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  AT THE end of the 1820s, three elderly widows lived in two separate households in Salzburg. One of them, bedridden and blind, led an almost reclusive

  existence in a third-floor apartment in Sigmund-Haffnergasse (whose back windows overlooked, had she been able to see them, those of the house in Getreidegasse where she had been born). The other

  two, sisters whose lives had converged again after the deaths of their husbands, enjoyed marvellous mountain views from their house and garden in the Nonnberggasse, a narrow street running along

  the cliff under the shadow of Salzburg’s fortress. Between them, these women had shared, witnessed and contributed to the life of the greatest musical genius the world has ever known,

  Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart.




  Although much of the story of Mozart, and of the women in his life, took place elsewhere, it is in the town of Salzburg that it begins, episodically continues, and ultimately (posthumously)

  ends. He himself was born there on 27 January 1756. He was the last of seven children, of whom only he and his sister Maria Anna (known as Nannerl) survived, born to Leopold and Maria Anna Mozart.

  At a very early age Wolfgang’s phenomenal musical gifts were recognized by his parents, and much of his childhood was spent travelling through the major cities and capitals of Europe, where

  the small child played, composed and grew. His sister too was musically gifted, so at first the whole family travelled together, parading the two children on more or less equal

  terms. Later, when Nannerl approached adulthood, the women were left behind in Salzburg.




  Yet despite the dazzling distribution of young Wolfgang’s talents, and for all that his brilliance was universally recognized and praised, he could secure no permanent employment in any of

  the places he visited. He returned to Salzburg in his late teens, and joined his father in the musical service of its Prince-Archbishop. At the age of twenty-one he undertook another long journey

  in search of more stimulating employment, this time accompanied by his mother. But this trip resulted only in disaster, and yet again Wolfgang found himself back in Salzburg, where he felt trapped

  and unappreciated. During a temporary residence in Vienna, still in the service of his Salzburg Archbishop, he allowed himself to be ignominiously dismissed from his employment, and so entered the

  wholly precarious world of life as a freelance musician. But by now he had made many excellent contacts with musical patrons and friends, and for the next decade he poured his music into the opera

  houses, concert halls and musical salons of the Austrian capital. He married Constanze Weber, from another gifted musical family, and she bore him several children, of whom, again, only two

  survived. But the monumental achievements of the 1780s actually occurred against a backdrop of endless struggle, hardship and loss: the young couple were regularly short of money. By the time

  Wolfgang’s fortunes were recovering, in 1791, his never-robust health had collapsed. He died in Vienna in December 1791, at the age of thirty-five.




  In the years after Mozart’s death, his widow Constanze, supported continually by her mother and sisters, gradually began to organize his musical legacy, arranging performances and

  publications. In 1809 she remarried. Her second husband, Georg Nissen, was a Danish diplomat, and in 1810 she returned with him to Copenhagen where they lived for ten years. On his retirement in

  1820 they moved to Salzburg, for Nissen was undertaking the first major biography of Mozart. He died in 1826 before finishing it, but Constanze saw it into publication. She

  lived out the rest of her life in Salzburg, where she was treated with the greatest respect: at last, in the mid-nineteenth century, the town was beginning to appreciate the extraordinary genius it

  had raised, and lost. Constanze’s gentle dignity and her quietly civilized lifestyle were noted by her visitors. She shared her last years with her younger sister Sophie, by then also

  widowed, and later still, in the 1830s, with her one remaining older sister Aloysia, whom, as it happened, Mozart had loved before he married Constanze.




  Mozart’s sister Nannerl, meanwhile, had been largely concerned with domestic responsibilities since her retreat from her brother’s limelight. In 1784, at the relatively late age of

  thirty-three, she had married a much older widower, Johann Baptist Franz von Berchtold zu Sonnenburg, moved to St Gilgen where he was Prefect, and acquired five stepchildren. Only after the death

  of her brother in 1791 did she filter back into the Mozart narrative, supplying early memories and anecdotes to biographers. When her husband died in 1801, she returned to live in Salzburg,

  supporting herself and her own children by giving piano lessons, until her failing eyesight and physical frailty prevented this. She outlived her brother by nearly forty years.




  And so, at the end of their lives, the women who had been closest to Mozart were all back in the town of his birth, observing caring courtesies in their communications with one another. In fact

  they head a whole roster of women who inspired, fascinated, supported, amused, aroused and sometimes hurt Mozart throughout his life. And since he was the creator of some of the most vividly drawn

  and brilliantly understood women on the operatic stage, his entire rich female acquaintance bears close examination.
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  THIS CONCENTRATION ON women by no means ignores the importance to Mozart of male company and friendship. He was naturally gregarious, and from his

  childhood quite at ease in any company, whether in an Imperial palace or his local inn. His closest friends were often fine musicians too – the clarinettist Anton Stadler,

  the violinist Franz Hofer (who married Mozart’s sister-in-law Josefa Weber), and of course Joseph Haydn. With all these and many others, Mozart enjoyed a warm camaraderie, which embraced both

  profundity and buffoonery. He liked male clubs, societies and fraternities, and became a Freemason in his late twenties. And the most important single influence in his life was his father Leopold,

  in whose company he spent practically every day of his first twenty-one years. The relationship between father and son was highly complex, and deteriorated distressingly after Wolfgang escaped his

  father’s daily scrutiny. Ultimately the remarkable Leopold Mozart emerges as a tyrannical and paranoid man, who did and said unforgivable things to his son. But the bond between them was

  based on deep love and shared experience of travel and music. Leopold’s death in 1787 was a major loss to Wolfgang, from which he never really recovered.




  Mozart’s large and diverse circle of female acquaintance similarly included many extremely talented musicians – singers and instrumentalists – with whom he enjoyed that most

  fulfilling experience, artistic collaboration. But beyond that, he turned unfailingly to women for support: for the whispering of confidences and the baring of his soul, for playful release from

  the mental and emotional pressures of constant creativity, for the boisterous normality of a domestic hurly-burly, and for the physical joy and comfort of sexual relations. Much of his attitude to

  women, his respect, his sympathy, his perspicacious understanding, can be gleaned from his music. And then there are the letters – from him, to him, and about him. The surviving material

  inevitably has many gaps in it, some of extremely eloquent significance. Nevertheless it is a rich source of information, which in the case of Mozart’s own letters offers insights too into

  his compositions. He was as fluent and inventive with words as he was with music. His letters have pace, narrative, dramatic contrast and great passion. At times they seem to be verbal equivalents

  of his famed improvisations at the keyboard: he could take an idea (be it descriptive, or practical, or even scatological), and develop it with fantastical imagination. He loved

  jokes and puns and ciphers, and often wrote in a veritable counterpoint of languages.




  And from this brilliant store of self-expression, the personality of Mozart emerges. The sunny, sweet, willing child, entirely nonchalant about his genius which he nonetheless recognized,

  displayed a spirit of optimism which proved invaluable to him as he grew up. This essential cheerfulness was frequently battered, and therefore became somewhat embittered, in the course of an adult

  life which can only really be described as a monumental struggle, for all its dazzling achievement. So we perceive immense courage and fortitude too, and a heartrending vulnerability. Mozart

  clearly needed emotional support from those closest to him. And from the many women who loved him – his mother and sister, his wife and her sisters, his colleagues in the theatrical

  communities where he was so much in his element – he received it.
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  MOZART NEVER knew either of his grandmothers. His mother’s mother, Eva Rosina Pertl, died in the care of her pregnant daughter a few months before

  he was born. His father’s mother, Anna Maria Mozart, could have heard her seven-year-old grandson perform in Augsburg in 1763, but had long since fallen out irreparably with her own son

  Leopold, and kept her obstinate distance. But both these women, the one a victim and the other a culprit of historical absenteeism, had a strong influence on the lives and natures of their own

  children, Mozart’s parents; and thus they left their mark on the early awareness of their grandchildren.




  There was music on both sides of Mozart’s family, but more perhaps in the maternal genes. His grandmother Eva Rosina’s father and her first husband were both Salzburg church

  musicians. Her second husband, Nikolaus Pertl, was also musical, with a career path initially not dissimilar to that of his future son-in-law. Pertl attended the Benedictine University in Salzburg,

  sang bass in the choir of St Peter’s Abbey and taught at the monastery school. But his main study was law, which after graduation brought him jobs in Salzburg, Vienna and Graz. He was

  forty-five when he married Mozart’s grandmother in 1712. He then held the fairly senior post of District Superintendent (or Pflege) in St Andrae, but in 1715 suffered a near-fatal illness,

  which left him greatly debilitated. The Pertls moved to the quieter waters of the Abersee, and the small village of St Gilgen, where Nikolaus he held a similar but lesser-paid

  position. As his health continued to decline, he increasingly found himself having to borrow money, especially after the birth of his two daughters, Maria Rosina Gertrud in 1719, and Maria Anna in

  1720. When he died in March 1724, his debts amounted to more than four times his annual salary. His effects were confiscated, and Eva Rosina, with her two little girls, returned to Salzburg to live

  on a meagre charity pension. Four years later, in 1728, her elder daughter died. Eva Rosina and Maria Anna, survivors of this all-too-common cycle of family tragedy, were thrown ever closer

  together.




  The future mother of Mozart thus had a somewhat difficult start in life. Torn from the peaceful lakeside beauty of St Gilgen at the age of four, bereft of her father and soon also to lose her

  sister, she was bewilderingly transplanted into the city-state of Salzburg – prosperous, independent of its neighbours Bavaria and Austria, and gleamingly modern. Ruled since the thirteenth

  century by a series of Prince-Archbishops, Salzburg reaped great revenue from its far-flung territories with their salt mines, livestock farming and forestry. Over the centuries it had also grown

  as a cultural and intellectual centre. The Benedictine University was founded in 1623, and, also in the seventeenth century, under a series of rulers whose imaginations were fired by the Italian

  Baroque, the city’s architecture was transformed. The first major works of Fischer von Erlach, who later brought similar innovation to Imperial Vienna, were four of Salzburg’s finest

  churches. By the beginning of the eighteenth century, the city had nearly 16,000 inhabitants. Its ecclesiastical royal Court was the centre of important social and cultural events. Its merchants

  had distant trading connections, which gave them immense wealth individually. There was a wide range of public institutions and social services: schools, museums, libraries, hospitals and

  almshouses. Salzburg looked after its poor as well as its wealthy. In the 1720s it was just this supportive security that the widow Eva Rosina and her small child needed.




