes-thus where the drama prepares
its future course in inner moods as yet unuttered-there may
these still u nspoken moods be spoken by the orchestra in such
a way that their utterance shall bear the character of a
foreboding necessitated by the poet's aim.
A foreboding is the herald of an emotion as yet unspoken
-because as yet unspeakable, in the sense of our customary
word speech . Unspeakable is any emotion which is not as yet
defined ; and it is undefined so long as it has not been yet
determined through a fitting object. The first thrill of this
emotion, the foreboding, is thus its instinctive longing for
definement through an object ; through an object wh ich it
predeterm ines, in .i ts turn, by the force of i ts own need ; more
over, an object which must answer to it, and for which it
therefore waits. In its manifestment as a foreboding, I might
compare the emotional fund to a well-tuned harp, whose
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strings are sounding to the touch of passing winds, and wait
the player who shall grasp them into shapely chords.
Such a presentiment as this has the poet to wake within
us, in order, through its longing, to make us necessary sharers
in the creation of his art work . By calling forth this longing,
he provides h imself with the condi tioning force, in our
aroused receptiveness wh ich alone can make it possible for
him to shape the creatures of his fancy in accordance with
his settled aim. In the evocation of m9ods such as the poet
needs must wake in us, i f he is to procure our indispensable
assistance, absolute instrumental speech has already proved
itsel f all-powerful ; since precisely the arousing of indefinite,
of presaging, emotions has been its most characteristic effect;
but this aptitude could become a weakness, wherever it wanted
to give a definite shape, withal, to the emotions it had aroused .
Now , i f we apply to the "moments" of the drama this extra
ord inary, this unique en abl ing aptitude of i nstrumental speech ;
if we entrust it to the poet, to be set in motion for the further
ance of a definite aim , then we must come to terms as to
whence this language has to take the sensuous moments of
expression in wh ich it is to clothe itself, to accord with the
poetic aim.
We have already seen that our absolute instrumental
music was obl iged to borrow the sensuous "moments" for its
ex pression, either from a dance rhythm familiar to our ear
of yore, and from the thence-sprung tune--or from the melos
of the folk song, to which our ear had been equally brought
up. The absolute instrumental composer endeavored to raise
the everlasting i ndefiniteness of these "moments" into a
definite expression by fi tting them together according to their
kinship or contrast; by increasing or diminishing the strength,
and hastening or slackeni ng the speed, of their delivery ; and
finally by an idiomatic characterization, which he sought
among the manifold individualities of the tone i nstruments
themselves. In virtue of all this, he presen ted an image to the
fantasy ; and eventually he could but feel compelled to explain
the object of his description by giving i t an exact, an extra
musical label . So-called "tone painting" has been the manifest
last stage of our absolute i nstrumental music's evolution ; in it
this art has sensibly chi lled down its own expression, no longer
address ing itself to the feeli ng, but to the fantasy : an exper
ience which anyone may make for himself, by hearing a
Mendelssohnian, or still more a Berliozian, orchestral composi
tion, on top of a tone p iece by Beethoven. Nevertheless, it is
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not to be denied that this evolutionary course was a "neces
sary" one, and the definite veering off into tone painting was
prompted by more upright motives than, for instance, the
return to the fugal style of B ach . Above all must it not be
forgotten that the sensuous power of i nstrumental speech has
been uncommonly enriched and heightened through this same
tone painting.
We have now to recogn ize that not only can this power
be heightened beyond all measure, but its expression be at
the same time rid of its chill ingness, if the tone painter may
but address himsel f again to feel ing, in place of fantasy. This
opportunity is offered him when the subject of his mere
describings to thought is revealed in actual presence to the
senses; and indeed, as no mere hel p toward an understanding
of his tone picture, but as conditioned by a highest poetic
aim, for whose real ization the tone picture is itsel f to be the
helper. The subject of the tone picture could be noth ing but
a moment from the life of nature, or of man himself. B u t it
is precisely such m oments from natural or human life, to
whose delineation the musician has hitherto felt drawn,
that the poet now needs in preparation for weighty dramatic
crises, and it has been to the utmost detriment of his intended
artwork that the whilom absolute playwright must abjure
these moments in advance-because, the more completely
were they to im press the eye, yet without the supplementary
aid of an emotion-gu iding music their stage effect was bound
to be held unjustified, disturbing, and detractive, not further
some and helping.
Those indefinite presentiments, wh ich the poet must neces
sarily arouse in us, will always h ave to be allied with some
sort of show that presents i tsel f to the eye . This will be a
"moment" of the natural surrounding, or, in fact, of the
human centerp iece of that surroundi ng : in any case, a
"moment" whose motion is not as yet determined by any
definitely revealed emotion ; for the latter can be expressed
only by word speech, in its aforesaid alliance with gesture and
music-by that very word speech whose definite announce
ment we have here to pave the w ay for, through its evoca
tion by our longing. No language is capable of so movingly
expressing a preparatory repose, as that of the orchestra : to
develop this repose into an impatient longing is its most
peculiar office.
What is offered our eye by a scene of nature or a still and
silent human figure, and through that eye attunes our feelings
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into placid contem plation, this same thing M usic can present
to our emot ions in such a way that, s:arting from the "mo
ment" of repose, she moves them to a state of strai ned
expectancy, and thus awakes the longing which the poet
needs on our part to assist h im i n the revelation of his a i m .
N a y , for this stirri ng of o u r feel i n g t oward a definite object,
the poet needs to prepare our eye for the determinant show
itself-to wit, he m ust not even present us w i th the scene from
nature, nor with h i s human characters, until our roused
expectancy dem ands their presence and sanctions their be
havior, as ful fi l l i ng the necessities prefigured by it.
I n the exercise of this uttermost faculty, m u sical expression
will remain qu ite vague and nondeterm inant, till it t akes i nto
it the poetic ai m above denoted . For the physical "moments"
of the preparatory tone piece, h owever, this aim is able so to
draw u pon the definite phenomenon about to be real ized,
that they shall answer j ust as closely to that phenomenon as
its eventual appearance answers to the expectations awakened
i n us by the premonitory m usi c . Thus heralded , the actual
phenomenon steps before us as a fulfilled longing, a j ustified
forebod ing ; and, bearing in m i nd that the poet must lead h i s
drama's shows before the feeling as towering over those of
wonted l i fe-i n fact, as w ondrous-we now h ave to adm i t
that these shows would n o t display themselves a s such , or
would appear outrageous and u n intelligible, if their eventual
naked revelation could not be so condit ioned by our prepara
tory feel ing of their necessity as to m ake us downright demand
them in fulfillment of an expectation. But only to an orchestral
language thus inspired by the poet is it possible to rouse in
us this necessary expectancy ; wherefore w i thout the orchestra's
artistic aid the drama of wonders can neither be planned nor
carried out .

21.

Example from Lohengrin

an i nstance * w here the gesture explai ned by the
orchestra i s of downright decisory i mportance. A situation has
j ust been rounded off; obstacles h ave been set aside ; and the
CoNsiDER

*

TR .

The i l l ustration refers to the close of Act II of Lohengrin .
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mood is one of satisfaction. The poet wishes, h owever, to
deduce from this s ituation its "necessary" successor, and this
aim of h is can be realized only by letting us feel that that
mood is not completely satisfied , in truth, those obstacles are
not entirely set aside. He is c oncerned to make us recognize
that the seeming quietude of his dramatis personae is merely
a sel f-illusion, on their part ; and thus to so attune our feel ing
that we ourselves m ay frame the necessity of a further, an
altered, development of the situation, t h rough our co-creative
sympathy : to this end he brings before us the gesture of a
mysterious personage whose m otives , as hitherto divulged,
have inspired us with anxiety as t o a final satisfactory solu
t ion ; and he makes this gesture th reaten the chief character.
This threat is meant to fill us with foreboding, while the or
chestra is to elucidate the character of that forebod ing-and
th is it can do only by k nitting it with a remem brance ; where
fore he p rescribes for this weighty moment the emph atic
repetition of a melodic phrase wh ich we have already h eard
as the musical expression of words referring to the threat,
and which has the characteristic property of recalling to us
the image of an earlier situation ; and now, in union with the
threatening gesture, this phrase becomes for us a prophecy,
engrossing and instinctively determining our feeling.

22 .

The new musicodramatic unity

Now let us take a hasty glance at the form of our supposed
dram a, so as to assure ourselves that-for all its n ecessary
and fundamental , i ts ever newly shaping change-it is a
form essentially, nay, uniquely one. But let us also consider
what it is, that makes this unity possible.
Just as the joi nery of my individual scenes excluded every
alien and unnecessary detail, and led all i nterest to the
dom inant chief mood, so did the whole building of my drama
join i tsel f into one organic u n ity, whose easily surveyed
members were made out by those fewer scenes and situations
which set the passing mood : no mood could be perm itted to
be struck in any one of these scenes that did not stand in
a weighty relation to the moods of all the other scenes, so that
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the development of the moods of all the other scenes, the
constant obviousness of this development, should establish
the unity of the drama in its very mode of expression. Each
of these chief moods, in keeping with the nature of the
stuff, must also gain a definite musical expression, which
should display itself to the sense of hearing as a definite
musical theme. Just as, in the progress of the drama, the
intended cl imax of a decisory chief mood was to be reached
only through a development, continuously present to the
feeling, of the individual moods already roused : so must the
musical expression, which d irectly influences the physical
feeling, necessarily take a decisive share in this development
to a cl imax.
The orchestra is the organ for preserving the u nity of
expression. Wherever, for a plainer definement of the dramatic
situation, the word-tone langu age of the dramatis personae
abates itself in such a way as to expose its close kinship with
the l an gu age of daily life-with the organ of the u nderstand
ing-there the orchestra makes good this sunk expression,
through its power of musically conveying a foreboding or
remembrance ; so that the awakened feeling remains in its
upl i fed mood, and never has to follow on that downward
path by transforming itself into a purely intellectual function.
Between the foreboding and remembrance, there stands the
verse melody as the borne and bearing individuality, con
ditioned by an emotional surrounding consisting of moments
of utterance drawn alike from i ts own promptings and from
those of others, already experienced or yet to be experienced.
These referential moments for rounding off the emotional
expression withdraw into the background so soon as ever the
individual comes to oneness with himsel f, and thus advances
to the fullest expression of the verse melody ; then the or
chestra will merely support this melody in its elucidatory
function ; but when the ful l colors of the verse melody fade
down again to a merely tonal word speech, then the orchestra
resumes its function of making good the j oint emotional
expression through prophetic reminiscences, and of basing
necessary transitions of feel ing, as it were, u pon our own,
our ever-vigilant, sympathy.
Let us not forget, however, that the orchestra's equalizing
moments of expression are never to be determined by the
caprice of th e musician, as a random tricking out of sound,
but only by the poet's aim . Should these "moments" utter
anyth ing not connected with the situation of the dramatis
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personae, anything superfluous thereto, then the unity of
expression is itsel f dist urbed by this departure from the
content. A mere absol ute-musical embellishment or drooping
or inchoate situat ion-a favorite operatic device for the
sel f-glorification of music, in so-cal led "ritornels" and inter
ludes, and even in the song accompaniments-such a trick
upheaves at once the u n ity of expression, and casts the
interest of the ear on music n o longer as an ex pression , but,
in a manner, as hersel f the thing expressed .
In opera, hitherto, the musician has not so much as at
tempted to devise a unitarian form for the whole artwork :
each several vocal piece was a form filled out for itsel f, and
merely hung together with the other tone pieces of the opera
through a simil arity of outward structure-by no means
through any true conditionment by an inner content. The
disconnected was so peculiarly the character of operatic music.
Only the separate tone piece h ad a form coheren t in itsel f;
and this was derived from absolute-musical good pleasure,
maintained by custom, and imposed u pon the poet as an iron
yoke. The connecting principle, within these forms, consisted
in a ready-made theme making place for a second, a middle
theme, and repeating itself according to the dictates of
musical c aprice . I n the l arger work of absolute instrumental
music-the symph ony-altern ation, repetition, augmentation
and diminution of the themes m ade out the movement of
each ·separate section , which strove to vindicate itsel f before
the feel ing by establ ishing the ut most possible un ity of form ,
through the coordination and recurrence of its themes. The
vindication of their recurrence, however, rested on a merely
imagined, but never realized, assumption ; and nothing but
the poetic aim can really bring about this vindication, because
it downright demands the l atter as a necessary condition for its
being understood.
In their suggestive, their ever-warranted return, analogous
to that of the Stabreim, the chief motives of the dramatic
action-having become distinguishable melodic moments
which fully materialize their content-now mold themselves
into a continuous artistic form. The new form of dramatic
music will have the unity of the symphonic movement ; and
this it will attain by spreading itself over the whole drama,
in the most intimate cohesion therewi th , not merely over
single smaller, arbitrarily selected parts. So that this unity
consists in a tissue of root themes pervading all the drama,
themes which contrast, complete, resh ape, divorce, and inter-
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twine with one another as i n the symphonic movement ; only
that here the needs of the dramatic action dictate the l aws
of part ing and combining, which were there originally bor
rowed from the motions of the dance.
In this unity of the expression , ever making present, and
ever embrac ing the ful l compass of the content, there is at l ike
time solved, and solved in the only decisive way, the whilom
problem of the u nity of time and space .
Time and space, as abstractions from the real l iving attri
butes of the action, could only chain the attention of our
drama-constructing poets because a single, a completel y realiz
ing expression did not stand at their service for the poetic
con tent pl anned by them. Time and space are th ought-out
attri butes of actual physical phenomena ; and so soon as the
latter are thought about, they h ave in truth already lost their
force of manifestment : the body of these abstractions is the
real, the sense-appeal ing, of an action wh ich d ispl ays itself i n
a definite spacial surrounding, a n d i n a period o f motion con
ditioned thereby. To set the u nity of the drama in the unity of
space and time means to set it at naugh t ; for time and space
are nothing in themselves, and only become some-thing
through their being annulled by something real, by a human
action and its natural surrounding. Th is human act ion must be
the thing united in itsel f, that is, the thing that h angs together ;
by the possibility of making its connection a surveyable one is
conditioned the assumption of its time length , and by the pos
sibility of a completely adequate representment of the scene is
condi tioned its extension in space ; for it wills but one thing
to make itsel f i ntel ligible to feel ing.
I n the singlest space and the most compact time one may
spread out an action as completely discordant and discon
nected as you please-as we may see to our heart's content in
our unity pieces. On the contrary, the unity of an action con
sists in its intell igible connection ; and only through one thing
can this reveal itsel f intel l igibly-which thing is neither time
nor space, but the expression . If i n the preceding pages we
have ascertained what is this un itarian, that is, this continuous
expression, which at all times keeps the cont inuity in presence ;
and i f we h ave shown it as a thing by all means possible : then
in this expression we h ave also won back the severed by the
necessity of space and time as a thing once more united, and
a thing made ever present where need ful for an understanding;
for its "necessary" presence l ies not in time or space, but i n
t h e impression which is made on us within them. The l imita-
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tions of space and t i me , which arose from lack of this expres
sion, are upheaved at once by its acqu irement ; both time and
space are annihilated, through the actuality of the drama.

23 .

R e la tion of the poet to the m usician

IT remai ns for me to denote only the relation between poet
and musician which follows from the argument above. To do
this briefly, let us fi rst ask ourselves the question : "Has the
poet to restrict h imsel f in presence of the musician, and the
musician in presence of the poet?"
Freedom of the i ndividual h as hitherto seemed possible
through nothing but a-wise-restriction from without : mod
eration of his impulses, and thus of the force of his abil i ties,
was the first thing requ ired of the unit by the state community.
The ful l effectu ation of an individual ity had to be l ooked on
as synonymous with an infringement of the i ndividuality of
others, whereas the individual's sel f-restraint was reckoned as
his highest wisdom and virtue. Taken strictly, this virtue,
preached by sages, besung by didactists, and finally claimed by
the state as the duty of subservience, by religion as the duty of
humil ity-this virtue was a virtue never coming forth ; willed,
but not practiced ; imagined, but not realized : and so long as a
virtue is demanded, i t will never in truth be exercised. Either
the exercise of this virtue was an act despotical ly imposed
and thus without that merit of virtue i magined for i t ; or it was
a necessary, an unreflective act of free will, and then its en
abling force was not the sel f-restricting will-but love.
Those same sages and l awgivers who claimed the practice of
self-restraint through reflection never reflected for an instant
that they had thralls and sl aves beneath them, from whom they
cut off every possibility of practicing that virtue; and yet these
latter were i n fact the only ones who really restrai ned them
selves for another's sake-because they were compelled to.
Among that rul ing and "reflecting" aristocracy the sel f-re
straint of its members, toward one another, consisted in noth
ing but the prudence of egoism, which counseled them to
segregate themselves, to take no though t for others ; and this
pol icy of laisser aller- d ever enough at giving itself a quite
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agreeable outward show, in forms it borrowed from those of
reverence and friendship-yet was only possible to these gen
try on condition that other men, mere sl aves and chattels,
shou ld stand ready to mai ntain the hedged-off self-dependence
of their masters . In the terrible demoral ization of our present
social system, revol ting to the heart of every veri table man, we
may see the necessary consequence of asking for an impossible
virtue, and a virtue which eventually i s held in currency by a
barbarous police. Only the total vanishing of this demand, and
of the grounds on which it has been based-only the upheaval
of the most unhuman i nequality of men, in their stationings
toward life, can bri ng about the fancied i ssue of that claim of
sel f-restriction : and that, by making possible free love. But
love will bring about that fancied i ssue in a measurelessly
heightened measure, for it is not at all a self-restrain t, but
something i nfinitely greater-to wit, the h ighest evolu tion of
our individual powers-together with the most necessitated
thrust toward our own self-offering for sake of a beloved
object.
Now, if we apply this criterion to the c ase above, we shall
see that sel f-restriction of either the poet or the musician, i n
i t s ulti mate consequences would only bring about the drama's
death, or rather, would w ithstand its ever bei ng brought to
life . So soon as poet and musician restricted each other, they
could have no end in view other than each to let his own par
ticular talent sh ine out for itself; and seeing that the object, on
which they were bringing these lights of theirs to shine was
just the drama, the latter would naturally fare like the sick
man betwixt two doctors, each endeavori ng to display his spe
cial scientific skill in an opposite direction : with the strongest
constitution in the world, the i nvalid would go to the ground.
I f poet and musician, h owever, do not restrict each other, but
rouse each other's powers i nto highest might, by love ; if in this
love they are all that ever they can be ; if they mutually go
under i n the offering that each brings each-the offering of his
very highest potence-then the drama in its highest plenitude
is born .
If the poet's aim -as such-is still at hand and visible, then
it has not as yet gone under into the musical expression ; but if
the musician's expression-as such-is still apparent, then it,
in turn , has not yet been i nspired by the poetic aim. Only
when the expression, as a marked and special thing, goes
under in the real izement of this aim , only then is neither aim
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nor expression any longer at hand, but the reality which each
had willed is ca n ned And this reality is the drama ; in whose
presentment we must be reminded no more of aim or expres
sion, but its content must instinctively engross us, as a human
action vindicated "necessarily" before our feeling.
Let us tell the musician, then, that every, even the tiniest,
moment of his expression in which the poetic aim is not con
tained, and which is not conditioned "necessarily" by that aim
and its realization-that every such moment is superfluous,
disturbing, bad ; that each utterance of his is unimpressive if it
stays unintelligible, and that i t becomes i ntell igible only by
taking into it the poet's aim ; that he himself, however, as
realizer of the poetic aim, stands infinitely h igher than in his
arbitrary dealings without that aim-for, as a conditioned, a
"satisfying" message, his own is an even higher one than that
of the conditioning, the "needy" aim in itself, albeit the l atter
is the highest aim man has; that, finally, in the conditioning of
his message by this aim, he will be incited to a far richer
exhibition of his powers than ever he was while at his lonely
post, where-for sake of utmost understandableness-he was
obl iged to restrain h imself, that is, to hold himself to a func
tion not belonging to him as musician : whereas he now is
necessarily challenged to the most unrestrained unfoldment of
his powers, precisely because he needs and must be noth ing
but m usician.
To the poet let us say that if his aim-in so far as i t is to be
displayed to the ear-cannot be entirely realized in the ex
pression of h is musician ally, then neither is it a highest poetic
aim at all ; that wherever his aim is still discernible he has not
completely poetized it; and therefore, that he can measure the
heigh t of poetry to which his aim has reached only by the
completeness wherewith it is realizable in the musical ex
pression .
So, let us finally denote the measure of poetic worth as fol
lows : as Vol taire said of the opera : "What is too silly to be
said, one gets it sung," so let us reverse that maxim for the
drama which we h ave in view, and say : What is not worth the
being sung, neither is it worth the poet's pains of telling.
-

.

After what has been said above, it might seem almost super
fluous to ask the further question : Ought we to think of the
poet and musician as two persons or as one?
The poet and musician, whom we mean, are very well
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thinkable as two persons. In fact the musician, in his practical
intermed iation between the poetic aim and its final bodily re
al ization through an actual scenic representation, might neces
sarily be cond itioned by the poet as a separate person .

24.

O n e artist or two?

if we consider the present attitude assumed by poet and
musician toward each other, and if we find it ordered by the
same maxims of self-restriction and egoistic severance as those
which govern all the factors of our modern social state, then
we cannot but feel that, in an unworthy public system where
every man i s bent on sh ining for himsel f alone, there none but
the individual unit can take into himsel f the spi rit of com
munity, and cherish and develop it according to his powers
how inadequate soe'er they be. Not to two, at the hour that is,
can come the thought of jointly making possible the perfected
drama ; for, in parleying on this thought, the two must neces
sari ly and candidly avow the i mpossibil ity of its realization in
face of public l i fe, and that avowal would nip their under
taking in the bud . Only the lonely one, in the thick of his
endeavor, can t ransmute the bitterness of such a self-avowal
into an intox icating joy which drives him on, with all the
courage of a drunkard, to undertake the making possible the
impossible ; for he alone is thrust forward by two artistic forces
which he cannot withstand-by forces which he willingly lets
drive him to sel f-offering.
YET

25 . Conclusion

WE have seen the poet driven onward by his yearning for a
perfect emotional expression, and seen him reach the point
where he found his verse reflected on the mirror of the sea of
h armony, as musical melody : unto this sea was he compelled
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to thrust ; only the mirror of this sea could show him the
image of his yearning ; and this sea he could not create from
his own will, but j.t was lhe other of his being, that wherewith
he needs must wed himself, but which he could not prescribe
from out himself, nor summon i nto being. So neither can the
artist prescribe from his own will, nor summon i nto being,
that life of the future which once shall redeem him : for it is
the other, the antithesis of himsel f, for which he yearns, to
ward which he is thrust ; that which, when brought him from
an opposite pole, is for the first time present for him, first
takes his semblance up i nto it, and knowably reflects it back .
Yet again , this living ocean of the future cannot beget that
mirror image by its unaided sel f : it is a mother element, which
can bear alone what it has first recei ved . This fecundating
seed, which in it alone can thrive, is brought it by the poet,
that is, the artist of the present ; and this seed is the quintes
sence of all rarest life sap, which the past has gathered up
therein, to bring it to the future as its necessary, its fertilizing
germ : for this fu ture is not thinkable, except as stipulated by
the past.
Now, the melody which appears at last upon the water
mirror of the harmonic ocean of the future is the clear-seeing
eye wherewith this life gazes upward from the depth of its sea
abyss to the radiant l ight of day. But the verse, whose mere
mirror image it is, is the own-est poem of the artist of the
present, begotten by his most peculiar faculty, engendered by
the fullness of his yearning. A nd just as th is verse, will the
prophetic artwork of th e yearning artist of the present once
wed itself with the ocean of th e life of the fu ture. In that l ife
of the future will this artwork be what today i t yearns for but
cannot actually be as yet : for that life of the future will be
entirely what it can be, only through its taking up i nto its
womb this artwork.
The begetter of the artwork of th e future is none other than
the artist of the present, wh o presages that life of the fu ture,
and yearns to be con tained therein . He who ch erishes th is
longing with in the inmost chamber of his powers, he lives
already in a better life-bu t only one can do this th ing:
the artist.

PART V

Wagner's Development

I.

A utobiographical sketch

MY name is Wilhelm Rich ard Wagner, and I was born at
Leipzig on May the 22nd, 1 8 1 3 . My father was a police ac
tuary, and died six months after I was born. My stepfather,
Ludwig Geyer, was a comedian and painter; he was also the
author of a few stage plays, of which one, Der Beth lehe
mitische Kindermord ( The Slaughter of the I n nocents ) , had a
certain success. My whole family migrated with him to Dres
den . He wished me to become a painter, but I showed a very
poor talent for drawing.
My stepfather also died ere long-I was only seven years
old. Shortly before his death I had learned to pl ay "Ub' immer
Treu und Redlichkeit" and the then newly published "Jung
fernkranz" upon the pianoforte ; the day before his death, I
was bid to play him both these pieces i n the adjoining room ;
I heard him then, with feeble voice, say to my mother, "Has
he perch ance a talent for music?" On the early morrow, as he
lay dead, my mother came i nto the children's sleeping room,
and said to each of us some loving word . To me she said, "He
hoped to make someth ing of thee ." I remember, too, that for
a long time I imagined that something indeed would come
of me .
In my ninth year I went to the Dresden Kreuzschule : I
wished to study, and music was not thought of. Two of my
sisters learned to play the piano passably ; I listened to them,
but had no piano lessons myself. Nothing pleased me so much
as Der Freisch iitz ; I often saw Weber pass before our house,
as he came from rehearsal s ; I always watched him with a
reverent awe . A tutor who explained to me Cornelius Nepos
was at last engaged to give me pianoforte i nstructions; hardly
had I got past the earliest finger exercises, when I furtively
practiced, at first by ear, the Overture to Der Freisch iitz ; my
teacher heard this once, and said nothing would come of me.
He was right ; in my whole life I have never learned to play the
piano properly. Thenceforward I played only for my own
amusement, nothing but overtures, and with the most fearful
"fingering." It was impossible for me to pl ay a passage clearly,
and I therefore concei ved a just dread of all scales and runs.
239
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Of Mozart, I cared only for The Magic Flu te ; Don Giovanni
was distasteful to me, because of the Italian text beneath it :
it seemed to me such rubbish .
But this music strumming was quite a secondary matter :
Greek, Latin, mythology, and ancient history were my prin
cipal studies. I wrote verses too. Once there died one of my
schoolfellows, and our teacher set us the task of writing a
poem upon his death ; the best lines were then to be printed :
my own were printed, but only after I had cleared them of a
heap of bombast . I was then eleven years old . I promptly de
termined to become a poet ; and sketched out tragedies on the
model of the Greeks, urged by my acquaintance with Apel's
works : Polyidos, Die A tolier, and so on, and so on. Moreover,
I passed in my school for a good head "in Iitteris" ; even in the
"third form" I had translated the first twelve books of the
Odyssey. For a while I learned English also, merely so as to
gain an accurate knowledge of Shakespeare ; and I made a
metrical translation of Romeo's monologue . Though I soon
left English on one side, yet Shakespeare remained my ex
emplar, and I projected a great tragedy which was almost
nothi ng but a medley of Hamlet and King Lear. The plan was
gigantic i n the extreme ; two-and-forty human beings died in
the course of this piece, and I saw mysel f compelled, i n its
working out, to call the greater nu mber back as ghosts, since
otherwise I should have been short of characters for my last
acts. This play occupied my leisure for two whole years.
Meanwhile, I left Dresden and its Kreuzschule, and went to
Leipzig. In the Nikolaischule of that city I was relegated to
the "third form, " after having already attained to the "sec
ond" in Dresden. This circumstance embittered me so much
that thenceforward I lost all liking for philological study. I
became lazy and slovenly, and my grand tragedy was the only
thing left me to care about. Wh ilst I was finishing this I made
my fi rst acquaintance with Beethoven's music, in the Leipzig
Gewandhaus concerts; its impression upon me was overpower
i ng. I also became inti mate with Mozart's works, ch iefly
through his Requiem. Beethoven's music to Egmon t so much
inspired me, that I determined-for all the world-not to
allow my now completed tragedy to leave the stocks until pro
vided with suchlike music. Without the slightest diffidence, I
believed that I could myself write this needful music, but
thought it better first to clear up a few of the general principles
of thorough bass. To get through this as swi ftly as possible, I
borrowed for a week Logier's Method of Thorough Bass, and
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studied it in hot haste. But this study did not bear such rapid
fruit as I had expected : its difficulties both provoked and fas
cinated me ; I resolved to become a musician.
Duri ng this time my great tragedy was unearthed by my
family : they were much disturbed thereat, for it was clear as
day that I had woefully neglected my school lessons in favor
of it, and I was forthwith admonished to continue them more
diligently. Under such circu mstances, I breathed no word of
my secret discovery of a calling for music ; but, notwithstand
ing, I composed in silence a sonata, a quartet, and an aria.
When I felt myself sufficiently matured in my private musical
studies, I ventured forth at last with their announcement .
Naturally, I now had many a hard battle t o wage, for my rela
tions could consider my penchant for music only as a fleeting
passion-all the more as it was u nsupported by any proofs of
preliminary study, and especially by any already won dexterity
in handling a musical instrument.
I was then i n my sixteenth year, and, chiefly from a perusal
of E. A. Hoffmann's works, on fire with the maddest mysti
cism : I had visions by day i n semislumber, i n which the "key
note," "th ird," and "dominant" seemed to take on l iving form
and reveal to me their mighty meaning : the notes that I wrote
down were stark with folly. At last a capable musician was
engaged to instruct me : the poor man had a sorry office in
explaining to me that what I took for wondrous shapes and
powers were really chords and intervals. What could be more
disturbing to my family than to find that I proved myself
'
negl igent and refractory in this study also? My teacher shook
his head, and it appeared that here too no good thing could be
brought from me.
My liking for study dwindled more and more, and I chose
instead to write overtures for full orchestra-one of which
was once performed in the Leipzig theatre. This overture was
the culminating point of my foolishness. For its better under
standing by such as might care to study the score, I elected to
employ for its notation three separate tints of ink : red for the
"strings," green for the "woodwi nd," and black for the "brass."
Beethoven's Ninth Symphony was a mere Pleyel sonata by the
side of th is marvelously concocted overture. Its performance
was mainly prejudiced by a fortissimo thud on the big drum,
that recurred throughout the whole overture at regul ar i nter
vals of four bars ; with the result that the audience gradually
passed from its initial amazement at the obstinacy of the drum
beater to undisguised displeasure, and finally to a mirthful
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mood that much disquieted me . This first performance of a
composi tion of mine left on me a deep impression.
But now the July Revolution took place ; with one bound I
became a revol utionist, and acquired the conviction that every
decently active being ought to occupy himself with politics ex
clusively. I was happy only in the company of pol it ical writers,
and I commenced an overture upon a pol itical theme . Thus
was I minded, when I left school and went to the university :
not, indeed, to devote myself to study for any profession-for
my musical career was now resolved on-but to attend lec
tures on ph ilosophy and aesthetics. By this opportunity of im
provi ng my mind I profited as good as nothing, but gave
myself up to all the excesses of student l i fe ; and that with such
reckless levity that they very soon revolted me. My relations
were now sorely troubled about me, for I had almost entirely
abandoned my music. Yet I speedily came to my senses ; I felt
the need of a completely new beginning of strict and methodi
cal study of music, and Providence led me to the very man
best qualified to inspire me with fresh l ove for the thing, and
to purge my notions by the most thorough i nstruction . This
man was Theodor Weinlig, the cantor of the Leipzig Thomas
schule. Although I had previously made my own attempts at
fugue, it was with him that I first commenced a thorough
study of counterpoi nt, which he possessed the h appy knack of
teaching his pupils while playing.
At this epoch I first acquired an i ntimate love and knowl
edge of Mozart . I composed a sonata, i n which I freed mysel f
from all buckram, and strove for a natural , unforced style of
composition. This extremely si mple and modest work was pub
lished by Breitkopf und H artel . M y studies under Weinlig
were ended i n less than hal f a year, and he dismissed me him
sel f from his tuition as soon as he had brought me so far for
ward that I was in a position to solve with e ase the hardest
problems of counterpoint. "What you h ave made your own by
this dry study," he said, "we call self-dependence." In that
same half-year I also composed an overture on the model of
Beethove n ; a model which I now u nderstood somewhat better.
This overture was played in one of the Leipzig Gewandhaus
concerts, to most encouraging applause . A fter several other
works, I then engaged in a symphony : to my head exempl ar,
Beethoven, I allied M ozart , especially as shown i n his great
C-major Symphony. Luci dity and force-albeit with many a
strange aberration-were my end and aim.
My symphony completed , I set out in the summer of 1 8 3 2
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on a journey to Vienna, with no object other than to get a
hasty glimpse of this renowned music city. What I saw and
heard there edified me little ; wherever I went I heard Zampa.
and Straussian potpourris on Zampa. Both-and especially
at that time-were to me an abomi nation. O n my homeward
journey I tarried a while in Prague, where I made the
acquaintance of Dionys Weber and Tomaschek; the former
had several of my compositions performed in the conserva
toire, and among them my symphony. In that city I also
composed an opera book of tragic contents : Die Hoch zeit. I
know not whence I had come by the medieval subject matter
-a frantic lover climbs to the w i ndow of the sleepi ng chamber
of his friend's bride, wherein she is awaiting the advent of the
bridegroom ; the bride struggles with the madman and hurls
him into the courtyard below, where his mangled body gives
up the ghost. During the funeral ceremony, the bride, utteri ng
one cry, sinks lifeless on the corpse .
Returned to Leipzig, I set to work at once on the composi
tion of this opera's first "number," which contained a grand
sextet that much pleased Weinlig. The textbook found no
favor with my sister ; I destroyed its every trace.
In January of 1 8 3 3 my symphony was performed at a
Gewandhaus concert, and met with h ighly inspiriting applause .
At about this time I came to know Hei nrich Laube.
To visit one of my brothers, I traveled to Wiirzburg in
the spring of the s ame year, and remained there till its
close ; my brother's i ntimacy was of great importance to me,
for he was an accomplished singer. During my stay in
Wii rzburg I composed a romantic opera in three acts, D ie
Feen, for which I wrote my own text, after G ozzi's Die Frau
a/s Sch lange . Beethoven and Weber were my models ; in the
ensembles of this opera there was much that fell out very well,
and the fi nale of the second act, especially, promised a good
effect. The "numbers" from this work which I brought to a
heari ng at concerts i n Wiirzburg, were favorably received .
Full of hopes for my now finished opera, I returned to
Leipzig at the beginning of 1 8 3 4, and offered it for perform
ance to the director of that theatre . However, in spite of h is
at first declared readi ness to comply with my w ish , I was soon
forced to the same experience that every German opera
composer has nowadays to w i n : we are discredited upon our
own native stage by the success of Frenchmen and Italians,
and the production of our operas is a favor to be cringed
for. The performance of my Feen was set upon the shelf.
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Meanwhile I heard Wilhelmine Schroder-Devrient sing in
Bellini's Romeo and Juliet. I was astounded to w itness so
extraord i nary a renderi ng of such u tterly meaningless music.
I grew doubtful as to the choice of the proper means to bring
about a great success ; far though I was from attach i ng to
Bell ini a signal merit, yet the subject to which his music was
set seemed to me to be more propitious and better calculated
to spread the warm glow of life than the painstaking pedantry
with which we Germans, as a rule, brought naught but
laborious make-bel ieve to market. The flabby lack .of character
of our modern I talians, equally with the frivolous levity of the
latest Frenchmen, appeared to me to ;:: h allenge the earnest,
conscientious G erman to master the happily chosen and
happ ily exploited means of h is rivals, in order then to outstrip
them in the production of genuine works of art.
I was then twenty-one years of age, inclined to take life
and the world on their pleasant side. A rdinghello ( by Heinse )
and Das Ju nge Europa ( by H . Laube ) tingled through my
every limb ; while Germany appeared in my eyes a very tiny
portion of the earth . I had emerged from abstract mysticism,
and I learned a love for matter. Beauty of material and
brilliancy of wit were lordly thi ngs to m e : as regards my
beloved music, I found them both among the Frenchmen and
Italians. I foreswore my model, Beethoven ; h is last symphony
I deemed the keystone of a whole great epoch of art, beyond
whose limits no man could hope to press, and within which
no man could attain to i ndependence. Mendelssoh n also
seemed to have felt with me, when he stepped forth with his
smal ler orchestral compositions, leavi ng u ntouched the great
and fenced-off form of the symphony of Beethoven ; it seemed
to me that, beginning with a lesser, completely unshackled
form, he fain would create for himself therefrom a greater.
Everything around me appeared fermenting : to abandon
myself to the general fermentation I deemed the most natural
course. Upon a lovely summer's journey among the Bohemian
watering places, I sketched the plan of a new opera, Das
Liebesverbot, taki ng my subj ect from Shakespeare's Measure
for Measure-only with this difference, that I robbed it of
its prevai ling earnestness, and thus remolded it after the
pattern of Das Junge Europa; free and frank physicalism
gained, of its own sheer strength, the victory over puritanical
hyprocisy.
In the summer of this same year, 1 8 34, I further took the
post of music director at the Magdeburg theatre. The practical
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application of my musical knowledge to the functions of a
conductor bore early fruit ; for the vicissitudes of intercourse
with singers and singeresses, behind the scenes and in front
of the footlights, completely matched my bend toward many
hued distraction. The composition of my Liebesverbot was
now begun. I produced the Overture to Die Feen at a concert;
it had a marked success. This notwithstanding, I lost all liking
for this opera, and, since I was no longer able personally to
attend to my affairs at Leipzig, I soon resolved to trouble
myself no more about this work, which is as much as to say
that I gave it up.
For a festival play for New Year's day, 1 8 3 5 , I hastily
threw together some music which aroused a general interest.
Such lightly won success much fortified my views that in
order to please, one must not too scrupulously choose one's
means. In this sense I continued the composition of my
Liebesverbot, and took no care whatever to avoid the echoes
of the French and Italian stages. Interrupted in this work for
a while, I resumed it in the winter of 1 8 35-6, and completed
it shortly before the dispersal of the Magdeburg opera troupe.
I had now only twelve days before the departure of the
principal singers ; therefore my opera must be rehearsed
in this short space of time, if I still wished them to perform
it. With greater levity than deliberation, I permitted this
opera-which contained some arduous roles-to be set on
the stage after ten days' study. I placed my trust in the
prompter and in my contluctor's baton. But, spite of all my
efforts, I could not remove the obstacle that the singers
scarcely half knew their parts. The representation was like a
dream to us all : no human being could possibly get so much
as an idea what it was all about; yet there was some consola
tion in the fact that applause was plentiful. For various
reasons, a second performance could not be given.
In the midst of all this, the "earnestness of life" had
knocked at my door; my outward independence, so rashly
grasped at, had led me into follies of every kind, on all sides
I was plagued by penury and debts. It occurred to me to
venture upon something out of the ordinary, in order not to
slide into the common rut of need. Without any sort of
prospect, I went to Berlin and offered the director to produce
my Liebesverbot at the theatre of that capital. I was received
at first with the fairest promises ; but, after long suspense, I
had to learn that not one of them was sincerely meant. In the
sorriest pl ight I left Berlin, and applied for the post of
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musical director at the Konigsberg theatre, i n Prussia-a post
which I subsequently obtained. In that c ity I got married in
the autumn of 1 8 3 6, a m i d the most dubious outward circum
stances. The year which I spent in Konigsberg was com
pletely lost to my art, by reason of the pressure of petty
cares. I wrote one solitary overture : " Rule Britannia."
In the summer of 1 8 3 7 I visited Dresden for a short time.
There I was led back by the reading of Bulwer's Rienzi to
an already cherished idea, namely, of turning the last of
Rome's tribunes i nto the hero of a grand tragic opera.
Hi ndered by outward discomforts, however, I busied myself
no further with dramatic sketches. In the autumn of this
year I went to Riga, to take up the position of first musical
director at the theatre recently opened there by Holtei. I
fou nd there an assemblage of excellent m aterial for opera,
and went to its employment with the greatest liking. Many
i nterpolated passages for i ndividual s ingers i n various operas
were composed by me during this period. I also wrote the
libretto for a comic opera in two acts : Die Gliicklich e Baren
familie, the matter for wh ich I took from one of the stories i n
the Thousand and One Nigh ts. I h a d composed only two
"numbers" for this, when I was d isgusted to find that I was
aga i n on the h igh road to music-making a Ia Adam. My
spirit, my deeper feeli ngs, were wounded by this discovery,
and I laid aside the work in horror. The daily studying
and conducting of Auber's, Adam's, and Bellini's music
contributed its share to a speedy u ndoing of my frivolous
delight in such an e nterprise.
The utter childishness of our provincial public's verdict
upon any art manifestation that may chance to make its
first appearance in their own theatre-for they are accustomed
only to witnessing performances of works already judged and
accredited by the greater world outside-brought me to the
decision, at no price to produce for the first time a largish
work at a mi nor theatre. When, therefore, I felt aga i n the
i nstinctive need of undertaking a major work, I renounced
all idea of obtaining a speedy representation of i t in my
immediate neighborhood : I fixed my mind upon some
theatre of first rank that woul d some day produce it, and
troubled myself but little as to where and when that theatre
would be found. In this wise did I conceive the sketch of a
grand tragic opera i n five acts : Rienzi, th e Last of the
Tribunes; and I laid my plans on so important a scale, that
it would be impossible to produce this opera-at any rate
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for the first time-at any lesser theatre. Moreover, the wealth
and force of the material left me no other course, and my
procedure was governed more by necessity than by set
purpose. In the summer of 1 8 3 8 I completed the poem ; at the
same time, I was engaged in rehearsing our opera troupe, with
much enthusi asm and affection, in Mehul's Jacob and His
Sons.
When, in the autumn, I began the composition of my
Rienzi, I allowed naught to influence me except the si ngle
purpose to answer to m y subject. I set myself no model , but
gave myself entirely to the feeling which now consumed
me, the feeling that I had already so far progressed that I
might claim something significant from the development of my
artistic powers, and expect some not insignificant result.
The very notion of being consciously weak or trivial--even in
a single bar-was appalling to me.
During the wi nter I was in the fuJI swing of composition,
so that by the spring of 1 8 3 9 I had finished the long first two
acts. About this time my contract with the director of the
theatre terminated, and various circumstances made it in
convenient to me to stay longer at Riga. For two years I had
nursed the plan of going to Paris, and with this i n view, I
had, even while at Konigsberg, sent to Scribe the sketch of
an opera plot, with the proposal that he should elaborate it
for his own benefit and procure me, in reward, the commis
sion to compose the opera for Paris. Scribe naturally left th is
suggestion as good as u nregarded. Nevertheless, I did not
give up my scheme; on the contrary, I returned to it with
renewed keenness in the summer of 1 8 3 9 ; and the l ong and
the short of it was that I induced my wife to embark with
me upon a sailing vessel bound for London.
This voyage I never shall forget as long as I Jive ; it lasted
three and a half weeks, and was rich in mish aps. Thrice did
we endure the most violent of storms, and once the captain
found himself compelled to put i nto a Norwegian haven. The
passage among the crags of Norway made a wonderful
impression on my fancy ; the legends of the Flying Dutchman,
as I heard them from the seamen's mouths, were clothed for
me in a distinct and individual color, borrowed from the
adventures of the ocean through which I then was passing.
Resting from the severe exhaustion of the transit, we re
mained a week in London ; nothing i nterested me so much
as the city itself and the Houses of Parliament-of the
theatres, I visited not one. At Boulogne-sur-Mer I stayed four
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weeks, and there made the acquaintance of Meyerbeer. I
brought under his notice the two finished acts of my Rienzi;
he promised me, in the friendliest fashion, his support i n
Paris. With very little money, but the best o f hopes, I now
set foot in Paris. Entirely without any personal references, I
could rely on no one but Meyerbeer. He seemed prepared,
with the most signal attentiveness, to set in train whatever
might further my aims ; and it certainly seemed to me that
I should soon attain a wished-for goal-had it not unfortun
ately so turned out that, during the very period of my stay
in Paris, Meyerbeer was generally, nay, almost the whole
time, absent from that city. It is true that he wished to serve
me even from a distance ; but, according to h is own annou nce
ment, epistolary efforts could avail nothing where only the
most assiduous personal mediation is of any efficacy.
First of all, I entered upon negotiations with the Theatre
de Ia Renaissance, where both comedy and opera were then
being given. The score of my Liebesverbot seemed best fitted
for this theatre, and the somewhat frivolous subject appeared
easily adaptable to the French stage. I was so warmly recom
mended by Meyerbeer to the director of the theatre that he
could not help receiving me with the best of promises. There
upon, one of the most prolific of Parisian dramatists,
Dumersan, offered to undertake the poetical setting of the
subject. He translated three "numbers," destined for a trial
hearing, with so great felicity that my music looked much
better in its new French dress than in its original German; i n
fact, i t was music such a s Frenchmen most readily compre
hend, and everything promised me the best success-when the
Theatre de la Renaissance immediately became bankrupt. All
my labors, all my hopes, were thus in vain.
In the same winter, 1 8 39-40, I composed-besides an
overture to the first part of Goethe's Foust-several French
ballads ; among others, a French translation made for me of
H. Heine's "The Two Grenadiers." I never dreamed of any
possibility of getting my Rienzi produced in Paris, for I
clearly foresaw that I should h ave had to wait five or six
years, even under the most favorable conditions, before such
a plan could be carried out ; moreover, the translation of the
text of the already half-finished composition would have
thrown insuperable obstacles in the way.
Thus I began the summer of 1 840 completely bereft of
immed iate prospects. My acquaintance with Habeneck,
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Ha levy, Berlioz, and so on, led to no closer relations with
these men : in Paris no artist has time to form a friendsh ip
with another, for each is in a red-hot hurry for his own
advantage. Halevy, like all the composers of our day, was
aflame with enthusiasm for his art only so long as i t was a
question of winning a great success : so soon as he had carried
off this prize, and was enthroned among the privi leged ranks
of artistic "lions," he had no thought for anything but making
operas and pocketing their pay. Renown is everything in Paris :
the happiness and ruin of the artist. Despite his standoff
manners, Berlioz attracted me in a far higher degree . He
differs by the whole breadth of heaven from his Parisian
colleagues, for he makes no music for gold. But he cannot
write for the sake of purest art ; he lacks all sense of beauty.
He stands, completely isolated, upon his own position ; by
his side he has noth ing but a troupe of devotees who, shallow
and without the smallest spark of j udgment, greet in him the
creator of a brand-new musical system and completely turn
his head-the rest of the world avoids him as a madman.
My earlier easygoing views of the means and ends of
music received their final shock-from the Italians. These
idolized heroes of song, with Rubini at their head, finished
by utterly disgusting me with their music. The public to
whom they sang added their quota to th is effect upon me.
The Paris Grand Opera left me entirely unsatisfied, by the
want of all genius in its representations : I found the whole
thing commonplace and middling. I openly confess that the
mise en scene and the decorations are the most to my liking
of anything at the Academie Royale de Musique.
The Opera Comique would have had much more chance
of pleasing me-it possesses the best talents, and its per
formances offer an ensemble and an individuality such as we
know nothing of in Germany-but the stuff that is nowadays
written for this theatre belongs to the very worst productions
of a period of degraded art. Whither have flown the grace of
Mehul, Isouard, Boieldieu, and the young Auber, scared by
the contemptible quadrille rhythms which rattle through this
theatre today? The only thing worthy the regard of a musician
that Paris now contains, is the Conservatoire with its orches
tral concerts. The renderi ngs of German i nstrumental compo
sitions at these concerts produced on me a deep impression,
and inducted me afresh into the mysteries of noble art. He
who would fully learn the Ninth Symphony of Beethoven
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must hear it executed by the orchestra of the Paris Conserva
toire. But these concerts stand alone in utter solitude ; there
is naught that answers to them .
I hardly mi xed at all with musicians : scholars, painters,
and so on, formed my entourage, and I gai ned many a rare
experience of friendship in Paris. Since I was so completely
bare of present Paris prospects, .I took up once more the
composition of my R ienzi. I now dest i ned it for Dresden : in
the first place, because I knew that th is theatre possessed the
very best materiai-Devrient, Tichatschek, and so on ;
secondly, because I could more reasonably hope for an
entree there, relying upon the support of my earliest acquaint
ances . My Liebesverbot I now gave up almost completely ; I
fel t that I could no longer regard myself as i ts composer.
With all the greater freedom , I followed now my true artistic
creed, i n the prosecution of the music to my R ienzi. Manifold
worries a nd bitter need besieged my life. On a sudden, Meyer
beer appeared again for a short space in Paris. With the most
amiable sympathy he ascertained the position of my affairs,
and desired to help. He therefore placed me in communica
t ion with Leon Pillet, the director of the Grand Opera, with a
view to my being entrusted with the composition of a two
or three-act opera for that stage . I had already provided
myself for this emergency with an outline plot.
The Flyi ng Dutchman, whose i ntimate acquaintance I had
made upon the ocean, had never ceased to fasci nate my
fantasy ; I had also made the acquaint ance of H . Heine's
remarkable version of this legend, i n a number of his Salon;
and i t was especially his treatment of the redemption of this
Ahasuerus of the seas-borrowed from a Dutch play u nder
the same t i tle-that placed withi n my h ands all the material
for turning the legend i nto an opera subject. I obtained the
consen t of Hei ne himself; I wrote my sketch, and ha nded i t
t o M . Leon Pillet, with the proposal that he should get m e a
French textbook made after my model . Thus far was every
thing set on foot when Meyerbeer again left P aris, and the
fulfillment of my wish had to be relinquished to destiny.
I was very soon astounded by hearing from Pillet that the
sketch I had tendered h i m pleased him so much that he
should be glad if I would cede it to him. He explained : that
he was pledged by a previous promise to supply another
composer with a l ibretto as soon as possible ; that my sketch
appeared to be the very thing for such a purpose, a nd I should
probably not regret consenting to the surrender h e begged,
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when I reflected that I could not possibly hope to obtain a
direct commission for an opera before the lapse of four
years, seei ng that he had in the interval to keep faith with
several candidates for grand opera ; that such a period would
naturally be Joo long for myself to be brooding over th is
subject ; and that I should certainly discover a fresh one, and
console myself for the sacrifice. I struggled obstinately
against this suggestion, w i thout being able, h owever, to effect
anyth i ng further than a provisional postponement of the
question. I counted upon the speedy return of Meyerbeer,
and held my peace.
During th is time I was prompted by Schlesinger to write
for his Gazette Musicale. I contributed several longish articles
on "German Music," and so on, and so on, among which
the one which found the l iveliest welcome was a little romance
entitled "A P i lgrimage to Beethoven." These works assisted
not a l i ttle to make me known and noticed i n Paris. In
November of this year I put the last touches to my score
of R ienzi, and sent it posthaste to Dresden. This period was
the culmi nating point of the u tter m isery of my existence . I
wrote for the Gazette Musicale a short story, "The Life's End
of a German Musician i n Paris," where i n I made the wretched
hero die with these words upon h is l ips : "I believe in God,
Mozart, and Beethoven."
It was well that my opera was finished, for I saw myself
now compelled to b id a long farewell to a ny practice of my
art. I was forced to u ndertake, for Schlesinger, arrangements
of airs for all the i nstruments u nder h eaven, even the cornet
a piston; thus only was a slight amelioration of my Jot to be
found. In this way did I pass the w inter of 1 8 40- 1 , i n the
most i nglm;ious fash ion. I n the spring I went i nto . the country,
to Meudon; and with the warm approach of summer I
began to long again for brainwork. The stimulus thereto was
to touch me quicker tha n I had thought for; I learned,
forsooth , that my sketch of the text of Th e Flying D u tch man
had already been handed to a poet, Paul Fouche, and that if
I did not declare my willingness to part therewith, I should
be clean robbed of it on some pretext or other. I therefore
consented at last to make over my sketch for a moderate
sum.
I had now to work posth aste to clothe my own subject with
German verses . I n order to set about its composition, I
required to h ire a pianoforte ; for, after nine months' inter
ruption of all musical production, I had to try to surround
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mysel f with the need fu l preliminary of a musica l atmosphere.
As soon as the piano had arrived , my heart beat fast for very
fear; I dreaded to discover that I had ceased to be a musician.
I began first with the "Sailors' Chorus" and the "Spinning
Song" ; everything sped along as though on w ings, and I
shouted for joy as I felt with i n me that I still was a musician.
I n seve n weeks the whole opera was composed ; but at the
end of that period I was overwhelmed again by the commonest
cares of life, and two full months elapsed before I could get
to writing the overture to the already finished opera-although
I bore it almost full-fledged in my brain. Naturally, nothing
now lay so m uch at my heart as the desire to bring it to a
speedy production in Germany ; from Munich and Leipzig
I had the disheartening a nswer : the opera was not at all
fitted for Germany. Fool that I was ! I had fancied it was
fitted for Germany alone, since it struck on chords that can
vibrate only in the German breast.
At last I sent my new work to Meyerbeer, in Berlin, with
the petition that he would get it taken up for the theatre
of that c ity. This was effected with tolerable rapidity. As my
Rienzi had already been accepted for the Dresden court
theatre, I therefore now looked forward to the production
of two of my works upon the foremost German stages ; and
involu ntarily I reflected on the strangeness of the fact that
Paris had been to me of the greatest service for Germany.
As regards Paris itself, I was completely without prospects for
several years : I therefore left it i n the sprbg of 1 842. For
the first time I saw the Rhi ne-with hot tears in my eyes, I ,
poor art ist, swore eternal fidelity t o m y German fatherland.

