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After I wrote Mozart’s Women, nearly twenty years ago, I thought that I had said all I had to say about the composer whose music has most engrossed my life, joyously, challengingly, and with immeasurable spiritual reward. In that book, I told his story (which hardly needed telling, yet again) through the prism of the women in his life: his mother and sister, his wife and her sisters, and the remarkable women for whom he wrote. But I subsequently came to realize that I had largely skimmed over one part of his life, simply because none of those women was directly involved in it: the three extraordinarily important trips he made with his father Leopold to Italy, at the most impressionable of ages. I had reported on these only as he and his father had described them, in letters back to his mother and sister, and therefore as the women had received them. There was so much more to investigate, in their actual experience of travel, of social encounters, of hardships as well as delights, and of course of musical influence and then achievement – all in the context of a country which has beguiled and inspired its visitors since the days of its earliest civilization. As I performed the music that Mozart wrote in these crucial years, I became increasingly convinced that, at some point, I did need to repair my sins of omission.


Then, in 2020, the Covid catastrophe happened. The planet screeched to a halt, and all our lives were changed: we found ourselves in social isolation, with bewilderingly empty diaries. So I revisited this subject, and began to formulate this book. My wonderful agent, Maggie Hanbury, supported the project, and our old friend and colleague Georgina (George) Morley, who has edited my last two books, accepted it. Between devastating waves of infection and lockdown, I did manage to travel to Austria and Italy, and follow the routes that Mozart and his father had taken – exactly two hundred and fifty years later, as it happened. (With one glorious piece of serendipity, I found myself in Bologna on the exact anniversary – to the day – of Mozart’s taking the examination for membership of the august Accademia Filarmonica. I attended a conference there that evening, and sat in the very room where he had taken the test.) Despite lockdown restrictions and closures, I was able to access most of what I needed; and, everywhere I went, I met courtesy, assistance and encouragement.


My profound thanks therefore go first to Maggie and George, for their sharp eyes and sympathetic ears; and to George’s formidable team at Picador (Rosie Shackles, Nicholas Blake, Penelope Price, Stuart Wilson, Lindsay Nash, Bryony Croft and Connor Hutchinson). Jonathan Keates, superb historian, writer and fount of all knowledge relating to Italy, read the book in typescript, and as always was generous with his time, and extremely perceptive with his comments. My brother-in-law John Price, antiquarian book dealer, has again been crucial to my locating eighteenth-century publications, especially during the months of restricted access to libraries. Nick Guthrie accompanied and supported me on the inter-lockdown journeys in Austria and Italy. I am constantly grateful to all the musicians with whom I continue to perform the music of Mozart, for the insights they bring to it, and for the discoveries that we make together. And my greatest gratitude, really, is to Mozart himself, for sustaining me, not just through a lifetime of collaborative performance, but through the solitude too of lockdown, from which I could escape into a past world of adventure and beauty.











‘In no country have I received so many honours, nowhere have I been so esteemed as in Italy; and certainly it is a distinction to have written operas for Italy.’


Mozart to his father, 11 October 1777


‘Nothing can be compared to the new life that the discovery of another country provides for a thoughtful person. Although I am still the same I believe to have changed to the bones.’


J. W. Goethe, Italian Journey
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CIRCUMSTANCE


‘His father wishes to take him to Italy’


More than almost any other country, Italy has influenced the course of European, and often therefore world, development. Although it was not united until 1861, the peninsula as a whole has repeatedly been a pioneer in thought and, especially, culture. From the mighty stability of the Roman Empire, powerful and far-reaching for several hundred years from the third century bc, to the intellectual explosions of Renaissance Florence, Italian states have led and illuminated the civilized world with a matchless confidence. If the chaos and instability of Italy’s political allegiances lend some confusion to the narrative of its history, the constant beacons of its artistic achievement – coupled with the staggering beauty of its many different terrains – have ensured that the peninsula has been an irresistible and beguiling magnet to those from other lands.


Throughout the eighteenth century, the geopolitical map of Italy was subject to much change. The basic components remained the same: at either end of the peninsula were the large kingdoms of Sardinia in the north and Sicily in the south; between them lay the all-important Papal States, the Grand Duchy of Tuscany and the smaller but impressive duchies of Milan, Parma and Modena; and then there were the independent republics of Venice in the east and Genoa in the west. But, as in the rest of Europe, there were kaleidoscopic shifts of territory and boundary, largely the consequence of long-standing hostilities between the (French) Bourbons and the (Austrian and Spanish) Habsburgs. Back in the sixteenth century Italy had been the main battleground between them, until France had renounced its territories in the peninsula in exchange for others, and in the seventeenth century the focus of their enmity had shifted to northern Europe. There, alliances became religion-based too, when the conflict between Catholics and Protestants resulted in the Thirty Years’ War (1618–48). As Spain’s power declined and the Habsburg regime weakened, France became predominant. The Spanish Habsburg Charles II died in 1700, at which point Louis XIV of France claimed his throne for his grandson Philip, giving rise to the War of the Spanish Succession (1701–14), won by France. As the eighteenth century progressed, there were further wars and skirmishes (the War of the Polish Succession, 1733–5, and especially the War of the Austrian Succession, 1740–8), all of which continued to alter the colours of the European map. In the north, Austria was threatened by Prussia, and France by Britain. But in 1756 – the year of Mozart’s birth – the old alliances switched dramatically in the Diplomatic Revolution: Prussia joined Britain, and Austria joined France. For the first time in 200 years, the two opposing dynasties were finally standing together. The War of the Austrian Succession was the last major conflict before the French Revolution to involve all European powers, and the second half of the eighteenth century was to remain relatively stable.


In much of this European warfare the Italians had been somewhat peripheral participants, and as France withdrew its attention from the peninsula, Austria’s interest was renewed. The key player in an energetic quest to secure Habsburg dominion there was that most important ruler in the age of enlightened absolutism, the Empress Maria Theresa. Her marriage at nineteen, in 1736, to Francis Stephen, Duke of Lorraine, would lead to her first encounter with Italy, when Francis became Grand Duke of Tuscany in 1737. Over the next nineteen years she bore him sixteen children: her last, Maximilian Franz, was born in the same year as Mozart. Ten of them survived into adulthood, and eight of them could, as soon as they reached their mid-teens, be coolly – ruthlessly, even – married off to spouses with territorial advantage. In a hectic decade of imperial matrimony between 1760 and 1771, Maria Theresa secured Habsburg tentacles in Spain, Bavaria, Saxony, France (with her youngest daughter Maria Antonia destined for her wretched guillotine), and especially Italy.