  Little is known of Maria Anna’s upbringing, except that she was not especially healthy. She probably had no formal education. Perhaps she and her mother supplemented

  their charity pension by making lace – an industry which thrived along the shores of the Abersee. In the one adult portrait of Maria Anna, she is depicted holding a piece of lace in a rather

  proprietorial manner, which suggests that she had made it herself. But she was clearly a bright, observant and intelligent child. Through caring for her mother, which she continued to do until Eva

  Rosina’s death in 1755, she developed a strong sense of resourcefulness, compassion and duty. These qualities were to sustain her through her eventual marriage to a charismatic but difficult

  man.




  Sometime in her early twenties, Maria Anna met a young Court violinist. Leopold Mozart had been born and raised in Augsburg. His father, Johann Georg Mozart, was a well-to-do bookbinder; his

  mother, Anna Maria Sulzer (Johann Georg’s second wife, married within a few weeks of the death of his first), the daughter of a weaver. Leopold was the eldest of nine children. He had

  received an excellent education in Augsburg’s Jesuit schools, and after the death of his father in 1736, when Leopold was seventeen, it was the Jesuits who had effectively taken care of him.

  His mother had seemed almost to relinquish responsibility for her eldest son, concentrating instead on her younger children, and this was probably the origin of an ever-widening rift between them.

  As the years progressed, mutual mistrust festered and grew. Anna Maria may have disapproved of Leopold’s erratic choices of career. First he forsook the family firm (her younger sons would

  continue the bookbinding business); next he abandoned the Jesuit path, for he left Augsburg in 1737 and entered the Benedictine University in Salzburg, where he studied law; and then, after only a

  year there, he was dismissed, with the chilling indictment of having been ‘unworthy of the name of student’,1 and began to pursue his abiding

  passion, music (he was a talented violinist, organist and composer). This was too much for his mother. Finally dismissing him as some sort of family black sheep, she effectively cut him off, never

  allowing him to receive his family inheritance. Both Leopold and his mother were cunning, blinkered, stubborn, and ultimately unforgiving – maybe this was what lay at the

  heart of their antagonism: they were simply too alike.




  How and when Leopold and Maria Anna met is not known, but, much as they came to love each other, times were difficult and they had to wait for several years before they actually married. The

  hotheaded student of Leopold’s youth was growing up into a man whose caution with money was extreme. After a brief period as a violinist in the service of Count Johann Baptist Thurm-Valassina

  und Taxis, he became fourth violinist at Court in 1743. But his salary was minimal, and, without his share of the family money, he had to supplement it by taking on extra pupils. Maria Anna,

  virtually penniless, could bring nothing to their union, apart from her beloved mother: wherever she went, Eva Rosina would come too. And in addition to the family’s own insecurities, there

  was the War of Austrian Succession (1740–48), between Bavaria and the young Maria Theresa’s Habsburg Empire, which unsettled the whole region. But Leopold’s financial state did

  gradually take on a firmer footing, and at last he reckoned it was safe to enter ‘the order of the patched trousers’.2 Leopold Mozart and Maria

  Anna Pertl were married in Salzburg’s Cathedral on 21 November 1747. He was twenty-eight, she just over a year younger.




  A month after their wedding, Leopold applied to retain his Augsburg citizenship, wanting perhaps to keep his options open as to where he and his new wife (and indeed his mother-in-law) might

  live. In a petition full of staggeringly brazen untruths, he claimed that his father was still alive, and had sponsored him through University; that his wife was the daughter of a prosperous

  family; and that he himself, having been a distinguished scholar, was now a valet at Court. Whether this was self-deluding fantasy or wilful lying, Leopold failed to appreciate the stupidity of

  such reckless hyperbole (surely all these facts could have been checked?). But his petition was in fact successful; and it was by no means the last occasion on which he would bend the truth to

  embroider his own status.




  After their marriage, Leopold and Maria Anna rented a small third-floor apartment on Getreidegasse from one of Salzburg’s prosperous merchants, Johann Lorenz

  Hagenauer, and moved in, together of course with Eva Rosina. The Hagenauers were to become lifelong friends of the Mozarts. Johann Lorenz assisted Leopold with financial matters, providing a

  network of contacts through many different cities and countries whereby Leopold on his travels could send and receive monies; and he was also the recipient of dozens of letters from Leopold

  describing these experiences. The Mozarts were to live in the Getreidegasse apartment for the next twenty-six years, and it was there that Maria Anna went through her series of virtually annual

  pregnancies, beginning immediately after her marriage.




  Between July 1748 and January 1756 Maria Anna bore Leopold seven children, five of whom died in extreme infancy. The first three were born within two years, from August 1748 to July 1750, and

  they all died in the same period (at respectively five and a half months, six days, and eleven weeks). So in the summer of 1750 Maria Anna went to take the cure for four days at Bad Gastein. The

  Mozarts could ill afford it, but she needed it, and it did her good. Her next child was born within a year. Maria Anna Walburga Ignatia, always known as Nannerl, was born on 31 July 1751, and would

  live into her seventy-ninth year. But there was more loss to come. Two more children were born, and died, in 1752 and 1754. And in 1755 Eva Rosina died, at the age of seventy-four. She was buried

  in the cemetery of St Sebastian, the first occupant of what would become a chaotically constituted family grave. At the beginning of the following year, on 27 January 1756, Maria Anna gave birth,

  with dangerous difficulty, to her seventh and last child: Johann Chrysostomus Wolfgang Theophilus. (This last name would appear in other synonymous forms in the course of Mozart’s life, as

  Gottlieb and, most especially, as Amadeus.)




  Leopold was becoming impatient with the domestic turbulence of Maria Anna’s childbearing. In the mid-1750s he had decided to publish a treatise on the fundamental principles of

  violin-playing, based on his by now considerable, and evidently extremely successful, teaching experiences. His Versuch einer Grundlichen Violinschule, a meticulous if

  somewhat uncompromising book, with its scholarly preface and authoritarian tone, was eventually printed in Augsburg by Johann Jacob Lotter. Writing to Lotter on 12 February 1756, just two weeks

  after Wolfgang was born, Leopold confided: ‘I can assure you I have so much to do that I sometimes do not know where my head is . . . And you know as well as I do, when the wife is in

  childbed, there is always someone turning up to rob you of time. Things like that cost you time and money.’3 But for all Leopold’s apparent

  irritability at the arrival of his latest child, his priorities were to change very quickly. He and Maria Anna soon realized that their children were extremely gifted.




  Years later, it was Nannerl herself who became the chief source of information on their early childhood. She was approached after Wolfgang’s death by the German scholar Friedrich

  Schlichtegroll, who regularly published volumes of obituaries. For his Nekrolog auf der Jahr 1791 he sent a questionnaire to Nannerl, asking her for information on her brother’s early

  life, and she replied eagerly and in great detail. (She had over 400 family letters in her possession, as well as her own diaries, for she had been a great chronicler of daily events.) Encouraged

  by her compliance, Schlichtegroll then sent her a list of supplementary questions, at which point Nannerl enlisted the help of an old family friend, the Court trumpeter and poet Johann Andreas

  Schachtner. From the reminiscences and anecdotes of both Nannerl and Schachtner, the story of a remarkable family life unfolds.




  Like their mother, neither Nannerl nor Wolfgang received any formal education at all. They were schooled entirely at home, at the brilliant hands of their painstaking father. With imagination

  and resourcefulness, he taught them to read and write, to do arithmetic, and learn some basic history and geography. Both children had good handwriting, read widely, drew well and were extremely

  articulate. And then, of course, there was music. The children would have absorbed it from the cradle, for Leopold’s fellow Court musicians were constantly in and out of

  the Getreidegasse apartment, rehearsing, playing, teaching. And when Nannerl was seven she too began piano lessons with her father. Soon the creative Leopold compiled a music book (‘Pour le

  clavecin’) for her, touchingly inscribed, ‘Ce livre appartient à Marie Anna Mozart, 1759’. It contained several short pieces, by himself and other contemporary

  composers, arranged in order of difficulty. Apparently little Wolfgang, aged only four, also began to play these pieces, and, as Nannerl recalled, ‘the boy at once showed his God-given and

  extraordinary talent’.4 Her music book is studded with annotations by their astonished father: ‘This piece was learned by Wolfgangerl on 24

  January 1761, three days before his fifth birthday, between nine and nine-thirty in the evening.’ And, as Nannerl continued in her memoir, Wolfgang ‘made such progress that at the age

  of five he was already composing little pieces, which he played to his father who wrote them down’.




  Schachtner similarly recalled Wolfgang’s early genius. He recounted an occasion for instance when he and Leopold returned from church duties to discover the four-year-old boy writing some

  music which he claimed to be a piano concerto. When the amused father took the ink-smudged, childishly written manuscript from his son, ‘he stared long at the sheet, and then tears, tears of

  joy and wonder, fell from his eyes’.5 He also recalled the child’s phenomenal sense of pitch (‘Herr Schachtner, your violin is tuned half

  a quarter-tone lower than mine, if you left it tuned as it was when I last played it’) and, most fascinatingly, his fear of Schachtner’s own instrument, the trumpet. ‘Merely to

  hold a trumpet in front of him was like aiming a loaded pistol at his heart. Papa wanted to cure him of this childish fear and once told me to blow [my trumpet] at him despite his reluctance, but,

  my God! I should not have been persuaded to do it. Wolfgangerl scarcely heard the blaring sound, than he grew pale and began to collapse, and if I had continued, he would surely have had a

  fit.’ In due course the child clearly overcame this phobia; but his own adult writing for the instrument often reflects this early terror.