2. R ienzi
To do something grand, to write a n opera for whose produc

tion only the most exceptional means should suffice-a work,
therefore, which I should never feel tempted to bring before
the public amid such cramping relations as those which then
oppressed me, and the hope of whose eventual production
should thus incite me to make every sacrifice in order to
extricate mysel f from those relations-th is is what resolved
me to resume and carry out with all my might my former plan
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for Rienzi. In the preparation of this text, also, I took no
thought for anything but the writi ng of an effective operatic
libretto. The "grand opera" with all its scenic and musical
display, its sensationalism and massive vehemence, loomed
large before me; and not merely to copy it, but with reckless
extravagance to outbid it in its every detail, became the
object of my artistic ambition.
However, I should be unjust to myself, did I represent this
ambition as my only motive for the conception and execution
of my R ienzi. The stuff really aroused my enthusiasm , and I
put nothing into my sketch which had not a direct bearing on
the grounds of this enthusiasm. My chief concern was my
Rienzi himself; and only when I felt quite contented with him,
did I give rein to the notion of a "grand opera." Nevertheless,
from a purely artistic point of view, this "grand opera" was
the pair of spectacles through which I unconsciously regarded
my Rienzi stuff; nothing in that stuff did I find enthrall me
but what could be looked at through these spectacles. True,
that I always fixed my gaze upon the stuff itself, and did not
keep one eye open for certain ready-made musical effects
which I m ight wish to father on it by hook or crook ; only, I
saw it in no light other tha n that of a "five-act opera, " with
five brilliant "finales," and filled with hymns, processions, and
musical clash of arms. Thus I bestowed no greater care upon
the verse and diction than seemed needful for turning out a
good , and not a trivial, opera text.
I did not set out with the object of writing duets, trios, and
so on; but they found their own way in, here and there,
because I looked upon my subject exclusively through the
medium of "opera." For instance, I by no means hu nted about
in my stuff for a pretext for a ballet ; but with the eyes of the
opera composer. I perceived in it a self-evident festival that
Rienzi must give to the people, and at which he would have
to exhibit to them , i n dumbshow, a drastic scene from their
ancient history : this scene being the story of Lucretia and
the consequent expulsion of the Tarquins from Rome. * Thus
in every department of my plan I was certa inly ruled by the
stuff alone ; but on the other hand, I ruled this stuff according
to my only chosen pattern, the form of the grand opera. My
* That this pantom ime has had to be omitted from the stage
performances of Rienzi has been a serious drawback to me; for the
ballet that replaced it has obscured my nobler intentions, and
turned this scene into n othing more nor less than ordinary operatic
spectacle.-R. WAGNER.
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artistic individuality, i n its dealings with the impressions of
l i fe, was still entirely under the influence of purely artistic,
or rather art-formalistic, mechanically operating impressions.

3.

The Flying D u tchman: use of myth

THE mood in which I adopted the legend of the Flying
Dutchman I have already stated in general terms : the adop
tion was exactly as old as the mood itself, which, at first
merely brooding within m e and battli ng against more seductive
impressions, at last attained the power of outwardly expressing
itself i n a cognate work of art. The figure of the Flyi ng
Dutchman is a mythical creation of the folk : a primal trait
of human nature speaks out from it with heart-enthralling
force. This trait, in its most u niversal meaning, is the longing
after rest from amid the storms of l i fe. I n the blithe world
of Greece we m eet with it in the wanderings of U lysses and
his longing after home, house, hearth, and wife : the attain
able, and at last attained, reward of the city-loving son of
ancient Hellas. The Christian, without a home on earth , em
bodied this trait in the figure of the Wandering Jew : for that
wanderer, forever doomed to a long-since outlived life, with
out an aim, without a j oy, there bloomed no earthly ransom ;
death was the sole remaining goal of all h is strivings ; his
only hope, the laying down of being.
At the close of the M iddle Ages a new, more active
impulse led the nations to fresh life : in the world-historical
direction its most important result was the bent to voyages
of discovery. The sea, in its turn, became the soil of life ;
yet n o longer the narrow landlocked sea o f the Grecian
world, but the great ocean that engirdles all the earth. The
fetters of the older world were broken ; the longing of Ulysses,
back to home and hearth and wedded wife, after feedi ng on
the sufferings of the "never-dying Jew" until it became a
yearning for death, had mounted to the craving for a new,
an unknown home, invisible as yet, but d imly boded . This
vast-spread feature fronts us in the mythos of the Flying
Dutchman-that seaman's poem from the world-h istorical age
of journeys of d iscovery . Here we light upon a remarkable
mixture, a blend, effected by the spirit of the folk, of the
character of Ulysses with that of the Wandering Jew. The
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Hollandic mariner, i n punishment for h i s temerity, is con
demned by the Devil ( here, obviously, the element of flood
and storm * ) to do battle with the u nresting waves, to all
eternity. Like Ahasuerus, he yearns for his sufferings to
be ended by death ; the Dutchman , however, may gain th is
redemption, denied to the undying Jew, at the hands of
a woman who, of very love, shall sacrifice herself for him.
The yearning for death thus spurs h im on to seek this
woman ; but she is no longer the home-tending Penelope of
Ulysses, as courted in the days of old, but the qui ntessence
of womankind ; and yet the still unmanifest, the longed-for, the
dreamed-of, the infinitely womanly woman-let me out with
it in one ph rase : the woman of the future .
This was that Flying Dutch man who arose s o often from
the swamps and bil lows of my life, and drew me to him
with such resistless might; th is was the first folk poem that
forced its way i nto my heart, a nd called on me as man and
artist to point its meaning, and mold it is a work of art.
From here begins my career as poet, and my farewell to
the mere concoctor of opera texts. And yet I took no sudden
leap. In no wise was I influenced by reflection ; for reflection
comes only from the mental combination of existing models :
whereas I nowhere found the specimens which might h ave
served as beacons on my road. My course was new ; it was
bidden me by my inner mood, and forced upon me by the
pressing need to impart th is mood to others. In order to
enfranchise mysel f from with i n outward, that is, to address
myself to the u nderstandi ng of like-feel ing men, I was driven
to strike out for myself, as artist, a path as yet not pointed me
by any ou tward experience ; and that which drives a man
hereto is necessity, deeply felt, i ncognizable by the practical
reason, but overmastering necessity.

4.

Tannhauser. The conception of higher love

THE German folk's-book of Tannhiiuser fell i nto my hands.
Th is wonderful creation of the fol k at once usurped my
liveliest emotions : i ndeed it was now that i t first could do so.
* Note to the original edition : "A critic recently considere d this
Devil and this Flying Dutchman as an orthdox ( dogmatische r }
Devi l and an orthodox ghost. "
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Tannh auser, however, was by no means a figure completely
new to me : I had early made h is acquaintance through Tieck's
narration . He had then aroused my interest in the same fan
tastically mystic manner in which Hoffmann's stories had
worked upon my young imagination; but this domain of
romance had never exercised any influence upon my art
productive powers. I now read through again the utterly
modern poem of Tieck, and understood at once why his
coquettish mysticism and catholic frivolity had not appealed
in any definite way to my sympathy ; the folk's-book and the
homely Tannhiiuserlied explained this point to me, as they
showed me the simple genuine inspiration of the Tannhauser
legend in such swiftly seizable and undisfigured traits.
But what most irresistibly attracted me was the connection,
however loose, between Tannhauser and the "Singers'
Tourney in the Wartburg," which I found established in that
folk's-book. With this second poetic subject also I h ad already
made an earlier acquaintance, in a tale of Hoffmann's ; but,
as with Tieck's Tannhliuser, it h ad left me without the slightest
incitation to dramatic treatment. I now decided to trace this
Singers' Tourney, whose whole entourage breathed on me
the air of home, to its simplest and most genuine source ;
this led me to the study of the middle-high-German poem of
the Siingerkrieg, into which one of my friends, a German
philologist who happened to possess a copy, was fortunately
able to induct me. This poem , as is well known, is set in direct
connection with a larger epos, that of Loh engrin. That also
I studied, and thus with one blow a whole new world of
poetic stuff was opened out to me ; a world of which in my
previous search, mostly for ready-made material adapted to
the genre of opera, I had not had the slightest conception .
I h ave said that my yearning for home had nothing of thr
character of political patriotism in it; yet I should be untrutr
ful did I not admit that a political interpretation of the
Germ an home was among the objects of my i ndefinite longing.
This I naturally could not find in the present, and any justifica
tion of the wish for such a rendering I-Iike our whole
historical school-could only seek out in the past. In order
to assure myself of what it was, in particular, that I held dear
in the German home for which I was yearning, I recalled the
image of the impressions of my youth , and, to conjure up a
clearer vision, I turned the pages of the book of history. I
also took advantage of this opportu nity to seek again for an
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operatic subject : but nowhere in the ample outlines of the
old German Kaiser world could I find one; and, although
without distinctly realizing it, I felt that the features of this
epoch were unfitted for a faithful and i ntelligible drama
tization in exact measure as they presented a dearth of
seizable motive to my musical conception.
At last I fastened on one episode, since it seemed to offer
me the chance of giving a freer rein to my poetic fancy. This
was a moment from the last days of the Hohenstaufen era.
Manfred, the son of Friedrich II, tears himself from his
lethargy and abandonment to lyric luxury, and, pressed by
hot need, throws himself upon Luceria ; which city, in the
heart of the realms of Holy Church, had been assigned
by his father to the Saracens, after their dislodgement from
Sicily. Chiefly by aid of these warlike and lightly kindled Sons
of Araby, he wins back from the Pope and ruling Guelphs
the whole of the disputed realm of Sicily and Apuleia; the
dramatic sketch concluding with his coronation.
Into this purely historical plot I wove an imaginary female
figure : I now recall the fact that her form h ad taken shape
in my mind from the memory of an engraving which I had
seen long previously ; this picture represented Friedrich II
surrounded by hi� almost exclusively Arabian court, among
which my fancy was principally attracted by the Oriental
forms of singing and dancing women. The spirit of this
Friedrich, my favorite hero, I now embodied in the person
of a Saracen maiden, the fruit of the embraces of Friedrich
and a daughter of Araby, during the Kaiser's peaceful sojourn
in Palestine.
Tidings of the downfall of the Ghibelline house had come to
the girl in her native home ; fired with that same Arabian
enthusiasm which not long since gave the East its songs of
ardent love for Bonaparte, she made her way to Apuleia.
fhere, in the court of the dispirited Manfred, she appears as
a prophetess, inspires him with fresh courage, and spurs him
on to action ; she kindles the hearts of the Arabs in Luceria,
and, instilling enthusiasm whithersoever she goes, she leads
the emperor's son through victory on victory to throne .
Her descent she h as kept enwrapt in mystery, the better to
work on Manfred's mind, by the riddle of her apparition ;
he loves her passionately, and fain would break the secret's
seal : she waves him back with an oracular saying. His life
being attempted, she receives the death thrust in her own
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breast : dying, she confesses herself as Manfred's sister, and
unveils the fullness of her love to him. Manfred, crowned ,
takes leave of happiness for ever.
This picture which my homesick fantasy had painted, not
without some warmth of color, . i n the departing light of a
historical sunset, completely faded from my sight so soon as
ever the figure of Tannhauser revealed itself to my i nner
eye . That picture was conjured from outside : this figure
sprang from my inmost heart. In its infinitely simple traits,
it was to me more wide-embracing, and alike more definite
and plain, than the richly colored , shimmering tissue-half
historical and half poetic-wh ich like a showy cloak of many
folds concealed the true, the supple human form my i nner
wish desired to look on, and which stepped at once before
me in the new-found Tannhauser. Here was the very essence
of the folk 's poem , that ever seizes on the kernel of the
matter, and brings it again to show in simple plastic outlines ;
whilst there, in the history-that is, the event not such as it
was, but such alone as it comes within our ken-th is matter
shows itself in endless trickery of outer facings, and never
attains that fine plasticity of form until the eye of the folk
has plu nged into its inner soul, and givep it the artistic mold
of myth .
I f at last I turned impatiently away, and owed the strength
of my repugnance to the independence already developed in
my nature, both as artist and as man : so did that double
revol t, of man and artist, inevitably take on the form of a
yearn ing for appeasement in a higher, nobler element; an
element wh ich i n its contrast to the only pleasures that the
material present spreads in modern life and modern art, could
but appear to me in the guise of a pure, chaste, virginal ,
unseizable, and unapproachable ideal of love. What, i n fine,
could this love yearning, the noblest thing my heart could
feel-what other could it be than a longing for release from
the present, for absorption into an element of endless love,
a love denied to earth and reach able through the gates of
death alone? And what, again, at bottom, could such a
longing be , but the yearn ing of love ; aye, of a real love seeded
in the soil of fullest sentience-yet a love that could never
come to fruitage on the loathsome soil of modern sentience?
How absurd, then, must those critics seem to me, who ; draw
ing all their wit from modern wantonness, insist on reading
into my Tannhi:iuser a specifically Chri stian and impotently
pietistic drift ! They recogn ize nothing but the fable of their
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o w n incompetence, in the story of a man whom they are
ut terl y unable to comprehend.
The above is an exact account of the mood in which I
'
was when the unlai d ghost of Tannhauser returned again,
and urged me to complete his poem. When I reached the
sketch and working out of the Tannhiiuser music, it was in
a state of burning exaltation that held my blood and every
nerve in fevered throbbing. My true nature-which, in my
loath ing of the modern world and ardor to discover something
nobler and beyond-all noblest, had quite returned to me-now
seized , as in a passionate embrace, the opposing channels of
my being, and disembouched them both into one stream : a
longing for the highest form of love. With this w ork I penned
my death warrant : before the world of modern art, I now
could hope no more for l i fe . This I felt; but as yet I knew
i t not with full distinctness : that knowledge I was not to
ga in t il l later.
Overture t o Tannh iiuser

To begin w i t h , the orchestra leads before us the Pilgrims'
Chant alone ; it draws near, then swells into a m i ghty outpour,
and finally passes away. Evenfall : l ast echo of the chant. As
night breaks, magic sights and sounds appear : a rosy mist
floats up, exultant shouts assail our ear ; the wh irli ngs of a
fearsomely voluptu ou s dance are seen. These are the Venus
berg's se duct i ve spells, that show themselves at dead of n igh t
to those whose breast is fired by daring of the senses .
Attracted by the tem p t in g show, a sh apel y human form
draws n igh : 'tis Tannhauser, Love's minstrel. He sounds h is
j ubilant Song of Love i n j oyous ch allenge, as th o u gh to force
the wanton witchery to do hi s bidding. Wild cries of riot
answer him : the rosy cloud grows denser round him, en
trancing perfumes hem him in and steal away his senses . In
the most seductive of ha l f l igh t s, his wonder-seeing eye be
holds a female form indicible ; he hears a voice that sweetly
murmurs out the siren cal l , wh ich prom ises contentment of
the darer's wildest wishes. Venus herself it is, this woman who
appears to h i m . Then heart and senses burn with in h i m ;
a fierce , devouring passion fires the blood i n all his veins :
with irres istible constraint it thrusts him nearer ; before the
Goddess' sel f he steps with that canticle of love triumphant,
and now he sings it in ecstatic praise of her.
As though at wizard spel l of his, the wonders of the Venus-
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berg unroll their brightest fill before him : tumultuous shouts
and savage cries of joy mount up on every hand ; in drunken
glee Bacchantes drive their raging dance and drag Tannhauser
to the warm caresses df Love's Goddess, who throws her
glowing arms around the mortal drowned with bliss, and
bears him where no step dare tread , to the realm of Being
no-more. A scurry, like the sound of the Wild Hunt, and
speedily the storm is laid. Merely a wanton whir still pulses in
the breeze , a wave of weird voluptuousness, l ike the sensuous
breath of unblest love, still soughs above the spot where
impious charms had shed their raptures, and over which the
night now broods once more.
But dawn begins to break already : from afar is heard again
the Pilgrims' Chant. As this chant draws closer yet and closer,
as the d ay drives farther back the n ight, that whir and sough
ing of the air-which had erewhile sounded l ike the eerie cries
of souls condemned-now rises, too, to ever gladder waves ;
so that when the sun ascends at last in splendor, and the
Pilgrims' Chant proclaims in ecstasy to all the world, to all
that l ives and moves thereon, Salvation won , this wave itself
swells out the tidings of sublimest joy. 'Tis the carol of the
Venusberg itself, redeemed from curse of impiousness, this
cry we hear amid the hymn of God. So wells and leaps each
pulse of life in chorus of redemption ; and both dissevered
elements, both soul and senses, God and Nature, unite in the
aton ing kiss of hallowed love.

5.

Lohen g rin . Its novelty . Elsa and Lohengrin as

antithesis, representing the unconscious and the
conscious
I M UST here attest that at the time when I first learned the
story of Lohengrin, in connection with that of Tannhauser,
the tale indeed affected me, but in no wise prompted me to
store the "stuff'' for future working up. Not only because I
was then completely saturated with Tannhauser, but also be
cause the form in which Lohengrin first stepped before me
made an almost disagreeable impression upon my feeling, did
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I not at that time keep a sharper eye upon him. The medieval

poem presented Lohengrin in a mystic twilight that filled me
with suspicion and that haunting feeling of repugnance with
which we look upon the carved and painted saints and
martyrs on the highw ays, or in the churches, of Catholic
lands. Only when the immedi ate impression of this reading
had faded, did the shape of Lohengrin rise repeatedly, and
with growing power of attraction, before my soul ; and this
power gathered fresh force to itsel f from outside, chiefly by
reason that I learned to know the myth of Lohengrin in its
simpler traits, and alike its deeper meaning, as the genuine
poem of the folk, such as it has been laid bare to us by the
discoveries of the newer searchers into saga lore. After I had
thus seen it as a noble poem of man's yearning and his
longing-by no means merely seeded from the Christi an's
bent toward supernaturalism, but from the truest depths of
universal human nature-this figure became ever more en
deared to me, and ever stronger grew the urgence to adopt
it and thus give utterance to my own internal longing ; so that,
at the time of completing my Tannhiiuser, it positively became
a dom inating need, which thrust back each alien effort to
withdraw myself from its despot ic mastery.
This Lohengrin is no mere outcome of Christian meditation,
but one of man's earliest poetic ideals; j ust as, for the matter
of that, it is a fundamental error of our modern superficialism
to consider the specific Christian legends as by any means
original creations. Not one of the most affecting, not one of
the most distinctive Christian myths belongs by right of
generation to the Christian spirit, such as we commonly
understand it : it has inherited them all from the purely
human intuitions of earlier times, and merely molded them
to fit its own pecul iar tenets. To purge them of this hetero
geneous influence, and thus enable us to look straight into
the pure humanity of the eternal poem : such w as the task
of the more recent inquirer , * a task wh ich i t must necessarily
remain for the poet to complete.
Just as the main feature of the mythos of the Flying Dutch
man may be clearly traced to an earlier setting in the Hellenic
Odyssey ; just as this same Ulysses in his wrench from the
arms of Calypso, in h is flight from the charms of Circe, and
in his yearning for the earthly wi fe of cherished home, em*

The all usion is probably to Lud wig Fe uerbach's

Christianity .-TR.

Essence of
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bodied t h e Hellenic prototype of a longing such a s we find
in Tannhauser, immeasurably enh anced and w idened in its
meanin g : so do we already meet in the Grecian mythos-nor
is even this by any means its oldest form-the outl ines of
the myth of Lohengrin. Who does not know the story of
Zeus and Semele? The god loves a mortal woman, and for
sake of this l ove, approaches her in h uman shape ; but the
mortal learns that she does not know her lover in his true
estate , and, urged by love's own ardor, demands that her
spouse shall show h imself to physical sense in the ful l sub
stance of his being. Zeus knows that she can never grasp him,
that the unveiling of his godhead must destroy her ; h imself,
he suffers by this knowledge, beneath the stern compulsion to
fulfill h is l oved one's dreaded wish : h e signs his own death
w arrant, when the fatal splendor of h is godlike presence
strikes Semele dead.
Was it, forsooth , some priestly fraud th at shaped th is myth?
How insensate, to attempt to argue from the sdfish state
rel igious, caste-l ike exploitation of the noblest human long
ing, back to the origin and the genuine meaning of ideals
which blossomed from a h uman fancy that stamped man first
as man ! 'Twas no god, that sang the meeting of Zeus and
Semele ; but man , in his humanest of yearnings. Who had
taught man that a god could burn with love toward earthly
woman? For certain, only man h i msel f, who, h owever high
the object of his yearni ng m ay soar above the limits of his
earthl y wont, can stamp it with the imprint of his human
nature . From the h ighest sphere to w hich the might of his
desire m ay bear him up, h e fi n ally can only long again for
what is purely human, can only crave the t aste of his own
nature, as the one th ing worth desiring.
What then is the i nmost essence of this human n ature,
whereto the desire wh ich reaches forth to farthest distance
turns back at last, for its only possible appeasement? It is the
necessity of love ; and the essence of this love, in its truest
utterance, is the longing for utm ost physical reality, for
fru ition in an object that can be grasped by all the senses,
held fast with all the force of actual being. In this finite,
physically sure embrace, must not the god dissolve and
disappear? Is not the mortal , who had yearned for God,
undone, annulled? Yet is not love, in its truest, highest essence,
herein revealed? Marvel , ye erudite critics, at the omnipo
tence of human minstrelsy, u n folded in the simple mythos
of th e folk ! Th ings that all your u nderstanding can not so
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much as comprehend are there laid bare to human feeling,
with such a physically perfect surety as no other means could
bring to p ass.
The ethereal sphere, from which the god is yearn ing to
descend to men , had stretched itself, through Christian
longing, to inconceivable bounds of space. To the Hellenes,
it was still the cloud-locked real m of thunder and the thunder
bolt, from which the lusty Zeus moved down, to mix with
men in expert likeness : to the Christian, the blue firmament
dissolved into an infin ite sea of yearn ing ecstasy, in which
the forms of all the gods were melted, until at last it was
the lonely image of his own person , the yearning Man, that
alone was left to greet him from the ocean of his fantasy. One
primal, mani fold-repeated trait runs through the sagas of
those peoples who dwelt beside the sea or sea-embouching
rivers : upon the blue m irror of the w aters there draws n igh
an unknown being, of utmost grace and purest virtue, who
moves and wins all hearts by charm resistless ; he is the
embodied wish of the yearner who dreams of happiness in
that far-off land he can not sense. Th is u nknown being
vanishes across the ocean's waves, so soon as ever questioned
on his nature. Thus-so goes the story-there once came in
a swan-drawn skiff, over the sea to the banks of the Scheidt,
an unknown hero : there he rescued downtrod innocence, and
wedded a sweet maiden; but since she asked h i m who he was
and whence he came, he needs must seek the sea once more
and leave his all behind.
Why this saga , when I learned i t in its simplest outl ines, so
irresistibly attracted me that, at the very time when I had but
just completed Tannhiiuser, I could concern myself with
naught but it, was to be made clearer to my feel ing by the
immediately succeeding incidents of my l i fe.

6.

Turning point in Wagner's artistic
development. A bandons history for myth

Siegfried .

EVEN during the musical composition of Lohengrin, midst
which I had always felt as though resting by an oasis in the
desert, two subjects had usurped my poetic fancy : they were
Siegfried and Frederic Barbarossa.
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Once again, and that the l ast time, did Myth and History
stand before me with opposin g claims ; this wh ile, as good as
forcing me to decide whether it was a musical drama, or a
spoken pl ay, that I had to write. A closer n arration of the
conflict that lay behind this question, I h ave purposely re
served until this stage, because it w as here first that I arrived
at its definite answer, and thus at a ful l consciousness of its
true nature .
Since my return to Germany from Paris, my favorite
study had been that of ancient German lore. I h ave already
dwel t on the deep longing for my n ative home that filled me
then. This home, however, in its actual reality, could nowise
satisfy my longing; thus I fel t that a deeper instinct lay be
hind my impulse, and one that needs must h ave its source in
some yearning other than merely that for the modern home
land. As though to get down to its root, I sank mysel f into
the prim al element of home, that meets us in the l egends of a
past which attracts us the more warmly as the present repels
us with its h<,>stile chill. To all our wishes and warm impulses,
which i n truth transport us to the future, we seek to give a
physical token by means of pictures from the past, and thus
to win for them a form the modern present never can provide.
I n t he struggle to give the w ishes of my heart artistic shape,
and i n the ardor to discover what thing it was that drew me
so resistlessly to the primal source of old home sagas, I drove
step by step into the deeper regions of antiquity, where at last
to my delight, and truly in the utmost reaches of old time, I
was to l ight upon the fair young form of man, in all the
freshness of h is force. My studies thus bore me, through the
legends of the M iddle Ages, right down to their foundation in
the o ld Germanic mythos ; o n e swathing after another, which
the l ater legendary lore h ad bound around it, I was able to
unloose, and thus at last to gaze upon it in its ch astest beauty.
What here I saw, was no longer the figure of conventional
history, whose garment claims our interest more than does
the actual shape i nside ; but the real naked man , in whom I
might spy each throbbing of h is pulses, e ach stir within his
mighty m uscles, in uncramped, freest motion : the type of
the true h uman being.
At like time I had sought this human being in history too.
Here offered themselves relations, and nothing but relations ;
the human being I could see only in so far as the rel ations
ordered him : and not as he had power to order th em . To get
to the bottom of these "relations," whose coercive force com-
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pelled the strongest man to squander all his powers on
objectless and never-compassed aims, I turned afresh to the
soil of Greek antiquity, and here, again, was pointed at the
last to mythos, in which alone I could touch the ground of
even these relations : but in that mythos, these social relations
were drawn in lines as simple, plastic, and distinct as I had
earlier recognized therein the human shape itself. From this
side, also, did mythos lead me to this man alone , as to the
involuntary creator of those relations, which , in their docu
mento-monumental perversion, as the excrescences of h istory,
as traditional fictions and established rights, h ave at l ast
usurped dominion over man and ground to dust his freedom.
Although the splendid type of Siegfried h ad long attracted
me, it first enthralled my every thought when I had come
to see it in its pures i human shape, set free from every l ater
wrappage. Now for the first time, also, did I recognize the
possibility of making h im the hero of a drama ; a possibility
that had not occurred to me while I knew him only from
the medieval Nibelungenlied. But at l ike time with him, had
Friedrich I loomed on me from the study of our history : he
appeared to me, just as he had appeared to the saga-framing
German folk, a h istorical rebirth of the old pagan Siegfried.
When the wave o f pol itical commotion broke lately in upon
us, and procl aimed itsel f at first, in Germany, as a longing
for national unity, it could not but seem to me that Friedrich I
would lie , nearer to the folk , and be more read ily understood,
than the downright human Siegfried . Already I had sketched
the plan for a drama in fi ve acts, wh ich should depict this
Friedrich's life, from the Roncolian Diet down to his entry
on the Cnisade. But ever and again I turned in discontent
ment from my plan. It was no mere desire to mirror detached
historical events that had prompted my sketch, but the wish
to show a wide connexus of relations in such a fash ion that
its unity might be embraced in easy survey, and understood
at once.
In order to make plainly u nderstandable both my hero
and the relations that with giant force he strives to master,
only to be at last subdued by them , I should have felt com
pelled to adopt the method of mythos, in the very teeth of
the historic material : the vast mass of incidents and intricate
associations, whereof no single l ink could be omitted if the
connection of the whole was to be intelligibly set before the
eye, was adapted neither to the form nor to the spirit of
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drama. Had I chosen to comply with the imperative demands
of history, then had my drama become an unsurveyable
conglomerate of pictured incidents, entirely crowding out
from view the real and only thing I wished to show ; and
thus, as art ist, I should h ave met precisely the same fate in
my drama as did its hero : to wit, I should myself h ave been
crushed by the weight of the very relations that I fain would
master-that is, portray-without ever having brought my
purpose to an understanding ; just as Friedrich could not bring
his will to carrying out. To attain my purpose, I should
there fore h ave h ad to reduce this m ass of relations by free
construction, and should h ave fallen into a treatment that
would h ave absolutely violated history . Yet I could not but
see the contradiction involved herein ; for it was the m ain
characteristic of Friedrich, in m y eyes, that he should be a
h istorical hero. I f, on the other hand, I wished to dabble in
mythical construction , then, for its ultimate and highest form,
but qu ite beyond the modern poet's reach, I must go back
to the u nadulterated mythos, which up to now the folk alone
has hymned, and which I had already found in full perfection
-in the "Siegfried . "

7.

Breaks with operatic conventions

I knowingly and willingly gave u p the "Friedrich," in
which I had approached the closest to that political l i fe, and
-by so much the clearer as to what I wished-gave prefer
ence to the "Siegfried," I entered a new and m ost decisive
period of my evolution, both as artist and as man : the period
of conscious artistic will to continue on an altogether novel
path, which I had struck with unconscious necessity, and
whereon I now, as man and artist, press on to meet a newer
world.
I h ave here described the influence that my possession
with the spirit of Music exerted on the choice of my poetic
stuffs, and therewith on their poetic fash ioning. I h ave next
to show the reaction that my poetic procedure, thus in
fluenced, exercised in turn upon my musical expression and
its form . This react ion manifested itself chiefly in two
WHEN
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departments : in the dramatic m usical form in general , and
in the melody in particular.
Seeing that, onward from the said turning point of my
artistic course, I was once for all determined by th e stuff,
and by that stuff as seen with the eye of Music, so in its
fashioning I must necessarily pass forward to a gradual but
complete upheaval of the traditional operatic form . This
opera forni was never, of its very nature, a form embracing
the whole dram a, but the rather an arbitrary conglomerate
of separate smaller forms of song, whose fortuitous concate
nation of arias, duos, trios, and so on, w ith . choruses and so
called ensemble pieces, made out the actual edifice of opera.
In the poetic fashioning of my stuffs, it was henceforth im
possible for me to contemplate a filling of these ready-molded
forms, but solely a bringing of the drama's broader object
to the cognizance of the feeling.
In the whole course of the drama I saw no possibil ity of
division or demarcation, other than the acts in which the
place or time, or the scenes in wh ich the dramatis personae
change. Moreover, the plastic u nity of the mythic stuff brought
with it this advantage, that, in the arrangement of my scenes,
all those minor details, which the modern playwright finds
so indispensable for the elucidation of involved historical
occurrences, were quite unnecessary, and the whole strength
of the portrayal could be concentrated upon a few weighty
and decisive moments of development . U pon the working out
of these fewer scenes, in each of which a decisive mood was
to be given its full play, I might l inger with an exhaustiveness
already reckoned for in the original draft ; I was not compelled
to make shift with mere suggestions, and-for sake of the
outward economy-to hasten on from one suggestion to
another ; but with needful repose I could display the simple
object in the very last connections required to bring it clearly
home to the dramatic understanding.
Through this n atural attribute of the stuff, I was not in
the least coerced to strain the planning of my scenes into
any preconceived conformity with given musical forms, since
they dictated of themselves their mode of musical completion .
In the ever surer feeling hereof, it thus could no more occur
to me to rack with willful outward canons the musical form
that sprang self-bidden from the very nature of these scenes,
to break its natural mold by violent grafting in of conventional
slips of operatic song. Thus I by no means set out with the
fixed purpose of a deliberate iconoclast to destroy, forsooth ,
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the prevailing operatic forms, of aria, duet, and s o on ; but
the omission of these forms followed from the very nature of
the stuff, with whose intell igible presentment to the feeling
through an adequate vehiCle , I had alone to do.
A mechanical reflex of those traditional forms still in
fluenced me so much in my Flying Dutchman, that any atten
tive investigator will recognize how often there i t governed
even the arrangement of my scenes ; and only gradually, in
Tannhiiuser, and yet more decisively in Lohengrin-accord
ingly, with a more and more practiced knowledge of the
nature of my stuff and the means necessary for its present
ment-did I extricate myself from that form-al influence,
and more and more definitely rule the form of portrayal by the
requ irements and peculiarities of the stuff and situation.

8.

Growing inwardness of h is art, concluding with
Tristan, where only "inner movements of the
soul" are depicted

The Flying D u tchman and all my following sketches
I once for all forsook the realm of h istory, even in my choice
of stuff, for that of legend. I m ay here dispense with pointing
out to you the inner tendencies which guided that decision,
and l ay stress upon the influence exerted by this choice of
stuff on the molding of the poetic and, in particular, the
musical form.
All that detailed description and exhibition of the historico
conventional which is requisite for making us clearly under
stand the events of a given, remote historical epoch, and
which the historical novelist or dramatist of our times has
therefore to set forth at such exhaustive length-all this I
could pass over. And thus not only for the poem, but i n par
ticular for the music, there was removed any compulsion to
adopt a mode of treatment quite foreign to them, and above
all quite impossible to music. The legend, in whatever age
or nation it occurs, h as the merit of seizing nothing but the
purely human content of that age and n ation, and of giving
forth that content i n a form peculiar to itself, of sharpest
WITH
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outline, and therefore swi ftly understandable. A ballad, a
refrain of the folk, suffices to acquaint us with this telling
character in the twinkling of an eye. This legendary coloring,
for the display of a purely human event, h as in particular the
real advantage of uncommonly facilitating the t ask I assigned
to the poet above, the task of silencing the question "Why?"
Just as through the characteristic scene, so also through the
legendary tone, the mind is forthwith placed in that dream
like state wherein it presently shall come to full clairvoyance,
and thus perceive a new coherence in the world's phenomena ;
a coherence i t could not detect with the waking eye of every
day, wherefore it h ad ever asked about the why as though to
conquer its abashedness in presence of the world's incompre
hensible, of that world which now becomes to it so clear and
vividly intelligible. How music is at last fully to round th is
quickening spell, you now will lightly comprehend.
But even for the poet's manipulation of the stuff, its
legendary character affords the essential advantage that
whereas the simple sequence of the plot, so easily surveyable
in all its outward bearings, renders it needless to linger by
any outer explanation of its course, on the other hand t he
poem's far l argest space can be devoted to exhibiting the i nner
springs of action, those inner soul motives which are finally
and alone to stamp the action as a "necessary" one-and that
through the sympathetic interest taken in those motives by
our own inmost hearts.
In looking through my poems now placed before you, you
will readily notice that I but very gradually grew conscious
of the advantage just referred to, and but gradually learned
to profit by it. Even the outward volumen, increasing with
each poem, will afford you evidence of this. You will soon
perceive that my initial bias against giving the poem a broader
reach sprang chiefly from my keeping at first too much in
eye the traditional form of opera music, which had h i therto
made a poem impossible that did not allow of numberless
word repetitions. In The Flying Dutch man my only care, in
general , was to keep the plot to its simplest features, to ex
clude all useless detail such as the i ntrigues one borrows from
common life , and in return to develop more fully those traits
which were to set in its proper l ight the characteristic coloring
of the legendary stuff, since here they seemed to me to
altogether coincide with the idiosyncrasy of the inner motives
of action ; and to do this in such a way, that that color itself
should be turned into action .
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You perhaps will find the plot of Tannhiiuser already far
more m arkedly evolving from its inner motives. Here the
decisive catastrophe proceeds without the least constraint from
a lyric tournament of bards, in which no other power save
the most hidden inner workings of the soul drives onward
the decisive blow, and in such a manner that even this de
nouement's form belongs purely to the lyric element.
The whole interest of Loh engrin consists in an inner work
ing within the heart of Elsa, involving every secret of the
soul : the endurance of a spell of wondrous power for blessing,
that fills her whole surrounding with the most persuasive sense
of truth, hangs solely on her refraining from the question as
to its whence. Like a cry from the inmost want of woman's
heart, this question struggles loose-and the spell has vanished.
You may guess how singularly this tragic "Whence?" concurs
with that aforesaid theoretic "why?"
I too, as I have told you, fel t driven to this "Whence and
wherefore?" and for long it banned me from the magic of
my art. But my time of penance taught me to overcome the
question. All doubt at last was taken from me, when I gave
myself up to the Tristan. Here, in perfect trustfulness, I
plunged into the inner depths of soul events, and from out
this inmost center of the world I fearlessly built up its outer
form. A glance at the volumen of this poem will show you
at once that the exhaustive detail-work which a h istorical poet
is obliged to devote to clearing u p the outward bearings of his
plot, to the detriment of a lucid exposition of its inner motives,
I now trusted mysel f to apply to these l atter alone. Life and
death , the whole import and existence of the outer world,
here hang on nothing but the inner movements of the soul.
The whole affecting action comes about for reason only that
the inmost soul demands it, and steps to light with the very
shape foretokened in the inner shrine .
Perhaps in the execution of this poem much will strike
you as going too far into subtle ( intim e ) detail ; and even
should you concede this tendency as permissible to the poet,
you yet might wonder _ how he could dare hand over to the
musician all this refinement of minutiae, for carrying out . In
this you would be possessed by the same bias as led mysel f,
when drafting The Flying Dutch man, to give its poem nothing
but the most general of contours, destined merely to play into
the hands of an absolute-musical working out. But in this
regard let me at once make one reply to you : whereas the
verses were there intended as an underlay for operatic melody,
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to be stretched to the length demanded by that melody
through countless repetitions of words and phrases, in the
musical setting of 'Tristan not a trace of word repetition is
any longer found, but the weft of words and verses foreordains
the whole dimensions of the melody, that is, the structure of
that melody is already erected by the poet.

9.

Spiritual crtsts: Schopenhauer; the longing for
death . Letter to Franz Liszt, December 1 6 ,
1 854.

DEAR FRANZ ,

I begin to find out more and more that you are in reality a
great philosopher, while I appear to myself a harebrained fel
low. Apart from slowly progressing with my music, I have of
late occupied myself exclusively with a man who has come
like a gift from heaven, although only a l iterary one, into my
solitude . This is Arthur Schopenhauer, the greatest philosopher
since Kant, whose thoughts, as he himsel f expresses it, he has
though t out to the end . The German professors ignored him
very prudently for forty years ; but recently, to the disgrace of
Germany, he has been discovered by an Engl ish critic. All the
Hegels, etc . , are charlatans by the side of him. His chief idea,
the final negation of the desire of life, is terribly serious, but
it shows the only salvation possible. To me of course that
thought was not new , and it can indeed be conceived by no
one in whom it did not pre-exist, but this philosopher was the
first to place it clearly before me . If I think of the storm of
my heart, the terrible tenacity with which , agai nst my desire,
it used to cling to the hope of life, and if even now I feel this
hurricane within me, I h ave at least found a quietus which in
wakeful nights helps me to sleep. This is the genuine, ardent
longing for death , for absolute unconsciousness, total non
existence. Freedom from all dreams is our only final salvation.
In this I have discovered a curious coincidence with your
thoughts ; and although you express them differently, being
religious, I know th at you mean exactly the same thing. How
profound you are ! In your article about the Du tch man you
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have struck me with the force of lightning . While I read
Schopenhauer I was with you, only you did not know it. In
this manner I ripen more and more. I play with art only to
pass the time. In what manner I try to amuse myself you will
see from the enclosed sheet.
For the sake of that most beautiful of my life dreams
Young Siegfried, I shall have to finish the Nibelungen pieces
after all ; the Valkyrie has taken so much out of me that I
must indulge in this pleasure ; I have got as far as the second
half of the last act. The whole will not be finished till 1 856;
and in 1 8 5 8, the tenth year of my Hegira, the performance
may take place, if at all. As I have never in life felt the real
bliss of love, I must erect a monument to the most beautiful
of all my dreams, in which, from beginning to end, that love
shall be thoroughly satiated. I have in my head Tristan and
Isolde, the simplest but most full-blooded musical conception;
with the "black flag" which floats at the end of it I shall cover
myself to die.

1 0.

Prelude to Tristan und Isolde

A N old, old tale, exhaustless in its variations, and ever sung
anew in all the languages of medieval Europe, tells us of
Tristan and Isolde. For his king the trusty vassal had wooed
a maid he durst not tell himself he loved, Isolde ; as his mas
ter's bride she followed him, for, powerless, she needs must do
the wooer's bidding. Love's goddess, jealous of her downtrod
rights, avenged herself : the love drink destined by the careful
mother for the partners in this merely political marriage, in
accordance with the customs of the age, the goddess foists on
the youthful pair through a blunder diversely accounted for;
fired by its draught, their love leaps suddenly to vivid flame,
and each avows to each that they belong to none save each
other. Henceforth no end to the yearning, longing, bliss, and
misery of love : world, power, fame, splendor, honor, knight
hood, loyalty, and friendship, all scattered like a baseless
dream ; one thing alone left living : desire, desire unquenchable,
longing forever rehearing itself-a fevered craving; one sole
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redemption--death, surcease of being, the sleep that knows no
waking !
Here, in music's own most unrestricted element, the musi
cian who chose d i is the me as introduction to his love drama
could have but one care : how to restrain himself, since ex
haustion of the theme is quite impossible. So in one long
breath he let that unslaked longing swell from first avowal of
the gentlest tremor of attraction, through half-heaved sighs,
through hopes and fears, laments and wishes, joy and torment,
to the mightiest onset, most resolute attempt to find the breach
unbarring to the heart a path into the sea of endless love's
delight. In vain ! Its power spent, the heart sinks back to pine
of its desire--desire without attainment ; for each fruition sows
the seeds of fresh desire, till in its final lassitude the breaking
eye beholds a glimmer of the highest bliss : it is the bliss of
quitting life, of being no more, of l ast redemption into that
wondrous realm from which we stray the furthest when we
strive to enter it by fiercest force. Shall we call it death? Or is
it not night's wonder world, whence-as the story says-an
ivy and a vine sprang up in locked embrace o'er Tristan and
Isolde's grave?

11.

Negation of the will; Dante; Buddhism . Letter
to Franz Liszt, June 7, 1 855

A Divina Commedia it is to be? That is a splendid idea, and I
enjoy the music in anticipation. But I must have a little talk
with you about i t. That Hell and Purgatory will succeed I do
not call into question for a moment, but as to Paradise I have
some doubts, which you confirm by saying that your plan
includes choruses. In the Ninth Symphony the last choral
movement is decidedly the weakest part, although it is histori
cally important, because it discloses to us in a very na"ive man
ner the difficulties of a real musician who does not know how
( after hell and purgatory ) he is to represent paradise. About
this paradise, dearest Franz, there is in reality a considerable
difficulty, and he who confirms this opinion is, curiously
enough, Dante himself, the singer of Paradise, wh ich in his
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Divine Comedy also is decidedly the weakest part. I have fol
lowed Dante with deepest sympathy through the Inferno and
the Purgatorio ; and when I 'emerged from the infernal slough ,
I washed myself, as does the poet, with the water of the sea at
the foot of the Mountai n of Purgatory. I enjoyed the divine
morning, the pure air. I rose step by step, deadened one pas
sion after the other, battled with the wild insti nct of life, till at
last, arrived at the fire, I relinquished all desire of life, and
threw myself into the glow in order to sink my personal ity in
the contemplation of Beatrice . But from this final liberation I
was rudely awakened to be again, after all, what I had been
before, and this was done in order to confirm the Catholic
doctrine of a God Who, for His own glorification, had created
th is hell of my existen� e, by the most elaborate sophisms and
most childish i nventions, quite u nworthy ·of a great mind . This
problematic proof I rejected from the bottom of my soul, and
remai ned dissatisfied accordingly. In order to be j ust to Dante
I had, as in the case of Beethoven, to occupy the hi storic
standpoint ; I had to pl ace myself in Dante's time and consider
the real object of his poem, which, no doubt, was intended to
advocate a certain thing with his contemporaries-! mean the
reform of the Chur ch. I h ad to confess that in this sense he
understood marvelously wel l his advantage of expressing him
sel f i n an infallible manner through means of popular and
generally accepted ideas. Before all , I cordially agreed with
him in his praise of the saints who had chosen poverty of their
own free will . I had further to admire even in those sophisms
his high poetic imagination and power of representation, j ust
as I admire Beethoven's musical art in the last movement of
his Ninth Symphony . I had further to acknowledge, with
deepest and most sublime emotion, the w onderful inspiration
th rough means of which the beloved of his youth , Beatrice,
takes the form in which he concei ves the Divine doctrine ; and
in so far as that doctrine teaches the puri fication of personal
egoism through love, I joyfully acknowledge the doctrine of
Beatrice . But the fact that Beatrice stands, as it were, on the
chariot of the Church , that, instead of pure, simple doctrine,
she preaches keen-witted ecclesiastic scholasticism, made her
appear to me i n a colder light, al though the poet assures us
that she shi nes and glows for ever. At last she became i ndif
ferent to me ; and although as a mere reader I acknowledge
that Dante has acted appropriately, in accordance with his
t i me and his pu rpose, I should as a sympathetic co-poet h ave
wished to lose my personal consciousness, and indeed all con-

WAGNER ' S DEVELOPM ENT

275

sciousness, in that fire . In that manner I should, no doubt,
have fared better than even in the company of the Catholic
Deity, although Dante represents it with the same art with
which you, no doubt, will endeavor to celebrate i t i n your
choruses. I faithfully record to you the impression which the
Divine Comedy has made upon me, and which in the Paradise
becomes to my mind a "divine comedy" in the l iteral sense of
the word, in which I do not care to take part, either as a
comedian or as a spectator.
The misleading problem in these questions is always how to
introduce into this terrible world, with an empty nothing be
yond it, a God Who converts the enormous sufferings of
existence into something fictitious, so that the hoped-for salva
tion remains the only real and consciously enjoyable thing.
This will do very well for the Philistine, especially the English
Philistine. He makes very good terms with his God, entering
·
into a contract by wh ich , after having carried out certain
points agreed upon, he is finally admitted to eternal bliss as a
compensation for various failures in this world. But what have
we in common with these notions of the mob?
You once expressed your view of human nature to the
effect that man is "une intell igence, servie par des organes." If
that were so, it would be a bad thing for the large majority of
men, who h ave only "organs," but as good as no "intelli
gence," at least i n your sense. To me the matter appears in a
different light, viz. ,Man, like every other animal , embodies the "will of life,"
for which he fashions his organs according to his wants ; and
amongst these organs he also develops intellect, i.e . , the organ
of conceiving external th ings for the purpose of satisfying the
desire of life to the best of his power. A normal man is there
fore he who possesses this organ , communicating with the ex
ternal world ( whose function is perception, just as that of the
stomach is digestion ) in a degree exactly sufficient for the sat
isfaction of the vital instinct by external means . Th at vital
instinct in normal man consists in exactly the same as does the
vital instinct of the lowest animal , namely, in the desire of
nourishment and of propagation . For this "will of life," th is
metaphysical first cause of all existence, desires nothing but to
live-that is, to nourish and eternally reproduce itself-and
this tendency can be seen identically in the coarse stone, i n
the tenderer plant, a n d s o forth up to the human animal . Only
the organs are different, of which the will must avail itself i n
the higher stages of its objective existence , in order t o satisfy
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its more compl icated, and therefore more disputed and less
easily obtainable, wants. By gaining this insight, which is con
firmed by the enormous progress of modern science, we un
derstand at once the characteristic feature of the life of the
vast majority of men, and are no longer astonished because
they appear to us simply as animals; for this is the normal
essence of man . A very large portion of mankind remains
below this normal stage, for in them the complicated organ of
perception is not developed even up to the capability of satis
fying normal wants; but, on the other hand, although of course
very rarely, there are abnormal natures in which the ordinary
measure of the organ of perception-that is, the brain-is ex
ceeded, just as nature frequently forms monstrosities in which
one organ is developed at the expense of the others. Such a
monstrosity, if it reaches the highest degree, i s called genius,
wh ich at bottom is caused only by an abnormally rich and
powerful brain. This organ of perception, which originally
and in normal cases looks outward for the purpose of satis
fying the wants of the will of Jife, receives in the case of an
abnormal development such vivid and such striking impres
sions from outside that for a time it emancipates itself from
the service of the will, which originally h ad fashioned it for its
own ends. It thus attains to a "will-less"-i.e., aesthetic--con
templation of the world; and these external objects, contem
plated apart from the will, are exactly the ideal images which
the artist in a manner fixes and reproduces. The sympathy
with the external world which is inherent in this contempla
tion is developed in powerful natures to a permanent forget
fulness of the original personal will, that is to a sympathy with
external things for their own sake, and no longer in connection
with any personal interest .
The question then arises what we see in this abnormal state,
and whether our sympathy takes the form of common joy or
common sorrow. This question the true men of genius and the
true saints of all times have answered in the sense that they
have seen nothing but_ sorrow and felt nothing but common
sorrow. For they recognized the normal state of all living
things and the terrible, always sel f-contradictory, always sel f
devouring and blindly egotistic, n ature of the "will of life"
which is common to all living things. The horrible cruelty of
this will, which in sexual love aims only at its own reproduc
tion, appeared in them for the first time reflected in the organ
of perception, which in its normal state had felt its subjection
to the will to wh ich it owed its existence. In this manner the
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organ of perception was placed i n an abnormal sympathetic
condition. It endeavored to free itself permanently and finally
from its disgraceful serfdom, and this it at last achieved in the
perfect negation of the "will of life . "
This act o f the "negation of w i l l " is the true characteristic
of the saint, which finds its last completion in the absolute ces
sation of personal consciousness ; and all consciousness must
be personal and i ndividual . But the saints of Christianity,
simple-minded and enveloped i n the Jewish dogma as they
were, could not see this, and their li mited imagination looked
upon that much-desired stage as the eternal continuation of a
life, freed from n ature. Our j udgment of the moral import of
their resignation must not be influenced by this circumstance,
for in reality they also l onged for the cessation of their indi
vidual personality, i.e., of their existence . But this deep longing
is expressed more purely and more significantly in the most
sacred and oldest religion of the human race, the doctrine of
the Brahmins, and especially in its final transfiguration and
highest perfection, Buddhism. This also expounds the myth of
a creation of the world by God , but it does not celebrate this
act as a boon, but calls it a sin of Brahma which he, after hav
ing embodied h imself in this world, must atone for by the
infinite sufferings of this very world. He finds his salvation in
the saints who, by perfect negation of the "will of life," by the
sympathy with all suffering which alone fills their heart, enter
the state of Nirwana, i.e. , "the l and of being no longer." Such
a saint was Buddha. According to his doctrine of the migra
tion of souls every man is born again in the form of that crea
ture on which he had inflicted pain, however pure his life
might otherwise h ave been. He himself must now know this
pain, and his sorrowful migration does not cease, until during
an entire course of his new-born life he has inflicted pain on
no creature, but has denied his own will of life i n the sym
pathy with other beings. How sublime, how satisfying is this
doctrine compared with the Judaeo-Christian doctrine, accord
ing to which a man ( for, of course, the suffering animal exists
for the benefit of man alone ) has only to be obedient to the
Church during this short life to be made comfortable for all
eternity, while he who has been disobedient i n this short life
will be tortured for ever. Let us admit that Christianity is to
us this contradictory phenomenon, because we know it only in
its mixture with, and distortion by, narrow-hearted Jud aism,
while modern research has succeeded in showing that pure and
unalloyed Christianity was nothing but a branch of that ven-:
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erable Buddhism which, after Alexander's Indian expedition,
spread to the shores of the Mediterranean. In early Chris
tianity we still see distinct traces of the perfect negation of the
"will of life," of the longing for the destruction of the world,
i.e. , t he cessation of all existence. The pity is that this deeper
insight into the essence of things can be gained alone by the
abnormally organized men previously referred to, and that
they only can fully grasp it. ln order to communicate this
insight to others, the sublime founders of religion h ave there
fore to speak in images, such as are accessible to the common
normal perception . In this process much must be disfigured,
although Buddha's doctrine of the migration of souls expresses
the truth with almost perfect precision . The normal vulgarity
of man and the license of general egoism further distort the
image u ntil it becomes a caricature . And I pity the poet who
undertakes to restore the original image from this caricature.
It seems to me that Dante, especially in the Paradise, has not
succeeded in this ; and in his explanation of the Divine natures
he appears, to me at least, frequently like a childish Jesuit.
But perhaps you, dear friend, will succeed better, and as you
are going to paint a tone picture I might almost predict your
success, for music is essentially the artistic, original image of
the world. For the initiated no error is here possible. Only
about the Paradise, and especially about the choruses, I feel
some friendly anxiety. You will not expect me to add less
important things to this important matter.