The first of the marriages with Italian reward was in 1760, when Maria Theresa’s eldest son and heir, Joseph, later her co-regent and finally her successor, married Isabella of Parma. Isabella died only three years later, a bereavement from which Joseph never really recovered. Maria Theresa then arranged Joseph’s second marriage, to Maria Josepha of Bavaria, daughter of Charles VII, the Holy Roman Emperor. This marriage too was brief, for Maria Josepha died of smallpox in 1767; Joseph never married again. Meanwhile the Empress had earmarked her daughter Johanna, ever since she was a child, for the Crown Prince Ferdinand of Naples. But Johanna had died of smallpox in 1762 at the age of twelve, so Maria Theresa’s next daughter, another Maria Josepha, had been lined up instead. Then poor Maria Josepha also died of smallpox in the same year as her identically named sister-in-law, so yet another daughter, Maria Karolina, was inserted as a swift replacement. That marriage duly took place in 1768; Maria Karolina became Maria Carolina, and spent the rest of her life in Italy. In the following year Maria Theresa moved in on Parma again, marrying her daughter Maria Amalia to its Duke Ferdinand. This was a joyless marriage (the bride had been happily expecting to marry a man she truly loved, Prince Charles of Zweibrücken, and never forgave her mother for destroying her plans), but Maria Amalia too spent the rest of her life in Italy. Nearby, in Modena, young Princess Maria Beatrice d’Este was marked as a bride for Maria Theresa’s third surviving son, Ferdinand: they would marry in 1771, when he was seventeen. Her second son, Leopold, in addition to marrying the Infanta of Spain, had inherited the Duchy of Tuscany from his father on Francis’ death in 1765. So Maria Theresa had strong family representation down the spine of Italy. For Austrians travelling there in the second half of the eighteenth century this was fertile ground: there were familiar and sympathetic links with those in charge, from one region to the next.


And there was indeed much travel in eighteenth-century Italy. In those reasonably tranquil decades between the end of the Seven Years’ War in 1763 and the arrival of Napoleon’s occupying forces in 1796, there was a flood of traffic from northern Europe. This was the age of the Grand Tour. Travellers were increasingly drawn to the peninsula by its history, antiquity and culture, its great natural beauty and gorgeous climate, its delicious and often exotic food and wines, and its vibrant festivities at regular points in the year; and their experiences broadened their minds. Many of them kept diaries and journals, copious in detail, and some of these were then turned into travel guides for the instruction of those who followed. In Britain, Thomas Nugent’s mighty (four-volume) The Grand Tour: Containing an Exact Description of most of the Cities, Towns, and Remarkable Places in Europe, for instance, was published in 1743 and much reprinted, as young Englishmen (very rarely English women) encouraged each other to travel. Similarly, in Germany, Johann Georg Keyssler’s immensely thorough Neueste Reisen durch Deutschland, Böhmen, Ungarn, die Schweitz, Italien und Lothringen was first published in 1740–1 (with an English translation appearing in 1760) and much reprinted and disseminated. Mozart’s father Leopold acquired his own copies of Keyssler’s four volumes after the 1751 reprinting; their richly informative pages were crucial to all the planning that he would deploy for himself and his family. Whenever and wherever the Mozarts travelled, Keyssler’s relevant volumes came too.
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For all those heading to Italy, the principal destinations were the same. The main focus was the Eternal City and capital of the Papal States, Rome. Its vibrant, multi-layered, ancient and modern history and the buildings, sculptures and artworks associated with it, and its position as the spiritual centre of the Christian world, gave it an overwhelming predominance in the planning schedule. Tourists would aim to arrive in Rome in time for Holy Week, when people flocked to St Peter’s Square to receive a papal blessing. The guidebooks generally agreed that, with a daily dose of three hours’ sightseeing, a visitor would need at least six weeks to experience the full glory and grandeur of Rome. Florence, the heartbeat of the Renaissance, with its somewhat slower pace and smaller scope, was nevertheless full of glorious palaces and churches, rich with paintings and sculpture; and the Uffizi Gallery, housing the many possessions of the Medici family, was opened to the public in 1743. (This was the last wish of Anna Maria de’ Medici, defiantly retaining the family’s treasures for Florence, as Maria Theresa and her Bourbon husband Francis brought the Grand Duchy into the Habsburg-Lorraine dynasty.) Venice, once the centre of a powerful republic with huge international trading powers, had by the eighteenth century lost its political and economic supremacy, but was still unique in its staggering aquatic beauty. Its reputation now was as a city of wonderful dissolution, and travellers would plan to be there especially for its Carnival season, which ran for several weeks. (In Rome, Carnival was over in twelve days.) Once there, they could revel in its extravagant pleasures of regattas, masquerades, street parties, gambling and courtesans. But again, its palaces and churches were ablaze with architectural, pictorial and sculptural evidence of the city’s glorious past; and there was opera too, in the city which a century earlier had established the art form as an entertainment for all classes, and built or adapted theatre after theatre to accommodate it. And the fourth unmissable centre for any Italian visitor was Naples. Despite its huge and apparently uncouth population (one traveller, Leonardo di Mauro, described it as ‘a paradise inhabited by devils’), its setting in its bay, with Vesuvius – preferably smoking – in the background, was breathtaking. For tourists seeking extreme adventure, there was the challenge of actually climbing the volcano, negotiating cinders and hot ash. Then the allure of the city’s own rich heritage was, in the eighteenth century, more than doubled by the archaeological excavations in Herculaneum (begun in 1738) and Pompeii (1748). As fascination with these grew, and Naples’s appeal superseded even that of Florence, the southern half of the peninsula began to open up. But it was still relatively barren of culture in comparison with the north, which also contained the smaller but dynamic centres of Milan, Parma, Mantua, Modena and Bologna, all densely packed with their own treasures.