  As the captivating skills of both children developed, Leopold and Maria Anna began to contemplate showing them off to a more discerning audience than that in Salzburg. In

  1762, when Nannerl was ten and Wolfgang six, they took their first tentative steps into a wider world. They travelled to Munich for three weeks in the depth of winter, and played before the Elector

  Maximilian III. Encouraged by the success of this trip, Leopold then took his family to Vienna the following September. The children were displayed everywhere, including the palace of

  Schönbrunn, no less, where they played before the Empress Maria Theresa herself, together with ‘the grown-up Archdukes and Archduchesses’,6 as Nannerl later recalled. But they met the younger generation of Archdukes and Archduchesses too, who were their own age, and even inherited some of their clothes, in which they

  later had their portraits painted. The Vienna visit was temporarily marred by Wolfgang’s falling ill (this was unquestionably a taste of things to come), but in general it was a triumph.

  Leopold relayed breathless accounts of their hectic schedule to Hagenauer (who was no doubt expected to broadcast these throughout Salzburg). He listed every member of the Viennese nobility who had

  attended their performances. He described the universal admiration that his children (‘the boy especially’7) had aroused. And he pocketed a

  considerable sum of money. By the end of the first week in Vienna he could send home more than he had earned in the last two years.




  Count Zinzendorf, then a councillor at the Treasury and an energetic chronicler, was one of those who heard the children perform. On 17 October he wrote in his diary: ‘. . . the little

  child from Salzburg and his sister played the harpsichord. The poor little fellow plays marvellously, he is a Child of spirit, lively, charming; his sister’s playing is masterly, and he

  applauded her.’8 Wolfgang was clearly therefore the chief focus of attention, but, as Zinzendorf noticed, he was touchingly generous to his sister.

  And this Vienna trip did indeed cement for the children the foundations of what would become a pattern as they travelled in the years ahead. On their long journeys they were thrown exclusively into

  each other’s company, and into a shared sibling world of games and make-believe. Their appearances together before the great and the good could almost have seemed an

  extension of this world, their extraordinary abilities, their nonchalant perfectionism and their very delight in music-making (which neither of them ever lost) all simply being part of what they

  did together. They probably saw themselves as a little team.
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  INTOXICATED WITH THESE social and financial jackpots, Leopold began to think further afield. In one visionary sweep, backed up by formidable preparation

  of almost military precision, he planned to advance on three major capitals of northern Europe: Paris, London and The Hague. Lorenz Hagenauer’s trading connections would supply what were

  effectively banking facilities in all the major cities en route, and Leopold could call upon various members of his own network among the aristocracy to write letters of recommendation to friends

  and colleagues, who in turn would do the same. Thus Leopold’s trail was blazed, and his remarkable family could enter each new town and city with fanfares of publicity and attention. Although

  he had a general idea of the itinerary, various events would dictate changes, either of direction or of length of stay, and there would therefore be a certain amount of improvisation. But the main

  purpose of this large journey was to show off Nannerl and Wolfgang in the highest society in Europe, and here Leopold succeeded brilliantly.




  The Mozart family set off from Salzburg on 9 June 1763. Wolfgang was seven, Nannerl nearly twelve. Spirits were high: it was early summer, and the rural highways and byways looked marvellous.

  ‘My wife takes the greatest pleasure in the countryside,’9 reported Leopold. They travelled in their own privately hired coach, together with

  their servant Sebastian Winter. They stayed mainly in inns (Leopold was always on the lookout for a good price), where they would take a large room with two beds, one for Leopold and Wolfgang, the

  other for Maria Anna and Nannerl. On long journeys of several hours in a single day, the children entered the imaginary realm they had created for themselves, which they called

  ‘Das Königreich Rücken’ (The Kingdom of Back): Wolfgang was its King, and Nannerl the Queen, and sometimes their servant Sebastian would join in, doing little drawings of

  their alternative world. Everywhere they stopped they would perform, and were well rewarded. Thirty years later, Nannerl could remember every city and town on that immense tour.




  Their first stop was in Munich, where again they played to the Elector Maximilian III. Attention was focused on the seven-year-old Wolfgang, and it was only when the Elector himself asked to

  hear Nannerl as well that, two days after Wolfgang had first appeared, she played too, and was warmly applauded. This early experience in Munich did rather set a pattern for Nannerl, and almost

  certainly she began to feel somewhat sidelined. Her parents probably noticed this too. Leopold later reported to Hagenauer, ‘Nannerl no longer suffers by comparison with the boy, for she

  plays so beautifully that everyone is talking about her and admiring her execution.’10 But it cannot have been easy for Nannerl. Her adored

  brother, to whose age level she constantly descended when they created their secret worlds and games, was accelerating past her own already remarkable musical achievements, and drawing all the

  attention. Highly talented and hardworking though she was, she simply could not keep up.




  After Munich, the family went to Leopold’s home town, Augsburg, where they stayed for two weeks. His estranged mother still considered his whole lifestyle reprehensible, and steadfastly

  ignored the visit. Although the children gave three concerts, their grandmother did not attend them, her dogged intolerance tragically denying her an experience of which most grandmothers can only

  dream. Nor did these concerts make much money: Leopold complained to Hagenauer that they had barely covered the cost of their expensive inn. Nevertheless they did buy a portable clavier from the

  instrument-maker J. A. Stein, with whom Wolfgang would do more business in adulthood. And they managed to renew contact with at least one member of Leopold’s family. His

  brother Franz Alois, who had inherited the bookbinding business, did welcome them. And so did his excitable four-year-old daughter, Maria Anna Thekla, whom they nicknamed the

  ‘Bäsle’ (little cousin). She too would reappear, rather spectacularly, in Wolfgang’s later life.




  The first main focus of the tour was Paris. Travelling via Frankfurt (where Goethe’s father heard the children play) and Brussels, the Mozarts arrived in the French capital in

  mid-November, and stayed for five months. With extreme tenacity, a certain amount of self-aggrandization (Leopold did not hesitate to have himself described as ‘Kapellmeister’ to the

  Prince-Archbishop of Salzburg, when in fact he was only the Vice-Kapellmeister), and the considerable assistance of good friends, Leopold eventually secured the children appearances at the court of

  Louis XV, and in public. Wolfgang’s first publications appeared. Baron Grimm, critic and author of Correspondance Littéraire between 1753 and 1773, became a great source of

  support. He and his mistress, the glamorous Madame d’Epinay, befriended the Mozarts, introducing them to all the right people, advising them on propriety, diplomacy and publicity (Grimm wrote

  the flowery dedications to Wolfgang’s publications), and bestowing all manner of gifts on them. Maria Anna received a red satin dress (was this the dress in which she had her portrait painted

  in 1775?), a fan and an amethyst ring from Madame d’Epinay. And Grimm commissioned a painting of Leopold and the children from Carmontelle, engraved copies of which would effectively serve as

  their visiting card, or publicity photograph, in the months ahead.




  There was some sightseeing too. Over the Christmas period the children were taken to Versailles, and Leopold, ever the inspiring teacher, fired his daughter’s imagination with his

  explanations of the mythological sculptures that she saw in the gardens. The twelve-year-old Nannerl’s diary for this outing includes her interpretations of the statues on the Latona

  fountain: ‘How latona changed the farmers into frogs, how neptune stopped the horse, diana in the bath, the rape of brosperina, very beautiful vase of white marble and

  alabaster.’11 (How she would have enjoyed Florence and Rome.) In a very individual way, these children were receiving the most wonderful education.

  They were speaking new languages. They were hearing and absorbing more new music (ballets, operas). They were learning to appreciate beauty in art and architecture, and often the historical and

  mythological basis for them. And they were developing discerning tastes for elegant clothes, fine fabrics, jewels and hairstyles. In future years, most of the direct communications between Nannerl

  and her mother, when they were apart, were about fashion and ornament; and Wolfgang too would confess to a female friend, ‘I should like all my things to be of good quality, genuine and

  beautiful.’12 And all the time their own skills continued to blossom. By the summer of 1764, Leopold wrote to Hagenauer, ‘What it all amounts

  to is this, that my little girl, although she is only twelve years old, is one of the most skilful players in Europe, and that, in a word, my boy knows in his eighth year what one would expect only

  from a man of forty.’13




  Eventually, in April 1764, the family left Paris and set out for the central pivot of this great tour, London. For the first time in their lives they saw the sea, and the captivated Nannerl

  described its waves in her diary: ‘In Calais I saw how the sea runs away and comes back again.’14 The fascination probably palled quite

  quickly, for they were all horribly seasick on the crossing to Dover. But they evidently recovered well, for within days of their arrival in London they were already playing at the Court of George

  III and his young German queen, Charlotte. They stayed in London for fifteen months, a period in which, again, the skills and awareness of the children, especially Wolfgang, continued to develop

  astonishingly. They learned yet another language, met a new circle of people (including Johann Christian Bach, son of the great Johann Sebastian) and heard completely different music (symphonies,

  oratorios). Leopold continued his unorthodox but ingenious education of his children, and, initially at least, accrued goodly sums of money and many more gifts.




  The London schedule was frenzied. In the first six weeks the children played twice at Court (each time coming away with the handsome sum of 24 guineas) and at various public

  venues, whose press announcements billed Nannerl and Wolfgang as ‘Prodigies of Nature’. There were private events too, in the drawing rooms of London’s nobility, where the

  children were put through their now familiar paces. In addition to performing (pieces by himself as well as others), Wolfgang was subjected to various tests. He might be given a melody but no bass,

  which he had to supply, or the reverse, a bass line without a melody, which he had to supply. He might be asked to identify pitches of various instruments, or even of non-instruments (bells or

  clocks); to read at sight, often from a full score of five or more staves; to play with a cloth over his hands so he could not see them, and no doubt other spontaneous challenges. Wolfgang sailed

  through all this (though none of it, in fact, would be much of a problem for a technically gifted child with perfect pitch and a pushy parent). London was initially entranced by the boy, and

  murmured appreciatively too about the pianistic skills of Nannerl, and more sums of money were sent by Leopold back to Hagenauer in Salzburg.