12.

O verthrow of h umanistic values; changes in
The Ring. Letter to A ugust Rockel, A ugust
23, 1 856

THE period which I have worked in obedience to my intui
tions dates from The Flying Dutch man . Tannhiiuser and
Lohengrin followed, and if there is any expression of an un
derlying poetic motive in these works, it is to be sought i n the
sublime tragedy of renunciation, the negation of the will ,
which here appears as necessary and inevitable, and alone ca-
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pable of working redemption. It was this deep underlying idea
that gave to my poetry and my music that peculiar consecra
tion, without which they would not have had that power to
move profoundly wh ich they have. Now, the strange thing is
that in all my intellectual ideas on life, and in all the concep
tions at which I had arrived in the course of my struggles to
understand the world with my conscious reason, I was working
in direct opposition to the intuitive ideas expressed in these
works. While, as an artist, I felt with such convincing cer
tainty that all my creations took their colori ng from my feel
ings, as a philosopher I sought to discover a totally opposed
interpretation of the worl d ; and this interpretation once dis
covered, I obstinately held to it, though, to my own surprise,
I found that it had invariably to go to the wall when con
fronted by my spontaneous and purely objective artistic intui
tions. I made my most remarkable discovery i n this respect
with my Nibelung drama. It had taken form at a time when,
with my ideas, I had built up an optimistic world, on Hellenic
principles ; believing that in order to real ize such a world, it
was only necessary for man to wish it. I i ngeniously set aside
the probiem, why they did not wish i t. I remember that it was
with this definite creative purpose that I conceived the per
sonality of Siegfried, with the intention of representing an ex
istence free from pain. But I meant in the presentment of the
whole Nibelung myth to express my meaning even more
clearly, by showing how from the first wrongdoing a whole
world of evil arose, and consequently fell to pieces in order to
teach us the lesson that we must recognize evil and tear it up
by the- roots, and raise i n its stead a righteous world. I was
scarcely aware that in the working out, nay, in the first elabo
ration of my scheme, I was being unconsciously guided by a
wholly cjifferent, infinitely more profound intuition, and that
instead of conceiving a phase in the development of the worl d,
I had grasped the very essence and meaning of the world
itself in all its possible phases, and had realized its nothing
ness; the consequence of which was, that as I was true to my
living intuitions and not to my abstract ideas in my completed
work, something quite different saw the light from what I had
originally intended. But I remember that once, toward the end,
I decided to bring out my original purpose, cost what it might,
namely, in Briinnhilde's final somewhat artificially colored i n
vocation to those arou nd her, in which, having pointed out the
evils of possession, she declares that in love alone is blessed-
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ness to be found, without ( unfortunately ) making quite clear
what the nature of that love is, which in the development of
the myth we find playing the part of destructive genius.
To this extent was I led astray in this one passage by the
interposi tion of my intellectual intention . Strangely enough,
I was always i n despair over this said passage, and it re
quired the complete subversion of my intellectual conceptions
brought about by Schopenhauer, to discover to me the reason
of my dissatisfaction, and to supply me with the only adequate
keystone to my poem * i n keeping with the idea of the drama,
which consists in a simple and sincere recognition of the true
relations of things and complete abstinence from the attempt
to preach any particular doctrine.

I 3.

Relation of Tristan to The R i ng

the sketch of Tristan und Isolde I felt that I was really
not quitting the myth ic circle opened out to me by my
Nibelungen l abors. For the grand concordance of all sterl ing
myths, as thrust upon me by my studies, had sharpened my
eyesight for the wondrous variations standing out amid this
harmony. Such a one confronted me with fascinating clearness
in the relation of Tristan to Isolde, as compared with that of
Siegfried to Brunnhilde.
Just as i n languages the transmutation of a single sound
forms two apparently quite di verse words from one and the
same origi nal, so here, by a similar transmutation or shifting
of the time moti f, two seemingly unlike relations had sprung
from the one original mythic factor. Their i ntrinsic parity con
sists in this : both Tristan and Siegfried , in bondage to an illu
sion which makes this deed of theirs unfree, woo for another
their own eternally predestined brides, and in the fal se relation
hence arising find their doom. Whereas the poet of Siegfried,
however, before all else abiding by the grand coherence of the
whole Nibelungen myth , could only take in eye the hero's
downfall through the vengeance of the wife who at like time
WITH

• This new version of the final verses of Gotterdammerung was
later canceled as the first had been; the poem was allowed to finish
without any trace of moral reflection and doctrine.-TR.
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offers up herself and him : the poet of Tristan finds his staple
matter in setting forth the love pangs to which the pair of
lovers, awakened to their true rel ation, have fallen victims till
their death . Merely the thing is here more fully, clearly
treated, which even there was spoken out beyond mistake :
death through stress of love-an idea which finds expression
in Briinnhilde, for her part conscious of the true relation.
What i n the one work could come to rapid utterance only at
the climax, in the other becomes an entire content, of infinite
variety ; and this it was that attracted me to treat the stuff at
just that time, namely, as a supplementary act of the great
Nibelungen myth, a mythos compassing the whole relations
of a world.

14.

Nibelungen myth considered as a "sketch
for a drama, " Summer 1 848 *

FROM the womb of night and death was spawned a race that
dwells in Nibelheim ( Nebelheim ) , that is, in gloomy subter
ranean clefts and caverns : Nibelungen are they called; with
restless nimbleness they burrow through the bowels of the
earth, like worms in a dead body; they smelt and smith hard
metals. The pure and noble Rhinegold Alberich seized, di
vorced it from the waters' depth , and wrought therefrom with
cunning art a Ring that lent him rulership of all his race, the
Nibelungen : so he became their master, forced them to work
for him alone, and amassed the priceless Nibelungen Hoard,
whose greatest treasure is the Tarnhelm, conferring power to
take on any shape at will, a work that Alberich compelled his
own brother Rei gin ( M ime = Eugel ) to weld for him. Thus
armored, Alberich made for mastery of the world and all that
it contains.
The race of giants, boastful, violent , ur-begotten, is troubled
in its savage ease : their monstrous strength, their simple
mother wit, no longer are a match for Alberich's crafty plans

* The composition and revision of the four Ring poems was not
completed until December 1 85 2 ; therefore this early sketch is not
to be considered Wagner's final conception.-Eos.
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of conquest : alarmed they see the Nibelungen forging won
drous weapons that one day in the hands of human heroes
shall cause the giants' downfall . This strife is taken advantage
of by the race of gods, now waxing to supremacy. Wotan bar
gains with the giants to build the gods a burg from whence to
rule the world in peace and order; their building finished, the
giants ask the Nibelungen Hoard in payment. The utmost cun
ning of the gods succeeds in trapping Alberich ; he must ran
som his life with the Hoard ; the Ring alone he strives to keep.
The gods, well knowing that i n i t resides the secret of all
Alberich's power, extort from him the Ring as well : then he
curses it ; it shall be the ruin of all who possess it. Wotan
del ivers the Hoard to the giants, but means to keep the Ring
as warrant of his sovereignty : the giants defy him, and Wotan
yields to the counsel of the three Fates ( Norns ) , who warn
him of the down fall of the gods themselves.
Now the giants have the Hoard and Ring safe kept by a
monstrous Worm in the Gnita- ( Neid- ) Haide [ the Grove of
G rudge ] . Through the Ring the Nibelungs remain in thrall
dom, Alberich and all . But the gi ants do not understand to use
their might ; their dullard mi nds are satisfied with h aving
bou nd the Nibelungen . So the Worm lies on the Hoard since
untold ages, in i nert dread ful ness : before the l uster of the new
race of gods the giants' race fades down and stiffens into im
potence ; wretched and tricksy, the Nibelungen go their way of
fruitless labor. Alberich broods wi t hout cease on the means of
gaining back the Ring.
I n high emprise the gods have planned the worl d, bound
down the elements by prudent laws, and devoted themselves
to most careful nurture of the human race . Their strength
stands over all . Yet the peace by which they have arrived at
mastery does not repose on reconcilement : by violence and
cunning was it wrought . The object of their higher ordering of
the world is moral consciousness : but the wrong they fight
attaches to themselves . From the depths of Nibel hei m the con
science of their guilt cries up to them : for the bondage of the
Nibelu ngen i s not broke n ; merely the lordship has been reft
from Alberich, and not for any higher end; but the soul, the
freedom of the Nibelungen lies buried uselessly beneath the
belly of an idle Worm : Alberich thus has justice i n his plaints
against the gods.
Wot an himself, however, cannot undo the wrong without
committing yet another : only a free will, independent of the
gods themselves, and able to assume and expiate itself the bur-
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den of a ll guilt, ca n loose the spell ; an d in man the gods per
ceive the faculty of such free will . In man they therefore seek
to plant their own divinity, to raise his strength so h igh that,
in full knowledge of that strength, he may rid him of the gods'
protection, to do of his free will what his own mind i nspires.
So the gods bring up man for this high destiny, to be the can
celer of their own guil t ; and their aim would be attai ned even
if in this human creation they should perforce annul them
selves, that is, must part with their immediate i nfluence
through freedom of man's conscience. Stout human races,
fruited by the seed divine, already flourish : in stri fe and fight
they steel their strength ; Wotan's wish-maids shelter them as
shield-maids, as Walk iiren [ valkyries] lead the slain-i n-fight to
Walh all, where the heroes live again a glorious life of jousts
in Wotan's company.
But not yet i s the rightful hero born, i n whom his self
reliant strength shall reach full consciousness, enabling him
with the free-willed penalty of death before his eyes to call his
boldest deed his own. I n the race of the Walsungen this hero
at last shall come to birth : a barren union is fertil ized by
Wotan through one of Holda's apples, which he gives the
wedded pair to eat : twins, Siegmund and Sieglinde ( brother
and sister ) , spring from the marriage . Siegmund takes a wife ;
Sieglinde weds a man ( Hunding ) ; but both their marriages
prove sterile : to beget a genuine Walsung, brother and sister
wed each other. Hunding, Sieglinde's husband , learns of the
crime, casts off his wife, and goes out to fight with Siegmund.
Briinnhilde, the Walkiire, shields Siegmund counter to Wotan's
commands, who had doomed him to fall in expi ation of the
crime ; already Siegmund, under Brii n nhilde's shield, is draw
ing sword for the death blow at Hunding-the sword that
Wotan himself once had given him-when the god receives
the blow upon his spear, which breaks the weapon in two
pieces. Siegmund falls. Briinnhilde is punished by Wotan for
her disobedience : he strikes her from the roll of the Walkiiren,
and banishes her to a rock, where the divine virgin is to wed
the man who finds and wakes her from the sleep in which
Wotan plunges her; she pleads for mercy, that Wotan will ring
the rock with terrors of fire, and so ensure that none save the
bravest of heroes may win her.
After long gestation the outcast Sieglinde gives birth in the
forest to Siegfried ( he who brings Peace through Victory ) :
Reigin ( Mime ) , Alberich's brother, upon hearing her cries,
has issued from a cleft and aided her : after the travail Sieg-
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I inde dies, first tel ling Reigin of her fate and committi.ng the
babe to his care. Reigin brings up Siegfried, teaches him
smi thery, and bri ngs him the two pieces of the broken sword,
from which, under Mime's directions, Siegfried forges the
sword Balmung. Then Mime prompts the lad to slay the
Worm, in proof of his gratitude.
Siegfried first wishes to avenge his father's murder : he fares
out , fal ls upon Hunding, and kills him : only thereafter does
he execute the wish of Mime, attacks and slays the giant
Worm . His fingers burning from the Worm's hot blood, he
puts them to his mouth to cool them; involuntarily he tastes
the blood, and understands at once the language of the wood
birds singing round him. They praise Siegfried for his glorious
deed, direct him to the Nibelungen Hoard in the cave of the
Worm, and warn him agai nst Mime, who has merely used him
as an instrument to gain the Hoard, and therefore seeks his
l i fe. Siegfried thereon slays Mime, and takes the Ring and
Tarnhelm from the Hoard : he hears the birds again, who
counsel him to win the crown of women , Briinnhilde. So
Siegfried sets forth, reaches Briinnhilde's mountain , pierces the
billowing flames, and wakes her; in Siegfried she joyfully ac
claims the h ighest hero of the Walsung stem, and gives hersel f
to him : he marries her with Alberich's ri ng, which he places
on her finger. When the longing spurs him to new deeds, she
gives him lessons in her secret lore, warns him of the dangers
of deceit and treachery ; they swear each other vows, and
Siegfried speeds forth .
A second hero stem, sprung likewise from the gods, is that
of the Gibichungen on the Rhine : there now bloom G unther
and Gudrun , his sister. Their mother, Grimhild, was once
overpowered by Alberich , and bore him an unlawful son,
Hagen. As the hopes and wishes of the gods repose on Sieg
fried, so Alberich sets his hope of gaining back the Ring on
his hero offspring Hagen. Hagen is sal low, glum, and serious;
his features are prematurely hardened ; he looks older than he
is. Already in his childhood Alberich had taught him mystic
lore and knowledge of his father's fate, inciting him to strug
gle for the Ring : he is strong and m asterful ; yet to Alberich
he seems not strong enough to slay the giant Worm. Si nce
Alberich has lost his power, he could not stop his brother
Mime when the l atter sought to gai n the Hoard through Sieg
fried; but Hagen shall compass Siegfried's ruin, and win the
Ring from his dead body. Toward Gunther and Gudrun ,
Hagen is reticent-they fear him, but prize his foresight and
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experience : the secret of some marvelous descent of Hagen's,
and that he is not his lawful brother, is known to Gunther : he
calls him once an Elf-son .
Gunther is being apprised by Hagen that Brii n nhilde is the
woman most worth desire, and excited to long for her ·posses
sion, when Siegfried speeds along the Rhine to the seat of the
Gibichungs. Gudrun, inflamed to love by the praises he has
showered on Siegfried, at Hagen's bidding welcomes Siegfried
with a drink prepared by Hagen's art, of such potence that it
makes Siegfried forget his adventure with Bri.innhilde and
marriage to her. Siegfried desires Gudrun for wi fe : Gunther
consents, on condition that he help him win Bri.innhilde. Sieg
fried agrees : they strike blood-brothership and swear each
other oaths, from which Hagen holds aloof.
Siegfried and Gunther set out, and arrive at Bri.innhilde's
rocky fastness : Gunther remains behind in the boat ; Siegfried
for the first and only time exerts his power as Ruler of the
Nibelungen, by putting on the Tarnhelm and thereby taking
Gunther's form and look ; thus masked, he passes through the
flames to Bri.innhilde. Already robbed by Siegfried of her
maidhood, she has lost alike her superhuman strength , and all
her runecraft has she made away to Siegfried-who does not
use it; she is powerless as any mortal woman, and can only
offer lame resistance to the new, audacious wooer ; he tears
from her the R ing-by which she is now to be wedded to
Gunther-and forces her into the cavern, where he sleeps the
night with her, though to her astonishment he l ays his sword
between them . On the morrow he brings her to the boat , where
he lets the real Gunther take his place unnoticed by her side,
and transports hi mself in a trice to the Gibichenburg th rough
power of the Tarnhelm. Gunther reaches his home along the
Rhine, with Bri.innhilde following him in downcast silence :
Siegfried , at Gudrun's side, and Hagen receive the voyagers.
Bri.innh ilde is aghast when she beholds Siegfried as Gud
run's husband : his cold civility to her amazes her ; as he mo
tions her back to Gunther, she recognizes the Ring on his
finger : she suspects the imposture played upon her, and de�
mands the Ring, for it belongs not to him, but to Gunther
who received it from her : he refuses it. She bids Gunther
claim the Ring from Siegfried : Gunther is confused, and hesi
tates. Bri.innhilde : So it was Siegfried that had the Ring from
her? Siegfried, recognizing the Ring : "From no woman I had
it; my right arm won it from the giant Worm ; through it am I
the Nibelungen's lord, and to none will I cede its might."
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Hagen steps between them, and asks Brunnhilde if she is cer
tain about the Ring? If it be hers, then Siegfried gained it by
deceit, and it can belong to no one but her husband, Gunther.
Brunnhilde loudly denounces th e trick played on her; the most
dreadful th irst for vengeance upon Siegfried fills her. She cries
to G unther that he has been duped by Siegfried : "Not to thee
-to this man am I wed ; he won my favor."
Siegfried charges her with shamelessness : Faithful had he
been to his blood-brothership-his sword he l aid between
Brlinnhilde and himself : he calls on her to bear him witness.
Purposely, a.nd thinking only of his ruin, she will not under
stand him. The clansmen and G udrun conjure Siegfried to
clear himself of the accusation, i f he can. Siegfried swears
solemn oaths in confirmation of hi s word . Brlinnhilde taxes
him with perjury : All the oaths he swore to her and Gunther
has h e broken : now he forswears h imself, to lend corrobora
tion to a lie. Everyone is in the utmost commotion . Siegfried
calls Gunther to stop his wife from shamefully slandering her
own and husband's honor : he withdraws with Gudrun to the
inner h al l .
Gunther, i n deepest shame a n d terrible dejection, h as seated
h imsel f at the side, with hidden face : Brunnhilde, racked by
the horrors of an inner storm, is approached by Hagen. He
offers himself as venger of her honor : she mocks him, as
powerless to cope with Siegfried : one look from his glittering
eye, which shone upon her even through that mask, would
scatter Hagen's courage . Hagen : He well knows Siegfried's
awful strength , but she will tell h i m how he may be van
quished? So she who once had hallowed Siegfried, and armed
h i m by mysterious spells against all wounding, now counsels
H agen to attack him from behind ; for, knowing th at the hero
ne'er would turn his back upon the foe, she had left it from
the blessing.
Gunther must be made a party to the plot. They call upon
him to avenge his honor : Brunnhilde covers him with re
proaches for his cowardice and trickery ; Gunther admits his
fault, and the necessity of ending his shame by Siegfried's
death ; but he shrinks from commi tting a breach of blood
brotherhood . Brunnhilde bitterly t aunts him : What crimes
h ave not been wreaked on her? Hagen inflames him by the
prospect of gaining the Nibelung's Ring, which Siegfried cer
tainly will never part with until death . Gunther consents ;
Hagen proposes a hunt for the morrow, when Siegfried shall
be set upon, and perhaps his murder even concealed from
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Gudrun , for G unther was concerned for her sake : Brunn
hilde's l ust of vengeance is sharpened by her jealousy of Gli d
run. So Siegfried's murder is decided by the three. Siegfried
and Gudrun, festally attired, appear in the hal l , and bid them
to the sacrificial rites and wedd ing ceremony . The conspirators
feigningly obey : Siegfried and Gudrun rejoice at the show of
peace restored.
Next morning Siegfried strays i nto a lonely gully by the
Rhine, i n pursuit of quarry. Three mermaids dart up from
the stream : they are soothsaying Daughters of the waters'
bed, whence Alberich once had snatched the gleaming Rhine
gold to smite from it the fateful Ring : the curse and power
of that Ring would be destroyed, were it regiven to the
waters, and thus resolved i nto its pure original element. The
Daughters hanker for the Ring, and beg it of Siegfried, who
refuses it. ( Guiltless, he has taken the guilt of the gods upon
him, and atones their wrong through h is defiance, his self
dependence. ) They prophesy evil, and tell him of the curse
attach ing to the ring : Let him cast it in the river, or he must
die today.
Siegfried : "Ye glibtongued women shall not cheat me of
my migh t : the curse and your threats I count not worth a hair.
What my courage bids me is my bei ng's law ; and what I do
of mine own mind, so is it set for me to do : call ye this curse
or blessing, it I obey and strive not counter to my strength ."
The three Daughters : "Wou ldst thou outvie the gods?"
Siegfried : "Show me the chance of mastering the gods,
and I must work my main to vanqu ish them. I know three
wiser women than you three ; they wot where once the gods
will strive in bitter fearing. Well for the gods, if they take
heed that then I battle with them. So laugh I at your threats :
the ring stays m ine, and thus I cast my l i fe beh ind me." ( He
lifts a clod of earth, and hurls it backward over his head. )
The Daughters scoff at Siegfried, who weens himsel f as
strong and wise as he is blind and bond slave : "Oaths has
he broken, and knows it not : a boon far higher than the
Ring he's lost, and knows it not : runes and spells were taught
to him, and he's forgot them. Fare thee well, Siegfried! A
lordly wife we know ; e'en today will she possess the Ring,
when thou art slaughtered . To her ! She'll lend us better
hearing."
Siegfried , laughing, gazes after them as they move away
singing. He shouts : "To Gudrun were I not true, one of you
three had ensnared me ! " He hears his hunting comrades
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drawing nearer, and winds his hom : the huntsmen-Gunther
and Hagen at their head-assemble round Siegfried. The
midday meal is eaten : Siegfried, in the highest spirits, mocks
at his own unfruitful chase : But water game had come his
way, for whose capture he was not equipped, alack ! or he'd
have brought his comrades three wild water birds that told
him he must die today. Hagen takes up the jest, as they drink :
Does he really know the song and speech of birds, then?
Gunther is sad and silent.
Siegfried seeks to enliven him, and sings him songs about
his youth : his adventure with Mime, the slaying of the Worm,
and how he came to understand bird language. The train of
recollection brings him back the counsel of the birds to seek
Briinnhilde, who was fated for him; how he stormed the
flam ing rock and wakened Brii n nhilde. Remembrance rises
more and more distinct. Two ravens suddenly fly past his
head.
Hagen interrupts him : "What do these ravens tell thee?"
Siegfried springs to his feet. Hagen : "/ rede them; they h aste
to herald thee to Wotan. " He hurls his spear at Siegfried's
back. Gunther, guessing from Siegfried's tale the true con
nection of the inexplicable scene with Brii n nhilde, and sud
denly divining Siegfried's innocence, had thrown himself on
Hagen's arm to rescue Siegfried , but without being able to
stay the blow. Siegfried raises his shield, to crush Hagen with
it; his strength fails him, and he falls of a heap.
· Hagen has departed ; Gunther and the clansmen stand
round Siegfried, in sympathetic awe ; he lifts his shining eyes
once more : "Briinnhilde, Brii n nhilde ! Radiant child of Wotan!
How dazzling bright I see thee nearing me! With holy smile
thou saddlest thy horse, that paces through the air dew-drip
ping : to me thou steer'st its course ; here is there Lot to
choose ! Happy me thou chos'st for husband, now lead me
to Walhall , that in honor of all heroes I may drink All
Father's mead, pledged me by thee, thou shining wish-maid !
Briinnhilde ! Briinnhilde ! Greeting ! " He dies. The men uplift
the corpse upon his shield, and solemnly bear it over the
rocky heights, Gunther in front.
In the Hall of the Gibichungs, whose forecourt extends at
the back to the bank of the Rhine, the corpse is set down :
Hagen has called out Gudrun; with strident tones he tells
her that a savage boar had gored her husband. Gudrun
falls horrified on Siegfried's body : she rates her brother
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He
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was

the

savage boar, the murderer of S iegfried .
Hage n :

I h ave s l a i n h i m , whom no other

"So be i t ; an

dared to, whatso was his i s my fair booty. The Ring i s m i n e ! ''
G u nther con fronts h i m :

' ' S h ameless El f-s o n , t h e R i n g is

m i ne , assigned to me by B r ii n nh i l d e : ye a l l , ye h e a r d i t . · ·
Hagen a n d G u nther figh t :
wrench the R i n g from
menace ;

G u nther falls . H agen tries to

th e body-it l ifts its h a n d aloft i n

Hagen staggers

back,

aghas t ; G udrun cries

aloud

i n her sorrow ; then B r ii n n h i l d e e nters solemnly :
"Cease your lame nts , your i d le rage ! Here stands h i s w i fe .
wh om y e a l l betraye d . M y r i g h t

I

c l a i m , for w h a t m u s t be i s

done ! "
Gudru n :

' ' A h , w i cked o n e !

'Tw as thou w h o brou g h t u s

rui n . "
B rii n nh ilde : ' 'Poor soul, h ave peace ! Wert b u t h i s w a nton :
h i s w i fe am
Gudru n :

I , to whom he swore or e'er he s aw th e e . "
"Woe 's m e ! Accursed Hage n , what badest thou

me, with the d r i n k th at fi l c h e d h e r husba n d to me? For now

I

know that only through the d r i n k did h e forget B rii n nh i ld e . ' '
Briinnh ilde :

"Oh,

he

was pure !

Ne'er oath s were m ore

loyally h e l d , t h a n by h i m . No, Hage n h a s not

slain h i m : for
I thu s condu c t h i m .
A n d I , t oo , h ave atoned ; pure a n d free a m 1 : for h e , the
Wotan h a s he m a rked h im out, to whom

glorious one alone, o'erpowered m e . "
S h e d i rects a p i l e of logs t o be erected on the shore, t o
burn . S iegfried's corpse t o ashes :

n o h orse , n o vassal s h a l l

b e sacrificed w i th h i m ; s h e a l o n e w i l l g i v e h e r body i n h i s
honor t o t h e g od s . F i rst s h e t a k es possess i o n of h e r heritage :
th e Tarnhelm s h a l l be burned with h er : the R i n g she puts
upon

h er

finger. "Thou froward hero, how thou h e ld ' s t m e

banned ! All my rune l o r e

I

bewrayed to t h e e , a m orta l , a n d

so w e n t w i d o w e d of my w i s dom ; t h o u u s e d s t i t not ; thou
trustedst i n thyself alone : but now that thou m u s t y i e l d . it
u p throu gh death , my knowledge comes to m e again, and this
R ing's ru nes

I rede. The ur-law's ru nes, too, know I now, the

Norns' old s a y i n g ! Hear, th e n , ye m i ghty g od s , your g u i l t is
q u i t : thank him, the h ero, w h o took your g u i l t upon h i m ! To
m i ne own h a n d h e gave to end h i s work : loosed b e the Nibe
lungs' thra lldom, the R i ng co more s h a l l b i n d

them.

Not

Alberich s h a l l receive i t ; no more shall h e e nslave you , b u t h e
hi mself be free as y e . F o r to y o u

I

m a k e th i s R i n g away, w ise

sisters of t h e waters' d e e p ; the fire that burns m e , let it cleanse
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the evil toy ; a n d y e shall melt a n d keep it harm less, the
Rhi negold robbed from you to weld to i l l and bondage . One
only shal l rule, Al l-Father thou in thy glory ! As pledge of
thine eternal might, th is man I bring thee : good welcome give
him ; he is worth it ! "
Midst solemn chants Briinnhi lde mounts the pyre t o Sieg
fried's body. G udrun, broken down with grief, remains bowed
over the corpse of G unther in the foreground. The flames
meet across Briinnhilde and Siegfried-suddenly a dazzling
light is seen : above the margin of a leaden cloud the light
streams up, showing B riinnh ilde, armed as Walkiire on horse,
lead�g Siegfried by the hand from hence.
At like time the waters of the Rhine i nvade the entrance
to the hal l ; on their w aves the three water m aids bear away
the R i ng and Helmet. Hagen dashes after them, to snatch the
treasure, as if demented. The Daughters seize and drag him
with them to the deep.

I 5.

Commentary on The Ring . Letter to A ugust
Rockel, January 2 5 , 1 854

WE must learn to die, and to die in the fullest sense of the
word . The fear of the end is the source of all lovelessness,
and this fear is generated only when love itself begins to wane.
How came it that this feeling which imparts the h ighest
blessed ness to all things living was so far lost sight of by the
human race that at last it came to this : all that mankind did,
ordered, and established was conceived only i n fear of the
end . My poem sets th is forth . It reveals Nature in her un
disguised truth, with all those inconsistencies which , in their
endless multiplicity, embrace even d irectly conflicting ele
ments . But it is not the repulse of Alberich by the Rhine
daughters-th at repulse was inevitable owing to their nature
-that w as the cause of all the mischief. Alberich and his
Ring would h ave been powerless to harm the gods had they
not themselves been susceptible to evil. Wherein, then, is the
root of the matter to be sought? Examine the first scene
between Wotan and Fricka, which leads up to the scene in the
second act of Die Walkiire. The necessity of prolonging be-
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yond the point of change the subjection to the tie that binds
them-a tie resulting from a n i nvoluntary illusion of love, the
duty of maintaining at all costs the relation into which they
have entered, and so placing themselves in hopeless opposi
tion to the universal law of change and renewal, which governs
the world of phenomena-these are the conditions which
bring the pair of them to a state of torment and natural
lovelessness .
The development of the whole poem sets forth the necessity
of recognizing and yielding to the change, the many-sidedness,
the multiplicity, the eternal renewi ng of reality and. of life.
Wotan rises to the tragic height of willing h is own destruction.
This is the lesson that we have to learn from the history of
mankind : to will what necessity imposes, and ourselves bring
it about. The creative product of this supreme, self-destroying
will, its victorious achievement, is a fearless human being, one
who never ceases to love : Siegfried. That is the whole matter.
As a matter of detail, the mischief-making power, the poison
that is fatal to love, appears u nder the guise of the gold that
is stolen from Nature and misappl ied-the Nibelungs' Ring,
never to be redeemed from the curse that clings to it until it
has been restored to Nature and the gold sunk agai n in the
depths of the Rhine. But it is only quite at the end that
Wotan realizes this, when he h imself has reached the goal of
this tragic career; what Loge had foretold to him in the
beginning with a touching i nsistence, the god consumed by
ambition had ignored. Later in Fafner's deed he merely
recognized the power of the curse ; it is only when the Ring
works its destroyi ng spell on Siegfried h imself that he realizes
that only by restoration of what was stolen can the evil be
annulled, and he deliberately makes his own destruction part
of the conditions on which must depend the annulling of the
original m ischief.
Experience is everything. Moreover, Siegfried alone ( man
by himself ) is not the complete h uman being : he is merely the
half; it is only along with Briinnh ilde that he becomes the
redeemer. To the isolated being not all th i ngs are possible ;
there is need of more than one, and it is woman, suffering
and willing to sacrifice herself, who becomes at last the real,
conscious redeemer : for what is love itself but the "eternal
feminine" ( das ewig Weibliche ) .
I do not agree with your criticisms with regard to a certain
want of lucidity and distinctness of statement : on the con-
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trary, I believe that a true instinct has kept me from a too
great definiteness ; for it has been born in on me, that an
absolute disclosing of the i ntention disturbs true i nsight. What
you want in drama-as indeed in all works of art-is to
achieve your end, not by statement of the artist's intentions,
but by the presentment of life as the resultant, not of arbitrary
forces, but of eternal laws. It is just this that distinguishes my
poetic material from all the poetical material which alone
absorbs poets' minds at the present day.
For example, by insisting, as you do, that the intention of
Wotan's appearance on the scene in "Young Siegfried"
[Siegfried] should be more clearly defined, you are prejudicing
in a marked m anner the fateful element i n the development of
the drama, which to me is so important. After his farewell
to Briinnhilde, Wotan is in all truth a departed spirit; true to
his high resolve, he must now leave things alone, and re
nouncing all power over them, let them go as they will.
For this reason, he is now only the "Wanderer." Look well
at him, for in every point he resembles us. He represents the
actual sum of the Intelligence of the Present, whereas Sieg
fried is the man greatly desired and longed for by us of the
Future. But we who long for him cannot fashion him ; he
must fashion himself and by means of our annihilation. Taken
in this way, Wotan is, you must acknowledge, highly inter
esting ; whereas he would seem to us most unworthy if he
appeared as a subtle intriguer, wh ich indeed he would be
if he gave counsel apparently against Siegfried, though in
reality favorable to Siegfried and consequently himself. That
were a deception worthy of our political heroes, but not of my
jovial god, bent on his own annihilation. Look at him in this
juxtaposition to Siegfried in the third act. In presence of his
impending destruction, the god has at last become so com
pletely human that-contrary to his high resolve-there is
once more a stirring of h is ancient pride, brought about by
his jealousy for Briinnhilde-his vulnerable point, as it has
now become. He will, so to speak, not allow himself to be
merely thrust aside ; he chooses rather to fall before the
conquering might of Siegfried. But this part is so little pre
meditated and i ntentional, that in a sudden burst of passion
the longing for victory overpowers him, a victory, moreover,
which he admits could have made him only more miserable.
Holding the views I do, I could give only the faintest and
subtlest indication of my design. Of course, I do not mean
my hero to make the impression of a wholly unconscious
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creature : on the contrary, I h ave sought in Siegfried to
represent my ideal of the perfect human being, whose highest
consciousness mani fests itself in the acknowledgment that
all consciousness must find expression in present life and
action.
The enormous significance that I attach to this conscious
ness � which can scarcely ever find adequate expression in mere
words, will be quite clear to you in the scene between Sieg
fried and the Rhine daughters. Here we see that infinite wis
dom has come to Siegfried, for he has grasped the highest
truth and knows that death is better than a life of fear : knowl
edge of the Ring, too, has come to him, but he does not heed
its power, for he has something better to do; he keeps it only
as proof that he at least has never learned what fear means.
Confess, in the presence of such a being the splendor of the
gods must be dimmed.
What strikes me most is your question, "Why, seeing that
the gold is restored to the Rhine, is it necessary that the
gods should perish?" I feel certai n that, at a good perform
ance, the most simple-minded spectator will be left in no
doubt on that point. Certainly the downfall of the gods is no
necessary part of the drama regarded as a mere contrapuntal
nexus of motives. As such, indeed, it might have been turned,
twisted, and interpreted to mean any conceivable thing
after the manner of lawyers and politicians. No, the necessity
for · this downfall had to arise out of our own deepest con
victions, as it did with Wotan. And thus it was all-important
to justify this catastrophe to the feelings of the spectators ;
and it is so justified to anyone who follows the course of the
whole action with all its simple and natural motives. When
finally Wotan gives expression to this sense of necessity, he
proclaims only that which we have all along felt must needs
be. At the end of Rh inegold when Loge watches the gods
enter Walhalla and speaks these fateful words : "They hasten
toward their end who imagine themselves so strong in their
might," he, in that moment, gives utterance only to our own
conviction ; for anyone who has followed the prelude sym
pathetically, and not in a hypercritical, caviling spirit, but
abandoning himself to his impressions and feelings, will
entirely agree with Loge.
And now let me say something to you about Brii n nhilde.
You misunderstand her, too, when you attribute her refusal
to give the Ring up to Wotan to hardness and obsti nacy. Can
you not see that it was for love's sake that Brii n nhilde sun-
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dered herself from Wotan and from all the gods, because
where Wotan clung to schemes, she could only-love? Above
all, from the moment Siegfried had awakened her she has no
knowledge other than the knowledge of love. Now the symbol
of this-after Siegfried's departure-- i s the Ring. When Wotan
claims it from her, one thing only is present to her spirit
what it was that originally alienated her from him, her
having disobeyed for love's sake ; and this alone she is still
conscious of, that for love she has renounced her godhead.
She knows also that one th ing alone is godlike, and that is
love ; therefore let the splendor of Walhalla fall in ruins,
she will not give up the Ring ( her love ) . Just consider how
poor, avaricious, and common she would have stood revealed
to us if she had refused the Ring because she had learned
( possibly from Siegfried ) of its magic, a nd the power of
gold. Surely you do not seriously thi nk such a thi ng of so
grand a woman? But if you shudder because, being the
woman she is, she should h ave preserved as a symbol of love
just this Ring on which the curse l ay, then you will have
understood the curse of the Nibelungs in its most terrible
and tragic significance ; the n you will admit the necessity of
the whole of the last drama of "Siegfried's Death." That had
to be compassed in order that the malign i nfluence of the
gold should be fully revealed. How did it come about that
Briinnhilde yielded so readily to the disguised Siegfried?
Simply because he had wrested the Ring from her, in which
her whole strength lay. The terror, the fatality ( das Diimon
ische ) that underlie the whole of that scene seem entirely
to have escaped you . Through the fire which it had been
foreordained that none but Siegfried should pass, which
actually none but he had passed, another has made his way
to her with but little difficulty.
Everythi ng totters around Brlinnhilde, everything is out
of joint; in a terrible conflict she is overcome, she is "forsaken
of God." And moreover it is Siegfried in reality who orders
her to share h is couch ; Siegfried whom she ( unconsciously
and thus with the gre_ater bewilderment ) almost recognizes,
by his gleaming eye, in spite of his disguise. You must feel
that someth ing is being enacted that is not to be expressed
in mere words-and it is wrong of you to challenge me to
explain it in words.

16.

Parsifal. Letter t o Mathilde

Wesendonck, May 30, 1 859
PARSIFAL is bound to be another very n asty job. Considered
strictly, A mfortas is the center and principal subj ect. There
you have a pretty Parsifal tale at once. To myself of a sudden
it has grown too appallingly clear : it is my Tristan of the
third act with an i nconceivable i ncrease. The spear wound
haply yet another-in his heart, the poor man knows but one
longing in his fearful anguish , that for death ; to win to that
uttermost cordial, again and agai n he craves the aspect of the
Grail, if that at least might close his wound, since every other
aid is impotent, noth ing-nothi ng serves !-Yet again and
again does the Grail but renew him this one thi ng, that he
cannot die; its sight but multiplies his torments, adding un
dyingness to them . N ow, the Grail, after my reading, is the
cup of the Last Supper, wherein Joseph of Arimathea gathered
the blood of the Saviour on the cross. Now see what a
terrible import is gained by Amfortas' rel ation to this wonder
cup ; he, stricken with the selfsame wou nd, dealt h im by the
spear of a rival in a passionate love adventure-for his only
sustenance must yearn for the boon of that blood which erst
flowed from the Saviour's l ike spear wound, when, world
renouncing, world-redeeming, He pined world-suffering on
the cross ! B lood for blood, wound for wound-but from here
to there what a gulf between this blood, th is wound !
All transport, worship, ecstasy, at the wondrous presence
of the chalice which reddens i nto soft entrancing radiance,
new life is poured through all his veins-and death can not
draw nigh him! He lives, rel ives, and more fiercely than ever
the fatal wound ravens him, his wound ! Devotion itself be
comes a torture ! Where is an end to it, where redemption?
Suffering of mankind through all eternity !-In the frenzy of
despair might he turn entirely from the Grail, shut fast his
eyes thereto? Fain would he, for a possibility of death , but
-he has been appointed Guardian of the Grail himself. And
no blind outer power appointed him-no ! but since he was so
worthy, since none had understood the marvel of the Grail
so deeply and so i nwardly as he; as even now his whole soul
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ever turns again toward that sight which withers him in adora
tion, blends heavenly unction with eternal ban !
And I'm to execute a th ing like that, make music for it too?
Let him do it who likes !
Someone may do it, who will manage just a Ia Wolfram ; *
that won't much matter, and after all may sound like some
thing, perhaps even something quite pretty ; but I take such
thi ngs far too seriously. Look, if you please, on the other
hand, how easy even Meister Wolfram made it for h imself!
Never mind his understanding simply nothing of the inner
content ; he strings i ncident to incident, adventure to ad
venture, turns the Grail motif into rare and curious h appen
ings and pictures, fumbles around, and leaves the earnest
seeker with the question what he really meant. To which his
answer would have to be : Hm, I really don't know that my
self, any more than the priest his Christianity, which he also
mumbles at the altar without a notion what it is.
And that's the truth . Wolfram is an u tterly unripe appear
ance, the blame for which must largely be laid on h is
barbaric, altogether mongrel era, hovering between primitive
Christendom and the newer State. Noth ing in that age could
be carried right through ; poetic depth immediately is merged
in insubstantial fantastries. I am almost coming to agree with
Frederick the Great, who, upon the Wolfram being handed
him, told the publisher he musn't bother him with such
rubbish !--Seriously, one must have so lived into the heart of
a subject like th is through its legend's sterli ng features, as I
now have done with this Grail saga and then taken a bird's
eye glance at the way in which Wolfram represents the same
thing to himself-wh ich I also have done in skimming through
your book-to be repelled at once by the poet's i ncapacity
(with G ottfried van Strassburg's Tristan it already had gone
much the same with me ) .
Take merely one point : among all the meanings given by
the legends to the Grail, this superficial "penetrator" selects
the one that has the very least to say. Certainly the identifica
tion of this marvel with a precious stone occurs in the earliest
sources one can trace, namely i n the Arabic of the Spanish
Moors ; for one observes, alas ! that all our Christian legends
have a foreign, pagan origin. In th is case our onlooking
Christians were amazed to learn that the M oors in the Kaaba
*

Wolfram von Eschenbach, author of the medieval romance

Parzival.
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at Mecca ( da t i ng from the pre-Moh a m m e d a n rel i g i o n ) paid
reverence

to

a

wondrou s

stone

( su n

stone-or

meteoric

stone-indubitably f a l l e n from the sky ) .
The Christi ans, however, soon framed the legends of its
m i raculous power

their own way, and brought it i nto rapport

w ith the C h r i s t i a n mythos ; a procee d i n g s i m p l i fied by the
pers istence of a n ancient legend i n the sou t h of France, that
Joseph of A rimathea once fled there with the sacred b ow l of
the Last Supper-w h i ch h armonizes perfectly w i th the enth u 
siasm o f the e a r l y C h r i s t i a n a g e for rel i c s . Sense and m e a n i n g

I m a rvel a t

t h u s entered at o n c e , and w i th t r u e rapture do
this

splendid

devised

the

tra i t

of

most

Christian

p regnant

myth

symbol

development

ever

yet

which

i nvented

as

physical g a r b for t h e s p i r i tual core o f a rel igion !
Whom does i t not t h r i l l with the most affecting and sub
l imest feel i n g s , to h e a r that that goblet w h e nce the Saviour
pledged his l a s t farewell t o his d i s c i pl es-a nd where i n the
Redeemer's death less blood itse l f was gathered and preserved
-is st i l l extant, a nd the elect, the pure , may gaze at a n d adore
i ts

very

self?

How

i ncomparable !

And

then

the

doubled

meaning of one vesse l , as c h a l i ce also at the h oly euchari st
unquestionably

the

C h r i s t i a n cul t's

most lovely

Thence, too, the legend that the G ra i l
San ( ct )

G ra l )

a lone

sustai ned

its

sacra ment !

( Sang Real-h e nce

p i ous

k nighthood ,

and

gave them food and d r i n k at m e a l t i m e s . And all th is so sense
lessly passed over by our poet who merely took his subject
from t h e sorry French ch i v a l r i c rom ances of his

age

and

chattered gaily a fter, like a s t a rl i ng ! Conclude from t h a t to
all the rest ! F i ne are none but si ngle descriptions, t h e strong
poi nt of a l l the m e d i ev a l p oets : there v i su a l i ty re i g ns finely
felt, but their

wh ole rem a i ns ever i nvertebrate.

Then t h i n k o f all

I

should h ave to set abo ut with Parsifal

h i ms e l f ! For with h i m , too, Wolfram k nows not what to do :
h i s despair of God

is

absurd a n d u nmotivated ,

s t i l l more

u nsatisfy i ng h is convers i o n ; that matter of the "question" is
too e ntire l y flat and m e a n i ngless. Here, accord i ng l y ,

I

should

have to i nvent just everyth i n g . Added to that is one more
d ifficulty wi th Pars i fa l . As the longed -for saviour of A m fortas ,
he is wholly i nd ispensabl e : but i f A m fortas is to be set i n t h e
t r u e light due h i m , h e acq u i res such i n t e n s e l y tragi c i nterest
that i t becomes w e l l-nigh more than h ard to let a second m a i n
i nterest crop u p bes i d e h i m ; y e t Parsi fal m u s t be accorded
that main i nte res t , u nless h e i s merely to come on at th e
end as a d a m p i n g

deus ex mach ina. Consequently Parsifal 's
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evolution, h is sublimest purification, albeit predest ined by his
whole pensive, profou ndly compassionate nature, has to be
p laced i n the foreground once more. And for that I can
choose no spacious outline, such as Wolfram had at disposal :
I must so compress the whole into three main situations of
drastic i ntent , that the deep and branch ing contents yet may
stand forth sharp and clear ; for, to operate and represent
thus, when al l's said, is my art.

PART V I

The A rt of Performance

1.

Conducting: relation of melody to tempo; es
tablishing the correct tempo; the principle of
modifying tempo; performing Beethoven's Ninth
Symphony

I PROPOSE to relate my own experiences and judgment of a
field of musical activity th at has hitherto been left to routine
for its practice, to ignorance for its criticism. To ratify my
verdict I shall not appeal to conductors themselves, but to
bandsmen and singers, as these alone h ave a right sense of
whether they are being conducted well or badly ; though they
certainly can never decide the point until, for once in a most
exceptional way, they really are well conducted. Moreover,
I shall m ake no attempt at setting up a system, but merely
jot down a series of personal observations, reserving to myself
the right of continuing the same as occasion offers.