Of especial interest to eighteenth-century travellers, even those with essentially philistine tendencies, was Italy’s paramount place in the history of music. In all contexts, liturgical, instrumental or theatrical, its diverse artistic centres had been leading the way for centuries. From the early organization of plainchant, supervised by Pope Gregory in the seventh century, to the supreme polyphonic sophistication of Palestrina, or the rich polychoral contrasts of the Venetian school in the Renaissance, church music had thrived in Italy, with high standards of performance, and with the involvement too of instruments – not just organs, but consorts of cornetts or viols. In the seventeenth century, as instrument-makers in Cremona and other north Italian cities developed the brilliant new violin family, the writing of purely instrumental music surged too, and the concerto style of Corelli, for instance, was soon being imitated all over Europe. But Italy’s main musical revolution before the eighteenth century was in theatrical music. The earnest invention of a ‘reciting style’, or stile recitativo, whereby dramas could be entirely sung rather than spoken, in music which followed the natural inflections of speech rhythm, led, around 1600, to the birth of opera. This dazzling new art form, combining as it did drama, music and spectacle, spread in the seventeenth century away from the privileged courts of Florence and Mantua into the public theatres, first in Venice, then across the whole of Italy, and subsequently throughout Europe. Different countries adapted opera to their own requirements, but Italy continued to build opera houses in all the major cities and towns (Venice alone built or adapted as many as sixteen of them between 1637 and 1700), and to produce the personnel – composers and singers – to execute it. Going to the opera in Italy was as natural and regular as going to church: it was a way of life.


Italian opera in the eighteenth century fell into two distinct categories: comic and serious. Comic opera, or opera buffa, had its roots in the commedia dell’arte, with uncomplicated vocal writing, and told lively stories in everyday contemporary settings, often incorporating local dialects. Opera seria, on the other hand, concentrated on ancient heroes in neoclassical settings, with a high moral tone, generally following the Aristotelian unities of drama. The operas were therefore designed to educate as well as entertain, although a tragic ending was usually replaced by a happy one, or lieto fine: virtue really should triumph. The singers who delivered these lofty roles were extremely competent, and with the development of the art form came the development of their vocal technique. As the eighteenth century progressed, from Caldara through Alessandro Scarlatti, Vivaldi, Handel and Hasse, individual arias depicting single emotions became very elaborate, and audiences were attracted to opera as much by the flamboyant display from its performers as by any dramatic content. In due course, some librettists and composers complained about this, deeply regretting the relegation of drama to a position of secondary importance. Gluck, in the preface to his opera Alceste, performed in Vienna in 1767, famously railed against the ‘mistaken vanity of singers’, which distorted any coherent storytelling; his own operas restored an essential balance between dramatic impetus and musical repose. But, while this revolution was stirring north of the Alps, Italians remained perfectly content with their familiar opera buffa and opera seria, and with the dazzling exponents of it that they continued to produce. For the greatest singers across Europe all came from Italy. They were treated like royalty and paid enormous sums of money, and were as responsible as the composers for attracting musically minded European travellers to eighteenth-century Italy, where unquestionably good opera was always and everywhere to be found.
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Travel to and in Italy in the eighteenth century was, if not by sea, by carriage. Some travellers hired or even purchased private coaches, with two or four horses; others relied on post-coaches, which had regular timetables and carried both passengers and parcels from region to region, from country to country. Despite having very hard seats, giving general discomfort therefore on long journeys, the post-coaches were larger and quicker than the private conveyances, often being drawn by as many as eight horses. Depending on the prevailing terrain, a coach would travel at an average speed of four miles per hour, and horses would have to be changed and refreshed at staging posts, ranged approximately fifteen miles apart. The maximum distance a traveller could achieve in a day would therefore be in the region of fifty miles. But nothing was guaranteed: all travel was at the mercy of the weather. Heavy rain or snow, causing blocked passes or swollen rivers, could delay progress for hours if not days. In the winter months little travel continued after dark, particularly in temperatures of extreme cold. But in the summer, and especially in the south of Italy where the daytime heat was often insupportable, passengers preferred to rest during the daylight hours and continue their journeys through the night. Unless a carriage was privately owned or rented, which granted relative freedom in the making of decisions, seats on a post-coach had to be negotiated, and there was often a bewildering range of prices, depending on the number of passengers, the number of horses, even the number of wheels. All carriage travel came with risks and dangers. There were not infrequent accidents (overturning vehicles, broken axletrees, lame horses), and in remote rural regions there could be bandits, robbers and highwaymen.


Particularly in view of potential crime, it was inadvisable to carry much money on long journeys. Furthermore there was a wide range of currencies in different countries or regions, and exchanges at borders could involve pricey or even dodgy commissions. So travellers carried instead letters of credit from their banks, or from a private source, and these could be honoured by corresponding banks elsewhere. And just as currencies varied from region to region, so indeed did the very roads on which the tourists travelled. Throughout Europe, and especially in Italy, much of the road system was based on that created centuries earlier by the Romans; but surfaces were often poorly paved, if at all. Again, the weather affected the condition and maintenance of roads, especially on mountain passes where they could become insuperable by carriage. In that case passengers had to dismount and proceed on foot while their vehicle was dismantled, laboriously hauled over the summit, and reassembled on the other side. Travellers approaching the Alps from the northern countries of Britain or the Low Countries could be overwhelmed by their first sight of them, and utterly daunted by the feats they would have to endure to surmount them. But for Austrians, like the Salzburger Mozarts who had grown up among mountains, they held less terror, although no crossing of them, especially in winter, can have been without peril.


If there was great variety in the quality of roads, so there was in the provision and quality of accommodation. Even fundamental comforts were often at a premium. Generally there was decent lodging to be had in the main towns and cities, whether at inns or in rented rooms. Luckier travellers, with connections or letters of introduction to local family members or acquaintances, could recover from the rigours of a journey in some luxury. But in the long distances between major cities there was little if any comfort to be found. Roadside inns offered the most basic conditions, with terrible food and sanitation, little warmth (unglazed windows were separated from the elements by thin paper coverings), and a veritable menagerie of vermin, bugs and fleas. For gentlemen travellers these were challenging conditions indeed; for women they would have been almost unimaginable.


No eighteenth-century tourist travelled light. First, his luggage would have to include clothes for all seasons and for all occasions, from the most formal and grand (exotic and bejewelled) to the most basic (the very clothes in which indeed, often for days on end, he travelled). In wooden caskets he would carry his toiletries and everything needed for washing and shaving. Then he would need guidebooks and other books of instruction or language; maps, a compass and perhaps a telescope, together with tables for calculating distances, and lists of post-changes; writing tools, including paper, ink and sand; a medicine chest containing his own preferred remedies for any number of possible ailments or injuries; and then, probably, some kind of weapon for self-defence, whether a sword or a pistol. For travelling musicians like the Mozart family, there would also be instruments and scores. All this would be stowed in vast trunks, whose safe passage into the post-coaches also had to be negotiated and afforded.
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When the thirteen-year-old Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart and his father Leopold set out for Italy in December 1769, they were already old hands at the whole business of travel. Leopold, a court composer in the service of the Prince-Archbishop of Salzburg, had an unusually broad background. His education and training had been in the classics, philosophy, law and music, first in his native Augsburg and then at the Benedictine University in Salzburg. After a brief period as a violinist in the service of Count Johann Baptist Thurn-Valsassina, he had joined the Archbishop’s court as a fourth violinist, supplementing his lowly salary by teaching. It was this experience as a teacher, coupled with Leopold’s profound if somewhat restless intellectual curiosity, which led him to write a teaching manual, Versuch einer Grundlichen Violinschule – of exceptional value to students and performers both then and ever since, and also, in its compulsive and authoritarian detail, indicative perhaps of an obsessive side to his nature. His Violinschule appeared in 1756, the same year that his wife Maria Anna gave birth to their son Wolfgang. He was the seventh and last child that she bore him, but one of only two survivors. Their daughter Maria Anna, always known by the diminutive Nannerl, was five years old when her baby brother was born.