  Then setbacks began. First, as summer arrived, London emptied, and opportunities for more of these private events vanished. Second, Leopold became ill. He caught a chill which, probably through

  a bad reaction to a prescribed medicine, developed into infections throughout his body and nervous system. It was necessary for the family to move out of the centre of London to the country (to

  what is now Ebury Street, in Chelsea), where they remained for two months; and, because of the dangerous state of Leopold’s condition, the children were required to maintain absolute silence

  within the house, not even being allowed to play a keyboard. And so, fired by having met J. C. Bach and heard his symphonies, the eight-year-old Wolfgang decided to compose some symphonies of his

  own. With his sister beside him to write them out, Wolfgang took his first steps into full orchestral scoring. ‘While he composed and I copied,’ she remembered, ‘he said to me,

  “Remind me to give something good to the horn!”’15 This monumental advance, so delightfully made, was for them

  another exciting game shared by brother and sister.




  Maria Anna must have had great anxiety throughout this difficult summer, but she clearly took responsibility for the family, organizing their move to Chelsea, nursing her sick husband, and

  eventually also taking over the cooking. She lost weight, but gained rare praise from her convalescent husband, who reported back to Salzburg, ‘My wife has had a great deal to do lately on

  account of my illness . . . In Chelsea we had our food sent to us at first from an eating-house; but as it was so poor, my wife began to do our cooking, and we are now in such good trim that when

  we return to town next week we shall continue to do our own housekeeping. Perhaps too my wife, who has become very thin, will get a little fatter.’16 But after a summer of medical expense and no takings, it was necessary to recover some losses, and Leopold thought hard about their winter activities. He considered presenting

  the children in a subscription series run by a Mrs Cornelys at Carlisle House in Soho Square. One of the great society hostesses, the Italian-born Teresa Cornelys had been a mistress of Casanova

  (who had fathered her daughter). Now she organized masked balls for anything up to 600 people, and Leopold cannily reckoned that her contacts were as good as any. But if the Mozart children did

  play for Mrs Cornelys, there is no record of it. As spring approached, and Leopold contemplated the family’s departure from London, he resorted to increasingly desperate measures.




  He took out newspaper advertisements offering the public ‘an Opportunity for all the curious to hear these two young Prodigies perform every day from 12 to 3’. This gruelling daily

  exposure began in March 1765, when the price of a ticket was half a guinea. By May he had reduced the children’s hours from three to two, but also halved the cost of admission to five

  shillings. And in July, as a final thrust, he rented a room in a pub, the Swan and Harp Tavern in Cornhill, and made Nannerl and Wolfgang play there, again on a daily basis. Humiliatingly, the

  price was halved again.




  Eventually the Mozarts left London at the end of July, heading now for Holland. They spent a day at the races in Canterbury on their way to Dover, and this time survived the

  crossing to Calais with no ill effects. In Lille they learned of the death of Francis, husband of the Empress Maria Theresa. He was succeeded as co-Regent by their twenty-four-year-old son, Joseph

  II, who would later play his part in Wolfgang’s adult life. As the family reached Holland, Nannerl became extremely ill with intestinal typhoid. For two months Leopold and Maria Anna nursed

  their daughter night and day (Maria Anna always on the night shift), barely leaving their rooms, but by 21 October Nannerl was so ill that she actually received the last rites. Leopold reported

  gruesomely to Salzburg: ‘Whoever could have listened to the conversations which we three, my wife, myself and my daughter, had on several evenings, during which we convinced her of the vanity

  of this world and the happy death of children, would not have heard it without tears.’17 And then, just as Nannerl was recovering, Wolfgang

  succumbed as well, causing real financial anxiety on top of everything else, for he was already the family’s chief bread-winner. But he too recovered, having on this occasion got off rather

  more lightly than his sister. Nannerl’s own 1792 memory of this horrendous time for their parents was quite clear about which of the children had been more dangerously ill: ‘When the

  daughter had recovered from her very grave illness, the son fell sick of a quite grave illness.’18




  Eventually the convalescent children could be put on show again, and they performed in Utrecht, Amsterdam, Antwerp and Brussels. Then at last the family began the return journey to Salzburg.

  They spent two more months in Paris, where Baron Grimm noticed changes in both children in the two years since he had last seen them: ‘Mademoiselle Mozart, now thirteen years of age, and

  moreover grown much prettier, has the most beautiful and most brilliant execution on the harpsichord . . . Her brother alone is capable of robbing her of supremacy.’19 He also noticed that Wolfgang had ‘hardly grown at all’, and was altogether concerned about the general health of the child. As the family headed off to

  Switzerland, Madame d’Epinay wrote to her friend, the author and philosopher Voltaire, instructing him to attend any concert the children gave in Geneva – though in

  the event Voltaire was ill and missed them. Finally, after an extremely laborious journey, generally of one-or two-night stops en route, and one more appearance before the Elector Maximilian III in

  Munich, they arrived back in Salzburg on 29 November 1766. They had been away for three and a half years.




  Despite their near-disasters and recurring anxieties, the Mozart family had reaped enormous benefit from this Grand Tour. Both children had developed musically, Wolfgang out of all possible

  recognition or even expectation, and their names were now circulating throughout the Courts of northern Europe. Although there had been alarming lapses in their takings during the periods of

  illness, they had made a great deal of money, more than Leopold would ever divulge even to his closest friends in Salzburg, and acquired a dazzling quantity of snuffboxes, watches and jewellery.

  The children’s imaginary ‘Kingdom of Back’ had been fed by their encounters with real palaces, real kings and queens, real ostentatious splendour. They could regale their

  wide-eyed young friends with tales of their experiences; and they chattered away to each other in several languages. But there had of course been a physical price to pay for all this: both Nannerl

  and Wolfgang were fundamentally quite frail, and continued to fall prey easily to infection and disease for the rest of their lives, as if somehow their resistance had never been given the chance

  to develop fully. This was certainly observed at the time. Grimm even feared that ‘so premature a fruit might fall before maturing’,20 while

  the British minister to The Hague, Baron Dover, believed both children to be ‘not long-lived’.21 Leopold too had had his own serious

  indisposition in London. If Maria Anna had suffered, nobody particularly remembered or mentioned it, beyond remarking that she had grown thin. But for all of them, this tour had been a momentous

  experience; and for Maria Anna and Nannerl, literally the experience of a lifetime.
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  FATHER BEDA HÜBNER, librarian to St Peter’s Abbey in Salzburg, was a

  great chronicler, and recorded the triumphal return of the Mozarts.




  

    

      Today the world-famous Herr Leopold Mozart, Vice-Kapellmeister here, with his wife and two children, a boy aged ten and his little daughter of thirteen,

      have arrived to the solace and joy of the whole town . . . These past two years nothing has been more frequently discussed in the newspapers than the wonderful art of the Mozart children: the

      two children, the boy as well as the girl, both play the harpsichord, or the clavier, the girl, it is true, with more art and fluency than her little brother, but the boy with far more

      refinement and with more original ideas, and with the most beautiful inspirations, so that even the most excellent organists wondered how it was humanly possible for such a boy, who was already

      so good an artist at the age of six, to possess such art as to astonish the whole musical world.22


    


  




  The whole town was agog with how the children had changed and how Wolfgang now had the skills of a Kappellmeister; with how much money they had made, and indeed where the family

  might go next. Hübner himself got completely carried away, speculating that the Mozarts would ‘soon visit the whole of Scandinavia and the whole of Russia, and perhaps even travel to

  China’. Leopold adored this limelight, and could not stifle his instincts of vulgar exhibitionism, for he put all the trophies of their tour on display in their house, and invited the

  admirers in. Hübner was one of them:




  

    

      I afterwards saw all the tributes and presents which the aforesaid Herr Mozart and his children had received from the great monarchs and princes during

      their costly journey: of gold pocket watches he has brought home 9; of gold snuff-boxes he has received 12; of gold rings set with the most handsome precious stones he has so many that he does

      not know himself how many; ear-rings for the girl, necklaces, knives with golden blades, bottle-holders, writing-tackle, toothpick boxes, gold objets for the girl, writing-tablets and

      suchlike gewgaws without number and without end; so much, that merely to see all this raptim and obiter, you would have to spend several hours doing nothing

      but look, and it is just like inspecting a church treasury.


    


  




  When the excitement died down, some changes were made in the small Getreidegasse apartment. Maria Anna and Leopold could at last share a bed again. But Nannerl, now fifteen, was growing up in

  all senses (she was even considered ‘marriageable’, according to her father). It was wholly inappropriate for her to share a room with her ten year-old brother, but since there was no

  alternative, a special bed was built for her, with curtains around it for privacy. Leopold resumed his humble duties at Court. But he longed for more of his two intoxicating drugs, travel and

  universal admiration. Within nine months of their return to Salzburg an opportunity arose, and he seized it.




  Vienna was preparing for the marriage of Maria Theresa’s daughter, the Archduchess Maria Josefa, to the young Ferdinand IV, King of Naples. In her fierce determination to protect her

  territories and forge strong links with her neighbours, Maria Theresa was ruthless in the distribution of her children. She had produced sixteen of them between 1737 and 1756, and those who

  survived beyond puberty, and were in good health, were soon earmarked for strategic marriage. Joseph, her eldest son and now co-Regent, had married first Isabella of Parma, and then, after

  Isabella’s early death, Maria Josefa of Bavaria (whom Joseph loathed and therefore cruelly ignored). Maria Theresa’s younger sons were to be similarly deployed: Leopold would marry

  Marie Louise of Spain, and Ferdinand would secure the House of Modena in the person of Maria Beatrice d’Este. The young Archduchesses were also part of this board game. Maria Christina

  married Albert of Saxe-Teschen, and snared Upper Silesia; Maria Amalia would bring back the House of Parma, temporarily distanced after Isabella’s death. Most spectacularly of all, the

  Empress’s youngest daughter, Maria Antonia, would change her name to Marie Antoinette and marry Louis XVI of France. But in these early days of political manoeuvres, it was the Bourbon King

  of Naples that Maria Theresa had in her sights. Originally she had planned that Maria Josefa’s older sister Johanna Gabriella would head for the Kingdom of Two Sicilies,

  but she had died in 1762, aged only twelve. So now it was Maria Josefa who was to be shackled to the unattractive Ferdinand. They were both sixteen years old.