A correct conception of the melos alone can give the
proper tempo: the two are i ndivisible ; one conditions the
othe r . And if I do not scruple to declare that by far the most
performances of our classic instrumental works are seriously
inadequate, I propose to substantiate my verdict by pointing
out that our conductors k now noth ing of proper tempo, be
cause 'of their u nderstanding noth ing about song. I have never
met a single German Kapellmeister or musical conductor who
could really sing a melody, let his voice be good or bad ; no,
music to them is an abstraction, a cross between syntax,
arithmetic, and gymnastics ; so that one may well conceive
its votaries making cap ital teachers at a conservatoire or
musical gymnasium, but never imagine them breathing life
and soul into a musical performance.
To sum up in one word the question of a tone work's right
performance, so far as depends on the conductor, it is this :
Has he given throughout the proper tempo? for his choice
and dictation of thai tells us at once whether he has under
stood the piece or not. Upon closer acquaintance with the
piece, the proper tempo will give the players almost of itself
301
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a c lue t o the proper render i ng, whilst that tempo itself is
direct evidence of the conductor's acquaintance with the
latter. How far from easy it is to determ i ne the proper tempo,
however, is shown by the fact that only through a k nowledge
of the correct rendering, in every respect, can that proper
tempo itself be found.
Earlier musicians had so true a feeling of this, that Hayd n
and Mozart, for instance, mostly denoted their tempos i n
very ge nera l terms : " allegro," " adagio" a n d "andante, " with
the simplest qualifications, embrace well-nigh everythi ng they
thought needful i n this regard. A nd going back to S. Bach ,
we find the tempo scarcely ever eve n indicated at all ; which,
in a truly musical sense, is quite the most correct. Bach told
himself someth i ng like this : Whoever does not u nderstand my
theme a nd figuration, does not divine their character a nd
expression, what will it profit him to be given an Italian sign
of tempo?-To speak from my very own experience, I may
state that I furnished my earlier operas-those played at the
theatres-with downright eloquent directions for tempo, and
fixed them past m istaking ( as I thought ) by metronomic
cyphers. But whenever I heard of a fool ish tempo in a
performa nce of my Tannhiiuser, for i nstance, my recrim i na
tions were always parried by the plea that my metronomic
marks had been followed most scrupulously. So I saw how
u ncertain must be the value of m athematics in music, and
thenceforth dispensed with the metronome; contenting myself
with quite general indications for even the principal time
measure, and devotin g all my forethought to its modifications,
si nce our conductors know as good as nothing of the latter.
Now, these generalisms, in their turn , have lately worried and
confused conductors, as I hear, especially owing to their
being couched in German ; for the gentlemen, accustomed to
the old Italian labels, are all at sea as to what I mean by
miissig ( moderate ) for i nsta nce . This complaint was recently
made me by a Kapel/meister whom I lately had to thank
for spinning out the music of m y Rh ei ngo ld which had
lasted two hours and a half at the rehearsals u nder a conductor
i nstructed by myself-to three full hours, according to the
report in the Augsburg A llgemeine Zeitu ng. Somethi ng similar
was once told me in characterization of a performa nce of my
Tannhiiuser, namely, that the overture, which lasted j ust
twelve minutes u nder my own conduct in Dresden, had here
[ Munich ] been spun to twenty.
"Dragging," however, is not the forte of our strictly elegant
-
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conductors of latter days ; quite the contrary, they manifest
a fatal love for scurrying and hunting down. Thereby hangs
a tale well-nigh sufficient in itself to summarize the newest,
the so extremely fashionable goings-on in music.
Robert Schumann once complained to me, at Dresden,
that Mendelssohn had quite ruined h is enjoyment of the
Ninth Symphony by the rapid pace at wh ich he took it,
particularly in the first movement. Myself I once heard
Mendelssoh n conduct a symphony of Beethoven's, at a
concert rehearsal in Berlin : it was the Eighth . ( in F ) . I
noticed that he would pick out a detail here and there
almost at random-and polish it up with a certain per
tinacity; which was of such excellent service to the detail,
that I wondered only why he didn't pay the same attention
to other nuances : for the rest, this so incomparably buoy
ant symphony flowed down a vastly tame and chatty course.
As to conducting, he personally informed me once or twice
that a too slow tempo was the devil, and for choice he would
rather things were taken too fast; a really good rendering
was a rarity at any time ; with a little care, however, one might
gloss things over; and this could best be done by never daw
dling, but covering the ground at a good stiff pace. Men
delssoh n's actual pupils must have heard from the master a
little more, and more in detail, to the same effect ; for it can
hardly have been a maxim confided to my ear alone, as I later
have had occasion to learn its consequences, and finally its
grounds.
Of the former I had a lively experience with the orchestra
of the .Ph ilharmonic Society in London. Mendelssohn had
conducted that band for a considerable period, and the
Mendelssohnian mode of rendering had confessedly been
raised into a fixed tradition; in fact, it so well suited the
customs and peculiarities of this society's concerts that it
almost seemed as if Mendelssohn had derived his mode of
rendering from them . As a huge amount of music was con
sumed at those concerts, but only one rehearsal allowed
for each performance, I myself was often obliged to leave
the orchestra to its tradition, and thereby made acquaintance
with a style of execution which forcibly reminded me at
any rate of Mendelssoh n's dictum to myself. The thing
flowed on like water from a public fountain; to attempt to
check it was out of the question, and every allegro ended as
an indisputable presto. The labor of intervention was painful
enough ; for not u ntil one had got the right and rightly shaded

3 04

WAG N E R ON M USIC AND DRAMA

tempo did one discover the other sins of rendering that had
lain swamped beneath the deluge. For one thing, the orchestra
never played else but mezzoforte ; neither a genuine forte,
nor a true piano, came about. In important cases, as far
as possible, I at last insisted upon the rendering that I
myself deemed right, as also on the suitable tempo. The
good fellows had nothing against it, and expressed sincere
delight; to the public, too, it plainly seemed the thing : but
the reporters flew into a rage, and so alarmed the committee
that I once was actually asked to be so good as scurry the
seco n d movement of Mozart's Symphony in E-flat again, as
one had always been accustomed to, and as Mendelssohn
himself had done.
Finally the fatal maxim was put into so many words,
when a very amiable elderly contrapuntist whose symphony
I was to conduct, Mr. Potter ( if I m istake not ) , implored
me from his heart to take his andante downright fast, since
he had great fears of its proving wearisome. I pointed out
that, let his andante last as short as it might, it could not
fail to weary if played without all finish and expression ;
whereas it might prove quite fascinating if its dainty, naive
theme were only rendered by the orchestra in somewhat the
way I proceeded to hum it him, for that was surely what he
meant when writing it. Mr. Potter was visibly touched, agreed
with me, and merely advanced the plea that he had lost all
habit of counting on such a style of orchestral delivery. On
the evening itself, just after this andante, he pressed my hand
for very joy.
I must keep on coming back to tempo for the present ; for,
as already said, 'tis the point where the conductor has to show
himself worth his salt.
Manifestly, the correct speed for · any piece of music can
be determined only by the special character of its phrasing ;
to determine the former, we must h ave come to terms about
the latter. The requirements of the phrasing, whether it leans
chiefly toward legato tone ( song ) or more toward rhythmic
motion ( figuration) , are the points that must determine the
conductor as to which class of tempo he has to make pre
ponderate.
Now, adagio bears the same relation to allegro as legato
tone to figured motion. The legato tone Jays down the law for
the tempo adagio : here rhythm dissolves i nto the pure and
self-sufficing, self-governing life of tone. In a certain subtle
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sense one may say that the pure adagio can not be taken
slow enough : here must reign a rapt confidence in the eloquent
persuasiveness of tone speech pure and simple ; here the
languor of emotion becomes an ecstasy ; what the allegro
expressed by a change of figuration is spoken here by infinite
variety of modulated tone ; the faintest change of harmony
surprises us, the most remote progressions are prepared for
and awaited on the tiptoe of suspense.
Not one of our conductors trusts himself to grant the
adagio a proper measure of this its attribute ; they start by
hunting for some figuration or other, and trim their tempo
to its hypothetic speed . Perhaps I am the only conductox who
has dared take the adagio proper of the third movement of
the Ninth Symphony at a pace in strict accordance with its
character. This adagio is first contrasted with an alternating
andante in triple time, as though to stamp its quite peculiar
quality for anyone to see ; but it doesn't restrain our con
ductors from so blotting out the character of each that
nothing remains save the rhythmic interchange of common
and triple time. Finally this movement-one of the most
instructive in the present connection-supplies with its richly
figured 1 �� time the plainest example of a refraction of the
pure adagio character by a more pointed rhythmicizing of
the figured accompaniment, now raised to self-dependence,
while the cantilena still preserves its characteristic breadth.
Here we have the focused image, so to speak, of an adagio
which had erewh ile yearned to melt into infinity; and just as
an unshackled freedom to revel in expression by tone had
earlier allowed the pace to oscillate between the gentlest laws,
so now the firm-set rhythm of the figured ornament supplies
the new law of adherence to one definite rate of motion-a
law whose ultimate corollaries will be our law for the allegro's
speed.
As the held note with its various modifications of length
is the basis of all musical delivery, so the adagio--p articularly
through the logical development given it by Beethoven in this
third movement of his Ninth Symphony-becomes the basis
of all measurement of musical time. In a delicately dis
criminating sense, the allegro may be regarded as ultimate
outcome of the pure adagio's refraction by a busier figuration.
If one takes a closer look at the ruling motives i n the allegro
itself, one will always find them dominated by a singing
quality derived from the adagio. Beethoven's most significant
allegro movements are mostly governed by a root melody, be-
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long ing i n a deeper sense to the character of the adagio;
and hereby they obtain that sentim ental import which dis
tinguishes them so explicitly from the earlier, na"ive order.
Yet to the Beethovenian

already bears no distant kinship, and neither with Mozart
nor Beethoven does the alJegro's true distinctive character
appear tiH figuration entirely gains the upper hand of song :
that is to say, until the reaction of rhythmic motion against
legato tone is thorough and complete. This case is met
the most frequently in dosing movements modeled on the
rondeau, of which the finales of Mozart's E-flat major, and
Beethoven's A-major Symphony are very speaking specimens.
Here purely rhythmic motion celebrates its orgies, so to say,
and hence this kind of alJegro cannot be taken sharp and
brisk enough . But whatever lies between those two extremes is
subject to the laws of reciprocity ; and these laws can not be
read with too much subtlety, for they are the same at bottom
as those that modified legato tone itseJf i nto every conceivable
nuance. And now that I am about to deal more searchingly
with this modification of tempo--a thi ng not merely quite
unknown to our conductors, but doltishly proscribed by them
for reason of that nonacquaintance-the attentive reader
wiH understand that we here are handling a positive life
principle of an our music.
The main tempo of the Prelude to D ie Meistersinger was
inscribed by me as sehr miissig bewegt, meaning someth ing
the same as allegro maestoso in the older style of signature.
No tempo stands more in need of modification than this,
when maintained for any length , and especia11y when the
thematic subjects are treated strongly episodica11y. It also is a
favorite for the varied combination of motives of different
types, because the broad symmetry of its 4/ 4 beat lends itself
with great facility to the modifications required by such a
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treatment. Moreover, this medium "common time" is the most
comprehensive of all ; beaten in vigorous crotchets, it can
represent a true alert alleg m--a nd this is the real main tempo
here meant by me, appearing at its swiftest in the eight bars
leading from the march to the E-major :

or it can be treated as a half-period composed of two 2/ 4
beats, and will then assume the character of a brisk scher
zando, as at the entry of the theme in diminution :

or, again, it may even be i nterpreted as an alia-breve ( 2/ 2 ) ,
and then express the older sedate andante proper ( particularly
employed in church music ) , which rightly should be marked
by two moderately slow beats .. In this last sense I have used
it from the eighth bar after reentry of C-major for combining
the principal march theme, now borne by the basses, with the
second principal theme now sung in flowing rhythmic duplica
tion by the violins and cellos :

This second theme made its first appeara nce "diminished"
and in pure 4/ 4 time :

There with the greatest softness in delivery i t combi nes a
passionate, almost a h asty character ( somewhat of a clandes
tinely whispered declaration of love ) ; since the passionate
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haste is sufficiently expressed by a greater mobility of figura
tion, to preserve the theme's chief characteristic, that of
tenderness, the pace must necessarily be a little slackened,
dropping to the utmost shade of gravity whereof the 4/ 4
beat is capable ; and to bring this imperceptibly about ( that
is, without really effacing the fundamental character of the
main tempo ) a bar of poco rallentando introduces the phrase.
Through the more restless nuance of this theme, which gains
at last the upper hand,

-�ll"Trfe�
-

and which, I have also marked expressly with "more pas
sionate," it was easy for me to lead the tempo back to its
origi nal swifter motion ; a nd this in turn was convertible
into the aforesaid andante alia bre ve, for which I h ad only
to resume a nuance of the main tempo already developed i n
the first exposition . The first development o f t h e staid march
theme, to wit, had terminated in a longish coda of cantabile
character, which could be given proper breadth only if taken
at that tempo andante alia breve. As this full-toned cantabile

was preceded by a fanfare in massive crotchets,

�*+-;
��- ==r-r--1--�-�.::::t:=r-

etc.

that change of tempo had obviously to enter with the cessation
of the pure crotchet movement, that is to say, with the
sustained dominant chord that introduces the cantabile. Now,
as the broader minim-movement is here worked out to a long
and animated climax, particularly as regards the modulation,
I believed I could safely leave the pace to the conductor's
common sense, since the mere execution of such passages
will of itself put more fire into the tempo if only one yields
to the natural feeling of the b andsmen ; so surely did I count
on th is, as a conductor of some experience, that I thought it
needless to indicate anything but the place where the original
4/ 4 beat is resumed, as suggested to every musical ear by the
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return of the crotchet motion i n the harmonies. I n the conclu
sion of the prelude th is broader 4/ 4 beat is just as obviously
called for by the re-entry of that sturdy marchlike fanfare,
with which the doubling of the figured ornament combines
to close the movement in precisely the same tempo as it had
begun.
As I have mentioned agai n and agai n i n the preceding,
all attempts at modification of tempo in behalf of the render
ing of classical, and particularly of Beethovenian music, h ave
been received with displeasure by the conductor guild of our
times. I have given circumstantial proofs th at a one-sided
modification of tempo, without a corresponding modification
of tone production itself, affords prima-facie grou nd for
objections ; on the other hand I h ave exposed the deeper
lying cause of this one-sidedness, and thus h ave left those ob
jections with noth ing to fal l back on save the incapacity and
general unfitness of our conductors themselves . It certainly
is a valid argument, that noth ing could do more harm to the
pieces I have i nstanced tha n a willful i ntroduction of random
nuances of tempo, which must at once th row wide the door
to the fantastic whims of every empty or conceited time
beater aiming at effect, and i n time would make our classical
music l iterature completely unrecognizable. To this, of course,
there is no reply, save that our music is i n a very sad plight
when such fears can arise ; since it is as good as saying that
one has no faith in the good sense of our artistic public,
agai nst which those qu ips and quiddities would break i n vain.
Perform ing Beethoven's N inth Symphony
At a performance I lately conducted of this wondrous tone
work certain reflections touch i ng what I deem the irremissible
distinctness of its rendering forced themselves so strongly on
me that I since have meditated a remedy for the ills I felt.
The result I now lay before earnest musicians, if not as an
invitation to follow my method, at least as a stimulus to
independent study.
In general, I draw attention to the peculiar position in wh ich
Beethoven was placed as regards the i nstrumentation of h is
orchestral works. He instrumented on exactly the same as
sumptions of the orchestra's capacity as his predecessors
Haydn and Mozart, notwithstanding that he vastly outstripped
them in the character of his musical conceptions. What we
may fitly define as plastique, in the grouping and distribution
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of the various instrumental fam ilies, with Mozart and Haydn
had crystall ized i nto a firm agreement between the character
of their conceptions and the tech nique of the orchestra as
formed and practiced until then. There can be nothing more
adequate, than a symphony of Mozart's and the Mozartian
orchestra : one may presume that to neither Haydn nor Mozart
there ever occurred a musical thought which could not h ave
promptly fou nd expression in their orchestra. Here was
thorough congruence : the tutti with trumpets and drums
( only truly effective in the tonic ) , the quartet passage for
the strings, the harmony or solo of the wind, with the in
evitable duo for French horns-these formed the solid ground
work not only of the orchestra but of the draft for aJl
orchestral compositions. Strange to relate, Beethoven also
knew no orchestra other than this, and he never went beyond
its employment on what then appeared quite natural lines.
It is astonishing what distinctness the master manages to
give to conceptions of a wealth and variety u napproached
by Haydn or Mozart, with identically the same orchestra. I n
this regard his Sinfonia eroica remains a marvel not only of
conception, but also, and no less, of orchestration . Only, he
already here exacted of his band a mode of rendering which
it has been unable to acquire to this day : for the execution
would have to be as much a stroke of genius, on the orch
estra's part, as the master's own conception of the score. From
th is poi nt then, from the first performance of the "Eroica,"
begin the difficulties of judging these symphonies, ay, the
hindra nces to pleasure in them-a pleasure never really ar
rived at by the musicians of an older epoch . These works fell
short of full distinctness in achievement for the simple reason
that it no longer lay ensured in the use to wh ich the orchestral
organism was put, as in the case of Haydn and Mozart, but
could be brought out QY noth ing save a positively virtuosic
exploit of the individual instrumentalists and their chief.
To explain : now that the opulence of his conceptions
required a far more complex material and a much more
minute distribution thereof, Beethoven saw himself compelled
to exact the most rapid ch ange in force and expression from
one and the same orchestra player, after the fashion acquired
by the great virtuoso as a special art. For example the
characteristically Beethovenian crescendo, ending, not in a
forte, but in a sudden piano : this single nuance, so frequently
recurring, is still so foreign to most of our orchestral players
that cautious conductors have made thei r orchestra players
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reverse the latter part of the crescendo into a sly diminuendo,
to secure at least a timely entry of the piano. The secret of
this difficulty surely lies in demanding from one and the
same body of instruments a nuance that can be executed
quite disti nctly only when distributed between two separate
bodies, alternating with one another. Such an expedient is in
common practice with later composers, at whose disposal
stands the increased orchestra of today. To them it would h ave
been possible to ensure great distinctness for certain effects
devised by Beethoven without any extravagant claims on the
orchestra's virtuosity, merely through the present facilities of
distribution.
Beethoven, on the contrary, was obliged to count on the
same virtuosity in his band as he himself had before ac
quired at the pia noforte, where the greatest expertness of
technique was simply meant to free the player from all
mechanical fetters, and thus enable him to bring the most
changeful nuances of expression to th at drastic distinctness
without which they often would make the melody appear
only an unintelligible chaos. The master's last piano composi
tions, conceived on these li nes, h ave first been made accessible
to us by Liszt, and till then were scarcely u nderstood at all.
Exactly the same remark applies to his last quartets. Here,
in certain poi nts of tech nique, the single player has often to
do the work of ma ny, so that a perfect performance of a
quartet from this period m ay frequently delude the hearer
into believing he listens to more musicians than are really
playing. Only at qu ite a recent date, in Germany, do our
string quartets appear to h ave turned their virtuosity to the
correct rendering of these wondrous works, whereas I re
member hearing these same quartets performed by eminent
virtuosi of the Dresden Kapelle, Lipinski at their head , so
indistinctly that my quondam colleague Reissiger might hold
himself justified in calling them pure nonsense.
The said distinctness rests, i n my opinion, on nothing other
than a drastic marking of the melody . I have shown elsewhere
how it became possible to French musicians to discover the
mode of rendering here required , before the Germans : the
secret was that, adherents of the Italian school, they looked
on melody, on song, as the essence of all music. Now, if true
m usicians have succeeded on th is only rightful path , of seeking
out and giving prom inence to the melody, in finding the
proper rendering for works of Beethoven's which erewhile
seemed past understanding; and if we may hope that they will
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further b e able t o establish it a s a normal standard, in the
way already d one so admirably by B iilow with Beethoven's
pianoforte sonatas, then in the great m aster's necessitation to
make his utmost of the tech nical means at hand-the piano
forte, the quartet, and finally the orchestra-we might perceive
the creative impetus to a spiritual development of mechanical
tech nique itself; and to this, in turn, we should owe a
spiritualizing of execution never yet displayed by virtuosi.
However, as I here am dealing with the Beethovenian orch
estra and the main principle of ensuring its melody, I have
now to consider an evil which at first seems well-nigh
irremediable, since it contravenes that principle in a way no
ever so spirited virtuosity can possibly amend.
U nmistakably, with the advent of Beethoven's deafness the
aural image of the orchestra i n so far faded from his mind
that he lost that distinct consciousness of its dynamtc values
which now was so indispensable, when his conceptions them
selves required a constant innovation in orchestral treatment.
If Mozart and Haydn, with their perfect stability of orchestral
form, never employed the soft wood i nstruments in a sense
demanding of them an equal dynamic effect to that of the
full "qui ntet" of strings, Beethoven on the contrary was often
moved to neglect this natural proportion. He lets the wind and
strings alternate with each other, or even combine, as two
equally powerful engines of tone. With the manifold extension
of the newer orchestra, it certainly is possible to do this most
effectively today ; in the Beethovenian orchestra it could be
accomplished only on assumptions that h ave proved illusory.
True, that Beethoven succeeds at times i n giving the wood
wind the necessary i ncisiveness, through allying with it the
brass : but he was so lamentably hampered by the structure
of the "natural" h orns and trumpets, the only ones then
known, that their employment to reinforce the wood has been
the very cause of those perplexities which we feel as irremov
able obstacles to the plain emergence of the melody. The
musician of today I h ave no need to warn of the last-named
drawbacks in Beethovenian orchestration, for, with our now
universal use of the chromatic brass, he will easily avoid them;
I h ave merely to state that Beethoven was compelled suddenly
to arrest the brass in outlying keys, or to let it sound a shrill
note here and there, as the nature of the i nstrument permitted,
utterly distracting one's attention from the melody and
harmony alike.
As it surely is superfluous to produce a schedule in support
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of this assertion, I shall proceed to instance the remedies
which I myself h ave tried in single cases where the obscuring
of the master's plain i9tentiop had at last become unbearable.
One obvious cure I have found in a general order to the
second horn, or second trumpet as the case may be, to play
the high note missing from the lower octave in passages such
as

or

�
+

taking it thus :

which is quite easy of execution upon the chromatic instru
ments alone employed in our orchestras of today. This
simple expedient has in itself removed great obstacles. Less
easy is it to help, however, where the trumpets have dom
inated everything up to a certain point, and suddenly break
off for mere reason that the passage-though intended to be
as loud as ever-here strays i nto a key for which the natural
instruments have no corresponding interval. As example I
cite the forte passage in the andante of the C-m inor Sym
phony :

and so on .
Here the t r umpe t s and kettledrums, which for two bars long
have filled the whole with splendor, pause suddenly for close
upon two bars, then re-enter for a bar, and cease aga i n for
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over another. Owing to the character of these instruments the
hearer's attention is inevitably diverted to this color incident,
'
inexplicable on purely musical grounds, and tl)erewith is dis
tracted fro� the main affair, the melodic progress of the
basses. The only remedy I have been able to devise till now is
to rob those intermittent instruments of a portion of their
glare by ordering them to play less loudly, which at any rate
is advantageous to a greater distinctness in the melody of the
basses. As to the highly disturbing effect of the trumpets in
the first forte of the second movement of the Symphony in A,
however, I at l ast arrived at a more energetic resolve. Here
Beethoven h ad very rightly felt the necessity for the two trum
pets, but unfortunately their simplicity of structure debarred
them from co-operating in the fashi on needed : I made them
play the whol e theme i n unison wi i h the clarinets. The effect
was so excellent that not one of the audience felt it other than
a gain, yet not as any change or innovation.
An equally thorough cure of a different though kindred
defect in the inst rumentation of the second movement of the
Ninth Symphony, its great scherzo, I could never yet decide
upon, since I had always h oped to compass it by purely dy
namic means. I refer to the passage, first in C, the second
time in D, which we must take as that movement's second
theme :

and so on .
Here the weak woodwinds, two flutes, two oboes, two clari
nets, and two bassoons, h ave to assert a bold and trenchant
theme agai nst the whole weight of the string quintet accom
panying them in conti nual fortissimo with the four-octave
figure :
·
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The support they receive from the brass is of the kind de
scribed above, that is, a "natural" note strewn here and there,
which rather mars than aids the theme's distinctness. I chal
lenge any musician to say with a clear conscience that he has
ever plainly heard this melody in any orchestral performance,
nay, that he would so much as know it if he had not spelled it
from the score or played it from the pianoforte arrangement .
Our usual conductors do not even seem to have hit upon the
first expedient, that of considerably decreasing that ff. of the
strings ; for, whatever orchestra players I have got together for
this symphony, they invariably began th is passage with the ut
most fury. That expedient I myself had always adopted , how
ever, and believed it would prove successful enough if I could
only get the woodwind doubled. But experience h as never
verified my theory, or most inadequately, since it demanded
of the woodwind instruments a greater penetration of tone than
consists with their character, at least in the present combina
tion. If I had to conduct this symphony again, I can think of
no better remedy for the unden iable indistinctness, if not
inaudibil ity in which this extraordinarily energetic dance motif
is lost, than to allot a quite definite share in the theme to at
least the four horns. This m i ght perh aps be done as shown.
We should then have to try whether the theme was now
sufficiently strengthened to allow the string quintet to take the
figure of accompani ment in the ff. prescribed by the master
a matter of no less i mportance ; for Beethoven's present idea is
clearly the same exuberance of spirits that leads to the un
paralleled excess at the return of the principal theme of the
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and so on.
movement i n D-minor, a thought which nowhere yet has
found expression but in the most origi nal inventions of this
unique wonderworker. For this very reason I h ad already
deemed it a sorry makeshift to emphasize the wind by deaden
ing the strings, as that must tame the passage's wild character
past recognition . So that my l ast advice would be, to go on
fortifyi ng the theme of the "wind," even by bringing in the
trumpets, until it plainly pierces through ar.d dominates the
strings' most strenuous fortissimo. The trumpets in fact are in
troduced at the passage's return in D, but alas ! agai n , in a way
that merely blurs the woodwinds' theme ; so th at I h ere have
found mysel f compelled, as before, to enjoin on strings and
trumpets alike a characterless moderation . In deciding all such
points, the question is whether one prefers to go for some
time wi thout hearing anything of the tone poet's i ntentions dis
tinctly, or to adopt the best expedient for doing justice to
them. In this respect_ the audience of our concert rooms and
opera houses is certainly accustomed to a quite u nconscious
act of self-denial .
For another drawback i n the i nstrumentation of this Ni nth
Symphony, arising from the sel fsame grounds, I decided upon
a radical cure at the last performance I conducted. It concerns
the terri fying fanfare of the wind at the beginning of the last
movement . Here a chaotic outburst of wild despair pours forth
with an u proar wh ich everyone will understand who reads this
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passage by the notes of the woodwind, to be played as fast as
possible, when it will strike him as characteristic of that tumult
of tones that it scarcely lends itsel f to any sort of rhythmic
measure. If this passage is plainly stamped with the * beat ;
and if as usual , in the conductor's dread of a change of time,
th is is taken in that cautious tempo held advisable for the suc
ceeding recitative of the basses, it necessarily must make an
almost laughable effect. But I have found that even the boldest
tempo not only left the unison theme of the "wind" still in
distinct, but did not free the passage from the tyranny of a
beat which here should certainly appear to be discarded .
Again the evil lay i n the intermittence of the trumpets, whilst
it was impossi ble to dispense with them and yet observe the
master's intentions. These clamorous instruments, compared
with which the woodwind is l ittle more than a hint, break off
their contribution to the melody in such a way that one hears
nothing but the following rhythm :

To give prominence to that kind of rhythm was in any case
entirely outside the master's aim, as is plainly shown by the
last recurrence of the passage, where the strings co-operate.
Thus the limitations of the natural trumpets had here again
prevented Beethoven from thoroughly fulfilling his intention.
In a fit of despair quite suited to the character of this terrible
passage, I took upon myself this time to make the trumpets
join with the woodwind throughout, playing as follows :
1.
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and s o on.
At its later retu rn the trumpets again took the passage as the
first time.
Light was won : the fearsome fanfare stormed across us in
all its rhythmic ch aos, and we knew at last why the "Word"
must come.
Harder than this restitu tio in integrum of the master's inten
tion was the finding of a remedy for cases where no mere
reinforcement or completion, but an actual tampering with the
structure of the orchestration, or even of the part writing,
seems the only way to rescue Beethoven's melodic aim from
indistinctness and misunderstanding.
For i t is unmistakable that the limits of his orchestra
which Beethoven enlarged in no material respect-and the
master's gradual debarment from the hearing of orchestral
performances, led him at last to an almost na"ive disregard of
the relation of the actual embodiment to the musical thought
i tsel f. If in obedience to the ancient theory he never wrote

higher than

for the violins in his symphonies, whenever

his melodic i n tention took him above that point he had re
course to the well-nigh childish device of leaping down to the
lower octave with the notes that would have overstepped it,
heedless that he thereby broke the melodic train, nay, made it
positively misleading. I hope that every orchestra already takes
the phrase for the first and second violins and violas in the
great fortissimo of the second movement of the Ninth Sym
phony, not as it is written,

from mere dread of the high B for the first violins, but as the
melody requires :
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I also presu me the first flute can now take

without alarm.
Though here and in many similar cases the remedy is easy
enough, the really serious demands for more radical change
occur in phrases for the wind where the master's principle of
avoiding any violation of the compass accepted for an i nstru
ment, and quite particularly the flute, led him either utterly to
distort the earlier melodic curve or to introduce this i nstru
ment with notes not contained in, and disturbing to, the
melody. Now the flute, as extreme upper voice, inevitably ar
rests the ear so soon as ever it enters, and if the melody does
not come out clearly in its notes it necessarily leads the ear
astray. Of this ill effect our master appears to h ave grown
completely heedless in course of time : for instance, he will
give the melody to the oboe or clarinet i n soprano, and, as if
determined to introduce the upper register of t he flute not
withst�nding its incapacity to take the theme isel f an octave
highe r , he assigns it notes outside the melody, thereby distract
ing our attention from the l ower instrument. It is quite another
matter when an i nstrumental composer of today, with the
modern facilities, desires to make a principal motive in the
middle and lower registers stand out beneath a canopy of
higher voices : he strengthens the sonority of the deeper instru
ments in due degree, choosing a group whose distinct charac
teristics [of timbre ] allow of no confusion with the upper in
struments. Thus was I myself enabled i n the Prelude to
Lohengrin, for i nstance, plainly to sound the fully h armonized
theme beneath instruments pl aying high above it all the while,
and to make that theme assert itself against every movement
of the upper voices.
But it is no question of this p ractice-to whose discovery
gre at Beethoven himsel f first Jed the way, as to every other
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genui ne i nve ntion-when consideri ng t h e indisputable hin
drances whose removal we have now i n view . Rather is i t a
disturbing ornament, strewn i n as i f by chance, wh ose hurtful
effect on the melody's clearness we would fai n tone down.
Thus I have never heard the opening of the Eighth Symphony
( i n F) wi thout my attention to the theme being troubled in
the sixth, seventh, and eighth bars by the u nthematic entry of
the oboe and fl ute above the melody of the clarinet ; whereas
the flute's participation in the fi rst four bars, although not
strictly thematic, does not disguise the melody, because the
latter is here given ut most promi nence by the mass of violins
i n forte. But this evi l of the woodwind is so serious i n an
i mport ant passage of the first movement of the N i nth Sym
phony that I shall choose that i nstance as my princ ipal text .
I t i s the eight-bar espressivo of the woodwind, beginning in
B reitkopf und Hartel's edit ion with the t h i rd bar of the ni ne
teenth page, toward the end of the first section of the move
ment a foresaid, and return ing in a similar fash ion at bar three
of the fifty-t h i rd page. Who can decl are that he has ever heard
this passage, with disti nct perception of its melodic content, at
any of our orchestral performances? With that insight so pe
culiar to h i m , Liszt was the fi rst to set this melody in its proper
ligh t through his wonderful pianoforte arrangement of the
N i nt h Symphony, among the rest ; d isregarding the most ly dis
turbing notes for the fl u te until it takes over the theme from
the oboe , he lowers that conti nuation a full octave , and thus
preserves the master's prime intention from all misu nderstand
i ng. Accord ing to Liszt these melodic ph rases read as fol lows :

Now, i t might seem presumptuous, and not i n character with
Beethoven's i nstrumentat ion-which h as its most legiti mate
idiosyncrasies-i f we here were to omit the flute al together, or
employ i t as mere unison re i n forcement of the oboe . I should
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t herefore leave the flute part essentially as i t stands, making i t
keep perfect faith with the melody only where it takes the
lead, and instructing the player to subordinate both force and
expression to the oboe where the l atter claims our full atten
tion. Accordingly, as conti nuation of i ts phrase in the upper
octave, fifth bar,

the flute would have to play the sixth bar

not
and thus the l ine of melody would be more correctly followed
than was possible to Liszt with the technique of the pianoforte.
If we further were to effect one simple alteration i n the
second bar, making the oboe give the phrase in fu ll, as it does
in the fourth bar : thus

f

�

i nstead of

�

�t

al l we should need to give the whole passage its due pro
nounced expression, entirely lost at present, woul d be to some
what slacken speed and observe the following nuances-wh ich
really are noth ing but corol laries of the master's own nota
tion :
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I n bars seven and eight, on the other hand , a fi ne and at
last quite strong crescendo would suitably lead up to the ex
pression with which to throw ourselves on the piercing accents
of the following cadenza.
Where the passage returns i n the movement's second sec
tion, in a different key and register, it will be much harder to
bri ng about a l i ke intelligibleness of i ts melodic content . Here,
the clef bei ng raised, the flute has necessari ly the principal
part to play ; but as even its compass does not extend high
enough , changes have been made i n the melody that positively
obscure it and contradict the sense expressed at like time by
the other instrume nts. Let us compare the flute part in the
score :

with the melody to be deciphered from a combination of the
notes for the oboe, the clarinet, and the flute itsel f, answeri ng
to the earl ier form at the close of the first section , namely :
r,_ ,.....
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After this comparison we can regard the written flute part only
as a serious distortion of the musical thought, si nce it quite
distracts us from the melody.
As a thorough restoration here seemed audacious, since it
would have meant the ch anging of a whole i nterval twice over,
namely, i n the t h i rd bar of the flute
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as also in its fifth bar

instead of
Liszt himsel f abstai ned from the bold attempt, and left the
passage a melodic monster ; as which it appears to everyone
who attends our orchestral performances of this symphony,
and here experiences a gap, that is, complete unclearness of
the melody, for eigh t bars long. Havi ng repeated ly suffered
under the same distressing impression myself, I now should
decide, upon occasion , to get these eight bars played by the
flute and oboe in the manner followi ng :

The second flute would have to be omi tted from the fourth
bar, but i n the seventh and eighth , by way of partial compen
sation, the second oboe would play thus :

Beyond the nuances already recommended for the espres
sivo, in every second bar we should have to make the more
strenuous
, to do justice to the variation in the melos ;
whilst a special molto crescendo would have t o emph asize the
last of the eight bars, thereby also setting in its t rue decisive
light the desperate spring of the flute from G to the high
F sharp :
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which I here consider to be in thorough keeping with the
master's real intention .
If we reflect of what u nique importance it is to every musi
cal message , that the melody shall hold us without cease, even
though the art of the tone poet often parcels it into its tiniest
fractions ; and that the correctness of this melodic l anguage
can lag in no respect beh ind the logical coherence of a thought
expressed in abstract word speech, without bewildering us by
indistinctness as much as does an unintelligible sentence : then
we must admit that nothing is so worth the utmost study as the
attempt to clear the meaning of a phrase, a bar, nay more, a
single n ote i n the message handed down to us by a genius
such as Beethoven's. For every transformation, however star
tling, of a being so eternally sincere, arises solely from the
godlike ardor to lay bare t o us poor mortals the deepest myste
ries of its world view. As one sh ould never quit a k notty pas
sage of a great philosopher before one plainly u nderstands i t ;
and as, this rule neglected , the farther one reads the less one
heeds the teacher, so one should never glide over a single bar
of a tone poem such as Beethoven's without having distinctly
grasped it-unless one proposes merely to beat time i n the
usual way of our well-appoi nted academic concertmongers, by
whom I am quite prepared to find myse l f t reated as a vain
outrager of the sacredness of the letter.
Despite that fear, however, I cannot desist from the attempt
to prove by a few more i nstances that a well-considered altera
tion of the letter, here and there, m ay promote a proper under
standing of the master's intention .
So my next example shall be a nuance of dynamic expres
sion that obscures its just intention in the carrying out . The
stirring passage of the first movement ( p . 1 3 , Hartel's edi
tion ) :

is immediately worked out by a triplication of the melod ic
thought of the first two bars, thus spreading the crescendo sen-
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tence over six whole bars ; of these the master gives the first
couple to a detachment of the wi nd to play quite piano, and
lets the real crescendo enter only with the third bar and the
accession of fresh wind i nstruments; fi nally, the third onset of
the same melodic thought is given to the now predominant
strings, with force emphatically i ncreasi ng till i t reaches a for
tissimo at bar seven. Now, I have found that the crescendo
prescribed for the ascending figure of the strings in contrary
motion at the second onset of the wind [ bar 3 of this six-bar
passage ) was detrimental to an emphatic effect of the pit't cres
cendo of the viol ins at the third onset,

for i t prematurely withdrew attention from the wind and its
none too forcible asse rtion of the main melodic thought , and
at Jike time made it difficult to give the thematic entry of the
vioJi ns [ bar 5 ) its characteri stic stamp, namely, the arrival of
the true crescendo. Here, where the evil is but sl ightJy marked,
it might be al together conquered by that discreet poco cres
cendo which, alas! is well-n igh unknown as yet to our orches
tra players, but which must necessarily precede a piu
crescendo ; and one of my reasons for discussing th is passage
at length, is to commend that important dynamic nuance to
special practice and adoption .
Even the most careful observance of that precept, however,
would not remedy the evil consequences of the master's
missed intentio n where the passage recurs in the l ast section of
th is movement, since the dynamic disproportion of the al ter
nate groups of i nstruments here makes it quite i mpossible to
treat with a gentle h and the nuances prescribed. This remark
applies in particular to the first two bars of the kindred p as
sage on page 4 7 of the score, where the first violins with all the
other stri ngs have to start a c rescendo which the clarinet, tak
ing it up with the answeri ng phrase, is quite unable to carry
forward with due force and climax : here I h ave had to decide
on a total abandonment of the crescendo in the first two bars,
reserving it for the wind to execute, and that most energeti
cally, in the two bars following; and this time, as it already
reaches an actual forte with the fifth bar, the strings may also
fearlessly support it. For the same reason of dynamic dispro
portion, at the further return of the passage with the last bar
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of page 5 9 the first two bars must be taken quite piano ; the
two succeeding, with a strong crescendo by the wind, a weaker
by the stri ngs ; and the l atter will commence their real swell of
sou nd with the last two bars before the "forte ."
As I do not propose to dilate any longer on the character of
Beethoven's nua nces of expression, or on what appears to me
their proper mode of execut ion ; and as I believe that the care
with which I have detailed my grounds for a rare amendment
of the nuances prescribed by him w i l l have justi fied my opin
ion of that mode : i n this regard I have further to say only that
the sense of these signs must be studied as thoroughly as the
theme itself, si nce in them often l ies the only guide to an
understanding of the master's intention when conceiving the
musical motive . Yet I may add that when I advocated a suit
able modification of Beethovenian tempos i n my earl ier essay
on "Conduct ing, " I certainly had no idea of recommending
the wi tty mode i n which, as I have seriously been assured , a
Berl i n Upper Kapellmeister conducts those symphonies : to
make them piquant, so it is said, certain passages are first
played forte, next piano, as i f in echo, at one time slower, at
another faster; pranks that a Kapellmeister's flow of humor
will d ictate to him in the score of The Fig/ia del Regimento or
Martha, for instance, but of which I should have been the last
to dream when making my hardly explicable demands in favor
of a proper rendering of Beethoven's music.
With the same motive, which has prompted all my efforts
to elucidate the m aster's intentions, I finally have to discuss an
extremely difficult passage i n the vocal quartet, i n which after
long experience I have at last discovered the i l l that robs this
marvelous composi tion of a truly delight ful effect at all per
formances. It is the l ast passage for the soloists at the sym
phony's close, the famous B-natural : "wo dein sanfter Fliigel
weilt." The reason of its general , nay, universal , failure does
not consist in the height of the ascent for the soprano at its
close, or the scarcely arduous intonation of the D-natural for
the alto in the bar before the l ast : these difficulties are to be
completely surmounted, on the one hand by a soprano with a
fairly high compass, on the other by a really musical contralto
with a knowledge of the harmonic situation. The real and radi
cal hindrance to a pure and beauti ful effect i s to be found in
the tenor part, which begins its figured motion a bar- too soon,
and thereby on the one h and mars the clearness of the j oint
delivery, whilst on the other i t assigns the voice a task fatigu
ing under any circumstances, but here opposed to every law
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of normal respiration, and using up the singer's strength . If we
anal yze the passage from the entry of the _.:_
ch ord with the
4
signature B-natural ( page 264 of the score ) , its exquisite melodic content resolves i tsel f i nto a figured phrase for the
soprano, taken up in turn by alto, tenor, and bass, in free
imitation. Abstracting the voices that merely accompany this
phrase, we find the master's intention distinctly expressed as
fol lows :

and so on . However, at the phrase's second entry the tenor
supports the alto throughout in sixths and thirds ; so that when
we reach the third bar, not only do we lose the i mport of the
reappearance of the soprano's mel ismic figure in the tenor
part, but the ear, having already been attracted to the l atter
voice, is deprived of the charm of a fresh entry. Besides the
clouding of the master's intention, the effect of this glorious
passage is further i nj ured by the tenor's inabil ity to take the
two consecutive figured bars with the same ease as he certainly
could the second of those bars alone. After mature delibera
t ion I have therefore resolved to spare the tenor in future the
difficult figure in support of the alto, preceding his main entry,
and merely to allot him its essential harmonic notes ; his part
would then run thus :
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I am convi nced that every tenor who has struggled in vain
to sing

ter.

will be very grateful to me, and now will render all the finer
the melodic phrase belongi ng to hi mself. To give the l atter full
expression, I would commend to him the following dynamic
nuance :

For a l ast remark I merely mention, without going into any
further argument, that, when the admirable singer Betz most
kindly u ndertook the baritone solo at the l ast performance I
conducted of the Ninth Symphony, I induced h i m without any
trouble, instead of

�

r

r r1

r =ro-n

Freude, sch6 - Dcr

G6tt - er fuDk - eD,
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to start with the preced ing bar and sing :
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G6u-er-fuDk-eD !

To our academic singers of the solid English oratorio school
we m ay leave it, for all future time, to vent their "joy" in two
strict crotchets.

2.

A cting: Performing The Flying Dutchman. The
gestures, attitudes, and facial expressions to be
used by the performer of the Dutch man's role in
the long first monologue

IN the first place I have to remind the conductor and regisseur
of what I laid to their heart before, when dealing with the
production of Tannhiiuser, as regards the close accord between
what passes in the orchestra and what passes on the stage. The
ships and sea, in particular, demand from the regisseur an un
usual amount of care : he will find all needful indications at
the corresponding places of the pianoforte edition or full
score . The opera's first scene has to bri ng the spectator i nto
that mood in which it becomes possible for him to conceive
the mysterious figure of the Flying Dutchman h i msel f : it must
therefore be handled with exceptional ki ndness; the sea be
tween the headlands must be shown as boisterous as possible ;
the treatment of the ship cannot be natural istic enough : little
touches, such as the heeling of the ship when struck by an
extra big wave ( between the two verses of the Steersman's
song ) must be very drastically carried out . Special attention is
demanded by the l ighting, with its manifold changes : to make
the nuances of storm in the First Act effective, a skillful use
of painted gauzes, as far as quite the middle distance of the
stage, is indispensable. However, as these remarks are not spe
cially directed to the purely decorative aspect of the perform
ance ( for which I must refer to the scenario of this opera as
produced in the Berlin playhouse ) I content mysel f-as said
-with pleading for an exact observance of my scattered
scenic ind ications, and leave to the inventive powers of the
scenepainter and mach inist the method of their carrying out.
I therefore turn simply to the performers, and among these
more particul arly to the representant of the difficul t principal
rol e, that of the Dutchman. Upon the h appy issue of this title
role depends the real success of the whole opera : its exponent
must succeed in rousing and maintaining the deepest pity ; and
this he will be able to, if he strictly observes the following
chief ch aracteristics.
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His outward appearance is sufficiently notified. His first
entry is most solemn and earnest ; the measured slowness of
his landing should offer a m arked contrast with his vessel's
weirdly rapid passage through the seas. During the deep trum
pet notes ( B-minor ) at qu ite the close of the introductory
scene he has come off board, along a plank l owered by one of
the crew, to a shelf of rock on the shore ; his rolling gait,
proper to seafolk on first treading dry land after a long voy
age, is accompanied by a wavelike figure for the violins and
"tenors" : with the first crotchet of the third bar he makes his
second step-always with folded arms and sunken head ; his
third and fourth steps coincide with the notes of the eighth and
tenth bars. From here on, his movements will foll ow the dic
tates of his general delivery, yet the actor must never let him
self be betrayed into exaggerated stridings to and fro : a certain
terrible repose in his outward demeanor, even amid the most
passionate expression of inward anguish and despair, will give
the ch aracteristic stamp to this impersonation .
The first phrases are to be sung without a trace of passion
( almost in strict beat, like the whole of this recitative ) , as
though the man were tired out ; at the words, declaimed with
bitter ire, "ha, sto/zer Ozean , " and so on ( thou haughty
ocean ) , he does not break as yet into positive passion : more
i n terrible scorn, he merely turns his head half-round toward
the sea . During the ritornel after "doch ewig meine Qual"
( but ever lasts my pain ) , he bows his head once more, as
though in utter weariness ; the words "euch , des Weltmeers
Flu th en , " etcetera ( to you , ye waves of earthly sea ) , he sings
in this posture, staring blankly before h i m . For the mimetic
accompaniment of the allegro, "wie oft in Meeres tiefsten
G rund, ' ' etcetera ( how oft in ocean's deep abysm ) , I do not
wish the si nger to cramp too much his outer motion, yet he
still must abide by my prime maxim, namely, however deep
the passion , however agonized the feel ing which he has to
breathe into the voice part, he m ust for the present keep to the
utmost calm in his outer beari ng : a movement of the arm or
hand , but not too sweeping, will suffice to mark the single
more emphatic accents. Even the words "Niemals der Tod,
nirgends ein Grab!" ( N or ever death, nowhere a grave ! ) ,
which are certai nly to be sung with the greatest vehemence ,
belong rather to the description of his sufferi ngs than to a
direct , an actual outburst of his despair : the l atter he reaches
only with what follows, for wh ich the utmost energy of action
must therefore be reserved .
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With the repetition of the words "diess der Verdammniss
Schreckgebot!" ( Th i s was my curse's dread decree ! ) he has
somewhat i nclined his head and his whole body : so he remains
throughout the first fout bars of the postlude ; with the tremolo
of the violins ( E-ft at ) at the fifth bar he raises his face to
heaven, his body st ill bent low ; with the entry of the muffled
rol l of the kettledrum at the ninth bar of the postlude he
begins to shudder, the down-held fists are clenched convul
sively, the lips commence to move, and at l ast ( with eyes fixed
heavenward th roughout ) he starts the phrase "Dich /rage
ich , " etcetera ( O f thee I ask ) . Th is whole, al most direct ad
dress to "God's angel , " for all the terrible expression with
which it i s to be sung, must yet be delivered in the pose just
indicated ( w ithout any marked ch ange beyond what the exe
cution necessarily demands at certain places ) : we must see
before us a "fallen angel " h imself, whose fearful torment
drives him to procl aim his wrath against Eternal Justice.
At last, however, with the words " Vergeb 'ne Hof}nung , "
etcetera ( Thou vai nest hope ) the full force o f his despair finds
vent : furious, he stands erect , his eyes still gazing heavenward ,
and with ut most energy of grief he casts all "futile hopes"
behind : no more will he hear of promised ransom, and finally
( at entry of the kettledrum and basses ) he fal ls of a heap , as
though undone.
Wi th the opening of the al legro ritornel his features kindle
to a new, a horrible l ast hope-the hope of world upheaval , in
which he too must pass away . Th is closing al legro requires the
most terrible energy, not only in the vocal phrasing but also in
the mimic action ; for everything here is unmasked passion .
Yet the singer must do his best to give this whole tempo,
despite its vehemence of phrasing, the semblance of a mere
gat hering of all his force for the final crushing outbreak at the
words "lh r Welten! endet euren Lauf!" etcetera ( Ye worlds!
now end your last career ! ) . Here the expression must reach its
loftiest pitch . After the closing words, "ewige Vernich tung ,
nimm' mich auf!" ( Eternal Chaos, take me hence ! ) he re
mains st andi ng at fu ll height, al most l ike a statue , throughout
the whole fort issimo of the postlude : only with the entry of
the piano, during the muffled chant from the ship's hold, does
he gradually relax his attitude ; his arms fal l dow n : at the four
bars of espressivo for the first viol ins he slowly sinks his head,
and during the last eigh t bars of the postlude he totters to the
rock wal l at the side ; he leans his back against it and remains
for long in this posi t ion , with arms tight-folded on the breast.
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I have discussed this scene at so much length, in order to
show in what sense I wish the Dutchman to be portrayed, and
what weight I place on the most careful adapting of the action
to the music. In a like sense should the performer take pains
to conceive the whole rema4 nder of his role. Moreover, this
aria is also the hardest i n all the part , and more especially
since the public's further understanding of the subject depends
upon the issue of this scene : i f this monologue, in keeping
with its aim, has thoroughly attuned a ri d touched the hearer,
the further success of the whole work is for the major part
ensured-whereas nothing that comes after could possibly
make up for anything neglected here.
In the ensuing scene with Daland the Dutchman retains at
first his present posture . Daland's questions, from aboard ship,
he answers with the faintest movement of hi s head . When
Daland comes toward him on dry land, the Dutchman also
advances to about the middle of the stage, with stately calm.
His whole demeanor here shows quiet, restful dignity ; the ex
pression of his voice is noble, equable, without a ti nge of
stronger accent ; he acts and talks as th ough from ancient
habit : so often has he passed through like encou nters and
transactions; everything, even the seemingly most purposed
questions and answers, takes place as if by instinct ; he deals as
though at bidding of his situation, to which he gi ves hi msel f
mechanically and without interest, like a wearied man. J ust as
instinctively again , his yearning for "redemption" reawakes;
after his fearful outburst of despair he has grown gentler,
softer, and i t is with touching sadness that he speaks his yearn
ing after rest . The question "hast du eine Toch ter?" ( Hast
thou a daughter? ) he still throws out with seeming calm ; but
suddenly the ol d hope ( so often recognized as vai n ) is roused
once more by Daland's enthusiastic answe r : "fiirwah r, ein
treues Kind" ( Ay ! ay ! a faithful child ) ; with spasmodic h aste
he cries : "sie sei me in Weib!" ( be she my wife ! ) . The old
longi ng takes him once agai n, and in moving accents ( t hough
outwardly calm ) he draws the picture of his lot : "ach , ohne
Weib , ohne Kind bin ich " ( Ah ! neither wife nor child have
I ) . The glow i ng colors in which Daland now paints his daugh
ter still more revive the Dutchman's old yearning for "redemp
tion th rough a woman's truth," and in the duet's closing
allegro the battle between hope and despair i s drive n to the
height of passion-wherein already h ope appears well-nigh to
conquer.
At his first appearance before Se nta, in the Second Act, the
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Dutchman again i s calm and solemn i n his outer beari ng : all
his passionate emotions are strenuously thrust back within his
breast. Throughout the lengthy first fermata he stays motion
less beside the door; at the commencement of the drum solo
he slowly strides toward the fron t ; with the eighth bar of that
solo he halts ( the two bars accelerando for the strings relate
to the gestures of Daland, who still stands wondering i n the
doorway, awaiting Senta's welcome, and impatiently invites it
with a movement of h is outstretched arms ) ; du ring the next
three bars for the drum the Dutchman advances to the ex
treme side-front, where he now re mains without a motion, his
eyes ben t fixedly on Se nta. ( The recurrence of the figure for
the stri ngs rel ates to the emphatic repeti� ion of Daland's ges
ture : at the pizzicato on the next fermata he ceases inviting
her, and shakes his head in amazement; with the entry of the
basses, after the fermata, he h i msel f comes down to Senta.
The postlude of Daland's ari a must be pl ayed in full : dur
ing i ts first four bars he turns to depart without further ado :
with the fi fth and sixth he pauses, and turns rou nd agai n ; the
next seven bars accompany his byplay as he watches now the
Dutchman , now Senta, h al f pleased, half curiously expectan t ;
during t h e subsequent t w o bars for t h e double-basses he goes
as far as the door, shaking his head ; with the theme's resump
tion by the wind instruments he thrusts i n his head once more,
withdraws it vexedly, and shuts the door behind him-so that
with the e ntry of the F-sh arp chord for the "wind" he h as dis
appeared for good . The remainder of the postlude, together
with the ritornel of the fol lowing duet, is accompanied on the
stage by total i mmobility and silence : Senta and the Dutch
man , at opposite extremities of the foreground, are riveted in
contemplation of each other. ( The performers need not be
afraid of wearying by this situation : i t is a matter of experi
ence that this is j ust the one which most powerfully engrosses
the spectator, and most fittingly prepares him for the fol lowi ng
scene ) .
The whole succeeding E-maj or section is to be executed by
the Dutchman with complete repose of outer mien, however
stirring the emotion wherewith he del ivers his l ines ; only the
hands and arms ( and that most sparingly ) must he employ to
emphasize the stronger accents. Not until the two bars of the
drum solo, before the following E-minor tempo, does he rouse
himself, to draw somewhat closer to Senta : during the short
ritornel he moves a few steps toward the middle of the stage ,
with a certain constraint and mournful courtesy . ( I must here
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inform the conductor that experience has shown me I was
mistaken in marking the tempo u n poco meno sosten uto : the
long preceding tempo, true enough , is somewhat slow at i ts
commencement-part icularly i n the Dutchman's first solo
but li ttle by little it instinctively freshens toward the close, so
that with the entry of E-minor the pace must necessarily be
somewhat restrained once more, in order to give at least the
ope ning of this section its need ful impress of decorous cal m .
The fou r-bar ph rase, in fact, must be slackened do wn i n such
a manner that the fourth bar is played in marked ritenuto :
the same thing applies to the first phrase now sung by the
Dutchman . )
With the ninth and tenth bars, during the solo for the drum,
the Dutchman agai n advances one, and two steps nearer to
Senta. With the eleventh and twel fth bars, however, the time
m ust be taken somewhat more briskly, so t h at at the B-mi nor,
"du konntest dich , " etcetera, the tempo I really meant-mod
erato, certainly, but not quite so draggi ng-at l ast arrives, and
is to be maintai ned throughout the section . At the piu
animato : "so unbedingt, wie?" the Dutchman betrays the ani
mating effect which Senta's first real speech h as wrough t on
him : with this p assage he must al ready begin to show more
visi ble agitation . But Senta's passi onate i nterjection : "o welche
Leiden! Konnt' ich Trost ih m bringen!" ( What t ale of grief!
Oh, could I respite bring hi m ! ) stirs him to the depths of his
bei ng : fil led with astonished admiration, he stammers out
the half-hushed words : "welch ' holder Klang im niich tlichen
Ge wiih l!" ( What gentle strains in Night's most raging storm ! ) .
Wi th the molto piu animato, he scarce can master himsel f any
longer; he si ngs with the utmost fi re of passion, and at the
words : "A l/miich tiger, durch diese sei's!" ( Almighty, be't
through her! ) he hurls himsel f upon his k nees. With the
agitato ( B-mi nor ) he rises to his feet impetuousl y : his love for
Sent a displ ays itsel f at once in terror of the danger she herself
incurs by reaching out a rescuing hand to him. It comes over
him as a hi deous crime, and in his passionate remonstrance
against her shari ng i n his fate he becomes a human being
through and through , whereas he hi therto had often given us
but the gri m impression of a ghost. Here, then, the actor must
give to even his outer beari ng the ful l i mpress of human pas
sion ; as i f felled to the ground, he falls before Senta with the
l ast words : "nennst e w 'ge Treue du nich t dein!" ( i f troth of
thine lasts not for aye ! ) so that Senta stands h igh above him ,
like his angel , as she tells him what she means by troth .