From early infancy both children were discovered to have outstanding musical abilities. Leopold began to teach Nannerl the piano when she was seven years old, and was thrilled at her natural proficiency and rapid progress. In July 1759, just before her eighth birthday, he put together a collection of keyboard pieces for her. But then, in Nannerl’s tenth year, Leopold became even more aware of her brother’s gifts. Aged only four, Wolfgang too was working through Nannerl’s music book, and quickly mastering its contents. By the time he was five he was also composing his own little pieces, and his astonished father was writing them down for him. As Leopold nurtured the burgeoning gifts of both his remarkable children, he began to formulate plans to display them to a wider world.


In 1792, the year after Wolfgang’s tragically early death, it was Nannerl who told of the first occasion that the Mozart family had taken to the road. Compiling an invaluable set of childhood reminiscences for an article in an obituary collection, published by a young German scholar named Friedrich Schlichtegroll, she remembered their ‘first journey . . . to Munich, where both children played before the Elector [Maximilian III]’.1 This was in the early months of 1762, when she was eleven and Wolfgang had just turned six. Apart from the fact that they then remained in Munich for three weeks, there is no documentation of their stay. But this trip was the first time that Leopold had planned a route, selected and organized accommodations both on the journey and at the destination, and met head-on the whole paraphernalia of taking a family including two small children on the road. Munich is approximately ninety miles from Salzburg, so the journey alone would have taken at least two days, and most likely three. Together with the three weeks they actually spent in Munich, the family would have been absent from Salzburg for nearly a month. But clearly Leopold’s planning and the children’s performances were such a success that a longer and more ambitious journey was instantly devised. If they had so delighted the Elector of Bavaria, why not aim for the Empress Maria Theresa herself? Leopold set his sights on Vienna.


Since any journey to the capital, some 185 miles from Salzburg, would involve a considerably longer period than the Munich trip, Leopold had to establish a system of funding and cash flow. It was then that he initiated a routine that would endure for many years, involving the landlord of the Mozarts’ small apartment on the third floor of Getreidegasse 9. Johann Lorenz Hagenauer was a spice merchant who operated his business out of the same building. In addition to being Leopold’s landlord, he was also a close friend – his wife Maria Theresia and their eleven children were constantly around Nannerl and Wolfgang as they grew up – and now, effectively, Hagenauer became Leopold’s banker. He provided him with letters to his business contacts in other towns and cities, and this mercantile credit network would allow Leopold to acquire cash wherever he went. When he returned to Salzburg, Leopold would have to repay all these sums, so it was imperative that the family should somehow acquire monies, whether rewards or gifts, while they were away. And Hagenauer had another function too. On their travels Leopold would write detailed letters to him describing their activities (challenges as well as triumphs), whose contents Hagenauer should then dispense widely among the Salzburg cognoscenti. If there was anything that Leopold did not wish to have broadcast, he would make this emphatically clear to Hagenauer.


The journey to Vienna in the autumn of 1762 took nearly three weeks in itself. The Mozarts did not take the most direct route, but first travelled north to Passau, where they spent five days. They then continued to Vienna by river transport, on the Danube (Europe’s second-largest and most impressive river), certainly the fastest way to travel in that downstream direction. They stopped at Linz and remained there for another five days, as Leopold continued tirelessly to build important links in his network of people with influence who could blaze their trail. This was another technique of his which, honed here, would successfully be deployed for several years. As he wrote to Hagenauer from Linz on 3 October 1762:


my children, the boy especially, fill everyone with amazement. Count Herberstein has gone on to Vienna and will spread in advance a sensational report about them. And yesterday Count von Schlick, Captain-General of this district, left with his wife for Vienna. Both were uncommonly gracious towards us. They said that, as soon as we reached Vienna, we must go to see them; meanwhile they would speak to Count Durazzo and make our arrival generally known there. To judge by appearances, everything ought to go well.2


The family arrived in Vienna in reasonable health, considering what Leopold admitted was ‘our irregular life, early rising, eating and drinking at all hours, and wind and rain’, and instantly began to progress through the upper echelons of society.3 Within a week of their arrival they were already at its pinnacle: they were received at the Palace of Schönbrunn by the Empress Maria Theresa herself, together with her husband and younger members of her family.


At this stage Maria Theresa was evidently very taken with the gifted and enchanting children. She listened to them playing; she let her daughters Johanna and Maria Antonia (at twelve and seven, both close in age to Nannerl) take them on a tour of the palace; and she arranged for them to spend time with her youngest sons Ferdinand (eight) and Maximilian (six – the same age as Wolfgang) three days later. The lives of some of these young archdukes and archduchesses would intersect again with Wolfgang’s within a few years. Next, Maria Theresa sent the Mozarts suits of clothes – effectively hand-me-downs from her own children’s wardrobes, but of a quality and finery beyond anything the Mozart family would have experienced. Nannerl and Wolfgang had their portraits painted in these clothes, and they also wore them to subsequent gala evenings at the Hofburg, which they all attended as spectators. And, best of all perhaps for Leopold, the Empress sent the family a gift of one hundred ducats, with indications that she would happily receive them all again. Leopold was heady with all this success. It was not just that one hundred ducats far exceeded his own annual salary in Salzburg. He began to envisage a future in which ready money could be acquired with relative ease. The world was opening up.