  In Salzburg, Leopold heard of the elaborate celebrations that would attend this royal wedding. Probably hoping that his old acquaintance with the Empress would persuade her to invite his

  children to take part, he got leave from his ever-indulgent and supportive employer, Archbishop Schrattenbach, and the Mozart family once more packed their bags and set off for Vienna. Leopold

  should perhaps have realized that Maria Theresa, still in mourning for her late husband and all but inaccessible, would not receive them as readily as she had in 1762. But even he could not have

  foreseen the other great problem awaiting them, an outbreak of smallpox in Vienna. At first the Mozarts were unaware of it, and while they waited in vain for a summons to the Empress, they busied

  themselves going to operas and plays. But then, on the very eve of her wedding, the Archduchess Maria Josefa died of smallpox, contracted, it was ghoulishly rumoured, through visiting the family

  vaults in the Kapuzinerkirche with her mother. (Eventually, at her third attempt, Maria Theresa would succeed in marrying her thirteenth child, Maria Carolina, to the illiterate young Ferdinand.)

  Far from mounting glorious wedding festivities, Vienna went into mourning all over again.




  Leopold panicked when he realized the severity of what had now become an epidemic of smallpox; indeed there had been three cases of it in the very house on Weihburggasse where the family were

  staying. He looked for new lodgings, and, failing to find anything big enough for the four of them, just took Wolfgang away, leaving the evidently more expendable Maria Anna and Nannerl in the

  infected house. But he did then decide to remove the whole family from Vienna, and a week later they travelled first to Brno, where they called on Archbishop Schrattenbach’s brother, and then

  on to Olmütz. It was however too late: Wolfgang had already contracted smallpox. Although he and Nannerl, who also then caught it, both recovered, the family yet again

  found itself grounded in a strange city for two months, dealing with potentially fatal illness. They returned to Brno and the Schrattenbachs for Christmas, and were back in Vienna in early

  January.




  And then, at last, their Imperial Highnesses agreed to see them. Nannerl recalled the occasion: ‘On 19 January the children performed before the Emperor Joseph; there was no one present

  but the Empress Maria Theresa, Prince Albert of Saxony and the Archduchesses.’23 Leopold’s account to Hagenauer of this highly privileged,

  two-hour private audience is more telling. It was only when the Empress learned that the Mozarts too, with their talented children, had been infected with the disease that was wreaking such havoc

  in her own family (both she and her daughter Elisabeth had caught it, and recovered) that she summoned them: ‘For hardly had the Empress been told of what had happened to us in Olmütz

  and that we had returned, when we were informed of the day and the hour when we should appear.’ But for Leopold, who had been building such hopes on the success of this encounter, the visit

  was bitterly disappointing. There was no reward beyond a medal (‘beautiful, but so worthless that I do not even care to mention its value’); and Joseph II, to whom Maria Theresa handed

  over the formal hosting of the occasion, merely showed ‘amazing graciousness’. Leopold concluded acidly, ‘The Emperor . . . enters it in his book of oblivion and believes, no

  doubt, that he has paid us by his most gracious conversations.’24




  But for Maria Anna, the visit must have been one of the highlights of her life. It was she who was taken into the company of Maria Theresa while Joseph listened to her children. The two women,

  approximately the same age, compared notes and shared their recent experiences. As Leopold described it, ‘you cannot possibly conceive with what familiarity Her Majesty the Empress conversed

  with my wife, talking to her partly of my children’s smallpox and partly of the events of our grand tour; nor can you imagine how she stroked my wife’s cheeks and pressed her

  hands.’25 Leopold may have left their Imperial presences in a state of frustrated discontent, but Maria Anna had had a quite

  wonderful afternoon.




  There was, though, one straw to be grasped from the content of those ‘gracious conversations’. The Emperor ‘asked the boy twice whether he would like to compose an opera and

  conduct it himself. Wolfgang said, Yes.’ Leopold seized on this fragment of Imperial smalltalk, and chose to interpret it as an invitation. He made contact with Giuseppe Affligio, the manager

  of the Burgtheater, and initiated a series of meetings, as a result of which the twelve-year-old Wolfgang was given a libretto, La finta semplice, by the theatre’s poet, Marco

  Coltellini. Leopold now rebuilt his hopes on this. Wolfgang’s exposure at the heart of Vienna’s operatic activity would surely bring him a permanent position, and the whole family could

  move from Salzburg. But although Wolfgang composed his La finta semplice, K51 (46a), it was not performed. There were intrigues and conspiracies at many levels – rumours that Leopold

  was trying to pass off his own composition as his son’s, and resistance among the theatre’s musicians who did not want to play music written by a child. All this took virtually a whole

  year, during which the Mozarts stayed in Vienna. Leopold generally made a nuisance of himself, writing a long and petulant petition to Joseph II which in fact served only to alienate the Court, and

  in so doing actually gambled with his own security too. He was ordered by Salzburg to return, for his salary was being paid in his absence and it was time he started earning it. But he ignored the

  summons, and his salary was indeed suspended. There were, at least, two musical compensations in this chaotic year. In the autumn Wolfgang’s Bastien und Bastienne, K50 (46b), was

  performed at the private house of the controversial Dr Franz Anton Mesmer (whose magnets would reappear some years later in Così fan tutte); and in December he conducted his

  Waisenhausmesse, K139 (47a), at the Orphanage Church in the presence of five members of the Imperial family. But this was a meagre tally for over a year spent away from home; and the return to Salzburg at the end of 1768 was a far cry from the triumphal re-entry the family had made two years earlier.




  Nannerl’s 1792 memoir, despite its telegraphic style of reportage, is eloquent of the way in which she remembered that troubled year. ‘The Emperor told the son he should write an

  opera buffa.26 The Emperor informed the Impresario who leased the theatre. The Impresario arranged everything with the father. The son composed the

  opera. But it was not performed . . . although Kapellmeister Hasse and the poet Metastasio praised it uncommonly. The opera was called; La finta semplice.’27 Her childhood loyalty to her brother was easily retrieved, and she recalled the praise of distinguished men. If she remembered the tensions and difficulties caused by

  Leopold’s bungled negotiations, she remained loyal to him too, and did not betray them.




  Leopold’s salary in Salzburg was eventually reinstated, but only after he had had to petition for it, and he meekly took up his duties again. Wolfgang had several of his compositions

  performed (church music and chamber music), and in the autumn of 1769 he was appointed, unpaid, to the post of Konzertmeister at Court. But, for all his compliance, Leopold was not idly treading

  water in those summer months in Salzburg. He was planning their next escape, and this time to the country he had had in his sights for years, Italy. He called on many of his recently acquired

  influential contacts, for instance Hasse in Vienna, and got them to write letters of introduction. He arranged for Wolfgang, like other Salzburg musicians before him, to be given a bursary of 120

  ducats towards the cost of the journey. The departure date was set for 13 December. But this trip would be different from all the others: only Leopold and Wolfgang would travel. Maria Anna and

  Nannerl would have to remain in Salzburg.
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  THE DECISION TO leave the women behind, and so to split the family for the first time, was clearly not taken lightly, but, quite simply, Leopold was

  determined to keep the costs down. Maria Anna and Nannerl were miserable, not merely at being excluded from experiences which up to this point the whole family had shared

  equally, but, in Nannerl’s case, at now having her own gifts utterly ignored. In the mid-1760s, while the Mozarts had been on their Grand Tour, three teenage girls from Salzburg had been sent

  to Venice to further their musical studies. On their return, at the end of 1765, they had been appointed as Court singers. As they all shared their travelling experiences, Nannerl would have looked

  upon these three young women, only a few years her senior, with considerable interest. And she might naturally have assumed that a spell of study in Venice would be the next possible option for her

  too: she had after all been depicted as a singer in the 1763 Carmontelle portrait of Leopold, Wolfgang and herself. But it was not to be. Perhaps it was never appropriate, as her skills were

  decidedly pianistic rather than vocal (her cheeky brother, in a typical sibling tease, once referred to her ‘unbearable voice’.28) But it is

  most likely that Leopold never even countenanced the idea that Nannerl should travel abroad to pursue her own training: he had a very much greater talent to nurture.




  Wolfgang and his father made three trips to Italy in the next four years and never once took the women with them. Like the rest of Salzburg, they could share in the Italian experience only

  secondhand. Maria Anna would now become the chief recipient of Leopold’s letters describing their activities, while Wolfgang’s added postscripts were addressed to Nannerl. Just before

  Wolfgang left for Italy, he and Nannerl performed together at a private party at the Hagenauers’ country house in Nonnthal, an event which effectively concluded their shared stellar

  childhood. For Wolfgang and his father, the Italian journeys ahead would signify some of the best of their experiences, of travel, of music, of growth, of approbation and of great achievement. For

  Maria Anna and Nannerl, they marked the end of their direct involvement in Wolfgang’s development, an end which though temporary for Maria Anna, was for Nannerl permanent.
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  ‘ON 12 DECEMBER 1769, father and son went alone to Italy,’29 recalled Nannerl twenty-three years later. That first Italian journey lasted fifteen months, until March 1771; yet again Wolfgang met new composers, heard new music (an

  abundance of Italian opera, but church music too in Italy’s most magnificent cathedrals), and, as he absorbed all these influences, continued his own astonishing development. Nannerl’s

  1792 account of that trip again demonstrated her touching sibling pride in her brother, as, two decades later, she remembered with all the wide-eyed enthusiasm of the teenage sister specific

  details which had impressed her at the time.