THE ART OF PERFOR MANCE

335

During the ritornel o f the succeeding allegro molto the
Dutchman lifts himself erect, in solemn exaltation : his voice
is stirred to the subli mest height of victory. In all that fol lows
there can be no more room for misunderstandi ng : at his last
entry, in the Third Act , all is passion, pain, despair. Particu
larly do I exhort the singer not to drag the recitative passages,
but to take everything in the most spi rited, most stressful
tempo.
The role of Senta will be hard to misread ; one warning
alone have I to give : let not the dreamy side of her nature be
conceived i n the sense of a modern, sickly sentimentality !
Senta, on the contrary, is an altogether robust Northern maid,
and even i n her apparent sentimentali ty she is thorough ly
na'ive . Only in the heart of an entirely naive girl , surrounded
by the idiosyncrasies of northern nature, could impressions
such as those of the bal lad of the Flying Dutchman and the
picture of the pallid seaman call forth so wondrous strong a
bent, as the impulse to redeem the doomed : with her this takes
the outward form of an active monomania such , indeed, as
can be found only in quite naive natures. We have been told
of Norwegian maids of such a force of feeli ng, that death has
come upon them through a sudden rigor of the heart . Much
in this wise may it go, with the seeming "morbidness'' of pallid
Senta.
Nor must Eric be a sent imental whiner : on the contrary, he
is stormy, impulsive, and somber, l i ke every man who lives
alone ( particularly in the northern h ighlands ) . Whoever
should give a sugary rendering to his Cavatina in the Third
Act would do me a sorry service, for i t ought instead to
breathe distress and heart ache. ( Everything that migh t justify
a false conception of this piece, such as its falsetto passage and
final cadenza, I implore may be either al tered or struck out ) ._
Further, I beseech the exponent of Daland not to drag his role
into the region of the positively comic : he is a rough-hewn
figu re from the l i fe of everyday, a sailor who scoffs at storms
and danger for sake of gai n, and with whom, for instance,
the-certai nly apparent-sale of his daughter to a rich man
ought not to seem at all disgraceful : he thinks and deals, l ike
a hundred thousand others, without the least suspic ion that he
is doing any wrong .

3.

Singing: Ludwig Sch norr von Caro/sfe/d, Wag
ner's ideal Heldentenor ; descriptions of his work
in Tannhauser and Trista n ; Wagner's method of
coaching a singing actor

OF the young singer Ludwig Sch norr of Carolsfeld I first
h eard through my old friend Tichatschek, who paid me a
visit at Zurich i n the summer of 1 85 6, and directed my at
tention to the future of this highly talented young artist. The
latter had just commenced h is stage career at the Carlsruhe
court theatre ; by the director of that theatre , who likewise
visited me i n the summer of the following year, I was in
formed of Schnorr's especial predilection for my music, as
also for the tasks I set before the dramatic singer. On that
occasion we agreed that I should destine my Tristan, with
whose conception I then was busied, for a first performance
at Carlsruhe ; for this purpose it was hoped that the Grand
Duke of Baden, who was very kindly disposed toward me,
would be able to overcome the difficulties which still stood in
the way of my unmolested retur n to the dominions of the
German Bund. From young Schnorr h imself, a little later, I
received a beautiful letter, with well-nigh passionate assurance
of his devotion to me.
For reasons wh ich contai ned a considerable element of
vagueness, the realization of our preconcerted plan for the
Carlsruhe performance of my Tristan, completed by me
i n the summer of 1 8 59, was ultimately declared impossible.
As to Schnorr h imself, I was informed at the same t ime that,
despite h is great devotion to me, he considered it impossible
to master the d ifficulties of the principal role, particularly
i n the last act. Moreover, his bodily health was represented to
me as being i n a critical condition : he was said to be suffering
from a n obesity that deformed his youthful figure. I n par
ticular the picture wakened in me by this l ast report was
very dismal. When i n the summer of 1 8 6 1 I visited Carlsruhe
at last, and the execution of the earlier scheme was broached
anew by the grand duke-who throughout had retai ned h is
friendly feeling toward me-l was almost rebellious against
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the management's offer to open negotiations for the part of
Tristan with Sch norr, then engaged at the Dresden court
theatre ; I declared that I had no manner of wish to make the
personal acquai ntance of this singer, since I feared lest the
grotesqueness of his figure, occasioned by his malady, might
even blind me to his real artistic gifts.
Soon afterward a performance of my new work was
projected at Vienna, but, as it in turn had not been made
possible, I spent the summer of 1 8 62 at B iebrich on the Rhine ;
thence I visited Carlsruhe for a performance of Lohengrin,
in which Schnorr appeared as "guest." I went to i t in secret,
and h ad intended to let myself be seen by no one, for sake
of conceal ing my presence from Schnorr ; for, abiding by my
renou ncement of him, and in dread lest the terrifying accou nts
of his m isshapenness should be more than realized by actual
impression, I was anxious to avoid even making his personal
acquaintance. That timorous mood of m i ne was swi ftly altered.
Though the sight of this swan knight landing from a tiny
shallop offered me the certainly somewhat estranging first
impression of a youth ful Hercules, yet his earliest entry
placed me u nder the quite specific spell of the God-sent
legendary hero i n whose regard one asks not : How is he? but
tells oneself: Thus is he! And indeed this i nstanta neous effect,
piercing the very soul, can be compared with noth ing but
magic ; I remember to have experienced it in my earliest youth
with Schroder-Devrient, determ ining the cast of my whole
life, and si nce then never so definitely and strongly as with
Ludwig Schnorr at his e ntry i n Lohengrin. In futher course
of his rendering, I noticed certain tokens of u nripeness of
conception and execution ; but even these afforded me the
charm of u nspoiled youthful pu rity, of a soil still virgin for
the choicest flowers of artistic cultivation . The warmth and
tender i nspiration, shed from the wondrous love-filled eyes
of this scarcely more than youth, forthwith assured me of
the daemonic fire with which they once would flame ; to
me he rapidly became a being for whom, on account of his
bou ndless talent, I fel l i nto a tragical suspense. Directly after
the First Act I sought out a friend, and commissioned him to
beg of Schnorr an interview with me after the performance.
And so i t fell ou t : late in the evening the you ng giant came
untired to my room at the hotel, and the bond was sealed ;
we had little need to talk, save j ok es. But a longer meeting at
Biebrich was arranged for the near future.
There by the Rh i ne we met for two happy weeks, to go
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through my Nibelungen works and particu larly the Tristan
to our heart's content, accompa nied at the pia noforte by von
Biilow, who then was on a visit to me. Here everyth i ng was
said and done, to bring about an i ntimate agreement as to
each artistic interest that filled our m i nds. As regards his
doubts of the executability of the Th ird Act of Tristan,
Schnorr told me they had less arisen from any fear of over
taxing and exhausting the voice than from h is i nabi lity to
understand one single passage ; but a passage which seemed
to him the weightiest of all, namely, the curse on love, and
especially the musical expression of the words "from sweet
ness and suffering, laughter and sorrow" ( aus Lachen u nd
Weinen, Wonnen und Wunden ) and so on. I showed him how
I had meant it, and what manner of expression, at any rate
prod igious, I wanted given to this phrase. He swi ftly under
stood me, recognized his mistake in imagining too quick a
tempo, and now perceived that the resulting "rush" had been
to blame for his failure to hit the right expression, and thus
for his missing the meaning of the passage i tself. I admitted
that with this slower tempo I was certainly making a quite
unwonted, perhaps a monstrous, demand on the singer's
strength ; but that he made utterly light of, and at once proved
to me that precisely th rough this ritenuto he was able to
render the passage to complete satisfaction.
To me that one feature has remained as unforgettable as
instruct ive : the u tmost physical exertion lost all i ts fatiguing
ness, owing to the singer's having grasped the right expression
of the words ; the spiritual understanding gave forthwith the
strength to overcome the material difficulty. And th is tender
scruple had weighed for years on the young artist's conscience ;
his doubt of being able to reproduce a sol itary passage h ad
made him fear to match his talent against the whole task ; to
"cut" that passage-the ready exped ient of our most cele
brated opera heroes-naturally could never occur to him,
for he perceived i n i t the apex of the pyramid to which the
tragic tendence of this Tristan towers up. Who can measure
the hopes which took possession of me, now that this
wondrous singer had passed i nto my l ife ? We parted ; and only
after years, were new and strange destin ies to bri ng us to
gether again for final solving of our problem.
The nceforward my endeavors for a performance of Tristan
went hand i n hand with those for Sch norr's co-operation i n
i t ; they prospered o n l y w h e n a new-arisen, illustrious friend
of my art granted me the Mu nich court theatre for that
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purpose . A t t h e begi nning o f March , 1 965 , Schnorr arrived
in Munich, upon a brief visit, for sake of discuss ing the need
fu l prelimi naries of our soon forthcoming project; his pres
ence led to a performa nce of Tannhiiuser, for the rest not
specially prepared , in wh ich he u ndertook the t i tle role with a
single stage rehearsal. I thus was lim ited to private conversa
tion with him, for arra nging with him his execution of this
hardest of all my tasks for the dramatic singer.
In general, I told him of the dismal dissatisfaction I had
experienced from the previous stage success of my Tann
hiiuser, owing to the principal part h aving never yet bee n
properly rendered, nay, even comprehended . I ts chief feature
I defined to him as u tmost energy , of transport alike and
despair, with no h alfway house between the moods, but
abrupt and downright in its change. To fix the type for his
portrayal, I bade him note the importa nce of the first sce ne
with Venus ; if the i ntended shock of this first scene h u ng fire,
the failure of the whole impersonation needs must fol low ; for
no jubilance of voice in the first finale, no girding and fury at
the papal ban in Act I I I , could then avail to bring about the
righ t impressi on.
My new working of this Venus scene, prompted by my
recognition of just that importance and its i nsufficient defini
tion i n the earlier draft, had not as yet been put i n rehearsal
at Mu nich ; Schnorr must therefore do his best, for the present,
with the older version : the torturing conflict i n Tannh auser's
soul being here still left more exclusively to the singer, all
the more necessary would i t be for him to give it due ex
pression by the energy of his i nterpretation ; and i n my opinion
he would accom plish this only if he took the whole scene
as one long cli max lead i ng to the catastroph ic cry, "My weal
rests i n Maria ! " I told him, this "Maria!" must burst forth with
such vehemence that the i nstantaneous disenchantment of the
Venusberg, and the miraculous translation to his native valley,
shall be u nderstood at once as the necessary fulfillment of an
imperative behest of feeling driven to the utmost resolution.
With that cry he had taken the attitude of one transported
into loftiest ecstasy, and thus he must remain, without a
motion, his eyes rapt heave nward ; ay, even u ntil addressed
by the knights who enter later, he must not quit the spot.
How to solve this task-already refused me by a very
celebrated si nger, a few years previously, as quite i nexecutable
-I would direct him at the stage rehearsal, placing myself
beside him on the boards. There accordi ngly I took my
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stand, c lose by h is side, and, fol lowing the music and sur
rou n d i ng sce n ic i ncidents bar by bar, from the goatherd's
song to the departure of the pilgrims, I wh ispered h i m the
i n ner cycle of the entranced's emotions, from the subl imest
ecstasy of complete u nconsciousness to the gradual waken
i ng of h is senses to the ir present environment, his ear being
first to return to l i fe-while, as if to sh ield the wonder from
disturbance, he forbids h is eye , now u nchained from the
magic spell of Heaven's ether, to look as yet upon the homely
world of earth . The gaze fixed movelessly on h igh, merely
the phys iognom ic play of features, and fi nally a gentle
slackening of the body's rigid upright pose , betray the stir of
gai ned rebirth ; till every cramp dissolves beneath the whelm
ing m i racle, and he breaks down at last i n humbleness, with
the cry : "Alm ighty, to Thy name be praise ! G reat are the
wonders of Thy grace ! " Then , with the hushed share he
takes i n the pi lgrims' chant, the look , the head, the whole
posture of the kneeling man, sink ever deeper ; till choked
w ith sobs, and in a second, saving swoon, he l ies prone,
unconscious, face to earth .
Continuing to prompt h i m i n u ndertones, to a l ike effect,
I remai ned by Sch norr's side throughout the rehearsal . On
hi s part my h ints and very brief directions were a nswered by
a fleet ing glance, just as gentle, and of so heartfelt a si ncerity
that, assuri ng me of the most marvelous concordance , it
opened for myself new i nsights i nto my own work ; so that
th rough one example, at any rate u nparalleled, I became
aware how fru itful to both sides may be the affectionate
commu nion of artists differently endowed, if only their gifts
are mutually and fully complemental .
A fter that rehearsal, not another word did we say about
Tannhiiuser. Moreover, after the performance on the fol low i ng
night scarce a word fel l from our lips about it; especially
from m i ne no word of praise or recognition. Through my
friend's q u ite i ndescribably wonderful impersonation, of that
eve n i ng, I had gai ned a gl impse i nto my own creation such
as seldom , perh aps never, had been vouchsafed to a n artist.
That fills one with a certa i n hallowed awe, in whose p resence
it beseems one to observe a reverent si lence.
With this one, th is never repeated i m personation of
Ta n n h auser, Sch norr had thoroughly realized my i nnermost
artistic aim ; the daemonic in joy a nd sorrow h ad never
for one moment bee n lost from sigh t . The crucial passage
in the second fi n ale, so ofte n begged by me in vain : "Zum
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Heil den Sundigen z u fuh ren," and s o on-obstinately
omitted by every s inger on plea of its great difficulty, by every
Kapellmeister in virtue of the customary "cut"-for the first
and u nique time was it delivered by Schnorr with that
staggering and thereby h auowing expression wh ich converts
the hero, of a sudden, from an object of abhorrence i nto the
typic claimant of our pity. Through his frenzy of humiliation
during the rapid closing section of the Second Act, and
through his anguished p arting from Elisabeth , his appearance
as a man demented in Act III was properly prepared for :
from this broken being the outburst of emotion was all the
more affecting ; till at last his renewed access of madness
summoned the magic reapparition of Venus with well nigh the
same daemonic cogence as the i nvocation of the Virgin, i n
Act I, h a d miraculously called back t he Christian world o f
home and day. Schnorr w a s truly terrible i n th is last frenzy of
despair, and I cannot believe that Kean or Ludwig Devrient
in Lear could ever have attai ned a grander pitch of power.
The impression made upon the audience was most in
structive to myself. Much , as the well-nigh speechless scene
after the exorcising of the Venusberg, gripped it in the right
sense, and provoked tumu ltuous demonstrations of general
and u ndivided feel ing. On the whole, however, I noticed mere
stupefaction and surprise; in particular the quite new, such
as that eternally omitted passage i n the second finale, almost
alienated people through upsetting their wonted notions.
From one friend, not otherwise dullwitted, I positively had
to hear that I had no right to get Tannhauser represented
my way, since the public as well as my friends h ad every
where received this work with favor, and thereby had plainly
pronounced the former readi ng-the tamer but pleasanter
one, however it might dissatisfy myself-at bottom the more
correct. My objection to the absurdity of such an argument
was d ism issed with an indulgent shrug of the shoulders, as
much as to say, it made no difference.
In face of this general effeminacy, nay, debauchment, not
only of the public taste, . but even of the judgment of some
of those with whom we came i nto closer contact, there was
noth ing for us but to possess our souls in patience ; so we went
on in our simple concord as to what was true and proper,
quietly doing and worki ng, without other expostulation th an
that of the artistic deed.
And that deed was preparing, with the return of my
art istic ally at commencement of the ensuing April, and the
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beginning of our joint rehearsals for Tristan. Never has the
most bungli n g singer or orchestra player let me give h i m such
minute i nstructions as this hero who touched the h ighest
mastership of song ; with, him the seemingly most paltry stub
bornness in my directions found naught but gladdest welcome,
for their sense he caught at once ; so that I really should h ave
deemed myself dishonest, i f, haply not to seem too touchy,
I had withheld the tiniest comment. The reason of it was
that the ideal meaning of my work had already opened to
my friend quite of itself, and truthfully become his own ; not
one fiber of this soul tissue, not the fai ntest hint of a h idden
allusion had ever escaped him, had failed of being felt to
its tenderest shade. Thus it was a mere question cf accurately
gaugi ng the technical means of singer, musician, and mime, to
obtain a constant harmony of the personal aptitude, and its
individuality of expression, with the i�eal object of portrayal.
Whoso was prese nt at these rehearsals must remember to
have witnessed an artistic consentaneousness the like whereof
he has never seen before or since.
Only as to the Third Act of Tristan did I never say a word
to Sch norr, beyond my earlier explanation of the one passage
wh ich he had not at that time u nderstood. Whereas through
out the rehearsals of Acts I and II I had kept both ear and
eye intent upon my player, with the commencement of Act
III I i nstinctively quite turned from sight of the death
wounded hero lyi ng stretched upon his bed of anguish, and sat
motionless upon my chair with h alf-closed eyes, to plunge
myself within. At the first stage rehearsal the u nwonted dura
tion of my seeming utter listlessness would appear to have
inwardly embarrassed Schnorr, for in course of the whole
protracted scene, even at the singer's most impassioned
accents, I never once faced toward him, nay, not so much as
stirred ; but when at last, after the curse on love, I reeled across
and, bending down to throw my arms around the prostrate
figure on the couch, I softly told the wondrous friend that no
words could express my estimate of the ideal now fulfilled
by him, his deep-brown eye shot fire like the star of love ;
a scarcely audible sob-and never did we speak another
serious word about this final act. Just to i ntimate my feelings,
I would simply al low myself some such jest as the following :
a th ing like this Act I I I was easy enough to write, but to be
compelled to hear Schnorr s i ng it was hard indeed, and so I
could not even bring myself to look.
I n truth even yet, when jotting down these recollections
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after three years' i nterval, i t is impossible for me to express
myself adequately about that achievement of Schnorr's as
Tristan, wh ich reached its summit in my drama's final act ;
and impossible, perhaps, for reason that it quite eludes
comparison. Entirely at loss to furnish so much as an ap
proximate idea thereof, I believe the only way to transfix
that terribly fleeting miracle of musico-mimetic art will be
to ask the genuine friends of my self and works, both now
and in times to come, before all to take into their hands the
score of this Third Act. They first would h ave to pay close
heed to the orchestra, from the act's commencement down to
Tristan's death , and follow carefully the ceaseless play of
musical motives, emerging, unfolding, uniting, severing,
blending anew, waxing, waning, battling each with each, at
last embracing and well nigh engulfing one another ; then let
them reflect that these motives have to express an emotional
life which ranges from the fiercest longing for bliss to the
most resolute desire of death , and therefore required a
harmonic development and an independent motion such as
could never be planned with like variety in any pure sym
phonic piece, and thus, again, were to be realized only by
means of instrumental combination such as scarce a purely
instrumental composer had been compelled as yet to press into
his service to a l ike extent. N ow let them observe that, re
garded in the light of opera, this whole enormous orchestra
bears to the monologues of the singer-outstretched upon a
couch , too--t he mere relation of the accompaniment to a
so-cal led solo : and they may judge for themselves the
magnitude of Schnorr's ach ievement, when I call on every
candid hearer of those Munich performances to testify that,
from the first bar to the last, all attention, all interest was
centered in the actor, the singer, stayed riveted to him, and
never for a moment, for one single text word , did he lose
his hold upon h is audience, but the orchestra was wholly
effaced by the si nger, . or-to put i t more correctly-seemed
part and parcel of his utterance. Surely, to anyone who has
carefully studied the score, I h ave said enough to signalize
the incomparable artistic grandeur of my friend's achieve
ment, when I add that already at the full rehearsal unbiased
hearers had credited this very act with the most popular
effect in all the work, and prophesied for it a general success .
In myself, while witnessing the public representations of
Tristan, a reverent amaze at this my friend's titanic deed
developed to a positive terror. To me it seemed at last a
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crime, to demand a frequent repetition of this deed, to enlist
it perchance in the operatic repertoire ; and, after Tristan's
love curse in the fourth performance, I felt driven to declare
definitely to those around me that this must be the last
performance of Tristan, that I would not consent to its being
given any more.
It may be difficult for me to make this feeling clearly
understood . No anxiety about victimizing the physical forces
of my friend entered into it, for any such consideration had
been wholly silenced by experience. Anton Mitterwurzer,
who, as Schnorr's colleague at the Dresden court theatre and
his comrade, Kurwenal, in the Munich Tristan performances,
evinced the most i ntelligent i nterest i n the doings, and the
deepest sorrow for the fate of our friend-that well-tried
singer expressed h imself most aptly in this regard : when his
Dresden colleagues raised the cry that Schnorr had murdered
himself with Tristan, he very shrewdly replied that a man like
Sch norr, who had shown himself master of h is task in the
fullest sense, could never overtax h is physical powers, since a
victorious disposal of the latter w as necessarily i ncluded i n the
spiritual mastery of the whole affair. As a matter of fact,
neither during nor after the performances was there ever
detected the smallest fatigue in his voice, or any other bodily
exhaustion ; on the contrary, whilst solicitude for their success
had kept him in constant agitation before the performances,
after each fresh success he was restored to the gayest of
moods and the most vigorous carriage . It was the fruit of
these experiences, very correctly estimated by Mitterwurzer,
that led us earnestly to ponder, on the other hand, h ow it
might be gathered for the establishment of a new style of
musicodramatic rendering, a style in answer to the true spirit
of G erman art. And here my encou nter with Schnorr, now
thriven to such an i ntimate alliance, opened a prospect full
of u nhoped promise for the outcome of our joint labors in
the future.
The i nexhaustibility of a genu i nely gifted nature had thus
become right plain to us, from our experiences with the
voice of Sch norr. For that mellow, full , and brilliant organ,
when employed as the immediate implement for achievi ng
a task already mastered mentally, produced on us the said
impression of absolute i ndefatigableness. What no singing
master in the world can teach we found was only to be
learned from the example of important tasks thus triumphed
over. But what is the real nature of these tasks, for which
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our si ngers have not yet found the proper Style? Their first
aspect is that of an u nwonted demand upon the singer's
physical endura nce ; and if the singing master is called in, he
believes-and rightly, from his standpoint-that he mu�t fly
to mechanical devices for strengthening the organ, in the
sense of absolutely denaturalizing its functions. In the first
stages of its cultivation, as probably is i nevitable, the voice
is treated as a mere animal organ ; but when, in further course
of training, its musical soul is to unfold itself at last, standing
spec imens can alone supply the scheme of voice employment :
therefore the whole remai ning matter resolves itself into a
question of the tasks proposed i n them .
Now, the singing voice has h i therto been trained on 'none
but the Italian model ; there existed no other. Italian vocalism,
however, was informed with the whole spirit of Italian music ;
at its prime its most thorough exponents were the castrati,
since the spirit of this music made for merely sensuous
pleasure, without a spark of nobler passion-whilst the voice
of the adolescent male, the tenor, was scarcely then employed
at all, or, as later, in a falsetto masking as the voice of the
castrato. Yet, under the undisputed leadersh ip of German
genius, and particularly of Beethoven, more modern music has
soared to the height and dignity of sterli ng art through this
one thing : that, beyond the sensuously pleasurable, i t h as
drawn the spiritually energetic and profoundly passionate
into the orbit of its matchless expression. How then can the
masculine voice, trai ned to the earlier musical tendence, take
up the tasks afforded by our German art of nowadays?
Cultivated for a mere material appeal to the senses, it here
sees nothing but fresh demands on material strength and
sheer endurance, and the modern singing m aster therefore
makes it his principal aim to equip the voice to meet them.
How erroneous is this procedure may be easily imagined ; for
any male singing organ merely trained for physical force
will succumb at once, and bootlessly, when attempting to
fulfill the tasks of newer German music, such as are offered
in my own dramatic works, if the singer be not thoroughly
alive to their spiritual significance.
The most convi nci ng proof of this was supplied us by
Schnorr himself ; and, in i llustration of the profound and total
difference we here are dealing with , I shall cite my experience
of that adagio passage in the second finale of Tannhiiuser
( "zum Heil den Siindigen zu fiihren" ) . If nature in our times
has wrought a miracle of beauty in the manly vocal organ,
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it is the tenor voice of Tichatschek, which for forty years h as
retai ned its strength and rou ndness. Whoever heard h im
recently decl aim in Loh engrin the story of the Holy Grail, i n
noblest resonance and most sublime simplicity, was touched
and seized as by a living wonder. Yet i n Dresden many
years ago I had to strike out that passage from Tannhiiuser
after its first performa nce, because Tichatschek, then in
fullest possession of his voc al force and brilliance, was un 
able, owing to t he n ature of h is dramatic talent, to master
the expression of that passage as an ecstasy of humiliation, and
positively fell i nto physical exhaustion over a few h igh notes.
Now, when I state that Sch norr not only delivered this p assage
with the most heartrending expression but brought out those
same high notes of passionate grief with complete fullness of
tone and perfect beauty, I certainly have no idea of ranking
Sch norr's vocal organ above Tichatschek's, in any sense as
though it surpassed the latter in natural power ; but, as com
pared with this u ncommon gift of nature, I claim for the
voice of Schnorr j ust that aforesaid tirelessness in service of
the spiritual u nderstanding.
With the recog nition of Sch norr's unspeakable import
for my own artistic labors, a new spri ngtime of hope had
dawned upon my life. Now h ad been found the immediate
ligament, to l i nk my work with the present and make it
fru itful. Here one might both teach and learn ; the despaired
of, scoffed at and reviled, it now could be made an art deed
testifying of itself. The i nstitution of a German style, for
renderi ng and representing works of German spirit, became
our watchword . And now that I had embraced this livening
hope of a great but gradual advance, I openly declared my
self agai nst any speedy resumption of Tristan . With th is per
forma nce, as with the work itself, we h ad taken too vast, nay,
well nigh forlorn a leap across to the new, that still remained
to be first won ; rents and chasms yawned between, and they
must be most diligently filled, to pave a highway for the
needful comrades to escort us lonely ones to those far distant
heights.
So Sch norr was to become our own . The fou ndation of
a Royal School for Music and Dramatic Art was resolved
on. The difficulties in the way of releasing the artist from
his Dresden contract suggested to us the peculiar character
of the position wh ich we ourselves m ust offer him, to m ake
it once for all a worthy one. Schnorr should retire altogether
from the theatre and become teacher of our school , simply
·
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taking part i n special, extraordinary stage performances ,
i n confirmation of our course of study. This project thus
involved the l iberation of an artist, whose soul burned clear
with noblest tire, from the common drudgery of the operatic
repertoire ; and what it meant for him, to h ave to languish
in that service, could be felt by none more keenly than myself.
Have not the most inextricable, most torturing and most
dishonori ng molestations, cares and humiliations in my life
proceeded from that one m isu nderstanding which, perforce
of outer haps of l i fe and outward semblance, held me up to
the world, to every social and aesthetic relation contai ned
therein, as j ust noth i ng but an "opera composer" and "operatic
Kapel/meister"? If this singular quid pro quo was bound to
bring eternal confusion i nto all my relations with the world,
and particularly irito my demeanor toward its claims upon
myself, one certai nly cannot make l ight of the sufferi ngs
which the young, deep-souled, and nobly earnest artist had to
endure in his position of "opera singer," in his subjection to
a theatric code devised against refractory heroes of the wings,
i n his obedience to the orders of uncultured and overbearing
official chiefs.
Nature mea nt Schnorr for a musician and poet; like myself,
he took up the special study of music after receiving a general
education in the sciences ; and very probably he would already
have followed a road both outwardly and i nwardly ak in to
mine, 11ad there not early developed in h im that organ whose
exhaustlessness was to serve for fulfillment of my most ideal
wants, and thus to associ ate him directly w ith my l i fe career,
as complemental counterpart of my own tendence . But behold !
our modern culture had noth i ng to offer him save theatrical
engageme nts, the post of "tenor," in much the same way as
Liszt became a "pianoforte player."
Now at last, protected by a prince most graciously disposed
to my ideal of German art, our culture was to be grafted with
the shoot * whose growth and fruitage would h ave fertilized
the soil for genuinely German deeds of art; and truly it was
time that rescue were afforded to the downcast spirit of my
friend. Here lay the hidden worm that sapped the man and
artist's buoyant li fe force. This became plainer and plainer
to me, as to my astonishment I remarked the passionate, nay,
furious i ntensity with which he jibbed at misdemeanors i n
the traffic o f the stage, th ings that are always h appening i n
* The proposed music school a t Munich i s meant.-Eos.
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this blend o f bureaucratic priggish ness a n d comediantic want
of conscience, and therefore are not fel t at all by those con
cerned . Once he complai ned to me : "Ah ! it's not my acting
and singing that take it out of me in Tristan , but the provoca
tions in between ; my lying quietly upon the boards, after
the sweat i ng fever of exci tement in the great scene of the
last act-that's what kills me. In spite of all my complaints,
I haven't been able to get them to screen the stage from the
terrible draft that pours like ice across my rigid body and
chi lls me to death , while the gentlemen beh ind the wings
trot out the latest scandal of the town ! " As we had noticed
no symptoms of a catarrhal cold, he gloomily h inted that
such ch ills h a d other, more da ngerous, results with him.
I n the last days of h is Munich stay his excitability took an
ever darker tinge. Finally he appeared on the boards once
more, as Eric in Th e Flying D u tchman, a nd played that
difficult episodic role to our highest admiration ; nay, he
positively made us shudder by the singular moody vehemence
wh erewi th-i n strict accordance with the wish I had expressed
to him-he portrayed the sorrows of this young Norweigan
hunter, making h i s hapless love break out in flames of lurid
fire . Only, by a word or two he betrayed to m e that night a
deep dissatisfaction with all his surrou ndings. Moreover, he
seemed suddenly i nvaded by doubts as to the feasibility of our
cherished hopes and plans ; he appeared u nable to comprehend
how, with this prosaic, utterly u nsympathetic, nay, spitefully
hostile environment that lay in ambush for us, one could
entertain a serious thought of doing good work. And it was
with bitter grudge that he received pressing orders from
Dresden to return by a given day, for a rehearsal of II Trova
tore or Th e Huguenots.
From this dismal anxious m ood, in which I shared at last
myself, we were set free again by the last glorious evening
we ever spent together. The king had a private audience in
the Residenz theatre, for wh ich he h ad commanded the
performance of various excerpts from my works. From each
of Tannhiiuser, Lohengrin, Tristan, Das Rheingold, Die
Walk iire, Siegfried, and fi nally Die Meistersinger, a character
istic piece was rendered by singers and ful l orchestra, u nder
my personal direction. Schnorr, who here heard many a new
thing of m i ne for the first time, and further sang "Siegmund's
Liebeslied," "Siegfried's Schmiedelieder," Loge i n the Rhein
gold morsel, and finally Walther von Stolzing in the l arger
fragment from Die Meistersinger, with entrancing power and

THE ART OF P E RFOR M A N C E

349

beauty-Schnorr felt as i f lifted above all cares of life, upon
his return from half an h our's interview to which he had
been graciously i nvited by the king, who attended our per
formance quite alone. Boisterously he threw h is arms around
me : "God ! how thankful I am for this evening !" he cried,
"Eh ! now I know what makes your faith so firm ! Be sure,
between this heavenly king and you, I too sh all turn to
someth i ng splendid ! "
S o again w e bade goodbye t o serious talk. We took tea
together in a hotel; tranquil gaiety, friendly faith, sure hope
were the mainsprings of our well-n igh purely j oking conversa·
tion. "Well, wel l ! " the word went, "tomorrow, once more, to
the ghastly masquerade ! Then soon set free for ever !" Our
speedy au revoi r was a th ing so certain in our m inds that we
held it superfluous, nay, quite out of place, even to say
farewell. We parted in the street, as at our customary good
nigh t ; next morning my friend departed qu ietly for Dresden .
About a week after our scarcely heeded parting, Sch norr's
death was telegraphed to me. He had sung at one more
stage rehearsal, and had had to rebuke his colleagues for
expressing their surprise that he really was left with any voice .
Then a terrible rheumatism had seized his knee, leading to a
fever that killed him i n a very few days. Our preconcerted
plans, the representation of Siegfried, his anx iety lest folk
attribute his death to an overexertion with Tristan, these were
the thoughts that had occupied h is lucid, and at last h is
waning consciousness.
With B iilow, I hoped to reach Dresden in time for the
interment of our beloved friend : i n vai n ; it had been necessary
to commit his body to the earth a few hours before the time
appoi nted ; we arrived too late. In bri lli ant July su nshine, be
bannered Dresden was shouting its welcome to the crowds
streaming in for the General Festival of German Singers. The
coachman, hotly urged by me to reach the house of death ,
had great difficulty i n forcing his way through the throng, and
told me that upwards of 20,000 singers had come together.
Ay !-said I to myself-The singer has but just gone !
Posthaste we turned our backs on Dresden.

PART VII

Bayreu th

1.

The founding of the Festspielhaus; Wagner's
speech on the occasion,· the design of the theatre;
hidden orchestra, perspective arrangement, stage
space

THE remoter future-should my work be then still living
--cannot be spared a knowledge of the circumstances which
have hindered my work from becoming a full-fledged deed,
from that decisive meeting * to the present day. Now that
I and my unusual artistic project had been placed in broad
daylight, it really appeared as if all the ill-will that had lurked
before in ambush was determined to make an open attack
in full force. Indeed, it seemed as though no single interest,
of all those represented by our press and our society, was
not stung to the quick by the composition and plan of
production of my work. To stay the disgraceful direction
taken by this feud in every circle of society, which recklessly
assailed alike protector and protected, I could but decide to
strip the scheme of that majestic character which my patron
had accorded it, and turn it into a channel less provocative
of universal wrath .t Indeed, I even tried to divert public
attention from the whole affa ir by spending a little hard
won rest on the completion of the score of my Meistersinger,
a work with which I should not appear to be quitting the
customary groove of performance at the theatre.
But, for all its favorable reception by the public, the
experiences I made with the fate of this very work, on the
* Wagner's first meeting with Ludwig I I of Bavaria.-Eos.
t I n rendering the l atter half of this sentence I have been obliged
to paraphrase it slightly, to make its meaning clearer. What our
author alludes to is obviously the grandiose project ente rtained by
Ludwig II in 1 8 65, of building a monumental theatre for the Ring,
to be connected by a bridge across the lsar with a new avenue
extending to the royal palace in Munich. This plan fel l through ,
as is commonly known, ow i ng to the b i tter jealousy of courtiers,
place hunters, and the press. In fact it was not until 1 8 7 1 , after
the epoch-making reconsolidation of Germany, that Richard
Wagner's hopes of getting even a "provisional theatre" built for his
work, no matter in what German "nook," revived at ali .-TR.
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one hand, on the other w ith the spirit of our G erman stage ,
determ i ned me to hold u nflinchingly aloof from any further
deal in gs with the latter. - Owing to the pecul iar nature of
the German sense of art, whoever has had serious dealings
with the German theatre in the hope of meeting some power
of discrimination, some support by an energetic expression
of will, on the part of public taste, must have perceived at
once that his efforts were totally fruitless and could s tir up
only strife against himself. Thus nothing could persuade me
to take a share in the attempts at performi ng single sections
of my larger work, though I myself h ad taken the first step
thereto in my earlier bending to the storm. I am even ignorant
of the exact way in wh ich those attempts fel l out, since my
friends fully recognized that I should be spared a report of
the details. *
Through the sacrifice h erein involved, h owever, it became
possible for me to obey the first command of my exalted
benefactor : Complete thy work ! Arrived once more in that
peaceful refuge whence I once had gazed upon the soundless
world of Alps while mapping out that overweening plan,
remote from every clamor I was at last to be permitted to
bring its composition to an end.
Now the same faithful guardian who watched over the
completion of my w ork has also made it possible for me
to tread i n hope and confidence the path that shall lead to
i ts performance i n the mode first planned. For if a whole
community once set itself against the mandate of one master
mind, w ith a work completed under shelter of this mighty
one I now h ave found a fresh community to whom , by its own
will, to commit the realization of that scheme.
In search for the ideal side of G erman nature, I neces
sarily must turn to the community of executant artists, before
the so-called public. Here I began with the musician proper
[ i.e. the orchestra player ] , and won e ncouragement from
his ready apprehension of the right, so soon as duly shown
him. Next to him, though far more encased in bad habits,
I found the musical mime ; who, with any real talent, at
once perceives and gladly treads his art's true sphere, if
but the right example is held up before him.
Arguing from these two hopeful symptoms, I then inferred
* Das Rheingold and Die Wa/kiire were produced in M unich
on September 22, 1 869, and June 26, 1 870, respectively.-TR.
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that a n excellent performance b y the artists could scarcely
lack i ntell igent acceptance ; and thus my further task was to
awake the presentiment of such a h igher satisfaction in all
whose help I needed to promote my scheme. If alike by
setting the example of good performances, as by supplying
the key to artistic problems first clearly worked out by myself,
I shall have roused the active attention of a sufficient number
of the German public to enable me to reach my goal-in that
I must recognize the "new community" I had to find.
the appeal I published to the friends of my art, to join
me i n the u ndertaki ng I had planned, I was addressing i n the
strictest sense a question to an unknown quantity, with whose
constitution I was first to gain acquaintance from its answer.
Only to a handful of more intimate friends did I express
my views as to the precise m ode in which a solid form m ight
be given to the interest I asked for. The youngest of these
friends, the exceptionally talented and energetic Karl Tausig,
embraced the matter as a task peculiarly falling to h imself :
together with a lady of d istinguished rank and earnestly
i nclined toward my art, he sketched the plan of obtaining
for my e nterprise a sufficient number of patrons to subscribe
the sum we estimated as the minimum requ ired for build
ing a provisional theatre, equipping a first-c lass stage with
faultless scenery, and compensating the artists who were to
be specially selected and assembled for our performa nces ; a
sum amounting to three hundred thousand thalers, to be
collected in patronage subscriptions of three hundred thalers
each [ about $ 2 1 9, 1 50 and $ 2 1 9.00 ] . Hardly had he begun to
set his scheme in motion when a sudden death removed h i m
from us in h i s thirtieth year. Deeply awed, to me t h e question
erst addressed to a "community" had now become a question
to Fate .
The little band of friends, so seriously lessened, worked
on undaunted in the spirit of the friend deceased ; a man
of sovereign power was won as patron, and unexpected
readiness displayed itself among less powerful , ay, even
among the powerless, to raise for me a new and vital power
through association. At Mannheim, w ith the support of
comrades just as earnestly disposed, a pre-eminently active
friend of my art and tendencies-a gentleman till then u n
known to me i n person-called into life a union for the
furtherance of my published project; a union which boldly
took the name of "Rich ard Wagner Verein," and bore it
WITH
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in defiance of all scoffers. Its example soon was copied :
under the same title a second Vere in arose i n Vienna, and
similar societies were quickly formed in an ever-increasing
number of German cities. Nay, from across the German
frontiers, from Pesth and Brussels, London and at last New
York, unions of like name and tendence conveyed to me
their promises and greetings.
It then appeared h igh time for me to make the needful
prepar�tions for carry ing out my enterprise. Already in
the spring of 1 87 1 I had chosen B ayreuth for my goal, after
a quiet visit of i nspection : all idea of using the famous
opera house of the m argraves I abandoned as soon as I
had seen its i nterior ; but the character and situation of
the kindly city were all that l had wished for. So I repeated
my visit in the winterly late autumn of that year ; this time
to open direct negotiations with the Bayreuth tow n authorities
themselves. I have no need here to reiterate the earnest thanks
I owe those true and h onored men ; in excess of every expecta
tion, their courteous hospitality now gave my daring enter
prise the friendly soil whereon to thrive in common with my
livelong home. An unr ivaledly beautiful and extensive free
hold, hard by the town itself, was bestowed upon me for
erection of the theatre I had in mind. Having arranged the
structural scheme with a man of eminent experience and
proved i nventiveness i n the internal disposition of theatres, *
I agreed with him to commit to a n equally practiced architectt
the preparation of the further plans and execution of the pro
visional building. And thus, despite the m any difficulties
occasioned by the u nusual nature of our task, we were able
to announce to our friends and patrons the 2 2nd of May
in the year 1 8 72:1: as the date for laying the foundation stone.
For this event I conceived the notion of giving my sup
porters an artistic reward for their trouble of meeting at
Bayreuth , in the shape of as perfect a performance as
possible of Beethoven's great Ninth Symphony. The simple
invitation which I addressed to our best orchestras, choirs, and
famous soloists sufficed to procure me a body of such
* Wilhelm Neumann, of Berl i n ; perhaps, however, the reference
is to Karl B rand of Darmstadt, the expert stage machinist who had
so much to do with the building of a theatre in which the stage
was the main consideration .-TR.
t B riic kwald, of Leipzig.-TR.
:j: R . Wagner's birthday.-TR.
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admirable executants as scarcely ever can have bee n as
sembled for a similar purpose.
This first success was of most encouragi ng augury for the
future prospering of the grand theatrical performances them
selves. It set all concerned i n so excellent a temper, that even
the drench ing storm wh ich maimed the rites of laying the
fou ndation stone was u nable to damp our spirits. In the cap
sule to be buried i n th at stone we placed a message from the
illustrious defender of my best e ndeavors, together with
various records and a verse ind ited by mysel f :
"Hier sch liess' ich ein Geheimniss ein,
da ruh ' es viele hundert Jahr' :
so lange es verwahrt der Stei n,
macht es der Welt sich offenbar. " *
T o the assembly itse lf I add ressed the fol lowing speech .t
"M y Friends and valued Hel pers !
"Th rough you I today am placed i n a position surely never
occupied before by any artist. You believe in my promise to
fou nd for the Germans a theatre of their own, and give me
the means to set before you a plain del ineation of that theatre.
For this is to serve, in the first place, the provisional building
whose fou ndation stone we lay today. When we see each other
on this spot once more, that building sh all greet you, that
building in whose ch aracteristics you will read at once the
history of the idea which it embodies. You will find an outer
shell constructed of the very simplest material, wh ich at best
will remind you of those wooden structures which are knocked
together in German towns for gatheri ngs of singers and the
like, and pulled down again as soon as the festival is over.
How much of this building is reckoned for endura nce shall
become clearer to you when you step inside. Here too you
will fi nd the very humblest material, a total absence of
* A secret here I deep have lain,

for centuries there may it rest :
whi l e e'er the stone shal l this contain,
i ts meaning may the world attest!-TR.
t Th is address, original ly i ntended for t he ceremony itself, was
actually delivered to the great gathe ring in the old ope ra house
at Bayreuth after the return of the l ittle party that had braved the
elements to assist in laying the stone . The performance of the
Ninth Symphony was given later in the day.-TR.
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embe l l ishmen t ; perchance you will be surprised t o miss even
the cheap adornments with which those wonted festal halls
were made attract ive to the eye. I n the proportions and
arrangement of the room and i ts seats, however, you will
find expressed a thought which , once you h ave grasped it,
will place you in a new relation to the play you are about
to w i t ness, a relation quite disti nct from that i n which you
had always been involved when visiting our theatres. Should
this first impression h ave proved correct, the mysterious entry
of the music w i l l next prepare you for the u nvei l i ng and
disti nct portrayal of scenic pictures that seem to rise from
out an ideal world of dreams , and which are meant to set
before you the whole reality of a noble art's most skilled
illusion. Here a t last you are to have n o more provisional
h ints and out l i nes ; so far as lies within the power of the
artists of the present, the most perfect scenery and miming
shall be offered you .
"Thus my plan; which bases what I just h ave cal led the
enduri ng portion of our edifice on the utmost possible
achievement of a sublime illusion. Must I trust myself to
lead this artistic exploit to complete success , I take my
courage solely from a hope engendered by despair itself.
I trust in the German spirit, and h ope for its manifestment
in those very regions of our life in wh ich , as i n our public
art , it has languished i n the sorriest travesty. Above all I trust
in the spirit of German music, for I k now h ow glad and
bright it burns in our musicians so soon as e'er a German
master wakens it within them ; and I trust i n our dramatic
mimes and si ngers, for I h ave learned th at they cou ld be as
if tra nsfigured to new life when once a German master led
them back from idly p l aying at a h armful pastime, to true
observance of their lofty calling. I trust in our artists, and
aloud I dare to say it on a day which, at my simple friendly
bidding, has g athered rou nd me so select a h ost of them from
points so distant in our fatherland : when, self-forgetful for
very joy in the artwork, they presently shall sound their festal
greet i ng to you with our great Beethoven's wonder symphony,
we all may surely tell ourselves th at the work we mean to
fou nd today will also be no cheating m irage, though we
artists can vouch only for the si ncerity of the idea it is to
real ize .
"But to whom shall I turn, to ensure the ideal work its sol id
l asti ngness, the stage its monumental shrine?
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"Of late our undertaking has often been styled the erection
of a 'national theatre at Bayreuth.' I h ave no authority to ac
cept that t i tle. Where is the 'nation, ' to erect itsel f this theatre?
When the French National Assembly was deal ing with the
state subvention of the great Parisian theatres a little while
ago, each speaker warmly advocated the continuance, nay, the
increase of their subsidies, since the m ai ntenance of these
theatres was a debt not merely due to France , but to Europe
which had accustomed itse l f to receiving from them its laws of
i ntellectual cul ture. Can we i magi ne the embarrassment , the
perplexity i nto which a German parliament would fal l , had i t
t o handle a similar question? The debates perhaps would ter
mi nate in the comfort ing conclusion that our theatres required
no national support at all, since the French National Assembly
had already provided fo r th eir needs too. In the best even t our
theatre would be treated as the German Reich was treated i n
our various Land tags but a few years back : namely, a s a pure
chimera.
"Though a vision of the true German theatre has built itsel f
before my mental eye , I h ave had promptly to recognize that
I should be abandoned from both within and withou t , were I
to step before the nation with that scheme. Yet I may be told
that , though one man m ight not be believed, the word of
many would perhaps find credence : that one really might suc
ceed in floating a gigantic limited company, to commi ssion an
architect to rear a sumptuous fabric somewhere or other,
which one then might dub a 'German Nat ional Theatre' in full
confidence that a German nat ional theatric art would spring
up in it of itsel f. All the world now pins its faith to a con
tinual , and in our l atter days an extremely rapid 'progress,'
without any clear idea of what we are advancing toward, or
the kind of step we are march ing ; but those who brough t a
real ly new thing to the world have never been asked what
rel ation they bore to this "progressive" su rrounding, that met
them with naught but obstacles and opposit ion. On a hol iday
like this we shall not recall the undisguised compl aints, the
deep despair of our very greatest minds, whose labors showed
the only veri table progress ; but perhaps you will allow the
man you honor today with so u nusual a distinction , to express
hi s heartfel t j oy that the thought of a si ngle indivi dual has
been understood and embraced i n his l i fetime by so l arge a
number of friends as your gathering here and now attests .
" I h ad only you , the friends of my peculiar art, my deeds
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and labors, for sympathizers with my projects : only ask ing
you r assistance for my work , could I approach you . To be able
to se t that work intact and pure before those who have shown
their serious liking for my art in spite of all adulterat ion and
defacement-this was my wish ; to you I could impart it sans
presu mption . And sol ely in this al most personal relation to
you , my friends and hel pers, can I see the present grou nd on
which to lay the stone to bear the whole ambit ious edifice of
our noblest German hopes. Though it be but a provisional one,
in that it will resemble all the German's outward form for cen
turies. 'Tis the essence of the German spirit to build from
with i n : the eternal God lives in him, of a truth, before he
bu ilds a temple to His glory . And that temple will proclaim the
in ner spirit to the outer eye i n measure as that spiri t has
matured i ts amplest i ndividual i ty. So I shall call this stone the
talisman whose power shall u nseal to you the hidden secrets
of that spiri t . Let it now but bear the scaffol ding whose help
we need for that ill usion which shall clear for you l i fe's truest
mirror, and already it is firmly, truly l aid to bear the prouder
edifice whene'er the German fol k desires, in its own honor, to
enter its possession with you . So be it consecrated by you r
love, your ben isons, the gratitude I bear you , all of you , who
have sped, enheartened, given t o and helped me !-Be it con
secrated by the spirit that i nspired you to hear my call ; that
filled you with the c ourage, taunts unheeding, to trust me
wholly; that found in me a voice to call you, because it dared
to hope to recognize i tsel f within your hearts : the German
Spiri t , that shouts to you across the centuries its ever you ng
Good morrow . "
I scarcely need rel ate t h e course of t h a t fair feast whose
tenor I believe the speech above sufficiently expresses. With it
w as begun a deed t hat can endure t he scoffs and calumnies o f
al l to whom its u nderlying thought m u s t forever stay incom
prehensible, as is only to be expected of those who hang about
life's m arketpl ace to glean the fodder for an ephemeral art or
literary exi stence . However hard our u ndertaking prove, my
friends and I will therein merely recognize the sel fsame hard
ships that h ave weighed for years, for centuries, upon all
heal thy evol ution of a culture t ruly native to the German.
Whoever has followed with sympathy my demonstrations of
those h ardships, as viewed from my particular standpoi nt, will
not require me to explain them once again. My hopes in this
regard , however, I here will finally denote by one sole name,
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that "Bayreuth" which has already become a byword for
something unknown or misinterpreted , by the one side, and
awaited with fond expectance by the other.
For what our n ot always very brilliant wags had formerly
made merry over with the senseless term a Zukunftsmusik
( music of the future ) has now exchanged its cloudy shape for
the sol id masonry of "Bayreuth . " The cloud has found a rest
i ng place, whereon to take materi al form . The "theatre of the
future" is no longer the "preposterous idea" I tried to force on
our standing court and city theatres for sake, we shall say, of
becoming general music director or even general i ntendant ; *
but ( perhaps because I n owhere saw a chance o f getting ap
pointed? ) I now appear to wish to graft my notion on a defi
nite locale, which therefore must be reckoned with. This is the
little, out-of-the-way, forgotten Bayreuth . It thus must be al�
lowed , in any case, that I had no desire to frame my under
taking with the glitter of a crowded capital-wh ich would not
have come so hard to me as some profess to fancy.t But
whether those wits direct their jests at the place's small ness or
the extravagance of the idea it stands for, they cannot do away
with its localization of what was but a thought before, and I
accept the sneer with greater satisfaction than was possible to
me with that idiotic Zukunftsmusik . If my friends were able
to adopt the latter designation of their tendences with the
same pride as the valiant Netherlanders once wore their nick
name "Gueux" [ beggars ] , I willingly adopt "Bayreuth" as a
title of good omen, a collective term for al l the life that gathers
now from widest circles round the real izing of the artwork I
had planned.
Who, buffeted from pl ace to pl ace, attains the spot he
chooses for his final rest, examines all its signs for happy
augury. If my Hans Sachs in Die Meistersinger lauds Nurem
berg as lying in the heart of Germany, with stil l more right I
now could claim that kindly lot for Bayreuth . Hi ther once
stretched the vast Hercynian wild, in which the Romans ne'er
set foot ; to this day its memory lingers with us i n the appella
tion Frankenwald, that wood whose gradual uprooting we
may trace i n countless names of places showing "Rod" or
"Reut."