There were of course setbacks. Both Leopold and, more significantly, young Wolfgang had periods of illness. Wolfgang was out of action for ten days with what was deemed to be scarlet fever, so all performing appearances were suspended: if he could not play to admirers, then neither apparently could Nannerl. (‘We had to send messages to all the nobles.’4) Then, while the Mozarts were on an excursion further downriver to Pressburg (now Bratislava), Leopold’s own illness (actually little more than severe toothache) stalled them again. On their eventual return to Salzburg at the beginning of 1763, an exhausted Wolfgang, still not quite seven years old, took to his bed for a week. But ultimately this Vienna visit had been a triumph, and Leopold was completely addicted to the sequence of travel, exhibition and reward. Within six months of their return, the entire family were off again. This time they would be away for three and a half years.
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Leopold’s plan was to travel through Germany to France, cross the sea to England, cross back again to visit the Low Countries, and return home. The main focal points were to be the sumptuous royal courts of Paris, London and The Hague, but en route they would take in many other cities, including Munich again (renewing their favour with Elector Maximilian), Mannheim, Frankfurt, Brussels, Amsterdam and Geneva, giving as many concerts as they could arrange, and receiving monies with which to finance their onward progress. Fortunately for Leopold, foreign travel for Salzburg musicians was much encouraged by his current employer, Prince-Archbishop Schrattenbach. Many of Leopold’s court colleagues, both singers and instrumentalists, were going abroad to hone their skills, mainly in Italy, so it was by no means unusual for him to petition for a substantial leave of absence too. Remarkably, his salary would continue to be paid while he was away, and this essential sum, if not exactly copious, would be the bedrock of his travel budget. Again with Hagenauer’s help, Leopold then set up his financial network with bankers and merchants in towns and cities on his route, and he simultaneously initiated his chain of influential contacts who would provide performing opportunities and introductions to the greatest salons. These contacts would be continually activated and renewed on their travels. Leopold acquired his detailed guidebooks and devoured their contents, working out routes between the main cities where the family would spend weeks if not months, and identifying possible stopping places to break up the long periods of travel between them. Inevitably his basic plan would again be subject to change, depending on any number of factors – the weather conditions (with which not surprisingly Leopold was constantly obsessed), the health of all four Mozarts, and the unexpected opening or indeed closing of doors in strange lands. He polished up his linguistic skills. In addition to his native German, fluent French and comfortable Italian, he would need to understand and speak English; and he had to initiate his young children too into all these languages’ basic requirements. But having already sharpened his organizational abilities on his two previous expeditions, Leopold was now more than ready to embrace the foreign unknown.


The trials and tribulations, but ultimately the triumphs of the Mozarts’ own Grand Tour are well known and documented. The family did indeed gain access to Europe’s crowned heads (after the Elector Maximilian came Louis XV in Paris and George III in London), and its greatest salons. They made an enormous amount of money – much more than Leopold would ever divulge even to Hagenauer (perhaps least of all to Hagenauer) – and received a dazzling array of gifts including watches, jewellery, snuffboxes, fans, fine materials and lace, all of which had to be piled into their travelling trunks or somehow sent back to Salzburg. The children were constantly performing in public, whether in the gilded halls of Versailles or in the upstairs room of a London tavern (Leopold resorted to rather desperate measures when London emptied of society during the summer months, and his funds were running low), and were confident, exquisitely proficient and infinitely charming. Wolfgang could also sail with nonchalant perfection through any musical test or challenge that was put in front of him. Wherever they went, they met countless musicians and heard their compositions, both at court and in public places like concert halls or pleasure gardens, and their musical palettes expanded beyond Leopold’s wildest imaginings. Wolfgang continued to compose too, not just little pieces for himself and his sister to play, but, in London at the age of only eight, his first symphonies – quite phenomenally assured and idiomatic works, after the manner of those by the London-based Germans Carl Friedrich Abel and Johann Christian Bach. Their visual experience of the world literally opened up before them: as they left their mountainous region of Austria, they travelled through lower-lying countries, and finally saw the sea for the first time when they crossed from Calais to Dover (with some discomfort – none of them, it turned out, was spared seasickness). They saw palaces, castles, cathedrals, fine parks, great paintings, impressive statuary. They learned much about European history through the exhilarating medium of experiencing its real consequences. They met people from a complete cross section of European society, and were comfortable with all of them. In a most spectacular way, the Mozart children were having a matchless education.


There were of course terrible times too, which certainly balanced the euphoria of achievement and reward. In these strange and literally foreign conditions, Nannerl and Wolfgang had to endure more childhood illnesses, and their mother, without recourse to familiar doctors or medicines, had to nurse them. In Holland, Nannerl was so ill with an intestinal typhoid that her parents truly feared they would lose her: on one grim night she was even given the last rites. But Nannerl pulled through, and in fact lived to the age of seventy-eight, displaying a sturdy resilience which was not shared with her brother. Wolfgang did recover from his many bouts of sickness, but was fundamentally debilitated by them: for the rest of his life he never truly enjoyed vibrant health. But he took his illnesses in his stride, as he did every other setback, disappointment or inconvenience. It is a tribute to Leopold, and perhaps especially to Maria Anna, that, through all the chaos and discomfort and disorientation of travel, their children felt secure, appreciated and loved.
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The Mozarts returned home at the end of November 1766, to the proudest welcome from the town, and a rather more impatient one from the court. Without doubt they had brought great credit to Salzburg, and had made sure that Hagenauer had disseminated widely every detail of their triumphant passage across Europe. But they had been absent for much longer than anyone had anticipated. Just before they left, in 1763, Leopold had been promoted to the position of Vice-Kapellmeister, when the Italian tenor Giuseppe Francesco Lolli had become Kapellmeister. Leopold had accepted his post with no increase in salary, which was perhaps a fair arrangement since he had spent so little time at his court duties, and was about to absent himself again. The whole system of remuneration was bewilderingly arbitrary and inconsistent. Although the stipend of all court musicians comprised a basic wage plus payment in kind (regular allowances of wine, salt, bread, grain, firewood), some appointments came with free lodging, but not others; some promotions involved salary increases, but not all. The ladder up which Leopold no doubt hoped safely to climb was in fact very rickety. And now, after his long absence, he will have been expected by his employer the Archbishop Schrattenbach – and no doubt his musical colleagues too – to exercise his duties. So while Leopold certainly received the admiring compliments of his friends and neighbours, and put all the glittering booty from their travels on display in Getreidegasse (in a special cabinet he had asked Hagenauer to procure in advance of their return), he scuttled back to work with some trepidation, and resumed his position with – for the moment – an air of solemn obedience.