  In Verona, an early stop, Wolfgang ‘played the organ at St Thomas’s Church, where they could not reach the organ through the church because of the crowd, and had to go through the

  monastery cloisters’. In Milan there were ‘many concerts at the house of Count Firmian’, who was Viceroy there and therefore the real power. (Firmian’s uncle had been

  Archbishop of Salzburg before the current incumbent, Schrattenbach, and therefore Leopold’s first employer at Court. Firmian was extremely supportive therefore to young Wolfgang, and

  commissioned an opera from him for the 1771 Carnival.) In Florence they were ‘summoned at once to the Grand Duke, with whom they spent five hours’; and it was here too that ‘the

  son made friends with an Englishman, Tommaso Linley, a boy of fourteen years and the same age as Mozart. A pupil of the famous Nardini, this boy played the violin quite enchantingly. This

  Englishman and the young Mozart performed in turn, not like boys but like men.’




  In Rome, Wolfgang famously heard Allegri’s Miserere in the Sistine Chapel, and wrote it down from memory later that day. But it is Nannerl’s account of this which provides the

  most telling human detail: ‘The next day he went back again, holding his copy in his hat, to see whether he had got it right or not.’ In Naples, ‘when the son was playing in the

  Conservatorio alla Pietà, everyone thought that the magic was due to his ring, [so] he took the ring off and only then was everyone filled with astonishment’. In Bologna the great

  teacher and contrapuntist Padre Martini tested Wolfgang for entry into the elite Accademia Filarmonica. ‘He was locked up quite alone, and had to set an antiphon for four

  voices, with which he was ready in a good half hour.’ Nannerl also lengthily recalled a bad injury to Leopold’s foot, which necessitated suspending their travelling while he recovered

  (in extreme luxury) at the home of Count Pallavicino outside Bologna. For Maria Anna and Nannerl back in Salzburg, anxieties about Leopold’s health still took precedence over all other

  considerations. Even after twenty-two years, that injured foot was given greater space than the one-line description of what was the greatest honour of the whole trip: ‘The Pope wanted to see

  the son, and gave him the cross and the brief of a militiae auratae equus.’ But Nannerl did remember the great success of Wolfgang’s first Italian opera, Mitridate, re di Ponto,

  K87 (74a), given in Milan: ‘This opera was performed more than twenty times consecutively. That the opera was applauded can be deduced from the fact that the management at once gave him a

  written commission for the year 1773.’ And she added proudly, ‘When he wrote the opera he was fourteen years old.’




  Nannerl’s recollections were drawn no doubt partly from conversations she had had with the travellers on their return, but also from the letters that she and her mother had regularly

  received from them. The first of these, written only one day after departure, carries the slight implication that Nannerl had been ill when they left (‘How is your sore

  throat?’30), which was often and with greater seriousness to be the case at future partings. Leopold was insistent that none of their letters

  should be lost or discarded. Like his earlier letters to Hagenauer, they were to be distributed around Salzburg, and were effectively newsletters for the whole community. Even on the day after

  their departure he wrote, ‘You must keep all our letters’;31 and again a month later, ‘I hope you are carefully collecting all our

  letters.’32 His style in the reporting of events therefore has a somewhat impersonal quality, conscious perhaps of the inquisitive glance of

  posterity. But Leopold was quite shameless about yet another instance of telling lies about himself, in order to further their cause. In Naples, as he reported proudly,




  

    

      I announced everywhere that I was the steward of the Imperial Ambassador, because in these parts the stewards of such personages are

      very highly respected. Thus not only did I ensure a safe journey, but I was given good horses and quick service; and at Rome it was not necessary for me to go to the Customs Office for the

      usual examination, for at the gate I was received with a deep bow.33


    


  




  There were private sections too (‘For you alone’), in which in a fierce stream of consciousness he shows a continual need to control everything, as much in Salzburg

  as on the road. Two days after their departure, for instance, he returned the key to a clavichord, which he had accidentally taken away with him, outrageously adding, ‘See that it is not

  lost.’34 A few weeks later, in a postscript, he demanded to know (in a most telling order of preference), ‘Have our two guns been cleaned? Is

  Nannerl practising the harpsichord regularly?’35




  Just as Leopold wrote home regularly, so he instructed his wife to write back to him, frequently charging her with failing to do so (‘You are very lazy’36) when in fact she had, and never offered an apology for such hasty accusations. On 17 November 1770 he tore into his wife and daughter for not having sent him congratulations on

  his name-day. But they had written, on the 9th; and he only acknowledged this weeks later on 1 December. Even Wolfgang had been upset by the ferocity of his chiding (‘Wolfgang . . . became

  rather sad and said: “I am truly sorry for Mamma and Nannerl, because in his last letter Papa wrote such cutting remarks”’37). But

  there was never any regret if Leopold or Wolfgang neglected their side of things: ‘We forgot to congratulate Nannerl on her name-day,’38 he

  wrote casually; and again, later, ‘Wolfgang read Nannerl’s long story with great pleasure, but as he has gone out driving with the Countess, he cannot write back.’39 And on top of all this there were endless instructions and recriminations concerning the sales of the Violinschule, for which Maria Anna was evidently now

  responsible, and about which Leopold regularly felt it necessary to crack the whip.




  All this must have been extremely hurtful to Maria Anna, as on the one hand she read of all sorts of experiences, excitements and honours from which she had been excluded, and on the other was

  somehow seeming to be chastised for everything she had or had not done. When, desperate for more personal information about her family, she had asked some specific questions, Leopold replied as

  impatiently as if he were filling out a dull questionnaire: ‘You want to know whether Wolfgang still sings and plays the fiddle? He plays the fiddle but not in public. He sings, but only when

  some text is put in front of him. He has grown a little. I am neither fatter nor thinner; and we have got accustomed to Italian food.’40 And

  meanwhile he heartlessly continued to tantalize Maria Anna and Nannerl with descriptions of their experiences, while at the same time congratulating himself on his decision to leave them behind:

  ‘Though I am glad that neither of you undertook this journey with us, yet I am sorry that you are not seeing all these Italian towns, and especially Rome. It is useless and quite impossible

  to describe it in a few words. Once more I advise you to read Keyssler’s Reisebeschriebung.’41 He exaggerated the dangers of travel,

  giving lurid accounts of bandits on the road between Rome and Naples, and, even when they were staying in grand houses, played down the true extent of their luxurious surroundings. Only rarely did

  he show genuine affection towards his wife, beyond the conventional formulae with which he closed his letters (‘We kiss you and Nannerl a thousand times and I am your old MZT’). One of

  the very few confidences he wrote to her revealed his extreme nervousness as the premiere of Mitridate approached: ‘On St Stephen’s day . . . picture to yourself Maestro Don

  Amadeo seated at the clavier in the orchestra and myself a spectator and a listener in a box up above; and do wish him a successful performance and say a few paternosters for

  him.’42




  In contrast to his father’s essential meanness of spirit, Wolfgang was generally extremely cheerful throughout this Italian trip. ‘I simply love

  travelling,’43 he wrote from Naples. His letters to Nannerl were exuberant, generous and positive. He loved to show off his multilingualism, on one

  occasion writing in no fewer than three languages (German, Italian and French) and two dialects (Salzburg and Swabian). And with his sister he continued their shared pastime of word-games and

  riddles, and was completely unselfconscious in expressing his fascination with basic bodily functions. None of the family, in fact, was especially reticent about these (a common affectionate

  exchange between them, for instance, was ‘Shit in your bed and break it’44); but Wolfgang’s improvisations on this particular theme

  were, like all his others, more involved and more brilliant than those of anyone else. One whole sentence took as its recurring verb tun (to do), which can also mean to relieve oneself or

  even to have sexual intercourse. Since Wolfgang was apparently sending greetings to one of Nannerl’s current admirers, Herr von Schiedenhofen, there is little doubt that his sniggering pun

  was here intentional.




  

    

      . . . und thue gesund leben, und thue nit sterben, damit du mir noch hanst einen brief thuen, und ich hernach dir doch einen

      thun, und dan thuen wir immer so vort, bis wir was hinaus thuen, aber doch bin ich der, der will thuen bis es sich endlich nimmer thuen last, inzwischen will

      ich thuen bleiben.




      . . . and do keep well and do not die, so that you may do another letter for me and I may do another for you and that we may

      keep on doing until we are done, for I am the man to go on doing until there is nothing more to do.45


    


  




  Ten days after sending Nannerl this, Wolfgang was still proud of it. (‘I hope that you received my letter,’46 he

  chuckled.)




  But beyond the smuttiness, the loving relationship between brother and sister was still touchingly evident throughout his correspondence with her. He wanted to share everything with Nannerl, as

  he always had, whether notated descriptions of a particular singer’s astonishingly wide range; or bad trumpet-playing in Bologna; or a new game (‘after lunch we

  play boccia. That is a game I have learnt in Rome. When I come home I shall teach it to you’47); or Rome itself (‘I only wish that my sister

  were in Rome, for this town would certainly please her’48). He did at times seem to be genuinely homesick (‘Every post day, when letters

  arrive from Germany, I enjoy eating and drinking far more than usual’49). But he continued to encourage and support Nannerl’s own

  music-making, including composition (‘You have set the bass exceedingly well and without the slightest mistake. You must try your hand at such things more often’50), and showed great interest in the attentions of her male admirers (‘Does Diebl often visit you? Does he still honour you with his entertaining conversation? And the

  Honourable Karl von Vogt? Does he still listen to your unbearable voice?’51).




  Meanwhile Wolfgang himself, now in his early teens, was experiencing physical changes too. He was constantly sleepy and hungry, partly through continual excitement and, later, exhausting

  pressure, but partly also because, quite simply, he was growing. And he recognized these changes himself, and confided to Nannerl his playfulness with the Wider family in Venice, to whom the

  Mozarts had been introduced through Johann Baptist Hagenauer. There were four daughters, whom Wolfgang nicknamed the ‘pearls’, and with them Wolfgang had joined in all sorts of arcane

  Carnival activities:




  

    

      Tell Johannes that Wider’s pearls, especially Mademoiselle Catarina, are always talking about him, and that he must soon come back to Venice and

      submit to the attacco, that is, have his bottom spanked when he is lying on the ground, so that he may become a true Venetian. They tried to do it to me – the seven women all

      together – and yet they could not pull me down.52


    


  




  Although Leopold liked and admired the Wider family, he subsequently referred to Venice as ‘the most dangerous place in all Italy’,53 where young people needed careful supervision. It is unlikely that he approved at all of such adolescent high spirits.