* As the music h istorian i n B rockhaus' Konversationslexikon
has recently insinuated.-R. WAGNER.
t In his R ichard Wagner M r. H. S. Chamberlain tells us that a
society in Berlin offered the master "a mill ion" ( $243 , 500 ) in
1 87 3 , if he wou ld transfer his project to that city, and that a
similar offer reached him from Chicago.-TR.
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O f the n ame " Bayreuth" itself there are two different ex
planations. Here the Bavarians ( Bayern ) are said to have
cleared the forest and made a h abitation, their Herzogs
( dukes ) having once upon a time received the l and from the
King of the Franks : this theory flatters a certain sense of his
torical j ustice, restoring the land, after many a change of rul
ers, to those to whom it owed a portion of its earliest culture.
Another, a more skeptical expl anation declares that we here
have simply the name of an ancient castle, situated "near the
clearing" ( beim Reuth ) . In either case we keep the "Reuth, "
t h e place recl aimed from waste a n d made productive ; remind
ing us of the "Riitli" of old Switzerland * -to gain an ever
fairer, nobler meaning from the name.
The land became the Franconian Mark [ borderland ] of the
German Reich against the fanatical Czechs, whose more
peaceable Slavonic brethren h ad already settled in it and so
enhanced its culture that many local names still bear alike the
Slavic and the German stamp ; here fi rst were Slavs trans
formed to Germans, without a sacrifice of idiosyncrasy, and
amicably shared the fortu nes of a common country. Good wit
ness of the German spirit's qualities ! A fter a long dominion
over this mark the burgraves of Nuremberg took their road to
the Mark of Brandenburg, to found in time the royal throne
of Prussia, and finally the German Empire . Though the Ro
mans had never pushed so far, yet B ayreuth was not left with
out Romanic culture . I n the Church it stoutly threw aside the
yoke of Rome ; but the old city, burned so oft to ashes, as
sumed the garment of French taste at bidding of parade-struck
princes : an Italian built its great opera house , one of the most
fantastic monuments of the rococo style. Here flourished bal
let, opera, and comedy. Yet the burgomaster of B ayreuth "af
fected"-as the high dame herself expressed it-to address his
welcome to the sister of Frederick the G reat in honest
German.
From these few traits who might not paint a picture of the
German character and history, a picture which enlarged would
mirror back the German real m itsel f? A rugged soil, tilled by
the most diverse of tribal settlers, with l ocal names often
scarce intelligible, and distinctly recognizable through noth
ing, at the l ast, but its victorious l oyalty to the German l an
guage . The Roman Church imposed on it her Latin, Gallic
*

Where Tel l a n d his compan ioils m e t t o feund Swiss freedom .

-TR.

BAYREUTH

363

culture her French ; the schol ar and the gentleman used none
but foreign li ngo, yet that bumpkin of a burgomaster still
"affected" to speak his Deu tsch . And Deutsch it after all re
mained. Eh ! and looking closer at that scene between the Bay
reuth burgomaster and the Prussian princess, we see that not
only was German spoken here, but one even affected a "puri
fied" Germa n ; which must have much annoyed the lofty dame,
as i n her meeting with the Empress of Austria the two ladies
had been unable to understand one another in German,
through the opposi ng rankness of the only patois known to
each. Thus we here find German culture too : plainly the edu
cated burgesses of Bayreuth took an act ive interest in the re
awakening of German literature, enabling them to follow the
unparalleled upsoari ng of the German spirit, the feats of
Winckelmann, Lessi ng, Goethe, and finally Schiller; so that at
last the town itself produced a far-famed contribution to the
culture of that spirit, i n the works of its native Friedrich
Richter-self-styled "Jean Paul" i n mirthful i rony-whilst the
folly of h igh quarters, disowning home for foreign dictates
and French i nfluences, fell victim to a ghastly impotence.
To whom must not the strangest thoughts h ave flocked,
when he took his seat on that 22nd of M ay, 1 8 72, in the sel f
same place once filled by the margrave's court and guests,
great Ftederick hi msel f at their head ; from the sel fsame stage
that once h ad offered these a ballet, an Italian opera, or
French comedy, to hear the forces of that marvelous Ninth
Sy m phony unchained by German orchestra players gathered to
the feast from every district of the Fatherland? When at last
from those tribunes where gold-laced tru mpeters h ad blown the
banal fanfare, for reception of their mightinesses by a fawning
household, i mp assioned German si ngers cried to the assembly
now, "Embrace, ye mi llions ! "-before whom did there not
float a living vision of the sounding triumph of the German
spirit?
This meani ng was it granted me to attach to our i naugural
feast without dissent ; and to all who kept it with us the name
Bayreuth has come to mean a precious memory, a stirri ng
thought, a pregnant motto.
I n sooth i t needed such a motto, to hold out i n daily war
against the u ndermi ning of the German nation by a deeply
alien spi rit .
The question "What i s German?" h as long a n d earnestly
engaged me. Forever it would shape i tself anew : did I deem it
answerable for certain i n the one form, straightway it stood
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before me i n another, till I often gave it up i n utter doubt . A
patriot drive n to undisguised despair, the wonderful Arnold
Ruge, at last pronounced the German "despicable ." Who once
has heard that awful word cannot prevent it coming back to
him in moments of revulsion, and it perh aps may then be
likened to those potent drugs which doctors use to fight a
deadly m al ady : for it speed ily brings home to us that we our
selves are "the German," the German who recoils in horror
from his own degenerate image ; he perceives th at only to him
self is this degeneration visible as such-and what else could
h ave made that knowledge possible, save the indomitable con
sciousness of his own true nature? No trick can now deceive
h i m any more ; no l onger can he dupe h imself with pleasant
words, cajole hi msel f with semblances; over him they have
lost al l power. In no accepted phase of life, no current form,
can he recognize Germanism, but where i t often positively
sins against that form. Even his l anguage, that one hallowed
birthright of his race, laboriously preserved and h anded new
to him by greatest spiri ts, he sees i nsensately abandoned to the
openest abuse ; he sees how almost every preparation is on foot
to verify the boast ful sayi ng of the President of the North
American States, that soon but one tongue will be spoken over
all the earth-which, taken literally, can mean only a univer
sal jargon blended of all i ngredients, whereto the modern
German may at any rate flatter hi msel f on having already
furnished a right handsome contribution .
Whoso h ad shared with me these painful thoughts must
alike h ave felt the power of the promise, "Embrace, ye mil
lions ! " upon that day in the strange rococo opera-house at
B ayreuth , and perchance divined that the saying of General
Grant might fulfill itsel f in another way than loomed before
the esteemed American.
I t surely also dawned on everyone that the redeeming Get
man word , in the sense of the great master of tones, required
another dwelling place than that Franco-Italian opera house,
to become a concrete plastic deed. And hence we laid upon
that day the foundation of a building with whose peculiarities
I now shall try to familiarize the reader, foreshadowing by
their very ch aracter the example of what I long have yearned
for as a meet and fitting h abitation for the German spirit.
To explain the plan of the festival theatre now i n course of
erection at B ayreuth I believe I cannot do better than to begin
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with the need I felt the first, that of rendering i nvisible the
mech anical source of its music, to wit the orchestra ; for this
one requirement led step by step to a total transformation of
the auditorium of our neo-European theatre .
The reader of my previous essays already knows my views
about the concealment of the orchestra, and, even should he
not have felt as much before, I hope that a subsequent visit to
the opera will h ave convinced him of my rightness in con
demning the constant visibility of the mech anism for tone pro
duction as an aggressive nuisance. In my article on Beethoven
I explained how fine performances of ideal works of music
may make this evil i mperceptible at l ast, through our eyesight
being neutralized, as it were, by the rapt subversion of the
whole sensorium. With a dramatic representation, on the con
trary, it is a matter of focusing the eye itsel f upon a picture ;
and that can be done only by leading it away from any sight
of bodies lying i n between, such as the technical apparatus for
projecting the picture.
Without being actually covered i n, the orchestra was there
fore to be sunk so deep that the spectator would look right
over it, immediately upon the stage ; this at once suppl ied the
principle that the seats for the audience must be ranged in
gradually ascending rows, their ultimate height to be governed
solely by the possibil ity of a distinct view of the scenic picture.
Ou r whole system of tiers o f boxes w a s accordingly excluded;
beginning at the wal ls beside the st age itsel f, their very height
would have made it i mpossi ble to prevent their occupants
looking straight down i nto the orchestra. Thus the arrange
ment of our rows of seats acquired the ch aracter obtaining in
t h e antique amphitheatre : yet th e latter's actual form, with
arms stretc�ed out on either side beyond the ful l half-circle,
could not be seriously though t of; for the object to be plainly
set i n sight was no longer the chorus in the orchestra , sur
rounded for the greater part by that elli pse, but the "scene"
itself; and that "scene," displayed to the G reek spectator i n the
merest low rel ief, was to be used by us in all its depth .
Hence we were strictly bound by the laws of perspective,
according to which the rows of seats might w iden as they
mounted higher, but must always keep their front toward the
stage . From the l atter forward the proscenium, the actual
framing of the scenic picture, thus necessarily became the
starting poi nt of all further arrangements. My demand that the
orchestra should be made i nvisible had at once inspired the

366

WAGNER ON M USIC A N D DRAMA

genius of the famous arch itect * whom I was first privi leged to
consult in the matter with a scheme for the empty space be
tween the proscenium and the front row of seats : this space
which we cal led the "mystic gulf," because it had to part
reality from ideal ity-the master framed in a second, a wider
proscenium, from whose relation to the narrower proscenium
proper he anticipated the singular illusion of an apparent
throwing back of the scene itsel f, maki ng the spectator im
agi ne it quite far away, though he still behol ds i t in all the
clearness of its actual proximity ; while this i n turn gives rise
to the ill usion that the persons figuring u pon the stage are of
larger, superhuman stature .
The success of this arrangement would alone suffice to give
an idea of the spec tator's completely changed relation to the
scenic picture. His seat once taken, he finds hi msel f i n an
actual "theatron ," that is, a room made ready for no purpose
other than his looking i n , and that for looking straight in front
of him. Between h i m and the picture to be looked at there is
nothing plainly visible, merely a float ing at mosphere of dis
tance, resulting from the arch itectural adjustment of the two
prosceni a ; whereby the scene is re moved as it were to the un
approachable world of dreams, while the spectral music sound
ing from the "myst ic gulf," l ike vapors rising from t he holy
womb of Gaia beneath the Pyth ia's tripod, inspires him with
that clairvoyance in which the scenic picture melts i nto the
truest effigy of l i fe itsel f.t
* Gottfried Semper.-TR.
t As to the scandalous thrusting forward of this p icture , so that
the spectator can almost touch it, I recently expressed m yself in
my G lance at the G erman Operatic Stage of Today ; I have only
to add that, to my sincere re l ief, I found that this evil had alre ady
been fel t by a builde r of theatres-though, to m y knowledge, by
this one alone-namely, the architect of the p layhouse at M ann
heim. So far as possible in the present theatre, he had isolated
the scenic picture by abolishing the p roscenium boxes and leaving
in fact an empty recess at either side, behind a second p roscenium.
But unfortunately the or-chestra occupying this space was u ncon
cealed, and the towerin g boxes still jutted hard on the prosceni u m ;
whereby t h e good effect w a s l ost, nothing remaining b u t t h e e x 
cellence o f t h e builder's idea. Governed by an equal ly proper
feel ing, the artistic intendant of the Dessau court theatre kept the
proscenium mostly in half-light, to throw the picture back as by
a rim of shadow ; which h ad the additional advantage that, finding
themselves but poorly l ighted in the extreme foreground, the
performers preferred to stay in the vivid re lief of the middle
d i stance.-R . WAG N E R .
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A difficulty arose i n respect of the side walls of the audi
tori um : u nbroken by any tiers of boxes, they presented a flat
expanse , to be brough t i nto no plausible agreement with the
rows of seats. The famous architect at first e ntrusted with the
t ask of building the theatre in monumental fash ion h ad all the
resources of his art to draw upon , and made so admirable a
use of the noblest renaissance ornament that the bare surface
was transformed i nto a perpetual feast for the eye. For our
provisional theatre at Bayreuth we h ad to renounce all idea of
a like adorn ment, which h as no meaning u nless the material
itself be precious, and were once more faced with the question
how to treat these walls that stood at variance with the actual
space for holding the audience .
A gl ance at the first of the plans . . . shows an oblong nar
rowing toward the stage, as the space to be employed for the
spectators, bounded by two unsightly wedges that widen as
they approach the proscenium. While the side walls flanking
these wedges were obliged to be rectangular because of the
structural requirements of the building , and although the space
thus left on either hand coul d conveniently be util ized for
stairways giving access to the seats, the visual effect of the
whole would have been ruined by those two empty corners.
Now, to mask the blanks immediately in front of our double
proscenium, the ingenuity of my present adviser had al ready
hit on the plan of throw i ng out a third and still broader
proscenium.
Seized with the excellence of this though t, we soon went
further in the same direction , and fou nd that, to do full j ustice
to the idea of an auditorium n arrowing i n true perspective to
ward the stage, we must extend the process to the whole in
terior, adding proscenium after proscenium until they reached
their climax in the crowning gallery, and thus enclosi ng the
entire audience in the vista, no matter where it took its place .
For this we devised a system of columns, answering to the first
proscenium and broadening with the blocks of seats they
bounded ; at once they cheated us of the square walls beh ind
them, and admirably hid the i ntervening doors and steps. With
that we had settled all our internal arrangements . . . .
As we were building a merel y provisional theatre, and
therefore had only to keep in view its inner fitness for its end,
we might congratulate ourselves on being rel ieved, for the
present, of the task of furnish ing our edi fice with a beautiful
exterior in arch itectural h armony with the i nner idea. Had we
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even been supplied with nobler material than our estimates
allowed of, we should have shrunk in terror from the task of
erecting a monumental pile, and been obliged to look around
us for assistance such as we could scarcely anywhere h ave
found j ust now . For here p resented itself the newest, the most
individual problem, and, since it could never yet have been
attempted, the most difficult for the arch itect of the present
( or the future?) day.
Our very poverty of means, however, compelled us to think
of nothing but the sheer objective fitness of our build.ng, the
absolutely essential for our aim : and aim and object here re
sided in the i nner rel ation of the auditorium to a stage of the
l argest dimensions necessary for mounting perfect scenery .
Such a stage requires to be of three times the height it pre
sents to the spectator, since its scenery must be able to be
rai sed alike and lowered in its full extent. Thu s from floor to
roof the stage needs twice the height required by the audi
torium. If one consults this utilitarian need alone, the outcome
is a conglomerate of two buildings of totally different form
and size . To mask the disproportion of these two buildings as
much as possible, most architects of our newer theatres h ave
considerably i ncreased the height of the auditorium, and above
that, again, h ave added rooms for scenepainting and sundry
managerial purposes-though such rooms h ave generally been
fou nd so i nconvenient that they are very seldom u sed. More
over, one could always fall back on the expedient of adding
another tier or two of boxes, even allowing the topmost gallery
to lose i tself high up above the opening for the stage, since it
was meant only for the poorer classes, upon whom one
thought nothing of inflicting the inconvenience of a bird's-eye
view of the goings-on below them in the parterre . But these
tiers are banished from our theatre, nor can an architectural
need dictate that we should lift our gaze on high , above blank
walls, as in the Christian dome.
Now, by treating in the very baldest way our task of erect
ing an outwardly artless and simply provisional theatre, to be
pl aced on a high and open site, I believe we have at l ike time
reduced the problem itself to its plainest terms. It now l ies
naked and distinct before us, the tangible diagram, so to speak,
of what a theatric structure should outwardly express if it have
no common , but an altogether ideal purpose to reveal . The
main body of this structure thus represents the i nfinitely com
plex apparatus for scenic performances of the greatest possible
perfection of tech nique : its annex, on the other hand, consists
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of little more than a covered forecourt, i n which to accommo
date those persons for whom the performance is to become a
visual play.
There i t may stand, on the fair hill by B ayreuth .

2.

"Parsifal at Bayreuth , " final festival in 1 882 :
acting technique, scenery , rehearsals

As our dedication feasts of nowadays retain their popularity
chiefly through the attendant so-ca1led "church wake," I be
lieved that my only course, in setting the symbolic l ove feast
of my G rail Knights before a modern opera public, would be
to think of the Buh nenfestspielhaus as this time hallowed for
the picturing of so subli me a rite . . . . Whoever had the mind
and eye to seize the ch aracter of all that passed within the
wa11s of that house during those two months, both the produc
tive and the receptive, could not describe it otherwise than as
governed by a consecration that shed itself on everything with
out the smallest prompting. Experienced managers asked me
after the authority presiding over this so amazingly accurate
execution of every scenic, musical, and dramatic detail upon,
above, below, behind, and before the stage ; I cheerfully repl ied
that it was Anarchy, for all did what they would, to wit, the
right.
And so it was : each u nderstood the whole, and the object
aimed at by the whole. No one thought too much expected of
him, no one too little offered him. Success was to each of
greater moment than applause, to receive which from the audi
ence in the wonted evil manner was deemed obnoxious ; whilst
the l asting i nterest of our visitors rejoiced us as a testimony to
the correctness of our estimate of our own efforts. Fatigue we
knew not ; though the influence of well-nigh continuously dull
and rainy weather was most depressing, everyone decl ared
himself relieved at once when he set to work in the theatre . I f
t h e author o f a l l the labors transferred t o his artistic friends
and comrades was often haunted by the presage of a scarcely
avoidable lassitude, each nightmare was swiftly dispelled by a
hearty assurance of the h ighest spirits from all concerned.
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Disputes about rank were i mpossible where six singers of
so-cal led "first roles" Had u ndertaken the u n n amed leadership
of Kli ngsor's flower maidens, while their fol lowers were
played with the greatest alacrity by representatives of every
branch . Had there really been need of an example for the
actors of the principal parts-it could have been given them
by the artistic u nanimity of those magic flower maidens. They
were foremost in fulfilling one of the weightiest requirements,
which I had to make the pivot of a proper renderi ng : that
passionate accent which modern stage si ngers have acquired
from the operatic music of our day, breaking every melodic
line withou t disti nction , was to be interdicted here . I was
u nderstood at once by our fair friends, and soon their coaxing
strains took on an air of ch ildlike na"ivete that, touching
through a match less i ntonation, was utterly opposed to that
idea of sensual seduction which certai n people had presup
posed as the composer's aim. I do not believe that so magical
a maiden grace has ever been displ ayed by song and gesture,
as our lady artists gave us in this scene of Parsifal.
To turn this magic to a consecration imbuing the whole
stage festival soon became the earnest care of al l engaged in
the rehearsals and performances ; and what u nwonted de
mands were thus made upon style will be evident if we reflect
that the strongly passionate, the fierce , nay, savage, had to be
expressed according to its natural character in single portions
of the drama. The difficulty of the task thereby imposed on
the leading actors was ever more apparent to us. Before all
else we had to adhere to the greatest dist i nctness, especially of
speech : a passionate phrase must h ave a confusi ng, and may
have a forbidding, effect i f its logical tenor remains u nseized;
but to seize i t without effort we must be enabled to u nderstand
pl ai nly the smallest l i nk i n the chain of words at once : an
elided prefix, a swallowed suffix, or a slurred connecting syl
lable destroys that due i ntell igibleness forthwit h . And this self
same negl igence directly extends to the melody, reducing i t
th rough disappearance of t h e musical particles t o a mere trail
of isolated accents, which , the more passionate the phrase, at
last become sheer i nterjections ; the weird, nay, the ridiculous
effect whereof we feel at once when they strike on our ear
from some distance, without a vestige left of the connecting
l i nks.
I f in ou r study of the Nibel ungen pieces six years back the
si ngers already were urged to give precedence to the "li ttle"
notes, before the "big," it was sol ely for sake of that distinct -
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ness; without which both drama and music, speech and mel
ody, remain equally u n-u nderstandable, and are sacrificed to
that trivial operatic effect whose employment on my own dra
matic melody has c alled forth such confusion i n our musical
so-cal led "public opin ion" that noth ing but this i ndispensable
distinctness can clear it up. But that involves complete aban
donment of the false pathos fostered by the mode of renderi ng
condemned.
Violent outbursts of poign ant passion, the natural vents of
a deeply t ragical subject, can produce their harrowing effect
only when the standard of emotional expression which they
exceed is observed in general . Now we deemed this modera
tion best ensured by a wise economy i n the use of breath and
plastic movemen t . In our practices we became aware of the
clumsy waste of breath , in the first place , commi tted . i n most
of our opera singi ng; for we soon discovered what a single
well-placed breath could do toward giving a whole sequence
of tones its proper se nse, both melodic and logical . Simply by
a wise restrain t and distribution of force we-naturally
fou nd i t so much easier to render j ustice to what I h ave termed
the "little" notes, which, lying lower for the most part, yet
form important links in speech and melody; and just because
the advan tage of rounding off the entire ph rase in one respira
tion forbade us to squander too much breath on the higher
notes, which stand forth of themselves. So we were able to
keep long l ines of melody unbroken, h owever great the play of
color i n their feel i ng accents--eloquent instances whereof I
may recall to our hearers with Ku ndry's lengthy narration of
Herzeleide's fate, i n the second act, and Gurnemanz' descrip
tion of Good Friday's magic i n the third.
I n close con nection with the advantage of a wise economy
in the expenditure of breath , for the effectual u nderstanding of
the dramatic melody , we recognized the need of en nobling the
plastic movements by a most conscientious moderation . Those
screams, which are al most the only thing heard of the tune i n
our common operatic style, have always been accompanied by
violent movements of the arms, employed at l ast so uniformly
that they h ave lost all meaning and can but give the i n nocent
spectator the absurd impression of a marionette. By all means,
the conventional deportment of our well-bred cl asses would be
out of place in a dramatic portrayal, especially when it is
raised by music to the sphere of ideal pathos : here we no
longer want etiquet te, but the n atural grace of subl imity. With
the great distance often u navoidable in our theatres, the mod-
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ern actor is precluded from depending on a mere play of fea
'
tures for his desired effect, and the m ask of paint with which
he combats the bleaching glare of the footlights allows him
li ttle but an indication of the general character, not of the
hidden movements of the inner soul . In musical drama, how
ever, the all-explaining eloquence of the h armonic tone-play
affords an i ncomparably surer and more convincing means of
effect than possibly can stand at service of the mere mimic;
and dramatic melody intelligibly delivered, as set forth above,
makes a nobler and more distinct impression than the most
studied discourse of the best-skilled physiognomist, when it is
least impeded by those artifices which alone can help the
l atter.
On the other h and the singer seems more directed than the
mime to plastic movements of the body itself, and particularly
of those vehicles of feeling, the arms ; yet in the use of these
we had to abide by the sel fsame l aw that kept the stronger
accents of the melody in u nion with its particles. Whereas in
operatic pathos we h ad accustomed ourselves to throwing
wide our arms as if calling for help, we found th at a half
uplifting of one arm, n ay, a ch aracteristic movement of the
hand, the head, was quite enough to emphasize a somewhat
heightened feeling, since a powerful gesture can h ave a truly
staggering effect only when emotion bursts at l ast its barriers
like a force of nature too long held back .
The singer's law for sh ifting place is commonly an incon
siderate routine, as his most strenuous attention is claimed by
the frequently serious difficulties of his purely musical task ;
but we soon discovered h ow much was accomplished toward
raising our dramatic performance above the operatic level by
a careful ordering of his paces and his standing stil l . As the
main affair of older opera was the monologic aria, which the
singer was almost compel led to fire into the face of the audi
ence, so to say, the notion arose that even i n duets, trios, nay,
whole general musters, the so-called ensembles, everyone must
disch arge his part i nto the auditorium from a similar position .
As walking was thus altogether precluded, the arms were set
in that almost continuous motion of whose impropriety, nay,
absurdity, we had already grown aware.
Now, i f in genuine musical drama the dialogue, w i th al l its
amplifications, becomes the unique basis of dramatic li fe ; and
therefore if the singer no longer h as aught to address to the
audience, but all to his interlocutor-we could but see that the
usual alignment of a pair of duetists robbed their impassioned

BAYREUTH

373

t a l k of a l l dramatic truth : for they ei ther h a d to t e l l t h e audi
ence at large what was meant for one another, or to show it
nothing but their profile, with the resulting i ndistinctness both
of speech and acting. To vary the monotony, one generally
had made the two singers cross each other and change places,
during an orchestral interl ude . But the alertness of the dia
logue i tsel f supplied us with the aptest change of posture ; for
we had fou nd that the sharper accents at close of a ph rase or
speech occasioned a movement of the si nger, which had only
to take him about one step forward and he was pl aced with his
back half turned to the audience but his face shown full to his
partner, as if in expectation of an answer; whi lst the other
need merely take about one step back, to begin his reply, and
he was i n the position to address his col league-who now
stood di agonally in front of him-without being turned from
the audience .
By this and similar devices we were able to save the stage
picture from ever standing stock-still, and to win from all the
changeful motives, offered alike by solemn earnest ness and
graceful mirth , that animation which alone can give a drama
its due import of an action t rue to l i fe.
Yet, for all our technical provi sions and agreements, and all
the special talent of the artists, which alone could give them
real effect, such fai r success could never have been compassed
if the musical and scenic elements had not contributed their
own full share from every side. As regards the scenery i n its
widest sense, the first thing to claim our sol icitude was a fitness
in the costumes and decorations. Here much had to be in
vented, needless as i t might seem to those accustomed to cater
ing for the love of pomp and entertainment by a skillful com
bination of all the tried effects of opera. As soon as it came to
the question of a costume for Kli ngsor's magic flower maidens,
we found noth ing but models from bal let or masquerade : the
now so favorite court carn ivals, i n particular, had betrayed
our most talented artists into a certain conventional l avish ness
of ornament that proved quite futile for our object, which was
to be attained only on li nes of ideal naturalness. These cos
tumes must completely harmonize with Kli ngsor's magic gar
den itsel f, and we had to be quite sure that, after many
attempts, we had found the righ t motive for this floral majesty,
unknown to physical experience, before we could introduce
i nto it living female forms that seemed to spring quite natu
rally from out its wizard wealth . Then with two of those giant
flower bells that decked the garden in their rich profusion we
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had the costume for our magic maide n ; to give the last touch
to her attire, she had only to snatch up one of the glowing
flower cups all strewn arou nd, to tilt i t childlike on her head
and, forgett ing each convention of the opera ballet, we might
take the thing as done.
Though our utmost dil igence was spent on giving the height
of solemn dignity to the ideal temple of the Grail, whose
model could be taken only from the noblest monuments of
Christian arch itecture, yet the splendor of this sanctuary of a
divi nest hal idom was by no means to be extended to the cos
tume of its knights themselves : a noble Templar-like simplicity
arrayed their figures with a picturesque severity, yet human
grace . The significance of the kingsh ip of this brotherhood we
sought in the original meaning of the word "king" itsel f, as
head of the race, a race here chosen to protect the Grail :
noth ing was to distinguish him from the other knights, save
the mystic import of the lofty office reserved for him alone,
and his sufferings understood by none .
For the funeral of the first king, Titurel , a pompous cata
falque had been suggested, with black vel vet drapery sus
pended from on high, whilst the corpse itself was to be l aid
out in costly robes of state with crown and scepter, somewhat
as the King of Thule had often been depicted to us at his fare
well drink. We resigned this grandiose effect to a future opera,
and abode by our undeviating principle of reverent si mpl icity.
Only on one point had we to m ake a tiresome compromise,
on this occasion. By a still inexplicable misreckon ing, the
highly gifted man to whom I owe the whole stage mounting of
the Parsifal, as formerly of the Nibelungen pieces-and who
was torn from us by sudden death before the ful l completion
of his work *-had calcul ated the speed of the so-called Wan
deldekoration ( moving scenery ) in the first and third acts at
more than twice as fast as was dictated i n the interest of the
dramatic action . In this interest I had never meant the passing
of a changing scene to act as a decorative effect, however
artistically carried out; but, at hand of the accompanying
music, we were to be led quite imperceptibly, as if i n a dream,
along the "pathless" adits to the Gralsburg ; whose legendary
inaccessibility to the non-elect was thus, withal , to be brought
within the bounds of dramatic portrayal . When we discovered
the mistake, it was too l ate so to alter the u nusually compl i
cated mechanism as to reduce the scenes to h al f their length ;
*

Karl B randt.-TR.
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for this time I had to decide not only o n repeating the orches
tral i nterlude [ Act I ] in full, but also upon introducing tedious
retardations in its tempo : the painful effect was felt by us all,
yet the mounting itself was so admirably executed that the
entranced spectator was compelled to shut one eye to criti
cism.
For the third act, however-though the moving scene h ad
been carried out by the artists i n an almost more delightful,
and quite a different manner from the first-we all agreed that
the danger of an ill effect must be obviated by complete omis
sion ; and thus we h ad a fi ne occasion to marvel at that spirit
which possessed all sharers in our artwork : the amiable and
talented artists who had pai nted these sets which woul d h ave
formed the principal attraction in any other stage perform
ance-themselves consented, without the faintest u mbrage, to
this second so-called moving scenery being entirely discarded
this time, and the stage concealed for a while by the curtain .
Moreover they gladly undertook t o reduce the first moving
scenery by one-half for the performances of next year, and to
alter the second so that we should neither be fatigued and dis
tracted by a lengthy change, nor need to h ave the scene cut
short by closure of the curtain.
To have had my hints and wishes so inti mately understoorl
in this l ast department, which I might call that of "scenic
dramaturgy," was the great good fortune of my association
with the ·excellent son of that lamented friend to whom almost
exclusively I owe the construction of our festival house and its
stage apparatus. This you ng man evinced so plain a conscious
ness of the ideal aim in all the technical knowledge and prac
tical skill acquired through his father's vast experience, th at I
wish only that I could find his like i n the stricter sphere of
musical dramaturgy, on whom to devolve one day my burden
some and l onely office.
On this latter field, alas ! all i s still so new, and hidden by the
dust of bad routine, that experiences such as those we l ately
reaped in common through our study of Parsifal can be com
pared only with a breath of fresh air to the choking, or a fl ash
of light in darkness. Here i ndeed no experience could help us
as yet to a swift understandi ng, but i nspiration-that Weih e !
--<:reatively supplied t h e place of years of conscious practice
of the right. This. w as shown by the progress of the repetitions ;
their excellence did not succumb to any chilling of the first
day's warmth , as usual at our theatres, but markedly increased.
As with the scenic-musical work on the stage, this might have
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been especially observed in the so decisive purely musical
work of the orchestra. I f I there was helped to fair success by
i ntell igent and devoted friends who sel f-sacrifici ngly took du
ties given to none but inferiors elsewhere , we here were taught
how much the German orchestra player's sense of beauty and
fine feeling is susceptible of, when he knows himself released
for a time from incompatible demands upon his faculties, to
give his whole mind to the solving of h igher tasks, im posed
elsewhere in haste . Brought i nto thorough concord with the
singers by the proved acoustics of its i nstallation, our orches
tra attained a beauty and spiritual i ty of expression already
sad ly missed by every hearer who returns to the gorgeous
opera houses of our great cities and has to suffer from their
primitive arrangements for the band .
Thus even the i nfluence of our surrounding optic and acous
tic atmosphere bore our sou ls away from the wonted world:
an d t h e consciousness of thi s w as evident in o u r dread at the
though t of going back i nto that worl d. Yes, Parsifal itself had
owed its origin and evolution to escape therefrom ! Who can
look , his l i fetime long, with open eyes and unpent heart upon
this world of robbery and murder, organized and legalized by
lying, deceit, and hypocrisy, without being forced to flee from
it at times in shuddering disgust? Whither turns his gaze? Too
often to the pit of death . But him whose calling and his fate
h ave fenced from that, to him the truest li keness of the world
itself may well appear the herald of redemption sent us by its
inmost soul. To be able to forget the actual world of fraud i n
this true-dream i mage w i l l seem t o him t h e guerdon of the
sorrowful sincerity with which he recognized its wretchedness.
Was he to help himself with lies and cheating, i n the evalua
tion of that picture? [ To the artists] You all , my friends,
found that impossible ; and it was the very truth ful ness of the
exemplar which he offered you to work upon, that gave you
too the blessed sense of world escape ; for you could but seek
your own contentment in that h igher truth alone. And that
you found it was proved me by the hallowed grief of our
farewell, when after all those noble d ays the parti ng came . To
us all it gave the surety of another joyful meeting.
My salutations now for that !

3.

The Staging o f Tristan and Isolde by A ppia

IF we stop to analyze the heightened state of our nervous
sensibi l ities during a performance of Tristan and Isolde, we
realize that this is further intensified by one peculiar circum·
stance : nothing in any stage setting is capable of complement
i ng the i mmense emotional tension produced by the dramatic
action of the opera and no effort of imagi nation on our part is
capable of counteracting the inadequacy of any performance
that we are likely to witness. This is confirmed by the fact that
if we close our eyes the stage setting can be dispensed with ;
only the actor-singers induce us to open our eyes again . If on
the other hand we study the score i n order to find a clue to
the manner in which the opera should be staged, we find none
of any special importance other than what Wagner has indi
cated i n his brief stage directions. Of course, the site and
epoch of the play can suggest a thousand things to us. The
memory of certain parts of the score, such as many of the
string passages, suggest a form of scenic investiture that might
equal i n i ntensity the drama's musical expressiveness. But if
we plan this and that, we find i n the end that we have not
come any nearer the essential drama of the opera and that
despite our best efforts its dramatic line, which should deter
mine the form of the stage setting, remains persistently and
entirely alien to i t.
This occurs because th e two are fundamentally i rrecon·
cil able : the action involved is entirely an i n ner, a purely spir
itual one . Tristan and Isolde are in conflict with the external
world and elect to die. The attempt is aborted and they are
thrown back i nto a life where they no longer belong. There is
no need for the scenic designer to visualize this outer life,
these purely external surroundings, for two reasons : firstly,
because Wagner as a playwright is not interested i n them, and
his concentration on the inner, or spiritual, drama of the play
would i n any c ase have prevented him from doing so. What is
dramatized at the outset is a conflict i n the souls of Tristan
and Isolde. Later on, in the dramatic action of the play there
is no longer any conflict with the external world i n which they
find themselves. This will have become a vain phantom when
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they call upon death again. What possible rel at ion , we ask
ourselves, can stage setting h ave in a drama of this sort?
Nevertheless, Tristan i s a work written for the theatre, in
tended for the stage, and one that can be realized only in
performance . *
The audience sees a dramatic performance wh ich obviously
i nvolves the i nner spiritual drama described above. But
Wagner's i ndications as to how the work should be staged
are restricted to a m inimum, leaving the designer free to
exploit a ny number of possibilities. The essential action is
communicated to the spectator's ear with the convi ncing
* Translator's Note : Adolphe Appia's scenario for the staging
of Tristan and Isolde is an appendix to his volume D ie Musik und
die Jnscenierung ( M usic and Stage Setting ) , published in Munich
in 1 899. The manuscript was originally w ritten in French. The
only publisher interested being a German one, it was unfortunately
translated into a particularly c lumsy German that is a complete
compendium of all the worst fau l ts that G erman style is capable
of displaying. The problem of translation is therefore an al most
insuperable one. The meaning has often to be guessed at, whole
sentences rephrased in order to become at all inte l ligible. Any
certainty that the original meaning has been accuratel y captured is
often unattainable. However, this translation, which might more
strictly be termed a paraphrase, does convey, I think, Appia's
technical and artistic ideas with sufficient clearness to show their
epoch-making quality.
The kind of dramatic and atmospheric lighting here indicated ,
the subtle fluctuation of l ight used to e mphasize and heighten
dramatic action ( the text motivating the l i ght cues ) , has now
become a traditional technique of modem staging in almost any
serious production . B u t this kind of "light plot" was unheard of
until Appia described it at a date when the mechanical apparatus
to control stage lighting with the necessary fluency and subtlety
had not yet been perfected. Although Appia had never staged an
opera nor, I bel ieve, even a play at the time his book was written,
his visualization is so complete and specific that a director then
or today could design and direct a performance of Tristan in all
its essential details using the outlines indicated in his book. It
would undoubtedl y be a far more dramatical l y expressive per
formance than any modern opera stage has ever offered us. This
outline, as well as the entire book, is the measure of Appia's
genius as an innovator and originator of a characteristic technique
of modern prod uction.
I have discussed Appia's relation to the modern stage in my
book The Stage Is Set, specifically in Part I I I , Chapter 4,
"Aesthetic Principles, The Ideas of Adolphe Appia."
A typewritten copy of the French m anuscript of D ie Musik und
die Inscen ierung-the original manuscript is at the University of
Geneva-is available to readers in the Theatre Collection of the
New York Public L ibrary. Unfortunately, this appendix is not
incl uded.-LEE SIMONSON.
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clarity and freedom peculiar to the kind of poetic music drama
that Wagner has m ade possible. At the same time the
spectator's eye comes i n contact with a purely arbitrary
scenic scheme. Even if this seems a fortunate state of affairs
at first glance, i n practice it will be fou nd that the conse
quences are not. The bala nce of sight and sou nd, which is
the very essence of music drama, is disturbed and the drama
itself is l i able to degenerate i nto a chaos of sensory impres
sions. I t is essential for the spiritual conflict involved that
some form of representation be fou nd which allows it to be
successfully dramatized . Therefore the problem of the scene
designer is not to reconcile the inner and the outer drama
or the opera itself, but to establ ish their relation in a way
which will make their import clear. Moreover the audience
can be made directly aware of the inner or spiritual action
involved only by some form of scenic i nvestiture wh ich is
based upon the dramatic l i ne of the play.
What method of stage setting should be adhered to in a
drama where the physical setting, the outer world it embodies,
is so essentially unimportant?-Unquestionably, the utmost
simplification of all of its decorative and pictorial elements.
The i llusory nature of this phantom world wh ich surrou nds
Tristan and Isolde is precisely what must be established by
the stage setting, from the beginning of the second act on,
sustai ned of cou rse by the music itself which divests both
Tristan a nd Isolde of any contact with an actual world. The
unreal , phantom nature of the world, for such it has become
to them, in itself explai ns their need to escape i ts u nreality
i n death . I n so far as we make the spectator aware of how
unimportant the physical stage setti ng is in comparison to the
i nner spiritual action, we i nduce him v icariously to become a
part of this inner spiritual drama. The essential th ing then
becomes the purely inner, poetic, musical expressiveness of the
play, a nd the bala nce between i nner and outer drama can
be maintained by a form of stage setting which u nderlines
this relationsh ip.
Wagner i n Tristan allows us to sh are the emotional life of
his hero much more completely and more i ntensely than in
any of h is other dramas. Despite this fact we can fi nd no
visual equ ivalent for this experience as spectators. On the
one hand the members of the audience are spectators and
at the same time they remain, so to speak, blind supernumer
aries. The fundamental principle on wh ich the staging of
Tristan and Isolde should be based is th is : Th e audience must
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see the world of the protagonists as they themselves see it.
Natural ly, this cannot be taken literally. But nevertheless the
statement i ndicates clearly enough the spirit in which the
scenic designer must work if the essential spirit of this
masterpiece is to be visualized. He must aim at the utmost
simplicity and be careful to avoi d a single superfluous detail
even in the scenes that do not seem to lend themselves to
such simplification. Let us therefore begin with the second act :
When Isolde e nters she is aware of only two things :
Tristan's absence and the torch ( last glimmer of the first
act ) which motivates this absence. The warm summer night
arching over the lofty trees of the castle park i s no longer
factual reality for Isolde. These shimmering distances to her
eyes are simply the empty and terrifying space that separates
her from Tristan. At the same time, in spite of the agony of
her desire, there burns in the depth of her soul a flame which
transmutes all the powers of nature and miraculously makes
them a h armonious whole. Only the . torch remains obviously
exactly what it is-a sign, a symbol which keeps her from
the man she loves.
When she exti nguishes the torch she destroys this barrier.
She nullifies this inimical space. Time stops. In identifying
ourselves with her we marvel at the extinction of these two
inimical elements. Finally, the obliteration is complete. Time,
space, the echoes of the natural world surrounding her, the
om inous torch, everything is wiped out. Noth ing exists, for
Tristan is i n Isolde's arms.
Time, that has stopped, takes o n a fictitious continuity
for the audience as music. And space-what remains of that
for us who h ave not drunk the potion?
Like the hero and heroi ne we experience nothing more
except this ecstasy of being together. The passion that is
burni ng in their souls seems to us, as to them, much more
real than their corporeal presences. And the rhythm of the
music draws us deeper and deeper i nto the secret world i n
which their union is eternally consummated. Only one thi ng
shocks us : we can still see them. We become painfully aware
that we are forced to see these two who no longer really
exist. As the phantoms of the material world appear agai n
t o us a t the same t i m e that they become apparent once aga i n
t o the two lovers, w h e n these two, w h o have transcended the
corporeal world, once agai n come i nto contact with it, we
feel as though we had practiced a deception on them, and
were part of a conspiracy.
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How will the stage designer embody all this so that the
spectator in the . cours � of this act does not rationalize what
has happened, does not analyze it i ntellectually, but is carried
away by its inner emotional surge?
On the basis of this analysis let me indicate point by point
the following method of staging :
Picture of the stage at the rise of the curtain : A great torch
at stage center. The somewhat narrow stage space is filled
with enough light so that the actors can be distinctly seen,
without dimming the brilliance of the torch and above all
without dimm i ng the shadows which this source of light
casts. The forms which demarcate the stage setting are seen
only hazily. The quality of the l ight veils them in an at
mospheric blur. A few barely visible lines in the stage setting
indicate the forms of trees. Gradually the eye becomes accus
tomed to this : above, it becomes aware of the mass of a
building i n front of which one perceives a terrace.
During the entire first scene Isolde and Brangaene stay
on this terrace, and between them and the foreground one
senses a declivity, the forms of which one cannot identify
clearly. When Isolde extinguishes the torch the e ntire setting
is enveloped in a monotonous half-light in which the eye
loses itself without bei ng arrested by a single definite shape.
Isolde, as she fl ies toward Tristan, is e nveloped in mysterious
shadow which intensifies the impression of death that the
right half of the stage has already induced in us. During the
first ecstasy of their encounter both remain on the terrace.
At its climax ( page 1 3 6, * piano 8 0 , ff. • in orch . Mein ! ) we
perceive that they come toward us imperceptibly from the
upper terrace and by means of a barely noticeable ramp reach
a lower platform farther in the foreground . Th is platform, the
ramp leading from the terrace to it, and another incline which
leads to the forepart of the stage itself, make an uneven
terrain on which the glowing dialogue of the scene that fol
lows takes place .
Then, when their desire is sufficiently appeased, when a
single idea possesses them and when we become increasingly
aware of the death of time, only then do they reach the
foreground of the stage where (pages 1 6 1 - 1 62 ) we perceive
for the first time a bench that awaits them . The whole myster
ious half-lighted space of the stage becomes still more u ni form
* Page references throughout the text refer to the vocal-piano
score by Richard Kleinmichel published by G . Schirmer, New
York .-Eos.
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in tint. The structural forms ar e blotted out i n the shadow of
the background and even the different planes of the stage
floor are no longer visible.
Whether as a result of our visual reactions induced by the
gleam of the torch and the shadows it casts, or whether
because our eye has followed the path that Tristan and Isolde
have just traversed, however that may be, we become aware of
how tenderly they are enfolded by the world about them.
During B rangaene's song the l ight grows still dimmer. Even
the figures of the actors no longer have any clear definition.
Finally, when passion awakes once more, grows and threatens
by its overwhelming power to annihilate any scenic i nvestiture
that might be given it, at this moment ( page 1 93 , first ff. i n
the orch . ) a pale red light strikes a t stage right i n the b ack
grou nd. King Mark and his men-at-arms break in upon the
scene. Slowly, cold and colorless, the dawn begins. The eye
begins to recognize the general forms of the stage setting and
the painted flats that suggest them become clear and h ard i n
quality for t h e first time. With t h e greatest effort at self-control
Tristan comes back to contact with the world once again,
challenging Melot, who betrayed him, to a duel.
In the setti ng, now cold i n color and h ard as bone, only one
spot is veiled from the dawning day and remai ns soft and
shadowy : the bench at the foot of the terrace.
I n order to indicate this projected form of stage setting
more clearly and to amplify the accompanying sketches, I
add the following detailed description of the stage setti ng.
The terrace wh ich cuts through the stage at an angle goes
from stage left, meets the stage right flats wh ich are farther
upstage, and loses itself in the night of the b ackdrop . This
terrace should be at least two meters higher tha n the stage
floor. The left side of this terrace for about one-th ird of the
width of the stage is bou nded by a wall. This wall slopes
gradually toward the foregrou nd, and at the left forms an
angle which bounds the stage setting from there to the
proscenium. From the left third of the stage to the extreme
poi nt on stage right two ramps lead from the terrace to the
foregroun d and incorporate a fairly large platform that extends
at a slight angle toward the left side of the stage : *
The actual foreground i n consequence is very restricted as
it is bounded on one side by the corner of the terrace and its
o