For the rest of the family it was perhaps just as well that Leopold was out of the house for most of the day. Even after the cramped conditions of their travel arrangements, to which they had all become completely accustomed, their third-floor apartment in Hagenauer’s building on Getreidegasse must have felt claustrophobically small for a family of four. There was only one real bedroom, in which both children had been born, plus a living room, a study, a small storage room and a kitchen. In comparison with all they had seen and experienced, these were meagre spaces, especially as Nannerl was now fifteen and surely desirous of some privacy. But while Leopold was out at court, the rest of them resumed their normal activities. Maria Anna ran the house; Nannerl and Wolfgang continued their home-schooled studies and practised their instruments; the whole family picked up the parlour games and card games that they so enjoyed. And Wolfgang composed.


Since taking huge strides on his recent travels, writing music had become for the eleven-year-old not just an enjoyable thing to do, almost like a game, but a real passion. Leopold was undoubtedly guiding and overseeing his son’s progress, and marvelling at the results, but he was by no means dictating or controlling them. He seized on opportunities for Wolfgang’s music to be presented locally. In the course of 1767, the boy had several works performed in public, and three of them especially showed his phenomenally precocious development in new and complex directions. In March he wrote the first act of a Lenten sacred drama, Die Schuldigkeit des ersten Gebots, K.35. The other two acts were by Leopold’s very adult colleagues, the composers Michael Haydn (younger brother of Joseph, and a colourful, if not entirely reliable, or indeed sober, member of the Archbishop’s cohort) and Anton Cajetan Adlgasser. The text was supplied by a local textile merchant, Ignaz Anton von Weiser; the performers – both singers and instrumentalists – were also Leopold’s colleagues on the court roster; and it was performed in the Archbishop’s Residenz. This was followed by a passion cantata, Grabmusik, K.35a, presumably also performed in the Easter period. And in May Wolfgang wrote a short comic opera, to a Latin text no less (he surely had some help here from his father), Apollo et Hyacinthus, K.38, to be performed by students of the Benedictine University between the acts of a Latin tragedy, Clementia Croesi. All three works, written and performed within weeks of each other, are remarkable, whether setting German or Latin texts, whether for solo singers or duets, trios or choruses, and are refreshingly imaginative in their awareness of mood and gesture, and in their ability to be colourfully descriptive.


Yet even as these excitements occupied the thoughts and activities of the Mozart family through the spring and summer months of 1767, they will have speculated as to where they might travel next. For Leopold the obvious lure of Italy was becoming inevitable, and he was no doubt eagerly consulting his travel guides and history books. But then his attention was aroused and diverted. The much-heralded marriage between Crown Prince Ferdinand of Naples and Maria Theresa’s twelfth child (and second choice), the Archduchess Maria Josepha, was due to be celebrated in Vienna in October 1767. As with all royal weddings, this would be a glittering and richly social occasion, attracting nobility from far and wide; and Leopold perceived a golden opportunity. He had glorious memories of the family’s encounters with the Empress and her children back in 1762. Now that one of those archduchesses was to become prominent in Naples, which Leopold had every intention of visiting, he could not only impress the imperial family with the continued development of his prodigious children, but at the same time set up a powerful connection in southern Italy. In September 1767, after only ten months at home, he secured yet more paid leave, along with other colleagues including Michael Haydn (a Salzburg presence at these high-profile festivities would only reflect well on Schrattenbach’s court), and set off for Vienna. If the wedding was taking place in October, the Salzburg musicians would surely be back by Christmas. But, unlike his colleagues, Leopold once more packed up his entire family.


This time, however, nothing went according to plan. First, the Empress herself was considerably changed. Her beloved husband Francis had died in 1765, and she felt his loss keenly. She had partially withdrawn from public life, and had promoted Joseph, her eldest son and successor, to act as co-regent with her. When, five years earlier, the Mozarts had first come to Vienna and petitioned to be heard by Maria Theresa, they were welcomed to the Palace of Schönbrunn within a week of their arrival. Now they met only deflections and polite refusals. Leopold, somewhat contrary to his nature, resolved to be patient. He settled the family into an apartment on Weihburggasse, worked on building his Viennese network of useful people, and sampled as much as he could of the city as it excitedly prepared for the big marriage ceremony. The Mozarts saw elaborate firework displays and illuminations, and attended plays and, most significantly, operas. Among the operas they heard, within two weeks of their arrival, was Partenope, commissioned for the wedding festivities from the veteran composer and master of the opera seria, Johann Adolph Hasse, to a text by the court poet and already legendary librettist Pietro Metastasio. Leopold pronounced in a letter to Hagenauer: ‘Hasse’s opera is beautiful, but the singers, be it noted, are nothing out of the ordinary for such a festive occasion’.5 Nonetheless Hasse, whom the Mozarts came to know well in the ensuing weeks, and ‘Signor [Venanzio] Rauzzini, from Munich, the leading castrato’, at just twenty-one already enjoying an exciting career, would both within a few years become important to Wolfgang in Italy. And meanwhile the wide-eyed and open-eared eleven-year-old boy was absorbing and learning from the most distinguished opera composer of his day.


But then another drawback occurred. Vienna had earlier that year been hit by an epidemic of smallpox, which, as with all diseases, was no respecter of class. Maria Theresa herself had caught it and recovered; but her daughter-in-law, Josepha, Emperor Joseph’s second wife, had died of it in May. Now the Archduchess Maria Josepha, the bride-to-be, visited the tombs of her father and her late sister-in-law in the week before her marriage, and suddenly fell ill too. She died on 15 October, the very day that she should have been married. A further wave of smallpox surged through the traumatized city, giving Leopold yet more anxiety, not just for the safety of his own family, but also for the state of their finances. He confessed in confidence to Hagenauer that he needed extra funds: ‘Do not be surprised if we draw four hundred or even five hundred gulden . . . Perhaps in one single day I shall pay it all back. So far we have played nowhere, for we have not yet performed at court.’6 Having drawn his extra cash, Leopold moved his family away from Vienna, travelling over a hundred miles north to Olmütz (now Olomouc) to try to escape smallpox. But it was too late: first Wolfgang and then Nannerl contracted it. Mercifully they both recovered, and the Mozarts took refuge for three weeks over the Christmas period in Brünn (now Brno) with Franz Anton Schrattenbach, brother of their Salzburg Archbishop. When they finally got back to Vienna in mid-January, they had already been away from Salzburg for four months, and had no intention yet of returning.