  Wolfgang’s references to Nannerl’s own admirers do prove that she was enjoying some social life. She was now nineteen years old, and had grown into a strikingly

  handsome young woman, with a keen eye for fashion, an extremely elaborate hairstyle, and a steady, intelligent gaze. Two young men who paid attention to her during 1770 were Herr von Mölk (son

  of the Court Chancellor) and Herr von Schiedenhofen. Both were from respectable Salzburg families, and their interest would have pleased Nannerl and her mother too. In the autumn of 1770

  Schiedenhofen invited them to stay at his country estate at Triebenbach, greatly to Leopold’s approval, for even this small journey was a real treat for the women, and distracted them from

  their constant sadness of exclusion.




  In March 1771 Leopold and Wolfgang returned to Salzburg and were reunited with Maria Anna and Nannerl. But already there were plans to go back to Italy, for they had a commission for another

  opera for Milan. Maria Theresa’s son, the Archduke Ferdinand (a mere two years older than Wolfgang) was to marry Beatrice d’Este in one of the most spectacular weddings in the whole of

  eighteenth-century Europe. It was a canny commission from the Habsburg family, who, as Nannerl’s memoir recalled, had taken care in their choice of composers: ‘As H: Majesty had

  appointed Hr Hasse, the oldest Kapellmeister, to write the opera, he had chosen the youngest to write the serenata.’54 Johann Adolph Hasse, then

  aged seventy-two, was a German composer from Hamburg who had acquired his confidence, his métier and indeed his wife (the celebrated soprano Faustina Bordoni) in Italy. He divided his time

  between Vienna, where he had taught Maria Theresa herself, and Venice, where he would die in 1783. He was enormously gifted and respected, and represented everything in a composer’s career

  and lifestyle that Leopold envied. He had met Leopold and Wolfgang in Vienna in 1767, befriended them over the debacle of La finta semplice, and then written enthusiastic letters of

  recommendation for them to his colleagues in Italy. And now Hasse and the Mozarts were to be working side by side in Milan.




  Nannerl recalled again the exact date of the departure of her father and brother for their second Italian journey, 13 August 1771; and she no doubt also remembered the

  intense coded requests she received from her brother (now sixteen) with regard to his own developing infatuations. Buried among descriptions of great heat, and the seasonal fruits he and his father

  were consuming on the journey, he wrote, ‘What you promised me (you know what, you dear one!) you will surely do and I shall certainly be grateful to you’;55 and again, a week later, ‘I beg you to remember the other matter, if there is nothing else to be done. You know what I mean.’56 But once he had received the libretto for his serenata (Ascanio in Alba, K111) and begun setting it to music, he wrote less to his family. As ever it was Leopold who

  conveyed to the women the thrilling details of their crammed schedule, and of Milanese excitement as European royalty and nobility gathered for the festivities. In the event, Ascanio in Alba

  clearly outshone Hasse’s Ruggiero, and, try as he might, Leopold could not conceal his Schadenfreude (‘It really distresses me, but Wolfgang’s serenata has killed

  Hasse’s opera more than I can say in detail’57). Wolfgang was quietly generous about his elderly colleague, going repeatedly to performances

  of Ruggiero, which of course he knew by heart.




  Again, Maria Anna and Nannerl were wretched at being excluded from all this. Although for the second year running they spent part of October at Triebenbach with Herr von Schiedenhofen, they

  would far rather have been in Milan. The more they heard about this second trip, its glamour and pace even more dynamic than the last, the more they knew that they were missing out. And again

  Leopold was tetchily defensive, especially after a Salzburg visitor brought him some pills from home (ordered through Maria Anna) and reported on the women’s longing to be in Milan too. This

  infuriated him. He flung it all back in their faces: ‘Chaplain Troger . . . told me that you and Nannerl would have liked to come with us. If this was your real feeling it was very wrong of

  you not to tell me so quite frankly, though the expense of the outward and return journeys alone would have meant a difference of at least 60 ducats’,58 and referred repeatedly to what he clearly considered to be their treachery in confiding in a third party. His staggering insensitivity to the women’s

  feelings can only have exacerbated their bitterness when, in the midst of reports of his own glittering experiences, he grudgingly gave them permission (in a postscript) to get some new clothes:

  ‘If you need some clothes, get what is necessary made for you, for neither you or Nannerl must do without necessities. What must be, must be. And do not buy inferior materials, since to buy

  shoddy stuff is no economy.’59




  Wolfgang meanwhile continued to be utterly charming to his mother and sister. Occasionally they would have noticed his old homesickness (‘I often let off my whistle, but not a soul answers

  me,’60 he wrote to Nannerl – was there perhaps some calling-signal between the siblings?), and his exhaustion (‘I am quite well, but

  always sleepy’61). But in general he was in great spirits and, for all the pressure, absolutely on top of his duties. He wrote exuberantly about

  the community of musicians where they were staying, and how the resulting cacophony actually inspired him: ‘Upstairs we have a violinist, downstairs another one, in the next room a

  singing-master who gives lessons, and in the other room opposite ours an oboist. This is good fun when you are composing! It gives you plenty of ideas!’62 Although Nannerl was now a young woman of twenty, their enclosed sibling world of games and secrets persisted. Just after leaving Salzburg, he spun her an energetic series of

  synonyms: ‘You may trust, believe, opine, hold the opinion, cherish the constant hope, consider, imagine, think, and be confident that we are well.’63 And his own physical growth continued, as even Leopold acknowledged in a curious little sentence, ‘Thank God we are both like two deer, but, I should add, we are not on

  heat!’64




  After the great success of Ascanio in Alba, Leopold delayed their departure from Milan. He was still desperately trying to find permanent employment in Italy: this after all had been the

  ultimate aim of all the Italian trips. In his letters to Maria Anna he concocted a series of stories about bad rheumatism and other ailments, which prevented him from travelling (for this was the

  narrative to be circulated throughout Salzburg), and all the while he was hanging on in the hope of receiving good news. Evidently unaware of the reputation he had acquired, he

  believed his Habsburg connections in Milan and Florence might bring some prestigious offer for Wolfgang and himself. And at least one Archduke did actually consider it. No doubt pleased with his

  wedding serenata, Archduke Ferdinand suggested to his mother Maria Theresa that he should give Wolfgang a job in Milan. On 12 December 1771, the Empress’s reply was blistering:




  

    

      You ask me to take the young Salzburger into your service. I do not know why, not believing that you have need of a composer or of useless people. If

      however it would give you pleasure, I have no wish to hinder you. What I say is intended only to prevent you burdening yourself with useless people and giving titles to people of that sort. If

      they are in your service it degrades that service when these people go about the world like beggars. Besides, he has a large family.65


    


  




  Not surprisingly, Ferdinand dropped the whole idea.




  So although Leopold and Wolfgang began their return journey with some remnants of optimism (‘the affair is not quite hopeless,’66 Leopold

  wrote), in fact they had no prospects at all. They arrived back in Salzburg on 15 December 1771 and on the following day Archbishop Schrattenbach died. The era of the supportive employer was

  over.




  

    [image: ]


  




  THERE WERE THEN ten months of family life at home. Wolfgang and Nannerl resumed their music-making, and he wrote the first of his piano duets, the sonata

  in D, K381 (123a), for them to play together. This most basic form of chamber music, for two players at one keyboard, their bodies touching, their hands intertwined, became for later composers a

  vehicle not just for shared expression and virtuosity, but also for flirtation and seduction. (Schubert was particularly enthusiastic about this aspect of the activity.) But for Nannerl and

  Wolfgang, physical proximity was entirely uninhibited and familiar. They had played and performed together throughout their childhood, and this D major piano duet can be seen

  as a touching portrait of their sibling relationship at this later stage of their lives. Quite apart from Wolfgang’s enjoyment of the whole range of the keyboard being shared through the

  dimensions of four hands rather than two, and his continuing invention with regard to colour, texture and the exploration of keys, the duet has a lively conversational style, punctuated with wit

  and cheeky humour (the return to the recapitulation in the last movement positively chuckles), and a slow movement of tender poignancy. It is significant that there is absolute parity between the

  Primo and Secondo parts: as a player, Nannerl was entirely Wolfgang’s equal. They derived great pleasure from playing their new sonata, and no doubt gave the same to their listening

  parents.




  At Court, Schrattenbach’s successor was appointed. The new Archbishop was Count Hieronymus Franz de Paula Colloredo, son of the Imperial Vice-Chancellor. Like Joseph II himself, he was a

  man of the Enlightenment, who encouraged scholarship and freedom of enquiry, but at the same time resisted excessive decoration in ecclesiastical buildings and similarly preferred his church music

  to be simple and unadorned. One of his first tasks was to reform the musical household he had inherited, for in Schrattenbach’s last years disciplines and standards had slackened

  considerably. Domenico Fischietti was appointed as a second Kapellmeister, equal in status to the current incumbent, Giuseppe Francesco Lolli – a move to which Leopold took the greatest

  exception. Despite his prolonged absence from Salzburg over the years, he had somehow assumed that the next promotion of this type was bound to be his own. Leopold never really recovered from being

  passed over, and held Colloredo, together with Fischietti, Lolli and indeed all Italian composers, in barely concealed contempt from then on. In his eyes his new employer had not got off to a good

  start. Leopold’s seething resentment must have created an uncomfortable atmosphere in the tiny Getreidegasse apartment.




  But despite this hostility towards usurping Italians, Leopold and Wolfgang did have one more Italian journey to make. After the success of Mitridate for the 1771

  Carnival, Wolfgang had been commissioned to write another opera for 1773. And so, for the third and last time, father and son made the long trip through the Dolomites to Milan in October 1772. The

  women, as usual, remained at home.