* Note : Right and left throughout seem to be from the audi
ence's point of view.
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supporting wall a n d on the other does not extend beyond
the descent from the terrace which occupies more than h alf
the width of the stage. The building which flanks the terrace
spreads from the torch , which is about stage center, to stage
left where it follows the l i ne of the terrace and of the entire
setting from there to th e proscenium.
On stage right the setting remains open. One can distinguish
the silhouettes of dark trees wh ich bound it at th at point.
Their barely indicated fol iage serves to mask the sky borders.
At the foot of the terrace is a bench w ith the corner of the
wall formi ng its back. This bench at the left quarter of the
stage serves to balance the descent leading from the terrace
and seems also to overlook the open right side of the stage
setting even though th is is not actually possible. The torch is
fastened to the wall of the building between the gate and a
small flight of stairs the outline of which detaches itself from
the background. This torch must be placed quite h igh so that
for the m ajority of the audience it m a kes a brilliant contrast
not with the building but with the b ackground. The general
coloring of the stage p icture is vague. The w alls and a p art of
the stage seem to be overgrown with moss and ivy. The
various platforms must be painted so as to seem as far as
possible a u nit, and they are only noticeable as the actors
move on or across them.
The lines which i ndicate the top of the stage setting must
not be anythi ng like a symmetrical arch of branches and
leaves, but rather lean toward the left side somewhat in the
fash ion of an arbor. At the right side they must extend
upward with as much definition as possible so that th is h alf
of the stage keeps its essential ch aracteristic : the left half, a
refuge and resting place completely confined , the right side an
opening leading out i nto the unknown.
The following notes demonstrate how the actors can use the
platforms i ndicated in the stage setting.
Up to page 1 2 2 Isolde and Brangaene use only the m iddle
of right side of the terrace and do not come beyond stage
center. At her cry, "Dien Werk? 0 thoer'ige Magd," Isolde
reaches the left side of the terrace and sings ( page 1 22 )
a t the edge of the boundary wall, that is, directly above the
bench in the foreground. She returns to stage center only to
extingu ish the torch . I h ave already i ndicated that at ff. •
page 1 3 6 the two protagonists leave the terrace and im
perceptibly draw near the audience, until they reach the
platform . Page 1 4 1 with the words "Dem Tage!" Tristan is
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at the outer left end of the upper ramp i n the middle of the
stage, the same spot that later, page 1 5 8, "um einsam in oeder
Prach t," Isolde will occupy, and Melot also, during the entire
closing scene. From this position Tristan faces right. During
page 1 3 6 he gradually but not too noticeably reaches the
lower ramp, page 1 49, ascends to the platform , and, page
1 50, to the upper ramp leading to the terrace while Isolde,
same page, "0 eitler Tagesknech t," stands opposite him on
the lower ramp with her back to the extreme left of the stage
as if to prevent Tristan from leaving by this exit. On page
1 54, "da daemmert mild," Tristan, who is turned slightly left,
reaches the platform between the two ramps, turns toward
the audience, and on page 1 55 , "0 Heil dem Trank," is on the
lower ramp, as near the audience as the arrangement of the
stage perm its . Isolde remains on the central platform between
the two ramps, and on page 1 5 8 , "um einsam ," is at stage
center at the extreme left of the upper ramp. With her cry
"0 nun waren wir Nach tgeweih te," Tristan, who is on the
lower ramp and nearer the audience, turns slightly toward
Isolde, that is, to stage left. They approach each other
gradually during pages 1 59- 1 6 1 and on pages 1 6 1 - 1 62
descend to the stage left foregrou nd where they remain u ntil
the end of the act.
Kurvenal breaks in in order to bring Tristan news of his
betrayal. At the outset he does not advance beyond the upper
terrace, and only at the appearance of M ark and his men-at
arms does he descend to the lower ramp. The king h imself
remains on the platform between the two ramps u ntil the end
of the act. His men group themselves on the terrace above.
Melot is stage center at the end of the upper l evel, and the
audience sees him between Kurwenal and the king, although
he is much farther upstage. As Tristan challenges him, he
leaps upon the platform and from there to the ramp on which
Tristan falls.
I n the setting of the second act the arrangement of the
platforms is of chief importance. Of course, lighting must
give the stage setting a definition as well as the necessary
envelopment by which the essential character of the setting is
established. However, i n relation to the actors the lighting
plays a comparative negative role, whereas i n the third act
it constitutes the principal element of the setting, and the
painting of the setting is reduced to the barest minimum .
When Tristan awakes he does not at first know where h e is.
Whe n he is told, he does not understand. The name of the
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castle, its location are matters o f complete i ndifference to
him. The plaintive shepherd's tune that awakes him does not
give him the slightest clue. When he tries to express what he
feels he is conscious only of the light which disturbs h im and
a desire for the darkness in which he sees refuge. He connects
Isolde with these two sensations because Isolde is brought
back to him w i th the dawning day. I n this bli nding daylight
he must "seek, see and fi nd" her, but nevertheless it is this
daylight which, like the om inous torch i n Act II, separates her
from him. But as he learns that Isolde is coming, indeed that
she is near, the castle becomes a reality for hi m ; it commands
the sea and from it one can see on the horizon the ship that
carries Isolde. In th is fever of desire the idea takes shape :
Tristan, who from his bier cannot even see the sea, sees the
ship.
Now the melody that awakened him speaks to him more
distinctly than all his visions.
His desire remains importunate. His fever heightens it.
And the pitiless sunlight that will not let it die offers no
possibility of appeasement. I n a paroxysm of despair Tristan
once more is shrouded i n darkness . He loses consciousness.
What awakens him is not a mel ancholy lament or even the
belated, inimicable light of day. No. Out of the depth of the
night a miraculous ray reaches him. Isolde is near; she is
at h is .side.
After this heavenly vision we become aware of reality
again.
The sinking sun, the blood of his wound are only further
symbols" of his ecstasy : they must flood the castle. "She, who
will forever heal his wound . . . " she nears . . . her voice
is heard. . . . But in order to reach her the torch must be
extinguished-Tristan falls lifeless in Isolde's arms.
The lovely, radiant light of day, which h as been i n reality
their illusion, sinks slowly i nto the sea and with its last rays
surrounds the protagonists with a wreath of blood.
The role which lighting has to play i n this act is therefore
clearly i ndicated. As long as light is only a source of suffering
for Tristan, he must not be directly touched - by it. As soon
as he is able to accept its reality and use it as a medium for
his visions it illuminates his face.
This is the entire scenic problem of the act, and determines
the way both the setting and its arrangement are to be used.
In order to ach ieve this effect the area of light must be
greatly limited and a great deal of space left for shadows.
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U nder these c ircumstances i t would appear a s though the
scenery were totally unimportant. However, in order to pro
vide the right backgrou nd for the light, the setting must be
carefully planned, and because the setting has only this
function there cannot be much choice as to how the site of
the action is to be real ized . I trust that no one will think me
either arbitrary or fantastic if I attempt to give it definite
shape.
The walls of the castle, which bound the setting at stage
left as wel l as upstage and from there extend toward stage
right, must surround Tristan as a screen might surround a sick
person . The scenery downstage right must seem to indicate
the end of this screen, so that it seems almost as though one
had removed part of the screen to e nable the audience to see
the stage. The two ends of this screen leave a wide view of
the sky and are connected with the stage floor by a bounding
wall.
To the general outli ne of this as i ndicated, one needs only
to add the barest essentials, namely, to cover the sky borders
and to provide a sufficient m otivation for the shadow which
covers the castle courtyard . But i n order to make the play of
light on the stage floor vibrant, the stage platforms should be
arranged in the following m anner. The entire length of the
wall at stage left is reenforced by a buttress-like support which
gives it a more definite accent without disturb i ng its simplicity.
From its base the stage floor descends slightly, then rises
again, i n order to form the roots of the gigantic trees under
wh ich Tristan lies. From these roots the stage floor sinks,
but this time to a lower level, so that from this tree to the
lower right there seems to be a p ath leading from the castle
door in the background toward the foreground. The approach
from the sea which is near the wall is also slightly raised.
Using this construction the stage becomes a plane sloping
from left to right, so that the light coming from stage right,
always at a decl i ning angle, eventually h its the base of the
buttress wall.
What also has to be planned with greatest care is the general
outline of the setting which contrasts with the brilliance of the
sky, and here the greatest simplicity must b e preserved . The
high point, from which Kurwenal can w atch the horizon,
must be i ncorporated in the wall at the right side of the stage,
but downstage so that it does not obviously break the unity
of line a nd at the same time keeps Kurwenal throughout as
an expressive silhouette. I t is obvious that the sea must not be
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visible to any of the audience, that no horizon is seen between
the wall and the sky, and that the arch of the sky is u nbroken
blue without clouds.
In order that Tristan m ay be illuminated by a natural play
of light, he is placed opposite the open sky a nd surrounded
with as few accessories as possible. Stage properties would
only destroy the u nity of the setting as conceived. Kurwenal
has simply thrown a cloak between a few protruding tree
roots and places Tristan there, thus improvising an i ncon
spicuous resti ng place where the wounded Tristan is stretched
out .
To add a ny more details to this picture, already adequately
i ndicated , is needless. Let us then refer to the score in order to
to see how the lighting in the act is to be schemed.
On page 25 3 the grow i ng light begins to play around
Tristan's feet . On page 256 it reaches his belt ; on page 259
it grazes his face ; on pages 26 1 -262 he is entirely immersed
in ligh t ; on page 263 the light spills over his immediate
surroundings. On pages 26 1 -275 the light is at its h igh point.
Nevertheless the stage is never brightly lighted, for the wall,
which cuts off the sky in the background, continues to throw
deep shadows in the castle yard and also on the path leading
up to it. Beginning page 275, the l ight is the color of the
sunset. But this rapidly dims during the singing of pages 276282; the animated scene ( pages 284-28 8 ) plays i n relative
darkness, so that details are no longer recognizable ; in contrast
the foreground is bathed in blood-red l ight wh ich continues
to grow in intensity.
The stage platforms which form the base of the wall can be
advantageously used for the combat (pages 28 8-289 ) . Kur
wenal comes i nto the light as he is wounded, and collapses
near Tristan. None of Mark's men-at-arms or any of Kur
wenal's leave the area of shadow . The greatest care must be
taken in regard to the cast shadows in this last scene, so that
Mark and Brangaene, who h ave their backs to the source
of light, become dark silhouettes without, however, casting a
shadow on Tristan or Isolde. Kurwenal falls i n the shadow
cast by Tristan. From page 294 on, the l ight dims more and
more until the forms of the stage setting become twilight
silhouettes. The curtain falls on a scene, quiet and monoton
ous in color, in which the eye distinguishes nothing except
the last rays of the sunset playing above Isolde's pale counten
ance.
It is probable that the notes on the scenery, added to the
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score by Wagner, are meant to be taken as noth ing more than
a brief comment on. the setting rather than as a scheme to be
literally followed . For it is obvious that Wagner in describing
the stage setting has done so not from the point of view of
the actor but from the essential poetic content of the act.
It seems almost as if Wagner had attempted to find scenic
forms outside the score.
In these last two acts of Tristan and Isolde stage lighting
and the general structure of the setting have reduced scene
painting to a minimum. The designer has had to give painting
itself no particular function. On the contrary, his task has
been to reduce its importance so that it is wholly subordinate
as an element of the background. But i n the first act we are
part of the outer life of the hero and heroine, and we can be
aware of its tragic import only if it is completely visualized.
If, in the succeeding acts, we want to reduce this actual world
to the simplest forms that can express it we must, in contrast,
in the first act establish not only its actuality but express as
well the quality which in the end makes it an illusion from
which the protagonists can flee.
In this respect the scenery of the first act offers a golden
opportunity.
In the twilight of her tent Isolde tries, head in her pillow, to
evade the reality she dreads. But an echo of this hated life
meets her ear. Beside herself, she jumps to her feet. The song
of the sailors seems to her almost a personal insult. The lying
evasion of her retreat lies heavy upon her. She fairly suffocates
under the folds of her tent; and finally, when the actuality
of the situation forces itself upon her, she decides to confront
it, triumph over it. At her command the curtains of the tent
open.
The wind blows into the open tent. Isolde gazes and gazes,
saturates her eyes with th is light whose radiance means
nothing more to her than what it symbolizes. It condones
Tristan's betrayal. For the only reality to her is the world
which she grows conscious of in his presence . Spellbound,
she regards him, but she cannot bear this passive role long.
As it becomes increasingly impossible for her to evade the
issue, she decides to take part in it. Tragic confl ict is im
minent. Isolde must await its advent silently, and the curtains
of the tent close again at the moment when this duplicity of
Isolde becomes insupportable.
The music seems to have been muffled by these conflicting
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alternatives. She, the consort of an immensely powerful ruler,
did not know what to do with her golden opportunity. Now,
in the quiet twiligh t of her tent, her emotions overflow. The
world of actuality beats against its walls l ike breaking waves,
but of what importance is that? The curtains will not open
again until Tristan and Isolde have denied the reality of the
situation that they enact, until their momentary attempt to
dominate it will force from them the passionate outcry of
their deepest moment of suffering. The implications of their
deed will no longer be obvious to them. The curtains of
Isolde's tent, therefore, in the most literal sense of the words,
constitute the boundary between the inner and outer drama
of the play. The essential action of the play is materialized by
them plastically and dramatically, both from the point of
view of the subtlest demands of the score and the simplest
implications of the actual space to be utilized.
Noth ing remains for the stage designer except to emphasize
the contrasts of these two parts of the stage. With every means
at his command he must emphasize the dramatic symbolism of
the entire setting. In Isolde's tent, where most of the act
takes place, noth ing occurs except what serves to express
Isolde's inner conflict. To be sure, Brangaene has the tradi
tional role of the confidante, but this role is transmuted by
its musical treatment. She is nothing more than a dramatic
expedient to lessen the improbability of too lengthy mono
logues and exch anges of senti ments between the leading
personages. The music makes her a mere voice whose import
is much more than that of a conventional personage whose
only function is to elicit replies. Therefore her presence is
justified in th is inner shrine, in this refuge. The curtains of
the tent are like eyelids which close or open upon outer
actuality.
The lighting of th is part of the stage must be very uniform
and so arranged that there are no cast shadows. The footl ights,
even though used at minimum intensity, must show the forms
of the actors' features clearly. The light outside the tent must
throw as many and as va�_ied shadows as possible , so that,
in contrast with the tent, it becomes the arena of the actual
world . With i n the tent the few necessary properties, such as
furniture and other objects, must have the least definition
possible. The expressiveness of the light must reach its h igh
point in the open part of the stage. At the same time the
construct ion of the stage setting must be such that the unifica-
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tion of the actors and the total stage picture is furthered. The
role that pai nti ng plays in the stage setting can be clearly
deduced from the above.
When these essential conditions are fulfilled , the general
arrangement of the stage picture is unimportant. But these
general conditions entail certain consequences ; for example,
the sea a nd sky must not be visible when the curtai ns of the
tent are closed ; when at the begi nning of the act Brangaene
opens one of the flaps of the tent in order to look overboard
the spectator must get the impression of the outer world en
tirely by means of the brilliance of the light beyond, which
only touches Brangaene's feet, but not strongly enough to
throw a shadow on the floor of the tent. The ship can be
easily indicated by a few characteristic lines of rigging, for
the ship itself is so clearly indicated by the score that the
heaping up of nautical details on the part of the scene designer
must seem like a clumsy repetition of the text. ( Note : which
is unfortunately always the case when th is act is staged. )
When the curtains of the tent are opened for the first
time ( pages 1 4- 1 5 ) the outer light, being almost vertical in
direction , does not cross the threshold of the tent. On page 99,
when they are opened for the second time, the angle of light
is more acute , as it is late afternoon. The light then pours
a golden flood across the foregrou nd and casts shadows in the
direction of the audience . All the details of the stage setting
are obliterated ; only one portion is emphasized and dom inates
the stage p icture : the personages who are awaiting the arrival
of the king and the group standing opposite them. The first,
particularly Tristan a nd Isolde, show as backligh ted si lhou
ettes, as they are hit by the low-angled light coming from
stage rear. The other group, as they are not stand ing between
the light and the audience, are much more brightly lighted
and the details of th is group are much more definitely seen.
Let us sum up the _role that the stage setting plays in Tristan
and Isolde. I n the first act it dramatizes in the m ost tangible
way the conflict which eventually becomes an i nner and a
spiritual one i n the lives of the two protagonists . The lighti ng
plays the same negative role i n Isolde's tent that it does as
far as the actual setting is concerned i n the second act. Out
side the curtai ns of the tent it i nd icates the entire arena of
conflict and prepares for the dramatic contrast which the
subsequent stage pictures provide.
I n the second act the greatest simpl ification of the stage
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setting is essential. However, in order to preserve its connec
tion with the dramatic action it becomes, as i ndicated by
the roles of the a£tors, a h ighly expressive arrangement of
stage levels u nified by the l ighting which has the further
purpose of dramatizing the action i nvolved.
I n the third act the lighting is domi nant, and determines
everyth ing else in the scenic scheme. Light and shadow i n
the course o f the drama ach ieve the same significance as a
musical motif which, once stated and developed, has an
infinite range of variation. Tristan's agony is sufficient motiva
tion for carryi ng th is kind of lighting to its greatest degree of
expressiveness ; and the audience, overwhelmed vicariously
by the spiritual tragedy of the hero and heroine would be
disturbed by any form of stage setti ng wh ich did not in
corporate this element of design. The audience would really
suffer for lack of the kind of staging I have indicated, because
it needs to get through its eyes a kind of impression which ,
up to a given point, can equal the unexampled emotional
power of the score . Light is the only medium which can
continuously create this impression and its use is motivated
and justified by the score itself.
One can see that for the staging of Tristan the important
thing is the pictorial ensemble, and this short resume that I
have given is proof of this fact. A stage designer who has
sufficient sensibility to accept the kind of subordi nation that
music drama demands of him thereby proves that he is cul
tured enough to avoid any obvious errors of taste.

PA R T V I I I

Politics

1.

On state and religion : * State guarantees stabil
ity: basic Wahn of political life is patriotism ;
public opinion; the king and religion; dogma
and allegory; the function of art

A highly-prized you ng friendt desires me to tell him whether,
and if so in what way, my views on state and religion have
changed since the composition of my art writings in the
years 1 849 to 1 85 1 .
I t is precisely here, however, where everyone considers
he has a right to his opi nion, that a definite utterance
becomes more and more difficult the older and more ex
perienced one grows. For here is shown again what Schi ller
says : "Ernst ist das Leben, heiter ist die Ku nst" ( Life is
earnest, art is gay ) . Perhaps, however, it m ay be said of me
that, having taken art in such special e arnest, I ought to be
able to find without much difficul ty the proper mood for
judging l ife. I n truth I believe the best way to inform my
young friend about myself will be to draw his foremost
notice to the earnestness of my artistic aims ; for it was j ust
this earnestness that once constrained me to enter realms
apparently so distant as state and religion. What there I
sought was really never aught beyond my art-that art which
I took so earnestly, that I asked for it a basis and a sanction
in life, in state, and lastly in religion. That these I could not
find in modern life impelled me to search out the cause i n
m y own fashion ; I had t o try t o make plain t o myself the
tendence of the state, in order to account for the disdain
with which I found my earnest art ideal regarded everywhere
in public life.
But it certainly was characteristic of my i nquiry that it
never led me down to the arena of politics proper; that is
to say, the politics of the day remained as entirely u ntouched
by me, as, despite the commotion of those times, they never
truly touched myself. That this or that form of government,
* Written in the winter of 1 864- 1 865.-Eos.
t Refers to Ludwig II of Bavaria.-Eos.
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the jurisdiction of this or that party, this or that alteration i n
the mechanism o f our state affa irs, could furnish my art ideal
with a ny veritable furtherance, I never fancied ; therefore
whoever h as really read my art writings must rightly h ave
accounted me unpractical ; but whoever h as assigned me the
role of a political revolutionary, with actual enrollment in
the lists of such, manifestly k new noth i ng at all about me, and
judged me by a n outer semblance of events which haply m ight
mislead a police officer, but not a statesman. Yet this m is
construction of the character of m y aims is e ntangled also
with my own mistake : through taking art in such u ncommon
earnest, I took l ife itself too l ightly ; and just as this avenged
itself upon my personal fortunes, so my views thereon were
soo n to be given another tinge. To put the matter plainly, I
had arrived at a reversal of Schiller's saying, and desired to
see my earnest art embedded in a gladsome life ; for which
Greek life, as we regard it, had thus to serve 111 e as a model .
From all my imaginary provisions for the e ntry of the
artwork i nto public life, it is evident that I pictured them
as a summons to self-collection from amid the distractions of
a life which was to be conceived, at bottom, merely as a
gladsome occupation, and not as a fatiguing toil. Hence the
political movements of that time did not attract m y serious
attention until they touched the purely social sphere, and
thus appeared to offer prospects of the realization of my ideal
premises-prospects which , I admit, for some time occupied
my earnest thought. The l i ne m y fancy followed was an
organization of public life in common, as also of domestic
life, such as must lead of itself to a beauteous fashioning of
the human race. The calculations of the newer Socialists
therefore lost my sympathy from the moment they seemed
to end in systems that took at first the repellent aspect of
an organization of society for no purpose other tha n equally
allotted toil. However, after sharing the horror which this
aspect k indled in aesthetically cultured m inds, a deeper
glance i nto the proposed condition of society made me believe
I detected somethi ng very different from what h ad hovered
before the fancy of those calculating Socialists themselves. I
found to wit that, when equally d ivided among all, actual
labor, with its crippling burthen and fatigue, would be down
right done away with , leaving nothing in its stead but an
occupation, which necessarily must assume an artistic char
acter of itself. A clue to the character of this occupation, as
substitute for actual l abor, was offered me by husbandry,
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among other things ; th is, when pl ied by every member of the
parish, I conceived as partly developed into more productive
tillage of the garden, partly i nto joint observances for times
and seasons of the day and year, which , looked at closer,
would take the character of strengtheni ng exercises, ay, of
recreations and festivities . Wh ilst trying to work out all the
beari ngs of th is transformation of one-sided labor, with its
castes in town and country, into a more un iversal occupation
lyi ng at the door of every man, I became conscious on the
other hand that I was meditating noth ing so intensely new,
but merely pursuing problems akin to those which so dearly
had busied our greatest poets themselves, as we may . see in
Wilh elm Meisters Wanderjahre. I, too, was therefore p icturing
to myself a world that I deemed possible, but the purer I
imagined it, the more it parted company with the reality
of the political tendencies of the day around me; so that I
could say to myself, My world will never make its entry
until the very moment when the present world has ceased
in other words, where Socialists and pol iticians came to end,
should we commence : I will not deny that this view became
with me a positive mood : the political relations of the
beginning of the bygone 'fifties kept everyone in a state of
nervous tension, sufficient to awake in me a certain pleasur
able fee1ing which might rightly seem suspicious to the
practical pol itician.
Now, on th ink ing back , I bel ieve I may acquit myself of
having been sobered from the aforesaid mood-not unlike
a spiritual intoxication-first and merely through the turn
soon taken by European politics. It is an attribute of the
poet, to be riper in his in ner intuition of the essence of the
world than i n his conscious abstract knowledge : precisely
at th at time I had already sketched, and finally completed,
the poem of my Ring des Nibe/ungen. With this conception
I had unconsciously admitted to myself the truth about things
human. Here everyth ing is tragic through and through , and
the will, that fain would shape a world accordi ng to its wish,
at last can reach no greater satisfaction than the breaking of
itself in dignified annulment. It was the time when I returned
entirely and exclusively to my artistic plans, and thus,
acknowledging li fe's earnestness with all my heart, withdrew
to where alone can "gladsomeness" abide.
My youthful friend will surely not expect me to give a
categorical account of my later views on politics and state :
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under any circumstances they could have no practical im
porta nce, and i n truth would simply amount to an expression
of my horror of concerning myself professionally with matters
of the sort. No ; he can merely be wishful to learn how things
so remote from its ordinary field of action may shape them
selves in the brain of a man like myself, cut out for noth ing
but an artist, after all that he had gone through and felt.
But lest I m ight appear to h ave meant the above as a dis
paragement, I must promptly add that whatever I m ight have
to put forward would strictly and solely be a witness to my
having arrived at a full valuation of the great, nay, terrible
earnest of the matter. The artist, too, may say of himself,
"My kingdom is not of this world" ; and , perhaps more than
any artist now living, I may say this of myself, for very
reason of the earnestness wherewith I view my art. And that's
the hardship of it; for with this beyond-the-worldly realm of
ours we stand amid a world itself so serious and so care
worn that it deems a fleeti ng dissipation its only fitting refuge,
whereas the need for earnest elevation h as quite become a
stranger to it.
Life is earnest, and has always been so.
Whoever would wholly clear his mind on this, let him
but consider how i n every age, and under ever freshly shaped,
but ever self-repeating forms, th is life and world h ave spurred
great hearts and spacious m i nds to seek for possibility of its
bettering ; and how 'twas always just the noblest, the men
who cared alone for others' weal and offered willingly their
own i n pledge, that stayed without the slightest i nfluence
on the lasting shape of th ings. The small success of all such
high endeavors would show him plainly that these world
improvers were victims to a fundamental error, and demanded
from the world itself a thi ng it cannot give. Should it even
seem possible that much might be ordered more efficiently
in man's affairs, yet the said experiences will teach us that
the means and ways of reach ing this are never rightly pre
determined by the single thinker; never, at least, i n a manner
enabling him to bring them with success before the knowl
edge of the mass- of men.
Upon a closer scrutiny of th is relation, we fal l i nto
astonishment at the quite i ncred ible pettiness a nd weakness
of the average human i ntellect , and finally into shamefaced
wonder that it should ever have astonished us; for any
proper k nowledge of the world would h ave taught us from
the outset that blindness is the world's true essence, and not

POLITICS

403

knowledge prompts its movements, but merely a headlong
impulse, a blind i mpetus of u nique weight and violence,
which procures itself j ust so much light and knowledge as
will suffice to still the pressing need experienced at the mom
ent. So we recognize that nothing really happens but what
has issued from this not far-seeing will, from this will that
answers merely to the momentari ly experienced need ; and
thus we see that practical success, throughout all time, has
attended only those politicians who took account of nothing
but the momentary need, neglecti ng all remoter, general
needs, all needs as yet unfelt today, and which therefore
appeal so little to the mass of mankind that it is impossible
to count on its assistance in their ministration.
Moreover, we find personal success and great, if not endur
ing, i nfluence on the outer fash ioning of the world allotted
to the violent, the passionate individual , who, unch aining the
elemental principles of human impulse under favoring cir
cumstances, poi nts out to greed and self-i ndulgence the
speedy pathways to their satisfaction. To the fear of violence
from this quarter, as also to a modicum of knowledge thus
acquired of basic human nature, we owe the state. In it the
need is expressed as the human will's necessity of establ ishing
some workable agreement among the myriad bli ndly grasping
individuals i nto which it is d ivided. It is a contract whereby
the u nits seek to save themselves from mutual violence,
through a little mutual practice of restraint.
As i n the nature-rel igions a portion of the fruits of the
field or spoils of the chase was brought as offering to the gods,
to ma�e sure of a right to e njoy the remai nder, so in the
state the unit offered up just so much of his egoism as ap
peared necessary to e nsure for himself the contentment of
its major bulk. Here the tendence of the unit naturally makes
for obtaining the greatest possible security in barter for the
smallest possible sacrifice : but to this tendence, also, he can
give effect only through equal-righted fellowsh ips ; and these
diverse fel lowships of i ndividuals equally entitled in their
groups make up the p arties in the state, the larger owners
striving for a state of permanence, the less favored for its
alteration. But even the party of alteration desires noth ing
beyond the bringi ng about a state of matters in which it, too,
would wish no further change ; and thus the state's main
object is upheld from first to last by those whose profit lies
in permanence.
Stability is the i ntrinsic tendence of the state. And rightly ;
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for i t constitutes withal the u nconscious aim i n every higher
human effort to get beyond the primal need : namely, to reach
a freer evolution of spiritual attributes, which is always
cramped so long as h indrances forestall the satisfaction of
that first root need. Everyone thus strives by n ature for
stability, for maintenance of quiet; e nsured can it be, how
ever, only when the maintenance of existing conditions is
not the preponderant i nterest of one party only. Hence it is
i n the truest interest of all parties, and thus of the state itself,
that the interest in its abidingness should not be left to a single
party. There must consequently be given a possibility of
constantly relieving the suffering i nterests of less favored
parties ; in th is regard the more the nearest need is kept alone
in eye, the more i ntelligible will be i tself, and the easier and
more tranquil lizing will be its satisfaction. General laws in
provision of th is possibility, whilst they allow of m i nor alter
ations, thus aim alike at maintenance of stability ; and that
law wh ich , reckoned for the possibility of constant remedy of
pressing needs, contains withal the strongest warrant of
stabil ity, must therefore be the most perfect l aw of state.
The embodied voucher for this fundamental law is the
monarch . I n no state is there a weightier l aw than that which
centers its stability in the supreme hereditary power of one
particular fam ily, u nconnected and u ncommi ngling with any
other li neage i n that state. Never yet has there been a
constitution i n which, after the downfall of such families and
abrogation of the kingly power, some substitution or peri
phrasis h as not necessarily, and for the most part neces
sitously, reconstructed a power of similar kind. It therefore
is established as the most essential principle of the state ; and
as in it resides the warrant of stability, so i n the person of
the k i ng the state attains its true ideal.
For, as the king on one hand gives assurance of the state's
solidity, on the other his l oftiest interest soars high beyond
the state . Personally he has naught in common with the
interests of parties, but his sole concern is that the conflict of
these interests should be adjusted, precisely for the safety of
the whole. His sphere is therefore equity, and where th is is
u nattai nable, the exercise of grace . Thus, as agai nst the party
i nterests, he is the representative of purely human i nterests,
and in the eyes of the party-seek i ng citizen he therefore
occupies i n truth a position well-nigh superhuman. To h im
is consequently accorded a reverence such as the h ighest
cit ize n would never d ream of distantly demanding for him-
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self; and here, at this summit of the state where we see its
ideal reached, we therefore meet that side of human apper
ception which, i n distinction from the faculty of recognizing
the nearest need, we will call the power of Wah n . * All those,
to wit, whose simple powers of cognizance do not extend
beyond what bears upon their nearest need-and they form
by far the largest portion of mankind-would be unable to
recognize the importance of a royal prerogative whose exer
cise has no directly cognizable relation with their nearest need,
to say nothing of the necessity of bestirring themselves for
its upholding, nay, even of bringing t:�e king their highest
offeri ngs, the sacrifice of goods and life, if there intervened
no form of apperception entirely opposed to ordi nary
cognizance.
This form is Wahn .
Before w e seek t o gain i ntelligence o f the nature o f Wah n
from its most wondrous phrases, let us take for guide the
uncommonly suggestive light thrown by an exceptionally
deep-th inking and keen-sighted philosopher of the immediate
past upon the phenomena, so puzzling i n themselves, of
animal instinct.
The astounding "aimfulness" in the procedures of insects ,
among whom the bees and ants lie handiest for general
observation, is admittedly inexplicable on the grounds that
account for the aimfulness of kindred j oi nt procedures in
human life ; that is to say, we cannot possibly suppose that
these arrange m ents are directed by an actual k nowledge of
their aimfulness indwelling in the i ndividuals, nay, even of
their aim. In explanation of the extraordinary, ay, the self
sacrifici ng zeal, as also the i ngenious m anner, i n which such
animals provide for their eggs , for insta nce, of whose aim
and future mission they cannot possibly be conscious from
experie nce and observation , our ph i losopher infers the ex ist* Wahn- Vermogen. As the word Wahn is frequently used in
these pages, and is absol utely untransferable, I sha ll mostl y retain
it as it stands. I t does not so much mean an " i l l usion" or "de
lusion," in genera l , as a "semiconscious feign ing" ( such as the
" l egal fiction" ) , a "dream," or a "symbolic asp i ration"-its
etymological kinship be ing quite as near to "fain" as to "fe ign" ;
but the conte xt w i l l leave the reader in no doubt as to its particu
lar appl icat ion in any sente nce. I t will be remembered that Wahn
plays an important part in Hans Sachs' monologue in Die
Meistersinger, Act I I I ; the poem of that drama, containing the
Wahn m onologue in a somewhat more e xtended form than its
ultimate version , had a l ready been publ ished in 1 862 .-TR.
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e nce of a Wah n that feigns to the i ndividual i nsect's so scanty
intellectual powers an end wh ich it holds for the satisfaction
of i ts private need, whereas that end in truth has nothing to
do with the individual, but with the species.
The ind ividual's egoism is here assumed, and r ightly, to be
so i nvincible that arrangements beneficial merely to the
species, to coming generations, and hence the preservation
of the species at cost of the transient i ndividual, would never
be consummated by that i ndividual with labor and sel f
sacrifice, were it not guided by the fancy ( Wah n ) that it is
thereby servi ng an end of its own ; nay, this fancied end of
its own must seem weightier to the i nd ividual, the satisfaction
reapable from i ts atta inment more potent and complete, than
th e purely ind ividual aim of everyday, of satisfying hunger
and so forth , since, as we see, the latter is sacrificed w i th
greatest keenness to the former. The author and incitor of
this Wahn our phi losopher deems to be the spirit of the
race itself, the alm ighty will-to-life supplanting the i ndividual's
limited perceptive facul ty, seei ng that w ithout its i ntervention
the i ndividual, in n arrow egoistic care for self, would gladly
sacrifice the species o n the altar of its personal conti nuance.
Should we succeed i n bri nging the nature of this Wah n
t o o u r i n ner consciousness b y a ny means, we should there
with w i n the key to that else so e nigmatic relation of the
individual to the species. Perhaps th is may be made easier
to us on the path that leads us out above the state. Meanwhi le,
however, the application of the results of our i nquiry i nto
animal i nstinct to the products of certain constant factors
of the h ighest efficacy i n the human state-factors u nbidden
by any extraneous power, but arising ever of their own accord
-will furnish us with an immediate possibility of defining
Wah n i n terms of general experience .
In political life th is Wahn displays i tself as patriotism .
As such i t prompts the citizen to offer up h is private welfare,
for whose amplest possible ensurement he erst was solely
concerned in all his personal and party efforts, n ay, to offer
up his l i fe i tself, for ensuring the state's continuance. The
Wah n that a ny violent transmutation of the state must affect
him altogether personally, must crush h i m to a degree which
he believes he never could survive, here governs him i n such
a manner that his exertions to turn aside the danger threaten
ing the state, as 'twere a da nger to be suffered in his
individual person, are qu ite as strenuous, and indeed more
eager than in the actual latter case ; whereas the traitor, as
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also the churlish realist, fi nds it easy e nough to prove that,
even after entry of the evil which the patriot fears, his
personal prosperity can remain as flourish i ng as ever.
The positive renunciation of egoism accomplished in the
patriotic action, however, is certainly so violen t a strain
that i t cannot possibly hold out for long together; moreover
the Wahn that prompts it is still so strongly tinctured with
a rea lly egoistic notion that the relapse i nto the sober, purely
egoistic mood of everyday occurs in general with marked
rapidity, and this latter mood goes on to fill the actual breadth
of life. Hence the patriotic Wahn requires a lasting symbol,
whereto i t may attach i tself amid the dominant mood of every
day-thence, should exigence agai n arise, to promptly gain
once more its quickening force ; something like the colors
that led us formerly to battle, and now wave peacefully above
the c i ty from the tower, a sheltering token of the meeting
place for all, should danger newly enter. This symbol is the
king ; in him the burgher honors u naware the visible represe n
tative, nay, the live embodiment of that same Wah n wh ich ,
already bearing him beyond and above his common notions
of the nature of things, i nspirits and ennobles h i m to the
point of showi ng h imself a patriot.
Now, what lies above and beyond patriotism-th at form
of Wah n sufficient for the preservation of the state-will
not be cognizable to the state burgher as such , but, strictly
speaking, can bring itself to the k nowledge of none save the
king or those who are able to m ake h is personal i nterest
their own. Only from the k inghood 's height can be seen the
rents in the garment wherewithal Wah n clothes i tself to
reach its nearest goal, the preservation of the species, under
the form of a state fellowship. Though patriotism m2y sharpen
the burgher's eyes to interests of :;tate, yet i t leaves him blind
to the interest of mankind i n general ; nay, its most effectual
force is spent in passionately i ntensifying this bli ndness, wh ich
often finds a ray of dayl ight in the common i ntercourse of
man and man.
The patriot subordinates himself to his state in order to
raise i t above all other states, and thus, as it were, to find
his personal sacrifice repaid with ample i nterest through
the might and greatness of his Fatherland. Injustice and vio
lence toward other states and peoples h ave therefore been the
true dynam ic law of patriotism throughout all time. Self
preservation is still the real prime motive force here, si nce
the quiet, and thus the power, of one's own state appears
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securable i n no way other than through the powerlessness
of other states, according to Machiavelli's telling maxim :
"What you don't wish put on yourself, go put upon your
neighbor ! " But this fact that one's own quiet can be ensured
by noth ing but violence and injustice to the world without
must naturally make one's quiet seem always problematic i n
itself : thereby leavi ng a door forever open t o violence and
injustice with i n one's own state too .
The measures a n d acts which show u s violently disposed
toward the outer world can never stay without a violent
reaction on ourselves . When modern state-political optimists
speak of a state of i nternational Jaw , in wh ich the [ European]
states stand nowadays toward one another, one need point
only to the necessity of maintaining and constantly i ncreasing
our e normous standing arm ies, to convince them, o n the
contrary, of the actual lawlessness of that state. Since it does
not occur to me to attempt to show how m atters could be
otherwise, I merely record the fact that we are living in a
perpetual state of war, with i ntervals of armistice, and that the
i n ner condition of the state itself is not so utterly unlike this
state of thi ngs as to pass muster for its diametric opposite.
I f the prime concern of all state systems is the e nsurance of
stability, and if this e nsurance h i nges on the condition that
no party shall feel an irresistible need of radical change ; if,
to obviate such a n event, it is i ndispensable that the moment's
pressing need shall always be relieved in due season ; and if
the practical common sense of the burgher may be held
sufficient, nay alone competent, to recognize this need : on
the other hand we have seen that the h ighest associate tend
ence of the state could be kept in active vigor only through
a form of Wah n ; and as we were obliged to recognize that th is
particular Wah n, namely, that of patriotism , neither was truly
pure nor wholly answered to the objects of the human race
as such-we now have to take this Wahn in eye, withal, u nder
the guise of a constant menace to public peace and equity.
The very Wah n that prompts the egoistic burgher to the
most self-sacrificing actions can equally m islead him i nto the
most deplorable embrogl ios, i nto acts the most i njurious to
quiet.
The reason lies in the scarcely exaggerable weakness of
the average human intellect, as also in the infinitely diverse
shades and grades of perceptive faculty in the u nits who,
taken all together, create the so-called public opinion. Genuine
respect for this public opinion is fou nded on the sure and
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certain observation that no one is more accurately aware of
the community's true immediate life needs, or can better
devise the means fcSr thei t satisfaction, than the community
itself; it would be strange i ndeed, were man more faultily
organized in this respect than the dumb animal. Nevertheless
we often are driven to the opposite view, if we remark how
even for this, for the correct perception of its nearest, com
monest needs, the ordinary human understanding does not
suffice-not, at least, to the extent of jointly satisfying them
in the spirit of true fellowship : the presence of beggars in
our m idst, and even at times of starving fellow creatures,
shows how weak the commonest human sense must be at
bottom.
So here we already have evidence of the great d ifficulty it
must cost to bring true reason i nto the joint determinings of
man ; though the cause may well reside i n the bou ndless
egoism of each unit, wh ich , outstripping far h is i ntellect,
prescribes h is portion of the joint resolve at the very junctures
where right knowledge can be attained through nothing but
repression of egoism and sharpening of the u nderstanding
yet precisely here we may plainly detect the i nfluence of a
baneful Wahn. This Wahn has always found its only nurture
in insatiable egoism ; it is dangled before the latter from
without, however, to wit, by ambitious individuals, just as
egoistic, but gifted with a higher, though in itself by no means
high degree of intellect. This i ntentional employment and
conscious or unconscious perversion of the Wahn can avail
itsel f of none but the form alone accessible to the burgher,
that of patriotism, albeit in some disfigurement or other ; it
thus will always give itself out as an effort for the common
good, and never yet has a demagogue or intriguer led a folk
astray without in some way making it believe itself i nspired
by patriotic ardor. Thus i n patriotism itself there l ies the
holdfast for misguidance ; and the possibility of keeping
always handy the means of this m isgu idance, resides in the
artfully inflated value which certain people pretend to attach
to public opinion.
What manner of thing this public opinion is should be best
known to those who have its name forever in their mouths
and erect the regard for it into a positive article of religion .
Its self-styled organ in our times is the "press" : were she
candid, she would call herself its generatrix, but she prefers
to h ide her moral and intellectual foibles-manifest enough
to every thinking and earnest observer-her utter want of
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independence and truthful judgment, behind the lofty mission
of her subservience to this sole representative of human
dignity, this public opiniOIJ., which marvelously b ids her stoop
to every indignity, to every contradiction, to today's betrayal
of what she dubbed right sacred yesterday. Since, as we else
may see, every sacred th ing seems to come into the world
merely to be employed for ends profane, the ope n profanation
of public opinion might perhaps not warrant us in arguing
to its bad ness in and for itself : only, its actual existence is
difficult, or well-nigh impossible to prove, for ex hypoth esi it
cannot manifest as such i n the single individual , as is done by
ever other noble Wahn ; such as we must certainly account
true patriotism, which has its strongest and its p lai nest
manifestation precisely in the individual unit. The pretended
vicegerent of "pubJic opi nion," on th� other hand, always
gives herself out as its will-Jess slave ; a nd thus one never can
get at this wondrous power, save-by making it for oneself.
This, in effect, is what is done by the press, and that with
all the keenness of the trade the world best understands,
industrial business. Whereas each writer for the papers
represents noth ing, as a rule, but a Jiterary failure or a bank
rupt mercantile career, many newspaper-writers, or all of
them together, form the awe-command ing power of the press,
the sublimation of public spirit, of practical human i ntellect,
the i ndubitable guarantee of manhood's constant progress.
Each man uses her accord ing to his need, and she herself
expounds the nature of public opinion through her practical
behavior-to the intent that it is at all times havable for
gold or profit.
I t certainly is not so paradoxical as it m ight appear, to
aver that with the invention of the art of printing, and quite
certainly with the rise of journalism , mankind has graduaJiy
lost much of its capacity for healthy judgment : demonstrably
the plastic memory, the widespread aptitude for poetical
conception and reproduction, has considerably and pro
gressively diminished since even written characters first
gai ned the upper hand. No doubt a compensatory profit to
the general evolution of human faculties, taken in the very
widest survey, must be likewise capable of proof; but in
any case it does not accrue to us immediately, for whole
generations-including most emphatically our own, as any
close observer must recognize-have been so degraded
through the abuses practiced on the healthy human power of
judgment by the manipulators of the modern daily press i n
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particular, and consequently through the lethargy into which
that power of judgment h as fallen, in keeping with ma n's
habitual bent to easygoingness, that, in flat contradiction of
the lies they let themselves be told, men show themselves more
incapable each day of sympathy with truly great ideas.
The most injurious to the common welfare is the harm
thus done to the simple sense of equity : there exists no form
of i njustice, of onesidedness and n arrowness of heart, that
does not find expression in the pronouncements of "public
opinion," and-what adds to the hatefulness of the thing
forever with a passionateness that masquerades as the warmth
of genuine patriotism, but has its true and constant origin i n
the most self-seeking of a l l human motives. Whoso would
learn this accurately h as but to run counter to "public
opi nion," or indeed to defy it : he will find himself brought
face to face with the most implacable tyrant ; and no one is
more driven to suffer from its despotism than the monarch ,
for very reason that he is the representant of th at selfsame
patriotism whose noxious counterfeit steps up to him, as
"public opinion," with the boast of bei ng identical in kind.
Matters strictly pertaining to the interest of the king,
which in truth can only be that of purest patriotism, are
cut and dried by his u nworthy substitute, this public opinion,
in the interest of the vulgar egoism of the mass ; and the
necess itation to yield to its requirements, notwithstanding,
becomes the earliest source of that h igher form of suffering
which the king alone can personally experience as his own.
If w e a d d hereto the personal sacrifice o f private freedom
which the monarch has to bring to "reasons of state," and if
we reflect how he alone is in a position to make purely
human considerations lying far above mere patriotism-as,
for instance, in his intercourse with the heads of other states
-h is personal concern , and yet is forced to immolate them
upon the altar of h is state, then we shall understand why the
legends and the poetry of every age have brought the tragedy
of human life the plai nest and the oftenest to show in just
the destiny of kings.
I n the fortunes and the fate of k i ngs the tragic import of
the world can first be brough t completely to our knowledge.
Up to the king a clearance of every obstacle to the human
will is th inkable, so far as that will takes on the mold of
state, since the endeavor of the citizen does not outstep the
satisfaction of certain needs allayable within the confines
of the state. The general and statesman, too, rem ains a
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practical realist ; in his enterprises he may be unlucky and
succumb, but chance might also favor him to reach the thing
not in and for itself impossible, for he ever serves a definite,
practical aim. But the king desires the ideal, he wishes justice
and humanity ; nay, wished he them not, wished he naught
but what the simple burgher or party leader wants-the very
claims made on him by his office, claims that allow him
nothing but an ideal i nterest, by making him a traitor to the
idea he represents , would plunge him i nto those sufferi ngs
wh ich have inspired tragic poets from all time to paint their
pictures of the vanity of human life and strife.
True justice and humanity are ideals irrealizable : to be
bound to strive for them, nay, to recognize a n unsilenceable
summons to their carrying out, is to be condemned to misery.
What the throughly noble, truly kingly individual d irectly
feels of this, in time is given also to the individual u nqualified
for knowledge of his tragic task, and solely placed by nature's
dispensation on the throne, to learn in some u ncommon
fash ion reserved for ki ngs alone : upon the height allotted
to it by an u navoidable destiny, the vulgar head, the ignoble
heart that in a humbler sphere might very well subsist i n
fullest civic honor, in thorough h armony with itself a n d its
surrou ndi ngs, here falls into a dire contempt, far-reachi rig
and long-lasting, often in itself u nreasonin�;; , and therefore
to be accounted well-nigh tragic. The very fact that the
individual called to the throne has no personal choice, may
allow no sa nction to his purely human leanings, and needs
must fill a great position for which nothing but great natural
parts can qualify, foreordains him to a superhuman lot that
needs must crush the weakl ing i nto personal nullity. The
highly fit, however, is summoned to drink the full, deep
cup of life's true tragedy in his exalted station. Should his
construction of the patriotic ideal be passionate and am
bitious, he becomes a warrior chief a nd conqueror, and
thereby courts the portion of the violent, the faithlessness of
fortune ; but should his nature be noble-minded, full of human
pity, more deeply and more bitterly than every other is he
called to see the futility of all e ndeavors for true, for perfect
justice .
To him more deeply and more i nwardly than is possible
to the state cit izen, as such , is it therefore given to feel that
in man there dwells an i nfinitely deeper, more capacious
need than the state and its ideal can ever satisfy . Wherefore
as it was patriotism that ra ised the burgher to the highest
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height by him attainable, it is religion alone that can bear
the king to the stricter dignity of manhood.
Religion, of its very essence, is radically divergent from
the state. The religions that have come i nto the world have
been high and pure in direct ratio as they seceded from the
state, and in themselves entirely upheaved it. We find state
and religion in complete al liance only where each still stands
upon its lowest step of evolution and significance. The
pri mitive nature religion subserves no ends but those which
patriotism provides for in the adult state ; hence with the full
development of patriotic spirit the ancient nature religion
has always lost its meaning for the state . So lof!g as it
flourishes, however, so l ong do men subsume by their gods
their h ighest practical interest of state ; the tribal god is the
representant of the tribesmen's solidarity ; the remaining
nature gods become penates, protectors of the home, the town,
the fields, and flocks . Only i n the wholly adult state, where
these religions have paled before the ful l-fledged patriotic duty,
and are sinking into i nessential forms and ceremonies ; only
where "fate" has shown itself to be political necessity--could
true religion step i nto the world. Its basis is a feeling of the
unblessedness of human being, of the state's profou nd in
adequacy to still the purely human need. Its inmost kernel
is denial of the world-that is, recognition of the world as a
fleet ing and dreamlike state [ of mind] reposing merely on
illusion-and struggle for redemption from it, prepared for
by renunciation, attained by faith .
I n true religion a complete reversal thus occurs of all
the aspirations to which the state had owed its founding
and its organizing : what is seen to be unattainable here,
the human m i nd desists from striving for upon th is path ,
to ensure its reach ing by a path completely opposite. To
the religious eye the truth grows plain that there must be an
other world than this, because the i nextinguishable bent to
happiness cannot be stilled withi n this world, and hence
requires another world for its redemption. What, now, is
that other world? So far as the conceptual faculties of human
understanding reach , and in their practical application as
intellectual reason, it is quite impossible to gain a notion that
shall not clearly show itself as founded on this selfsame world
of need and change : wherefore, since this world is the source
of our u nhappiness, that other world, of redemption from it,
must be precisely as different from this present world as the
mode of cognizance whereby we are to perceive that other
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world must be different from the mode which shows us
noth ing but th is present world of suffering and illusion.
In patriotism we have already seen that a Wahn usurps
the single i ndividual prompted merely by personal interests,
a Wah n that makes the peril of the state appear to him an
i nfinitely intensified personal peril, to ward off which he
then will sacri fice himself with equally i ntensified ardor.
But where, as now, it is a question of letting the personal
egoism, at bottom the only decider, perceive the nullity of
all the world, of the whole assemblage of relations in which
alone contentment had hitherto seemed possible to the
i ndividual ; of directing his zeal toward free-wi lled sufferi ng
and renunciation, to detach him from dependence on th is
world : this wonder-worki ng intui tion-which, in contra
distinction from the ordinary practical mode of ideation, we
can apprehe nd only as Wahn-must h ave a source so
sublime, so utterly i ncomparable with every other, that the
only notion possible to be granted us of that source itself,
in truth, must consist in our necessary i n ference of its exist
ence from this its supernatural effect.
Whosoever th i nks he has said the last word on the essence
of the Christian faith when he styles it an attempted satisfac
tion of the most unbounded egoism, a k i nd of contract
where i n the beneficiary is to obtain eternal, never-ending bliss
on condition of absti nence and free-willed suffering in this
relatively brief and fleeting life, he certainly has defined there
with the sort of notion alone accessible to unshaken human
egoism, but nothing even d istantly resembling the Wah n
transfigured concept proper to the actual practicer of free
willed suffering and renunciation. Through voluntary suffering
and renunciation, on the contrary, man's egoism is already
practically upheaved, and he who chooses them, let h is object
be whate'er you please, is thereby raised already above all
notions bound by time and space ; for no longer can he seek
a happi ness that lies in time and space, e'en were they figured
as eternal and immeasurable . That which gives to him the
superhuman strength to suffer voluntarily must i tself be felt
by him already as a profoundly i nward happiness, incogniz
able by a ny other, a h appi ness quite i ncommunicable to the
world except through outer sufferi ng ; i t must be the measure
Iessly lofty joy of world-overcoming, compared wherewith the
empty pleasure of the world conqueror seems downright null
and ch ild ish .
From th is result, sublime above all others, we have to
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infer the nature of the divine Wahn itself; and, to gain any
sort of notion thereof, we h ave therefore to pay close heed
to how it displays itself to the religious world overcomer,
simply endeavoring to reproduce and set before ourselves
this conception of h is in all its purity, but in nowise attempt
ing to reduce the Wah n itself, forsooth , to terms of our
conceptual method, so rad ically distinct from that of the
religious.
As religion's highest force proclaims itself in faith , its most
essential import l ies within its dogma. Not through its
practical importance for the state, that is, its moral law, is
religion of such weigh t ; for the root pri nciples of all morality
are to be found in every, even in the most imperfect, religion,
but through its measureless value to the i ndividual does the
Christian rel igion prove its lofty mission, and that through
its dogma. The wonderous, quite i ncomparable attribute of
rel igious dogma is this : it presents in positive form that which
on the path of reflection, and through the strictest philosophic
methods, can be seized i n none but negative form. That is
to say, whereas the philosopher arrives at demonstrating the
erroneousness and incompetence of that natural mode of
ideation in power whereof we take the world, as it commonly
presents itself, for an undoubtable reality, religious dogma
shows the other world itself, as yet u nrecognized ; and with
such unfailing sureness and distinctness, that the religious,
on whom that world has dawned , is straightway possessed with
the JliOSt unshatterable, most deeply blessing peace.
We must assume that this conception, so indicibly beauti
fyi ng in its effect, this idea which we can rank only u nder
the category of Wah n, or better, this i mmediate vision seen
by the religious, to the ordi nary human apprehension remains
entirely foreign and u nconveyable, i n respect of both its
substance and its form. What, on the other hand, is imparted
thereof and thereon to the layman, to the people can be
nothing more than a kind of allegory ; to wit, a rendering of
the unspeakable, impalpable, and never understandable
through [ their] immediate i ntuition, into the speech of com
mon life a nd of its only feasible form of knowledge, erroneous
per se. In this sacred allegory an attempt is made to transmit
to wordly minds the mystery of the divine revelation ; but the
only relation it can bear to what the religious had immediately
beheld is the relation of the day-told dream to the actual
dream of night . As to the part the most essential of the thing
to be transmitted, this narration will be itself so strongly
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ti nctured with the impressions of ordi nary daily life , and
through them so d istorted, that i t neither can truly satisfy the
teller-si nce he feels that just the weightiest part had really
been quite otherwise-nor fill the hearer with the certainty
afforded by the hearing of someth ing wholly comprehensible
and intelligible in itself.
I f, then, the record left upon our own m ind by a deeply
moving dream is strictly nothing but an allegorical para
phrase, whose i ntrinsic d isagreement with the original remains
a trouble to our waking consciousness ; and therefore if the
knowledge reaped by the hearer can at bottom be nothing
but a n essentially distorted image of that original , yet this
[ allegorical ] message, i n the case both of the dream and of the
actually received divine revelation, remains the only possible
way of proclaiming the thing received to the layman. Upon
these li nes is formed the dogma ; and this is the revelation's
only portion cognizable by the world, which it therefore has
to take on authority, so as to become a partner, at least
through faith, in what its eye has never seen. Hence is faith
so strenuously commended to the folk : the religious become
a sharer in salvation through his own eye's beholding, feels
and knows that the layman, to whom the vision itself remains
a stranger, has no path to k nowledge of the divi ne except
the path of faith ; and this faith, to be effectual, must be
sincere, undoubting, and unconditional , in measure as the
dogma embraces all the i ncomprehensible, and to common
knowledge contrad ictory-seeming, conditioned by the in
comparable difficulty of its wording.
The intrinsic distortion of religion's fundamental essence,
beheld through divine revelation, that is to say, of the true
root essence i ncommunicable per se to ordi nary knowlege,
is hence u ndoubtedly engendered in the first instance by
the aforesaid difficulty in the wording of its dogma ; but
this distortion first becomes actual and perceptible from the
moment when the dogma's nature is dragged before the
tribune of common casual apprehension. The resulting vitia
tion of religion itself, whose holy of holies is just the
indubitable dogma that blesses through an inward faith, is
brought about by the i neluctable requ irement to defend that
dogma against the assaults of common human apprehension,
to expla i n and make i t seizable to the latter. This requirement
grows more pressing in degree as religion, wh ich had its
primal fou nt within the deepest chasms of the world-fleeing
heart, comes once again into a relation with the state .
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The disputations traversing the centuries of the Christ ian
religion's development i nto a Church and i ts complete meta
morphosis into a state establishment, the perpetually recurri ng
strifes in countless forms a nent the rightness and the ration
ality of relig ious dogma and its points, present us with the
sad and painfully i nstructive history of an attack of mad ness.
Two absolutely i ncongruous modes of view and k nowledge, at
variance in their entire nature, cross one another in th is
strife, without so much as letting men detect their radical
diverge nce : not but that one must allow to the truly rel igious
champions of dogma that they started with a thorough
consciousness of the total difference between their mode of
knowledge and that belonging to the world ; whereas the
terrible wrong, to which they were driven at last, consisted
in their letting themselves be hurried i nto zealotism and the
most i nhuman use of viole nce when they found that nothing
was to be done with human reason, thus practically degener
ating into the utmost oppos ite of religiousness.
On the other hand the hopelessly material istic, i ndustrially
commonplace, ent irely un-Goded aspect of the modern world
is debitable to the counter eagerness of the common practical
understanding to construe rel igious dogma by l aws of cause
and effect deduced from the phenomena of natural and social
life, and to fling aside whatever rebel led against that mode of
explanation as a reasonless chimera. A fter the Church, in
her zeal, had clutched at the weapons of state jurisdiction,
thus transforming herself into a political power, the contrad ic
tion i nto which she thereby fel l with herself-si nce rel igious
dogma assuredly conveyed no lawful title to such a power
was bound to become a truly lawful weapon in the hands of
her opponents ; and, whatever other semblance may sti ll be
toilsomely upheld, today we see her lowered to an institution
of the state, employed for objects of the state machi nery ;
wherewith she may prove her use, i ndeed , but no more her
divi nity.
But does this mean that religion i tself has ceased?
No, no ! I t lives, but only at its primal source and sole true
dwelling place, with i n the deepest, holiest i nner chamber of
the i ndividual-there wh ither never yet has surged a confl ict
of the rationalist a nd supranaturalist , the clergy and the state .
For th is is the essence of true religion : that, away from the
cheating show of the daytide world , it shines in the night of
man's i nmost heart, with a l ight qu ite other than the world
sun's light, and visible nowhe nce save from out that depth .
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'Tis t h u s i ndeed ! Profoundest k nowledge teaches us that
only in the in ner chamber of our heart, i n nowise from the
world presented to us without, can true assuagement come
to us. Our organs of perception of the outer world are merely
destined for discovering the means wherewith to satisfy the
individual un i t's need, that u n i t which feels so si ngle and so
needy i n face of just this worl d ; with the selfsame organs we
cannot possibly perceive the basic oneness of all being; it is
al lowed us solely by the new cognitive faculty that is suddenly
awakened in us, as if through grace, so soon as ever the
va nity of the world comes home to our inner consciousness of
any k i nd of p ath .
Wherefore the truly religious k nows also that h e cannot
really impart to the world on a theoretic path , forsooth
through argument a nd controversy, his i nner beatific vision,
and thus persuade it of that vision's truth ; he can do this only
on a practical path , through example, through the deed of
renunciation, of sacri fice, through gentleness u nsh akable,
through the sublime serenity of earnestness that spreads itself
o'er all his act ions . The sai nt, the martyr, is therefore the
true mediator of salvation ; through his example the folk is
shown , in the only manner to it comprehensible, of what
purport must that vision be, wherein itself can share through
fa ith alone, but not yet through immediate k nowledge . Hence
there lies a deep and p reg nant meaning behind the folk's
addressing itself to God through the medium of its heart
loved sai nts ; and i t says little for the vaunted enl ightenment
of our era that every English shopkeeper for i nstance, so
soon as he has donned h is Sunday coat and taken the right
book with him, opi nes that he is entering i nto immediate
perso nal i ntercourse with God . No : a proper u nderstandi ng
of that Wah n wherein a h igher world imparts i tsel f to common
human ideation, and which proves its virtue through man's
heartfelt resignation to this present world, alone is able to
lead to k nowledge of man's most deep concerns ; and it must
be borne i n mind, withal, that we can be prompted to that
resignation only through the said example of true saintliness,
but never urged into it by an overbearing clergy's vain appeal
to dogma pure and simple.
Th is attribute of true rel igiousness, which, for the deep
reason given above , does not proclaim i tself through dis
putation, but solely through the active example-this attribute,
should it be i ndwelling in the k i ng, becomes the only revela
t i on, of profit to both state and religion, that can bring the
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two into relationsh ip. As I have already shown, no one is more
compelled than he, through his exalted, well-nigh super
human station, to grasp the profoundest earnestness of life ;
and-if h e gai n this only insight worthy o f his calli ng-no one
stands in more need, than he, of that sublime and strengthen
ing solace which religion alone can give. What no cunning of
the poli tician can ever compass, to him, thus armored and
equipped, will then alone be possible : gazing out of that world
into this, the mournful seriousness wherewith the sight of
mundane passions fills him, will arm him for the exercise of
strictest equity ; the i nner knowledge that all these passions
spri ng only from the one great sufferi ng of unredeemed man
kind, will move him pitying to the exercise of grace. Un
flinch ing justice, ever-ready mercy-here is the mystery of th e
king's ideal! But though i t faces toward the state with surety
of its healing, this ideal's possib ility of attai nment arises not
from any tendence of the state, but purely from religion . Here,
then, would be the happy trysting place where state and
religion, as erst in their prophetic days of old, met once
again.
We here have ascri bed to the king a mission so u ncommon,
and repeated ly denoted as almost superhuman, that the
question draws near : How is its constant fulfillment t o be
compassed by the human i ndividual, even though he own the
natural capacity for which alone its possibility is reckoned,
without h is sink i ng u nder it? In t ruth there rules so great a
doubt as to the possibi lity of attaining the k i ngly ideal, that
the contrary case is provided for in advance i n the fram ing
of state constitutions. Neither could we ourselves imagine
a monarch qualified to fulfill h is h ighest task, saving under
cond itions similar to those we are moved to advance when
seeking to accou nt for the working and endurance of every
th ing uncommon and u nord inary in this ordi nary world . For,
when we regard it with closer sympathy, each truly great
mi nd-wh ich the human generative force, for all its teemi ng
productivity, bri ngs forth so vastly seldom-sets us a-wonder
ing how 'twas possible for it to hold out for any length of
time with in this world, to wit, for long enough to acquit itsel f
of its tale of work.
Now, the great, the truly noble spirit is disti nguished from
the common organization of everyday by this : to it every,
often the seemi ngly most trivial, i ncident of life and world
intercourse is capable of swiftly displaying its widest correla-

420

WAG N E R ON M USIC A N D DRAMA

tion with the essential root phenomena of all existence, thus
of showi ng life and the world themselves in their true, their
terribly earnest meaning. The naive , ord inary man-accus
tomed merely to seizing the outmost side of such events, the
side of practical service for the moment's need-when once
this awful earnestness suddenly reveals itself to him through
an unaccustomed juncture, falls into such consternation that
sel f-m urder is very frequently the consequence. The great,
the exceptional man finds himself each day , in a certain
measure, in the situation where the ordinary man forthwith
despairs of life. Certai nly the great, the truly religious man I
mean, is saved from this consequence by the lofty earnest of
that inner ur-k nowledge of the essence of the world which
has become the standard of all his beholdi ngs ; at each instant
he is prepared for the terrible phenomenon : also, he is
armored with a gentle ness and patience which never let h i m
fal l a-storm ing against a n y manifestation o f evil that may
haply take him unawares.
Yet a n irrecusable yearning to turn his back completely
on this world must necessarily surge up within his breast,
were there not for him-as for the common man who lives
away a life of constant care-a certain distraction, a period
ical turni ng aside from that world's earnestness which else
is ever present to his thoughts. What for the com mon man is
entertainment and amusement must be forthcoming for h i m
a s wel l, b u t i n t h e noble form befitti ng h i m ; a n d that which
renders possible th is turni ng aside, this noble illusion, must
again be a work of that man-redeeming Wah n which spreads
i ts wonders wherever the individual's normal mode of view
can help i tsel f no further. But in th is insta nce the Wah n
must be e ntirely candid ; it must confess itself in advance for
an illusion, if it is to be willi ngly embraced by the man who
really longs for distraction and illusion in the h igh and earnest
sense I mean. The fancy-picture brought before him must
never afford a loophole for resum moni ng the earnestness of
life through any possible dispute about its actuality and
provable foundation upon fact, as religious dogma does.
No, it must exercise its specific virtue through its very setting
of the conscious Wah n in place of the reality. This office is
fulfilled by art; and in conclusion I therefore point my highly
loved young friend to art, as the kindly life savior who does
not really and wholly lead us out beyond th is l i fe, but, within
i t , lifts us up above it and shows it as itself a game of
play ; a game that, take it ne'er so terrible and earnest an
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appeara nce, yet here again is shown us as a mere Wahn
picture, as w hich it comforts us and wafts us from the com
mon truth of our distress .
The work of noblest art will be given a glad admittance
by my friend, the work that, treading on the footprints of
life's earnestness, shall sooth ingly dissolve reality into that
Wah n wherein itself i n turn, th is serious reality, at last seems
nothing else to us but Wahn : and in his most rapt beholding
of this wondrous Wahn play, there will return to h i m the
indicible dream picture of the holiest revelation, with clearness
unmistakable-that same divine dream picture which the
disputes of sects and churches had made ever m ore incog
nizable to him, and which, as well-nigh unintelligible dogma,
could end only in his d ismay. The nothingness of the world,
here is it harmless, frank, avowed as though i n smiling : for
our willing purpose to deceive ourselves has led us on to
recognize the world's real state without a shadow of i llusion.
Thus has it been possible for me, even from this earnest
sally into the weightiest regions of life's earnestness, and
without losing myself or feigning, to come back to my beloved
art. Will my friend in sympathy understand me, when I
confess that first upon this path have I regained full conscious
ness of art's serenity?