At last the Mozarts were received at court. On 19 January they played before the Empress Maria Theresa and several of her children, including the Emperor Joseph. And in the course of a pleasant afternoon of gracious small talk, the Emperor apparently made a casual remark about opera, asking young Wolfgang if he had ever thought of writing one. Leopold excitedly took this to be an invitation to do so, and put his son to work on composing his first full-scale dramatic work in Italian, La finta semplice, a comic opera to a libretto by the resident poet at the Burgtheater, Marco Coltellini. But the opera was never performed in Vienna. Leopold believed that there were hostile intrigues against the notion of a (now twelve-year-old) boy composing a whole opera, and that Wolfgang’s deserved path was being blocked. For several months he made a nuisance of himself with the Burgtheater’s exasperated manager Giuseppe Affligio, with any number of musical dignitaries whose support he attempted to reel in (including none other than Gluck, whose truly mould-breaking Alceste had just been premiered in December, while the Mozarts were in Brünn), and even writing querulous protestations and appeals to the Emperor Joseph himself. And meanwhile, as time continued to pass and still the Mozarts failed to return home, Leopold’s Salzburg salary was stopped: he had far overrun his permitted leave of absence. For virtually the whole of 1768 the family remained in Vienna, with some benefits certainly, for Wolfgang continued both thoughtfully and instinctively to learn and compose, to attend as many opera performances as he could, and to give concerts of his own music. In a small indication that the imperial family could soften their attitude to the now tiresome Leopold, Wolfgang was invited to compose and conduct a concert of his own music, including a whole Mass, at the consecration of the orphanage church, in December. Maria Theresa herself attended this, together with her youngest sons, the Archdukes Ferdinand and Maximilian, Wolfgang’s former playmates. But when at the end of the fallow year the Mozarts finally returned to Salzburg, the disasters of their sixteen-month absence far outweighed the advantages. They had lost money, had little exposure, and in fact had seriously damaged their own reputation: Leopold’s badgering of both the theatrical authorities and the imperial family was to have long-term consequences. But Leopold himself seemed to be quite unaware of the profound havoc he had wrought.


One impressive ally, though, was Johann Adolph Hasse. The sixty-nine-year-old opera composer had come to know the Mozarts during their stay, and had observed and possibly even guided the keen interest and development of the young boy. (It is very tempting to speculate on how much the family were aware of the achievements of Hasse’s wife, the retired Italian soprano Faustina Bordoni. Her own hugely successful career had taken her, some forty years earlier, to London for three seasons to work with none other than Handel; and her perceived rivalry there with fellow Italian Francesca Cuzzoni had been most passionately followed and colourfully chronicled. After she married Hasse in 1730, her career had run in parallel with his, in both Italy and Germany, and had been altogether more sedate and comfortable. They were much lauded as a partnership: Metastasio referred to them as ‘a truly exquisite couple’. Faustina, as she was universally known, had retired from the stage in 1751.) Leopold had clearly appealed to Hasse for support, if not in the debacle of La finta semplice, then certainly – planning ahead – in contributing to his chain of influential people for the much-contemplated visit to Italy. Hasse’s response was both generous and candid. On 30 September 1769 he wrote to a wealthy and well-connected Venetian friend and opera lover, Giovanni Maria Ortes, introducing the Mozarts and explaining their circumstances:


I have made the acquaintance here of a certain Sig. Mozard, maestro di capella to the Bishop of Salzburg, a refined man of spirit and of the world; and who, I believe, knows his business well, both in music and in other things. This man has a daughter and a son. The former plays the harpsichord very well, and the latter, who cannot be more than twelve or thirteen years of age, is already a composer and master of music. I have seen the compositions which must be his own, which certainly are not bad and in which I have found no trace of a boy of twelve; and I dare not doubt that they are by him, seeing that I took him through various tests on the harpsichord, on which he let me hear things that are prodigious for his age and would be admirable even for a mature man.


Hasse then arrived at the point of his letter, which he handled with considerable delicacy:


Now, his father wishing to take him to Italy to make him known there, therefore wrote to me asking me to give him . . . some letters of recommendation, and I shall take the liberty of sending him one for you. You see how much I presume to rely on your kindness. This letter shall, however, have no other aim than that you might permit him to make your acquaintance and that you will consent to give him your usual wise counsel, such as you may judge useful and necessary for him in your country; and if, apart from this, you should introduce him to and let him be heard by some lady of your acquaintance: that will be much more than I shall have led him to expect.


Following this careful request, Hasse concluded his letter with a summary of his own clear-eyed and actually quite prophetic response to the Mozarts:


The said Sig. Mozard is a very polished and civil man, and the children are very well brought up. The boy is moreover handsome, vivacious, graceful and full of good manners; and knowing him, it is difficult to avoid loving him. I am sure that if his development keeps due pace with his years, he will be a prodigy, provided that his father does not perhaps pamper him too much or spoil him by means of excessive eulogies; that is the only thing I fear.7
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The Mozarts returned to Salzburg on 5 January, and again Leopold slotted back into the large team of instrumentalists and singers who supplied music at court. As Vice-Kapellmeister he would have had responsibility for teaching the boy choristers, as well as for playing in or directing ensembles for any number of formal or informal occasions; and sometimes Wolfgang was brought in too, generally as a supplementary violinist. But Leopold’s salary, which had been suspended since the previous April, was still being withheld, and in early March he was compelled to write a formal petition, pleading not just for payment for the two months that he had actually just served, but also for the previous nine months in Vienna. During that time, he claimed, somewhat preposterously, ‘I myself as well as my son have composed sundry things for the Church, and especially for the use of the archiepiscopal Cathedral Church’.8 The court pay office would have none of this, but did reinstate Leopold’s pay from the beginning of January, and thus his essential security was restored.


The family resumed its normal domestic life in the ever-cramped conditions of the Getreidegasse apartment – confines probably felt more keenly by Nannerl, now approaching her eighteenth birthday, than by her brother. And yet Wolfgang, for all his teenage exuberance, had no need of monastic silence for his own creative spirit to take flight. As he would repeatedly demonstrate throughout his life, he could compose music in any circumstances, no matter how crowded or noisy or uncomfortable. So now, as Nannerl practised her piano and began, like her father, to teach, Wolfgang continued to increase his portfolio of compositions. Inspired by the operas he had seen in Vienna, and especially following Hasse’s example, he wrote several Italian arias, often settings of the mighty Metastasio. Instrumental chamber pieces for various combinations of instruments – constantly exploring and developing his palette – and more symphonies too all flowed from him, as he happily pursued his favourite pastime. His father’s connection with the Benedictine University, and his own recent experience of writing Apollo et Hyacinthus for them, gave him another platform for supplying music for their end-of-year ceremonies. And he continued to write church music, following his Waisenhaus Mass, K.47a, for the orphanage in Vienna, and the new level of confidence he had attained there. One very special commission came from the family of the Mozarts’ landlord and good friend, Lorenz Hagenauer. Hagenauer’s son Kajetan had recently entered the priesthood at St Peter’s and was due to celebrate his first Mass there, as Father Dominicus. For this occasion Wolfgang wrote his Dominicus Mass, K.66 – ‘the most splendid and ingenious music’, wrote St Peter’s abbot, Beda Sauer, approvingly in his journal9 – and after the service he improvised at the organ before a packed congregation. On the following day there was a celebratory lunch for fifty people at the Hagenauers’ summer house in the outer district of Nonnthal, and again Wolfgang, together with Leopold and Nannerl, entertained the guests with more music, ‘to everyone’s astonishment’.10