  In comparison with the elated excitement of the last two visits, this final Italian sojourn was considerably more muted. Wolfgang was under great pressure with the composition of his opera

  Lucio Silla, K135, and Leopold’s job-seeking energies had lost their edge of true conviction. Maria Anna must have noticed her husband’s genuinely deteriorating spirits. In

  November he hinted at homesickness and depression: ‘. . . now that I have been here for almost a fortnight, some trifling disorders have begun to plague me again; indeed I drop into thinking

  about Salzburg and, without noticing it, I go on brooding for some time.’67 And a week later, in an isolated flash of true tenderness towards his

  wife, he acknowledged: ‘Today is the anniversary of our wedding day. It was twenty-five years ago, I think, that we had the sensible idea of getting married, one we had cherished, it is true,

  for many years. All good things take time!’68




  If Maria Anna noticed these changes in her husband, Nannerl may not yet have perceived any in her brother. Almost out of habit he continued the shared sibling secrets (‘I thank you, you

  know for what’69 on 21 November) and games (‘I have learnt a new game here in Milan, called Mercante in fiera, and as soon as I come

  home, we shall play it’70 on 5 December). There were puzzle-letters too. On 16 January he wrote to tell his sister about a new commission, for his

  motet ‘Exsultate, jubilate’, K165 (158a), (‘I have to compose a motet for the primo uomo which will be performed tomorrow at the Theatine Church’), only he scrambled the

  order of his words: ‘I for have the primo a uomo motet compose which to tomorrow at Church the Theatine performed be will.’71 He still wanted

  to show off to Nannerl. In one letter, of 18 December, every other line was written upside down, there was a comic drawing, and much repetition of the phrases ‘dear sister’ and

  ‘my child’, almost like a musical leitmotif. But these flourishes of exuberance were now less frequent, and were perhaps conduits for the release of his own nervous

  tension (the 18 December letter was written immediately before the premiere of Lucio Silla), as was to be increasingly the case later in his life. His cheeky physicality was still there

  (‘Please please, my dear sister, something is biting me. Do come and scratch me’72 – whatever that meant); but so too were his touching

  homesickness and vulnerability. ‘We kiss Mamma 100,000 times (I did not bring any more noughts with me) and I kiss Mamma’s hands and prefer to embrace my sister in person than in

  imagination.’73




  Perhaps Wolfgang too was now disenchanted with the huge labour, ultimately unrewarded, of operas for Milan, and fundamentally alarmed about his immediate lack of prospects. For indeed he had

  none. And by 13 March 1773, when the family was again reunited in Salzburg, they must surely have stared at one an other and wondered what to do next. Leopold’s salary was meagre, especially

  in comparison with those of his superior colleagues, and he resented ‘every kreuzer spent in Salzburg’. At the very least, Nannerl should start teaching too. Leopold had written to

  Maria Anna on 12 December, ‘I send greetings to Nannerl and a message urging her to practise hard and to teach little Zezi conscientiously. I know well that she herself will benefit if she

  accustoms herself to teaching someone else very thoroughly and patiently. I am not writing this without a motive.’74 But for Wolfgang, since he had

  failed to secure any employment in Italy, it was perhaps time to have another try in Vienna itself.
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  ‘IN JULY 1773 the father made a short visit with the son to Vienna, in October they came back.’75 Even taking into account Nannerl’s customary telegraphic style, the baldness of this 1792 recollection speaks volumes. Nothing was achieved. The timing was not good:

  many people were away from the capital during the summer months. But Leopold was determined to go anyway, and equally determined that, once more, it would be far too expensive to bring the women along too. So Maria Anna could only read about their staying with old friends (the Mesmers) in lovely accommodation, meeting other friends who asked fondly after her and

  Nannerl and expressed surprise that they were not in Vienna too. Again Leopold was carelessly mean-spirited in justifying his actions: ‘If I had known Frau von Mesmer’s circumstances,

  which, as you know were very doubtful, I could have brought you both with us. But not only was it not possible for me to know them, there were other difficulties.’76 His grumpiness continued when Maria Anna did not think to make use of a Salzburg visitor to Vienna to bring something he might need (‘did no shimmer of an idea occur

  to you, prompting you to make use of this convenient opportunity and send a cloth travelling coat of mine?’77). He was bad-tempered again after the

  Empress granted another cool audience to the Mozarts: ‘Her Majesty the Empress was very gracious to us, but that was all.’78 (Little did

  Leopold realize her true feelings towards them.) Poor Maria Anna was as usual the ultimate repository for all Leopold’s anxieties and frustrations.




  But Wolfgang at least was in cheerful spirits now that he was away from Salzburg, and he shared these with his sister in his usual eccentric way. Just as his musical composition frequently

  teases the ear by delaying the perfect cadence, instead spinning ever more intriguing departures from the home key, so his epistolary composition effortlessly pursued all manner of diversion, to

  delay the full stop. His letter of 14 August, where in addressing her as his ‘queen’ he surely refers to their imagined childhood realm, the ‘Kingdom of Back’, is a case in

  point:




  

    

      I hope, my queen, that you are enjoying the highest degree of health and that now and then or rather, sometimes, or, better still, occasionally, or, even

      better still, qualche volta, as the Italians say, you will sacrifice for my benefit some of your important and intimate thoughts, which ever proceed from that very fine and clear reasoning

      power, which in addition to your beauty, and although from a woman, and particularly from one of such tender years, almost nothing of the kind is ever expected, you possess, O queen, so abundantly as to put men and even graybeards to shame. There now, you have a well-turned sentence. Farewell.79


    


  




  He might sign his name backwards (‘Gnagflow Trazom’), or send his sister one line, but in four languages: ‘Hodie nous avons begegnet per strada Dominum

  Edelbach, welcher uns di voi compliments ausgerichtet hat, et qui sich tibi et ta mère empfehlen lässt. Addio.’80 (‘Today we met

  in the street Herr Edelbach who has given us your compliments, and who asks to be remembered to you and your mother. Farewell.’) He asked after the dog, and sent greetings from ‘Her

  Majesty the Empress’. And all the while, according to his father, he was composing enthusiastically, and had some of his music performed, including his Dominicus Mass (K66), which Leopold

  conducted at the Jesuits’ Church. Although there was no sign of a permanent job for him, he clearly felt energized and at home in Vienna.




  Leopold and Wolfgang returned to Salzburg empty-handed, in September 1773. And then the family did make one enormous change in their lives, which somewhat belied Leopold’s constant carping

  about money: they finally left the small apartment in Getreidegasse. They had wanted to move for some time. As early as 1765, when his young children were well into their boisterous years, Leopold

  had continually shown anxiety about the lack of space for the family and the hoards of acquisitions from their Grand Tour. But with Wolfgang and Leopold away from Salzburg so much between 1769 and

  1773, Maria Anna and Nannerl had in fact been quite comfortable in the small Getreidegasse apartment. It was only after the three Italian journeys and the 1773 Vienna trip had all failed to secure

  the job that would take the family away from Salzburg altogether, that a move to a larger space was recognized as being not merely desirable but essential. So Leopold entered into negotiations with

  Anna Maria Raab, who owned the Tanzmeisterhaus in Hannibalplatz (now Makartplatz) on the other side of the river, and rented from her a spacious eight-room apartment on the first floor. With its

  large main room (the former dancing master’s hall) serving as a magnificent music room, and its small garden at the back where they could play skittles or

  Bölzlschiessen (a form of darts shot with air-guns at specially designed targets), the Mozarts regularly entertained their friends and acquaintances here. If they had become resigned to

  being in Salzburg, at least they were now living in some considerable style.




  Family life in the new home continued for just over a year. Wolfgang wrote another piano duet, K358 (186c) in B flat, for himself and Nannerl to play. And like his father he toed the Salzburg

  line at Court, writing the sort of music that would please his new employer – concertos, serenatas and well-behaved, old-fashioned Masses. But he did receive a most welcome commission, to

  write an opera (La finta giardiniera, K196) for Munich in the coming Carnival season. Colloredo gave him and his father permission to go, and even planned to attend a performance himself.

  And at last Leopold agreed that Nannerl, who had been so longing to travel again, should be allowed to join them for the opera’s premiere. Only Maria Anna would remain in Salzburg while the

  rest of her family were away.




  Wolfgang and Leopold arrived in Munich on 9 December. Wolfgang was invigorated by his new opportunity and resumed his high spirits, expressing them to Nannerl, together with his feelings about

  pretty girls (he was now almost nineteen), in his usual flamboyant way: ‘Johannes Chrysostomus Wolfgangus Amadeus Sigismundus Mozartus Mariae Annae Mozartae matri et sorori, ac amicis

  omnibus, praesertimque pulchris virginibus, ac freillibus, gratiosisque freillibus.’81 (‘Johannes Chrysostomus Wolfgangus Amadeus Sigismundus

  Mozartus sends many greetings to the Maria Anna Mozarts, mother and sister, and to all his friends, and especially to the pretty girls, and Fräuleins, and gracious Fräuleins.’)

  Nannerl herself was to join her father and brother three weeks later, by which time Leopold would have found suitable accommodation for her. This proved to be more problematic than he had

  anticipated – he was of course very fussy – and he even suggested at one point that Nannerl should not come to Munich at all. (How tantalizing it must have been for

  poor Nannerl to read that.) But Leopold did eventually find something appropriate, and then concentrated on issuing her with the most detailed instructions about absolutely everything else.

  ‘Nannerl must certainly have a fur rug for the journey, or she will not be able to stand the cold in the half-open coach. She must wrap up her head well and she must protect her feet with

  something more than felt shoes only, which after a time do not keep out the cold. She ought therefore to slip on the fur boots which she will find in the trunk under the roof’,82 and so on. (Did he really think that Maria Anna and Nannerl could not have thought of these things for themselves? Nannerl was twenty-three years old.) He told her

  what to do about her hair, her make-up, which music to bring and which pieces she should especially practise – he was clearly expecting her to perform too in Munich. And at the last minute he

  also told her to bring ‘five or six copies of the copper engraving of our Paris portrait’.83 This Carmontelle painting had of course been

  done eleven years previously, when the children were twelve and seven, and surely had no relevance now to either Wolfgang’s or Nannerl’s abilities. But for poor Leopold, perhaps it

  still defined his own position in his son’s life, and so he required several copies of it to give to his Munich acquaintances.
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