2.

German art and German policy: * German and
french civilizations contrasted; development of
the German nation; the Romantic movement;
the decline of German art; need for the German
princes to support German art; German union

IN his admirable Inquiry into the European Balance of
Power,t Constantin Frantz closes with the followi ng paragraph
his exposition of the influence, outspoken in the Napoleonic
propaganda, of French politics upon the European system
of states :
* Written in the autumn of 1 867.-Eos.

t Untersuchungen ilber das europiiische Gleichgewicht,

in Berl in,

1 85 9.-TR.

published
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"But i t is on noth ing else than the power of French
civil ization that this propaganda rests ; without that, itself
wou ld be quite powerless . To extricate ourselves from the
tyranny of that materialistic civilization is therefore the only
effectual dam against this propaganda. And this is precisely
the mission of Germany ; because Germany, of all Continental
countries, alone possesses the needful qualities a nd forces of
mind and spirit to bri ng about a nobler culture, against wh ich
French civil ization will h ave no power any more. Here would
you have the rightful German propaganda, a nd a very es
sential contribution to the re-establishment of European
equipoise."
We place th is saying of one of the most comprehensive
and original political thinkers and writers-of whom the
German nation m ight wel l be proud, had it only learned
to l isten to him-at the head of a series of i nquiries to which
we are i ncited by the certai nly not u ninteresting problem of
the relation of art to politics in general, of German art
endeavors to the struggle of the Germans for a h igher political
standing in particular. The first glance reveals this particular
r:elation as of so peculiar a kind, that i t seems worth while
to proceed from it to a comparative exami nation of that more
general relation-worth while for rousing the Germans to a
noble sense of self-reliance, since the universal import of
even this particular relation, while i t meets the efforts of other
nations in a conciliatory temper, at like time very evidently
assigns to the qualities and development of just the German
spirit the pre-eminent calli ng to that work of reconciliation.
That art and science pursue their own path of evolution,
of efflorescence and decay, completely aside from the political
life of a nation, must have been the conclusion of those who
have paid their chief attention to art's Renaissance amid the
political relations of the expiri ng Middle Ages, and h ave
deemed impossible to accord to the downfall of the Roman
Church , to the prevalence of dynastic i ntrigues in the Italian
states, as also to the tyranny of the ecclesi astical Inquisition
i n Spain, any furthersome connection with the u nparalleled
artistic flourishing of Italy and Spain at the same epoch .
That p resent-day Fra nce is standing at the head of Euro
pean civilization, and yet betrays the deepest bankruptcy of
truly spiritual productivity, is a fresh apparent contradiction :
here, where splendor, power, and acknowledged supremacy
over almost every other land and nation in every conceivable
form of public life are undeniable facts, the best spirits among
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this people, that accounts itself so eminently spiritual, despair
of ever mounting from the m azes of the most degrading
materialism to any sort of outlook on the beautiful. If one is to
grant the justice of the never-ceasing French laments about
the restriction of the nation's political freedom ( and people
flatter themselves with assigning this as the only ground for
the ruin of the public art taste ) , these laments might still
be met, and not without good reason, by a reference to those
flowering periods of Italian and Spanish art when outward
luster and decisive influence upon the civilization of Europe
went hand in hand with so-called political thralldom, pretty
much as now is the case in France . But, that at no epoch of
their luster have the French been able to produce an art
even distantly approaching the Italian, or a poetic literature of
equal standing with the Spanish, must have a special reason of
its own . Perhaps i t may be explained through a comparison
of Germany with France at a time of the latter's greatest
splendor and the former's deepest downfall. There Louis XIV,
here a German philosopher [ Leibnitz] who believed he must
recognize in France's brilliant despot the chosen ruler of the
world : indisputably an expression of the German nation's
deepest woe ! At that time Louis XIV and his courtiers set
up their laws even for what should rank as beautiful, beyond
which, at the real heart of the matter, the French under
Napoleon III have not as yet exceeded ; from that time dates
the forgetting of their native history, the uprooting of their
saplings of a national art of poetry, the havoc played with
the art and poesy imported from Italy and Spain, the trans
formation of beauty into elegance, of grace into decorum .
Impossible is it for us to discover what the true qualities
of the French people might have engendered of themselves ;
it has so completely divested itself of these qualities, at least
in so far as concerns its "civilization," that we can no longer
argue as to how it would have borne itself without that
transformation. And all this happened to this people when it
was at a high stage of its splendor and its power, when, for
getting itself, it took its likeness from its princes; with such
determinant energy did it happen, this civilized form of its
impressed itself so i ndelibly upon every European nation, that
even today one can picture nothing else but chaos, in an
emancipation from that yoke, and the Frenchman would
rightly think he had lapsed into utter barbarism if he swung
himself from out the orbit of his civilization.
If we consider the positive murder of freedom i nvolved in
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this i nfluence, which so completely dominated the most
origi nal German ruler-genius of latter times, Frederick the
Great, that he looked down upon everything German with
downright passionate contempt, we m ust admit that a redemp
tion from the manifest bankruptcy of Europea n manhood
m ight be deemed of moment not unlike the deed of shattering
the Roman world dominion and its leveling, at last quite
deadening civilization . As there a total regeneration was
needed of the European folk blood, so here a rebirth of the
folk spirit m ight be required. And i ndeed it seems reserved
for the selfsame nation from whom that regeneration once
proceeded to accomplish this rebirth as wel l ; for demonstrably,
as scarce another fact in h istory, the resurrection of the
German folk itself has emanated from the G erman spirit,
in fullest contrast to the "Renaissance" of the remaining
culture folks of newer Europe-of whom i n the French
nation's case at least, instead of any resurrection, an un
exampledly capricious transformation on mere mechanical
lines, dictated from above, is equally demonstrable.
At the very time when the most gifted German ruler could
not look beyond the horizon of that French civilization
without a shudder, this rebirth of the German folk from its
ow n spirit, a phenomenon u nparalleled in history, was already
taki ng place. Of it Schiller sings :
No Augustan age's flower,
No Medici's bounteou s power,
Sm iled upon our German Art;
She was never nu rsed in luster,
Opened wide her blossoms' cluste r
Ne'er for royal princes' mart.

To these eloquent rhymes of the great poet we will add
i n humdrum prose that, when we talk of the rebirth of
German art, we are speaking of a time at which, on the other
hand, the German folk was scarcely recognizable outside
its royal fam ilies ; that, after the u nheard-rui n of all civic
culture in Germany through the Thirty Years' War, all right,
nay, all capacity to move in any walk or sphere of life lay
i n the prince's h ands alone ; that these princely courts, in
which alone the m ight and even the existence of the German
nation found expression, behaved themselves with almost
scrupulous conscientiousness as threadbare imitations of the
French king's court; and we shall have a commentary, at any
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rate challenging earnest meditation, to Sch iller's strophe. If
we arise from that meditation with a feeling of pride in the
German spirit's indomitable force ; and if, encouraged by this
feeling, we may dare assume that even now, despite the well
nigh unbroken influence of French civilization upon the public
spirit of European peoples, this German spirit stands facing
it as a rival equally endowed at bottom then, to mark the
situation's political significance withal, we might frame the
following brief antithesis :
French civilization arose without the people, German art
without the princes; the first could arrive at no depth of spirit
because it merely laid a garment on the nation, but never
th rust into its heart; the second has fallen short of power
and patrician finish because it could not reach as yet the
courts of princes, not open yet the hearts of rulers to the
German spirit.
The continued sovereignty of French civilization would
therefore mean the conti nuance of a veritable estrangement
between the spirit of the German folk and the spirit of its
princes ; it thus would be the triumph of French policy, aiming
since Richel ieu at European hegemony, to keep this estrange
ment on foot, and make it total : just as that statesman made
use of the religious strifes and political antagonisms between
princes and empire [or "Realm"-Reich ] for founding French
supremacy, so, under the cha nged conditions of the 11ge, it
would be bound to be the persistent care of gi fted French
dictators to employ the seductive i nfluence of French civiliza
tion, if not to subjugate the remaining European peoples, at
least openly to control the spirit of German courts .
Complete success attended this means of subjugation in the
past century, where with a blush we see German princes
snared and al ienated from the German folk by presents of
French ballet dancers and Italian singers, just as savage Negro
pri nces are beguiled today with strings of beads and tinkling
bells. How to deal with a folk from whom its i ndifferent
pri nces have at last been actually kidnapped we m ay see by a
letter of the g reat Napoleon to his brother, whom he had
appointed King of Holland : he reproached him with having
given way too much to the national spirit of his subjects,
whereas, had he better French ified the country, the emperor
would h ave added to his kingdom a slice of northern
Germany, "puisque c'eut ere un noyau de peuple, qui
eut depayse davantage /'esprit allemand, ce qui est le prem ier
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but de ma po/itique, " as the sentence runs in the letter in
question. Here stand naked, face to face, this "esprit
allemand" and French civi lization : between the two the Ger
man pri nces, of whom that noble strophe of Schiller's sings.
Clearly, then, it is worth while to i nspect the c loser relations
of this German spirit with the princes of the German people :
it well might give us serious pause. For we are bound some
day to reach a point, in the contest between French civiliza
tion and the German spirit, where it will become a question
of the continuance of the German princes. If the German
princes are not the faithful guardians of the German spirit;
if, consciously or unconsciously, they help French civilization
to triumph over that German spirit, so woefully misprised and
disregarded by them, then their days are numbered, let the
fiat come from here or there. Thus we are fronted with an
earnest question, of world-historical moment ; its more minute
examination will plainly teach us whether we err when, from
our standpoint, that of German art, we assign to it so great
and grave a meaning.
II

I t is good, and most e ncouraging for us, to find that the
German spirit, when with the second h alf of last century i t
raised itself from i ts deepest decay, did n o t require a new
birth, but merely a resurrection ; across two desert centuries
it cou ld stretch its hands to the selfsame spirit, which then
strewed wide its lusty seeds through all the Holy Roman
Empire of the German nation, and whose effect upon even the
plastic shape of Europe's civilization we can never deem of
small account if we remember that the beautiful, the mani
foldly individual, the i maginative G erman costume of those
days was adopted by every European nation. Look at two
portraits : here DUrer, there Leibnitz; what a horror at the
unhappy period of our downfall is awakened in us by the
contrast!
Hail to the glorious spirits who first felt deep this horror,
and cast their gaze across the centuries to recognize them
selves once more ! Then was fou nd that it had not been
drowsi ness that plunged the German folk into its misery ; i t
h a d fought its w a r o f th irty years for i t s spiritual freedom ;
that was won, and though the body was faint with wounds
and loss of blood, the m ind stayed free, even beneath French
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full-bottomed wigs. Hail Winckelm a n n and Lessi n g , ye who,
beyond the ce nturies of native G erman majesty, fou n d the
German's ur-ki ns m e n i n the d i v i ne Hellenes, and l a i d bare
the pure i deal of human be auty to the powder-bleared eyes of
French-c i vili zed ma n k in d ! H a i l to thee,

G oethe, thou who

hadst power to wed Helena to our Faust, the G reek i deal to
the G erman spirit ! H a i l to thee, Sch i l ler , thou w h o gavest to

( des

th e reborn spirit the stature of the ' ' Germ a n stri p l i ng"

deu tsch en Jiinglings ) ,

who stands disdai nful of the pride of

Bri ta i n , the sensuous wi les of Paris ! Wh o was this deu tsche
Jiingling? Has anyone heard of a French, a n English Jiing/ing?
A n d yet how p l a i n and clear beyond m i stake, we u nderstand
this " G e rm a n Jiing/ing'' ! Th i s stri p l i ng, who in Mozart's
virg i n a l melodies beshamed the Ital i a n capons ; in Beethoven's
symphony grew up to courage of the man, for dau ntless,
world-redeem i ng deeds ! And this stri pling i t was who threw
h i m self at last upon the battlefield when h i s pri nces had lost
everyth i ng-empire,

country,

ho nor ;

to reconquer

for the

folk i ts freedom, for the p r i nces e ' e n their forfe i t thrones .
And h ow was this

Jiing/ing

blacker i ngratitude

than

rep a i d ? In a l l h istory there is no

the Germ a n pri nces'

treachery to

the spirit of the i r peop l e ; and many a good , a noble and self
sacr i fi c i ng deed of th e i rs w i l l i t need to atone for that betrayal.
We hope for those deeds, and there fore let the s i n be told
right loud ly !
How was it possible that the pri nces should h ave p assed
i n total s i l e nce the i ncomparably glorious resurrect i o n of the
German spirit,
cha nge

in

not

even h ave the nce derived the smallest

the i r op i n i o n of the i r

people's

character?

How

e x p l a i n th is i ncred ible b l i n d ness, w h i ch absolutely knew not
so much as how to use that i n fi nitely stirring s p i r i t for the
furthering of their dynastic policy?
The
h ighest

reason
regions

of

the

G e rm a n

o f the

heart's

G erm a n

pervers ity

nation,

of all

in

these

places,

lies

certa i nly both deep a n d far away ; in part, perch ance , i n just
the u n i versal scope of G erman nature . The G erman Reich was
no narrow national state, a n d far as h e aven from what hovers
nowadays before the longing fancy of the weaker, downtrod ,
and d issevered races

of

k a i sers

no

had

to

learn

the
l ess

nation. The
th a n four

sons

of

disti nct

G erm a n
Europe a n

la nguages, to fi t t h e m for due converse w i th the m embers
of the Reich . The fortu nes o f all Europe were assembled i n
t h e political forecast o f the German kaiser's court ; a nd never,
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even at the empire's lowest ebb, did this dispensation wholly
change . Only, the imperial court at Vienna, through its
weakness over against the Reich, at last was rather led by
Spa nish and Romish intercrsts than exercised its i nfluence over
them ; so that at its most fateful era the Reich was l ike an inn
in which the host no longer, but the guests make out the
reckoning.
Whilst the Viennese court had thus completely fallen i nto
the Romo-Spanish rut, at its only substantial rival, the court
of Berlin, the mastering tendence was that of French civiliza
tion, wh ich had already fully drawn into its groove the courts
of lesser pri nces, the Saxon at their head . By the fostering
of art these courts, at bottom , meant nothing more than
the procuring a French ballet or a n Italian opera ; and, taken
strictly, they h ave not advanced one step beyond the notion
till this day. God knows what would have become of Goethe
·
and Schiller if th e first, born well-to-do, had not won the
personal friendship of a mi nor German prince, the Weimar
wonder, and eventually been enabled i n that position to
provide to some extent for Schiller! Presumably they would
not have been spared the lot of Lessing, Mozart, and so many
another noble spirit. But the deu tsche Jiingling was not the
man to need the "smile of princes," in the sense of a Racine or
a Lully : he was called to throw aside the "curb of rules,"
and as there, so here in the people's l ife, to step forth a
l iberator from oppression.
This cal ling was recognized by an intell igent statesman at
the time of utmost want ; and, when all the red-tape armies
of our monarchs had been utterly routed by the holder of
French power-i nvadi ng no longer as a curled and frizzled
civil izer, but as a ravenous lord of war ; when the German
pri nces were no longer serva nts to mere French civilization,
but vassals to French political despotism : then was it the
German Jiinglin�; whose aid was invoked, to prove with
weapons in his hand the mettle of this German spirit reborn
with i n him. He showed the world its patent of nobility. To
the sound of lyre and sword * he fought its battles. Amazed,
the Gallic caesar asked why he no longer could beat the
Cossacks and Croats, the Imperial and Royal Guards? Per* An all usion to Komer's patriotic songs, as set to music by
Weber in September, 1 8 1 4. These songs were the means of arous
ing the utmost patriotic enthusiasm among the youths and younger
men of Germany.-TR.
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haps his nephew is the onl y man on all the thrones of
Europe who really k nows the answer to that question : he
k nows and fears the Germa n Jiingling. Learn ye to know him
too, for ye should love hi m !
But in what consisted the huge i ngratitude wherewith the
German pri nces recompensed the saving deeds of th is German
spirit? They were rid of the French oppressors ; but French
civilization they enthroned aga i n, to hug its leading stri ngs
as ever. Merely the great-grandsons of that Louis XIV were
to be i nstalled in power once more ; a nd i ndeed it looks as if
t h e i r only care besides w as to e nj oy their ballet and their
opera i n peace again. To these regained delights they merely
added one thing : fear of the German spirit. The Jiingling who
had rescued them must pay for h aving shown his u ndreamed
power. A more lamentable m isu nderstanding, than that which
now preva iled throughout a whole half-century in Germany
twixt folk and pri nces, h istory would find it h ard to point to ;
and yet that m isundersta nding is the only decent shadow of
an excuse for the ingratitude exh ibited.
I f the German spirit had erewh ile stayed u n noticed merely
out of lethargy and corrupted taste, now, when its strength
had proved i tself upon the battlefield, the rulers confounded it
with the spirit of the French Revolution-for everything had
really to be looked at through French spectacles. The German
stripling who had doffed his soldier's uniform and, in l ieu
of the Fre nch tailcoat, h ad reached back to the old-German
gown was soon considered a J acobin who devoted his time
at German universities to noth ing less th an universal schemes
of regicide. Or is th is taking the kernel of the m isunder
standing a shade too l i terally? So much the worse, if we are
to suppose that the spirit of German rebirth i ndeed was
grasped correctly, and hostile measures taken against it of
set purpose.
With deep sorrow must we confess th at ignora nce and
knowledge here appear to stand not all too wide apart ; for that
would mean that the deplorable consequences of a purposely
fostered m isunderstand i ng could be explained on none but the
lowest grounds of lax and vulgar love of pleasure . For how
did the deutsche Jiingling bear h imself, returning home from
war? Assuredly he strove to bring the German spirit i nto
active efficacy i n l i fe itsel f; but no meddl i ng w i th actual
pol i tics was h is object ; no, noth ing but the renewing and
strengthening of personal a nd social moral ity. Plainly is this
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spoke n i n t h e fou nding of t h e Bursch enschaft. * I t well became
the young figh ters of the nation's battles to take strong arms
agai nst the savage brawls and hectori ngs of Germa n student
life, to put down debauchery and drunkenness ; on the other
hand, to i nstitute a strenuous and systematic training of the
body, to do away with cursing and sweari ng, and to crown
true piety of heart with the vow of noble ch astity. French
civil izat ion had fou nd the degenerate mercenaries of the
Thirty Years' War besotted with the vices here attacked : to
pol ish down and t i nker up that rawness , w i th its aid, to the
pri nces seemed sufficient for all time. But now the German
youth i tself designed to earn the praise erewhile bestowed
by Tacitus upon the deu tsch e Jiingling. What other people
has a similar event to show in all the h istory of i ts culture?
Truly a qu ite u nparalleled phenomenon . Here was noth ing
of that gloomy, tyra nnous ascet icism wh ich at times has
* Accord ing
to B rockhaus' Con versations-Lexikon, the first
Burschenschaft ( from B ursch , a " fe l low, youngster"-one m ight

say, a "scrub" ) was fou nded a t Jena Un iversity, on J u ne 1 2, 1 8 1 5 ,
part l y b y students who had fought i n the War o f Libe ration, partly
by members of the old un iversity Landsmannschaften. Its motto
was "Honor, Freedom, Fatherland." Its objects were those stated
above , and its example was soon fol l owed by a l most every uni
versity in Ge rmany proper. I n two or th ree years' time a general
con c l ave, with annual sittings, was formed from among these
Burschenschaften, under the name of Burschentag. A t this sort of
minor parliament the chief business from 1 827 to 1 83 1 was a
d ispute between the so-cal led G ermanen , a more practically pol iti
cal party, and the A rm inen ( henceforth i n a m inority ) who made
chie fl y for an ideal u n i ty of the Fatherland and its attainment by
means of the original objects of the B urschensclraft. A l re ady after
Kotzebue's m u rder by a German stude n t i n M a rch, 1 8 1 9, the
Burchenschaft had been denounced , and some of its members
"examined" for "demagogism" ; but after the " Frankfort Attempt"
of 1 83 3 (a rising in which certain students had taken part ) the
legal prosecutions became numerou s ; sentences of death, etc. we re
passed, though nothing more severe than pe rsonal i mprisonment
which had a trick of being qu ite se vere enough-was rea l l y put
into execution. I n later years milder counsels appe ar to have
prev ailed aga i n , on both sides.
The Landsmannschaften d ate al most as far back as the uni
versities themse lves. I n these the me mbers were enrolled accord ing
to what one may cal l subnational d istricts-at least the d ivisions
were given te rri toria l names-with al l the evil consequences of
inflaming l oca l , or at least section al, a n i mosity. At the time when
Wagne r was at the Leipzig Un iversity , both species of groups seem
to h ave co-e xisted , a n i nte resting accou n t whe reof w i l l be found
in a note on the "Corps Saxon i a" i n G lase n app's Appendix to the
third edit ion of his Leben R ichard Wagner's.-TR .
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passed across Romantic peoples and left no trace behind : for
this youth was-wonderful to say !-devout without bei ng
churchly. It is as though the spirit of Schiller, the tenderest
and noblest of his ideal creations, here meant to take on flesh
and blood upon a soil of ancient home. The social and
pol it ical development to which it could not but have led, if the
pri nces had only understood this youthful spirit of their
fol k, is surely past our rating h igh enough, our i magining its
beauty. The aberrations of the unadvised were soon made use
of for i ts ruin. Taunts and persecution tarried not to nip i ts
flower in the bud . The old Landsmannschaften system , with
all i ts vic ious and derangi ng i nfluence on youth, was given
another lease of l i fe, to oppose and ridicule the Burschen
schaft; till at last, when the certainly not unintentionally
aggravated blu nders had begun to take a sinister and passion
ate character, the time had come for i nstructing the crimi nal
courts to put a violent end to this German "league of
demagogues. "
The only thing left over from t he time o f Germany's revival
was the mili tary organization retai ned by Prussia; with this
last rem nant of the German spiri t , uprooted everywhere else,
the Prussian crown won the battle of Koniggratz, * to all the
world's am azement, after the lapse of half a century. So great
was the terror at this host in every European Ministry of
War, that an anxious longing needs must seize the French
commander in chief himself [ Marshal Niel ] , regarded as
the mightiest of them all, to introduce a someth ing like this
Landweh r into his so rightly famous army. We h ave seen,
not long ago, how the whole Fre nch people kicked against
the though t . So that French civil ization has not accompl ished
what the downtrod German spirit so quickly and so lastingly
succeeded i n : the formation of a true folk army. As make
weigh t, it is busying itsel f with the i nvention of new weapons
[ chasse pots ] , breechloaders and i nfantry cannon. How will
Prussia reply to that? Li kewise by perfecting her armor, or
-by putting to good use the knowledge of i ts true means of
power, at present not to be learned from it by any European
people?-Si nce that memorable battle, on whose eve the
fi ftieth anniversary of the fou nd i ng of the German Burschen
schaft was celebrated, a great turn ing point has arrived, and
'� Commonl y , but erroneou s l y , known in England and France
as the Battle of Sadowa, i n which Prussia inflicted a crushing
defeat upon Austria, J u l y 3, 1 866.-TR.
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an immeasurably weighty resolution stands a t halt : almost
it looks as if the Emperor of the French more profoundly
judges this importance than the governments of German
princes seem to do. One word from the victor of Koniggriitz,
and a new power stands erect in history, whereagainst French
civilizat ion will pale its fires for ever.
Let us look closer at the consequences of what we have
called that treachery to the G erman spirit, and see what
since, in the course of a full half-century , has become of
the seeds of its then so entrancingly hopeful bloom ; in what
manner Germ a n art and learning, which once had summoned
forth the fairest phases of the people's life, have worked upon
the evolution of thi s people's noble qualities since they were
accounted and treated as foes to the quiet, or at all events the
ease, of German thrones. Perhaps this survey may lead us
to a plainer know ledge of the sins committed ; and we then
shall try mildly to think of them as failings, as to which we
should merely h ave to stipulate for betterment, and not for
expiation, when we finally admonish to a genuinely redeeming,
inner union of the German princes with their folks, their im
buement with the veritable German spirit.
Ill

I f one takes for granted that times of great political up
soaring are necessary to force the mental qualities of a
people to high florescence, one is faced w ith the question :
How is it, on the contrary, that the German War of Libera
tion was plainly followed by a terribly rapid falling off from
the previous steady rise? Two issues are i nc luded in the
answer, one showing us the dependence, the other the
i ndependence, of a nation's artistic genius on the actual stage
of its political life. No doubt, the birth of even a great art
genius must stand in some connection with the spirit of his
time and nation ; but i f we don't propose to seek at random
for the secret bonds of that connection, we certainly shall
not do wrongly to leave to Nature her own mystery, and
confess that great geniuses are born by laws we cannot
fathom . That no genius, such as those the middle of last
century brought forth in rich variety, was born in the begin
ning of the present century has certainly nothing strictly to
do with the political life of the nation.On the other hand, that
the h igh stage of mental receptivity whereto the artistic genius
of the German rebirth had lifted us, so quickly settled down
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again, that the folk allowed i t s ample heritage t o b e reft from
it well-nigh untasted-this, at any rate, may be explained by
the spirit of reaction from the fervor of the war of freedom .
That the womb of German mothers at that time conceived
for us no greater poets than Houwald, Milliner, and their
compeers may belong to the i nscrutable secret of Nature ;
but that these minor talents should h ave abandoned the free
highways of their great German fathers, to wander with quite
childish i nsipidity in a mournful imitation of misunderstood
Romanic models, and th at these wanderings should h ave met
with actual consideration, allows us to argue with much
certainty to a mournful spirit, a mood of great depression, in
the nation's life. Nevertheless, in this mutual mood of mourn
i ng there lingered still a trace of spiritual freedom ; one might
say, the exhausted German spirit was helping itself as best
it could . The true misery begi ns when it was to be helped
along in another fashion.
I ndisputably the most decisive effect of the spirit of
German rebirth upon the nation itself had finally been exerted
from the theatre, through dramatic poetry. Whoever pretends
( as impotent literati are so found of doing nowadays ) to
deny to the theatre a most preponderant share in the art
spirit's i nfluence upon the ethical spirit of a nation, or even
to belittle it, simply proves that he himself stands quite
outside this genuine i nteraction, and deserves notice neither
in literature nor in art. For the theatre, had Lessing begun the
war against French tyran ny, and for the theatre great Schiller
brought that war to fairest victory. The whole aim of our
[ two] great poets was to give their poems their first, their
true, convincing life through the theatre ; and all their inter
vening literature, in its truest sense, was merely an expression
of that aim. Without finding in the existing theatre a technical
development even somewhat preparatory for the high tendence
of German rebirth , our great poets were driven regardlessly
onward in advance of such development, and their legacy was
bequeathed to us on express condition that we first made it
truly ours.
I f, then, no genius such as Goethe and Schiller was born
to us any more, it now was the very task of the reborn Ger
man spirit rightly to tend their works and thus m ake ready
for a long florescence, wh ich Nature necessarily would h ave
followed with the bringing forth of new creative geniuses :
I taly and Spain once lived to see this reciprocity. Noth ing
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more wou ld have been needed than t o set the theatre in
train duly to celebrate the deeds of Lessing's fight and
Sch il ler's victory.
But as the you thful idealism of the Burschenschaft was
parried by the vicious tendence of the old Landsmannschaften,
so, with an i nstinct owned only by those whose subjects are
profou ndly helpless, the rulers took possession of this theatre,
to withdraw the wondrous platform of the German spirit's
noblest deeds of freedom from j ust the influence of that
spirit's self. How does a skillful general prepare the enemy's
defeat? By cutting off its commu nications, its commissariat.
Napoleon the G reat "depaysait" the Germ an spirit. From the
heirs of Goethe and Schiller one took the theatre . Here opera,
there ballet : Rossini, Spontini, the Dioscuri of Vienna and
Berl in, who behind them dragged the Pleiades of German
restoration .
Yet here, too, the German spirit was to try to break itself
a path ; if verse was dumb, yet tune rang out . The fresh, sweet
breath of the youthful German breast , still heaving with noble
aspiration, breathed out of glorious Weber's melodies ; a new
life of wonders was won for German feel ing ; with cheers the
German folk received its Freisch iitz, and now seemed m inded
to th rong anew the French-restored magnificence of the in
tenda nt-ruled court theatres-there, too, to conquer and to
vivify. We k now the long-drawn torments wh ich the nobly
popular German master suffered for his crime of the Liitzow
hunters' melody, * and whereof at last he pined away and died .
The most calculating w icked ness could not h ave gone to
work more cleverly, than here was done, to demoralize and
slay the German art spiri t ; but no less horrible is the supposi
tion that perchance sheer stupid ness and trivial love of
pleasure, on the potentates' part, ach ieved this havoc. After
the lapse of half a century the result is palpable e nough , in
the general state of spiritual life among the German people :
'twere a lengthy task, to follow it through all i ts strangely
complex phases. We propose to offer later our contribution
to that task, from several points of view . For our present
purpose let i t suffice to i ndicate the fresh-won power, over
the German spirit, of a civilization which si nce h as taken so
* In
August, 1 820, Weber was serenaded by the Gottingen
students with his song "Liitzow's wilder Jagd," the words by
Korner. Liitzow had been a l l owed i n 1 8 1 3 to form a "free corps,"
which soon won celebrity for i ts dash and spirit i n the War of
Liberation ; it was joined by Komer, Jahn, Friesen, and so on.-TR.
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fearfully demoralizing a turn i n i ts own country that noble
minds beyond the Rhine are casting glances, longing for
redemption, across to us. From what they then behold, to
their amazement, we best may gather how matters really
stand with ourselves .
The French man disgusted with his own civilization has read
the book of Madame de Stael on Germany, let us say, or
Benjamin Constant's report on the German theatre ; he studies
Goethe and Sch iller, hears Beethoven's music, and believes he
can not possibly be mistaken i f he seeks in close and accurate
acq uai ntance with German life both consolation and a hope
for his own people's future also. "The Germans are a nation
of h igh-souled dreamers and deep-brained thi nkers." Madame
de Stael fou nd stamped on Schiller's genius, upon the whole
evolution of German science, the i nfluence of Ka nt's philos
ophy.
What is there for the Frenchman of today to find with
us? He will merely discover the remarkable consequences
of a philosophic system once nu rsed in Berli n, * and now
brought into thorough world re nown under cover of the
famous name of German ph i losophy ; a system which has
succeeded in so incapacitating German heads for even grasp
ing the problem of philosophy, that it si nce has ranked as
the correct phi losophy to have no philosophy at all. Through
such an influence he will find the spirit of all the sciences so
altered that, in regions where the German's earnestness had
made itself proverbial, superfic ial i ty, ru nning after effect, and
posit ive dishonesty-no longer in the discussion of any prob
lems, but in personal bickerings m ixed with calum nies and
intrigues of every species-almost alone supply the foodstuff
for our book mart, wh ich i tsel f has become a simple monetary
speculation of the booksellers.
Luckily he will find, however, that the real German public,
just like the French , reads no more books at all, but gains
its information almost solely from the journals. In these latter
he will find with sorrow that, even in an evil sense, the
process is no longer German-as at least is the case w i th the
wranglings of the university professors ; for he will here
observe the fi n al consummat ion of a j argon that has more
and more departed from resemblance to the German language.
I n all these manifestations of publicity he will also note the
obvious trend toward forsaking any connection with the
* That of Hege l ; where of Feuerbach's was an offshoot .-TR.
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nation's history, s o highly honorable t o the G erman, and
"operating" a certa in European dead level of the vulgarest
interests of everyday, whereon the ignorance and fatu ity of the
journalist m ay frankly make its comfortable confession, so
fondly flattering to the folk, of the uselessness of thorough
culture.
To the French man, amid such circumstances, the remains
of the German people's love for reading a nd writing won't
ra nk of special value ; rather will he deem the people's mother
wit and native common sense thereby endangered. For i f
he has been revolted i n France b y the nation's practical
materialism , he will scarcely comprehend why this evil should
be theoretically instilled into the German folk through a
journalistic propaganda based on the m ost u nspiritu al con
clusions of an arrogantly shal low nature-science ; seeing that,
upon this path , even the presumable results of naive practice
are made u nfru itful.
Our guest next turns to German art, remarking i n the
first place that the German k nows noth i ng by that name but
painting and scu lpture, w i th arch itecture perhaps throw n in .
From those days of the German reb irth he recalls the fair,
the noble beginni ngs of a development of the German art
spirit on this side too : yet he perceives that what was meant
in grand and genuine earnest by the noble Peter Cornelius, for
ins tance, has now become a fl ippant pretext which fl i ngs its
heels for mere effect, just the same as science and phi losoph y ;
b u t as far as effect is concerned, o u r French man k nows that
none can beat his friends at home.
Onward to poetic literature. He believes he is read ing the
journals aga in. Yet no ! Are these not books, and books of
ni ne i nternally consecutive volumes? Here must be the Ger
man spirit ; even i f most of these books are mere translations,
yet h ere at last must come to light what the German really
is, apart from Alexandre Dumas and Eugene Sue? He un
doubtedly is someth i ng else, to boot : a trader on the name
and fa me of Germa n greatness ! Everyth ing bristles with
patriotic assura nces, and "German," "German," so tolls the
bell above the cosmopolitan synagogue of the "up-to-date."
'Tis so easy, this "German" ! It comes quite of itself, and
no wicked Academy looks us up and dow n ; nor is one
exposed to the constant ch icane of the French author, who
for a sol itary li nguistic solecism i s dism issed forthwith by
all h is colleagues with the cry that he can't write French .
But now to the theatre ! There , in the daily, direct com-
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munion of the public with the i ntellectual leaders of its
nation, must assuredly come out the spirit of the thoughtful
German people, so self-conscious in the practice of its morals ;
the people of whom a certain Benjamin Constant had assured
the Frenchman that it did not need French rules, since
the seemly was a thing inherent in the inwardness and pure�ess
of its nature. It is to be hoped our visitor won't make h is
first acquaintance with our Schiller and Goethe at the theatre,
as in that case he could never comprehend why he had lately
been erecting statues to the former in the squares of all our
cities ; or he would be led to suppose that it was in order to
have done with the excellent, worthy man and his u11deniable
services, in some right handsome way, for good and all.
I n particular, i n his encounter with our great poets on the
stage, he would be astounded at the extraordinarily dragging
tempo in the recitation of their verses, for which he would feel
bound to seek a stylistic ground until he became aware that
this drawling arises merely from the actor's difficulty i n
following the prompter; for this m imetic artist h a s plainly
not the time to commit his verses properly to memory. And
the reason soon grows obvious enough ; for one and the same
actor, in course of the year, has to offer nearly all the products
of the theatric literature of every age and every people, of
every genre and every style-about the most remarkable
collection one can anywhere fi nd-to the subscribing public
of the G erman theatre. With this u nheard extension of the
duties of the German mime, it naturally is never taken i nto
consideration how he shall fulfill his task : both critics and
public have got far beyond that. The actor is therefore
compelled to found his popularity upon another quarter of
his doings : the "up-to-date" is always bringing him some
th i ng to set him i n h is congenial, his "self-i ntelligible" element;
and here again, as in the case of l iterature, is found the help
of the pecul iar modern traffic of the newest German spirit
with French civilization.
As Alexandre Dumas was Germaned there , so here the
Parisian stage caricature is "localized" ; and in measure as
its new "locale" compares with Paris does this main support
of the German theatre's repertory cut a presentable figure on
our stage. A surprising awkwardness of the German's adds
its quota to all this, producing complications which must
awake in our French visitor the thought that the German
far outstrips the Parisian in frivolity : what goes on in Paris
really quite beyond the pale of good society, in the smaller
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hole-and-corner theatres, he will see reproduced i n our most
stylish of court theatres, with vulgar loutishness to boot,
and set before the exclusive circles of society without a
scruple, naked and unashamed , as the newest piece of drollery ;
and this is found quite as it should be.
Recently we lived to see Mdlle. Rigolboche-a person only
expl icable by means of Paris, and advertised in monster type
as the Parisian "cancan-dancer"-summoned to perform at
a Berl i n theatre the dances wh ich she there had executed,
by special agreement with the well-known ballet caterers,
for enlivening the most disreputable rendezvous of the
traveling world ; * moreover a gentleman of high position in
the Prussian aristocracy, and in the habit of patronizing the
world of art, paid her the honor of fetching her away in his
carriage. This time we had our k nuckles rapped for it i n the
Parisian press : for the French felt rightly shocked to see
how French civilization looked without the French decorum .
Indeed, w e may conclude that it i s a simple feeling o f decency
on the part of those peoples who were erewhile influenced
by the German spirit, that now has turned them quite away
from us and thrown them wholly into the arms of French
civilization : the Swedes, Danes, Dutch , our blood-related
neighbors, who once had stood in innermost spiritual com
munion with us, now draw their requirements in the way of
art and intellect direct from Paris, as they very properly
prefer at least the genuine articles to the counterfeits.
But what will our French visitor feel when he has feasted
upon this spectacle of German civilization? To be sure, a
desperate homesickness for at least the French decorum;
and i n that feeling, pondered well, there is won a new a nd
most effectual engine of French supremacy, against wh ich
we may find it very hard to shield ourselves. If nevertheless we
mean to make the attempt, let us proceed to test with care,
and without a shred of idle overweening, the resources
haply still remaining to us.
IV

To the intelligent Frenchman, whom we have just seen
reviewing the present physiognomy of intellectual l ife in
G ermany, we yet m ight speak a final word of comfort
namely, that his eye had merely skimmed the outer atmo* 1 867 was the year of the French International Exhibition.

TR.
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sphere of true German spiritual life. That was the sphere
where i n one let the German spirit struggle for a semblance
of power and public agency : once it quite desisted from that
struggle, corruption might naturally also lose all power over
it. It will be both saddening and of profit, to seek that spirit
out within its h ome, where once, beneath the stiff peruke
of a Sebastian Bach, the powdered locks of a Lessing, it
planned the wonder teinple of its greatness. It says nothing
against the German spirit's capacity, but merely against the
intelligence of German policy, if there, in the depths of
German individuality with its so universal aptitudes, a fund
of gold lies buried without the power of bearing interest to the
public life.
Repeatedly i n the last few decades have we reaped the
strange experience that German publ icity has been first
directed to minds of foremost rank in the German nation
by the d iscoveries of foreigners. This is a beautiful feature,
of deep significance, however shaming to German policy :
if we weigh it well, we shall find therein an earnest admonition
to German policy to do its duty and thus ensure for the whole
family of European nations that healing which none of them is
able to originate from its own spirit. Ever since the regenera
tion of European folk blood , considered strictly, the German
has been the creator and inventor, the Romanic the modeler
and exploiter : the true fountain of continual renovation has
remained the German nature. In this sense, the dissolution of
the "Holy Roman Empire of the German Nation" gave
voice to nothing but a temporary preponderance of the
practically realistic tendence i n European culture ; i f this latter
now has reached the abysm of sordidest materialism, by a
most natural instinct the nations turn back to the fount of
their renewi ng ; and , strange to say, they there find the German
Reich itself in an almost i nexplicable state of suspended
animation, yet not a victim to advanced decay, but engaged
in a very obvious i nner struggle toward its noblest resurrec
tion.
Let us leave it to men of practical judgment to deduce
from the efforts last i ndicated the outlines of a truly German
policy, and here content ourselves, in keeping with our
theme, with addressing our attention-aloof from that depart
ment of the German's public spiritual life which has been
devastated by offici al misunderstandi ng-to the persistence of
the German spirit in pursui ng its peculiar line of evolution,
albeit abandoned to the anarchy of its own i nitiative ; for thus
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we may haply light upon the point where both directions of
public life might fitly meet i n a concord full of promise for
the eventual raising of that hidden treasure.
More easily to reach that point, let us therefore seek the
manifestations of the German spirit where they still percep
tibly impinge upon publicity ; and here, too, we shall meet with
unexceptionable evidence of the German spirit's pertinacity,
its reluctance to give up again a thi ng once grasped . The
strictly federative spirit of the G erman h as never thoroughly
denied itself: even in the days of its deepest political downfall
it has proved for all time, through the dogged maintenance
of its princely dynasties against the centralizing tendence of
the Habsburg kaiserdom, the impossibility of absolute
monarchy in Germany. Ever since the uprousing of the folk
spirit in the War of Liberation, this ancient federative bent
has entered life again in every sort of form; where it showed
itself the best equipped for life, in the associations of perfervid
German youth, it was looked upon at first as h ostile to
monarchic ease, and violently repressed ; yet no one could
prevent its forthwith transferring itself to every sphere of
spiritual and practical social interests .
But here again we are called to melancholy reflection, when
we find ourselves compelled to admit that the wonderful
vitality of the German spirit of association h as never yet
succeeded in gaining an actual influence upon the fashioning
of public spirit. In truth , on every field of science, of art, of
common social interests, we see the essence of German
organization still h ampered with much the kind of impotence
that cleaves, for i nstance, to our Turnvereins [ gymnastic
unions ] and their aimings at a general arming of the people,
as against the standing troops, or to our chambers of deputies,
copied from French and English models, as against the
governments. With sorrow the German spirit therefore
recognizes that even in these self-flattering manifestations
it does not in truth express itself, but merely plays a piteous
game of make-believe.
And finally what must make this in-itself-so-encouraging
appearance of German unionism quite odious is that the
selfsame spirit of gain and outer effect wh ich we before
discovered as reigning in all our official art publicity has been
allowed to get the m astery of the German nature's manifesta
tions on th is side too : where everyone is so glad to dupe
h imself about his powerlessness for sake of at least doing
someth ing, and willi ngly acclaims the barrenest function as
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splendid productivity if only one is gathered together in good
rou nd numbers, there we may next expect to see a company
in shares brought out to keep the th ing afloat; and the true
heir and administrator of European civilization will soon
put in an appearance here, as everywhere else, with a
Bourse speculation on Deutsch thum and "German Sol idness. "
That n o associations of ever s o sensible heads c a n bring into
the world a genius or a genu ine work of art is patent enough :
but that in the present state of public intel lectual life in
Germany they are not even equal to bringing knowably before
the nation the works of genius, which naturally are begotten
qu ite outside their sphere, they demonstrate by t he mere
fact of the art abodes, in which the works of the great
masters of the German rebirth might be represented for the
people's culture, being altogether withdrawn from their in
fluence and turned into a nurseryground for the ruin of
German art taste. Here on the side of art, as there on the
side of politics, is irrefutable proof how little the German
spirit has to await from all this mass of unions, radically
German as may be their underlyi ng principle.
Yet precisely in their case may we show the plainest, how,
with one right step from the region of power, the most fruitful
relation m ight be established for the good of all. For th is we
will refer once more to the Turnvereins, merely coupling with
them the no less numerously supported Sch iitzenvereins
[ rifle unions ] . Sprung from a desire to exalt the folk spirit,
their present agency-viewed from the ideal side-serves
rather to narcotize that spirit, seeing that it is given a pretty
toy to play with, and, especially when the fire of eloquence
rules high at the yearly banquet of the founders' festival,
is flattered i nto the belief that in th is guise it really is of some
account, that the welfare of the Fatherland hangs out-and-out
on it; whereas, from the practical side, these u nions serve the
advocates of our standing troops for just as irrefragable a
proof that it would be impossible to institute a reliable army
upon the basis of folk-arming.
Now, the example of Prussia has already shown how the
above contradictions may be almost completely adjusted : on
the practical side, that of compassing a whole people's pre
paredness for war, the problem may be considered completely
solved by the Prussian military organization ; nothing lacks
but on the ideal side, as well, to give the weaponed folk the
ennobling sense of the true value of its arming and its
readiness for action. It certainly is characteristic that the last
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great victory o f the Prussian host was ascribed by its com
ma nders to other, to newer counsels, in the sense of returning
to the principle of a standing army pure and simple, whereas
all Europe took in eye the Landweh r's constitution as the
origi n of that success and an object for most serious medita
tion.
I n that a very accurate k nowledge of an army's needs, in
the way of organization, is assuredly at bottom of the Prussian
monarch 's estimate-i n itself a perhaps not quite u nbiased
one-it would not be difficult to discover in what relation
the whole system of folk unions should stand to organizations
proceeding from the governments in order to help forward a
state of matters expedient from every point of view and, i n
our opinion, conducive t o true a n d general salvation. For,
that a host, to be at all times fit for service , needs a specially
practiced nucleus such as only the newer army discipline can
perfect, is j ust as u ndeniable as it would be preposterous to
want to train a country's whole able-bod ied population for
absolutely professional soldiers-an idea whereat the French ,
as known, were lately so horror-struck. On the other hand
the govermpent has only to present to German u nionism, i n
every branch of public life therein i nvolved, j ust what h as
been brought to meet folk arm i ng i n the constitution of the
Pruss ian Army-namely, the effective earnestness of organiza
tion, and the example of the real professional soldier's valor
and endurance-to extend to the dilettantism of a male
population merely playing with firearms the strengthening
hand of u niversal welfare.
Now, we ask what an unheard, what a n i ncommensurable
wealth of quickening organizations m ight not the German
state include within it, if all the various leani ngs toward true
culture and civilization, as exhibited i n German unionism,
were drawn, in due a nalogy with the example of Prussian
military organization, into the only sphere of power to further
them, into that sphere in which the governments at present
hold themselves close-hedged by their bureaucratism?
As we here proposed to deal with politics merely i n so far
as, in our opinion, they bear upon the German art spirit, we
leave it to other inquiries to yield us more precise conclusions
as to the political development of the German spirit, when
brought into that leavening union with the spirit of the Ger
man pri nces which we desire. If we reserve to ourselves, how
ever, a further discussion of the German spirit's artistic
aptitudes, both social and individual, upon the lines of the

POLITICS

443

root idea last broached-we beg, for all our later researches
on that domain, to carry over the result of this preliminary
disquisition i n something like the following sentence :
U niversal as the mission of the German folk is seen to
have been, si nce its entrance i nto h istory, equally universal
are the German spirit's aptitudes for art; the rebirth of the
German spirit, which h appened i n the second half of the
preceding century, has shown us an example of the activation
of this universality in the weightiest domai ns of art; the
example of that rebirth 's eval uation to the end of ennobling
the public spiritual life of the German folk, as also to the
end of founding a new and truly German civilization, ex
tending its blessi ngs e'en beyond our frontiers, must be set
by those in who�e ha nds repose the political fortunes of the
German people : for th is it needs noth ing but that the German
princes should themselves be given that right example from
their own midst.
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