Meanwhile the Mozarts were still anxious to get some return from Wolfgang’s unperformed Viennese opera, La finta semplice. To Wolfgang’s profound and lasting frustration, there was no opera house, and therefore no opera company, in Salzburg. But they conceived a plan, borne on the success of Leopold’s rehabilitation among his court colleagues, to perform the opera at court on 1 May 1769, the name-day of Archbishop Schrattenbach. Wolfgang felt reasonably confident that the roles he had written for the Italian singers he had so closely observed in Vienna could now be taken by the resident Salzburg singers, many of whom had trained in Italy. He did make some changes to the orchestration, adding extra wind instruments that were available to him among his father’s colleagues and continuing to demonstrate his imaginative technical assurance. If the opera’s arias are generally short, monothematic and lightly scored – as might well be expected from a boy of twelve in his first attempt at a full-length opera in Italian – it is the finales to each of the three acts which show startling precociousness. They are all multi-sectional, juxtaposing different gestures, moods and keys, and the sense of real narrative through musical and textural variety is remarkable. The young composer is in his element, and the promise of a miraculous future in this medium is palpable. A programme was printed for the planned day of the Salzburg performance of La finta semplice, which certainly implies that it took place; but the Archbishop was not actually present. But even allowing for the various disappointments of unfinished business, La finta semplice had provided the most perfect training for a fledgeling composer intent on visiting the country at the heart of the opera world.


For now it really was time for Leopold to pull together his Italian plans. He meticulously assembled his portfolio of recommendation letters; again with Hagenauer’s help, he arranged for the availability of funds in Italian towns and cities; and – bravely, perhaps, after only another ten months of Salzburg obedience – he petitioned the Archbishop for further leave of absence. Schrattenbach actually complied with surprising munificence, granting Leopold permission to go to Italy, again on full salary. Furthermore, knowing that titles were helpful as evidence of status, he also appointed Wolfgang to the position of Konzertmeister. As yet this would be unpaid, but he promised that Wolfgang would start to receive a salary on his return. And lastly, for good measure, the Archbishop gave the Mozarts 120 ducats. So, with financial stability, archiepiscopal approval, promising connections in the Habsburg dominions throughout the Italian peninsula, and his copies of Keyssler’s travel guides constantly before him, Leopold was able to draw up a plan. Like most eighteenth-century travellers to Italy, he aimed to arrive in Rome for Holy Week, even if this meant leaving Salzburg in the depths of winter. He fixed a departure date in mid-December, and, in a now very familiar routine, prepared to pack his travelling trunks with everything they could possibly need.


But this time there was to be one enormous change. Only Leopold and Wolfgang would travel to Italy, and the women would remain in Salzburg. For many reasons, this monumental decision – probably taken unilaterally by Leopold – was extremely sensible. Travel and accommodation costs would be halved, as would all risks to health, and risks therefore of delays through illness to schedule and progress. (They had had much experience of this.) He and his son would no doubt proceed more quickly without having to be aware of feminine sensitivity and sensibility: quite apart from the ever-present possibility of petty or more serious crime on the road, coach journeys might have to be shared with rowdy and unmannered companions, and roadside inns were often barely adequate. Leopold’s reasoning was very logical. But Maria Anna and Nannerl were devastated. The family had always done everything together. On all their previous journeys Nannerl’s own not inconsiderable talent had been constantly displayed too; and although she had never drawn the same ecstatic appreciation and applause that her brother had, she had become perfectly accustomed to being part of his slipstream, and she had loved her experiences. Young women of her age, with musical talent probably not even as great as hers, but who were part of the Archbishop’s musical establishment as singers, had had similar bursaries for travel to Italy, and had benefited enormously from the excellent training they had received there. Nannerl had almost certainly imagined herself pursuing a similar path, even if her brother’s was to be at a higher level. Both she and her mother had been longing to visit Italy for years, sharing Leopold’s histories and travel books (he had two copies of Keyssler’s monumental guide, one of which he would take with him, leaving the other for the women), and poring over them knowledgeably. Like her brother – indeed, probably with her brother – Nannerl had been learning to read and speak Italian. The lure of Rome, Florence, Venice and Naples was immense for her and her mother, seasoned and appreciative travellers that they were. So to be excluded now was bitterly disappointing, and it was a shock for Nannerl to acknowledge that her own part of a glittering existence was essentially over. Life cannot have been easy for any of the four Mozarts, in their claustrophobic Getreidegasse apartment, as the final preparations were made for a departure that would split the precious family unit in two. One half would be left behind feeling anxious, abandoned and vulnerable, for months, if not years.




OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pgx.jpg
. I . .
Mozal.‘.t('fln Italy - FlrSt _]Ollrney Towns and cities visited
s { by the Mozart family
\14"\ AN J % 1\_\_ pot Y ROMA}g N on their first journey
~

e . £ to Italy
£ P p @ Salzburg
o T @ Innsbruck
. () Bressanone
@ Bolzano
(® Trento
® Rovereto
@ Verona
Mantua
® Cremona
Milan
@ Lodi
@ Parma
® Bologna
Florence
@® Rome
(@ Naples
@ Loreto
Rimini
Brescia
@ Turin
@) Vicenza
@ Padua
@ Venice

December 1769 to March 1771 |






OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/orn.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/orn1.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/cover.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/titlepage.jpg
MOZART
IN
ITALY

Coming of age in the land of opera

JANE GLOVER

PICADOR





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pgxi.jpg
Mozart in Italy — Second and third journeys
R e
1,5"\ WAV

-
7/

Towns and cities visited
y the Mozart family

on their second and

third journeys to Italy

@ Salzburg
g @ Hall
SA(DI\NI\RL,E}A ! ® Bressanone

e - & @ Bolzano
® Trento
(® Rovereto
@ Verona
Brescia

Mozart’s second and third journeys
=~_. August to December 1771

*2... October 1772 to March 1773






