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			The attraction of the virtuoso for the public is very like that of the circus for the crowd. There is always a hope that something dangerous may happen. M...x (Ysaye) may play the violin with M...y (Colonne) on his shoulders; or M...b (Pugno) may conclude his piece by lifting the piano with his teeth,’
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			Chapter One

			The year of the Comet—Music and the Esterhazy—Birth and origin of Liszt—His first concert—He plays at Pressburg, and his musical education is guaranteed for six years

			Liszt was born in 1811, the year of the Comet, a sensational, extraordinary year when talk was of nothing but War. Napoleon was waning, the disastrous Moscow campaign threw its shadows before it, and the King of Rome, the Caesarion of the Empire, appeared in the world. There was change in everything, and no permanence.

			The birthplace of Liszt, though it was so near to Vienna, was on the confines of the civilized world and not far removed from the dominions of the Turk. Indeed, the Turks had receded from there. The minaret and the standard of the crescent moon had been known in those lands, but the Hungarians lived, now, in an antique, feudal peace on the very edges of the modern earth. The wars and disturbances of Napoleon can hardly have reached them, for their only connection with the world was through the insensate luxury and extravagance of their landlords. These were the Esterhazy. Their very name bespeaks that.

			The Esterhazy had been made Princes in 1687, and were the chief of those Hungarian families who, on the expulsion of the Turks, were allotted gigantic estates and allowed a semi-independent condition. Their domain was some fifty miles to the south of Vienna in a characteristically Hungarian district, that, by the curious provisions of the Peace Treaty, is now divided with Austria.1 They had two great houses, not far apart, at Esterhaza and Eisenstadt, and lived at both in more than princely splendour. We shall see that music was not the least part of this, and that it is no matter for surprise that a great musician should have been born upon their estates, since this family had been associated with music to a quite extraordinary degree.

			Eisenstadt was the first great palace of the Esterhazy, but Prince Nicholas Joseph, 1714-1790, who had travelled to Italy and France, was not satisfied and began to build Esterhaza, a few miles away from it. The circumstances of his life are hardly credible, but its glitter and brilliance were decidedly a part of the Orient. The palace and gardens of Esterhaza were on an immense scale, and he kept open house there, to the extent that it became equivalent to what a modern hotel would be, were its owner a philanthropist. Every foreign visitor to Vienna made a point of staying there for three or four days. We may doubt whether Esterhaza contained much in the way of works of art, but the gardens must have been delightful, and the horses, the carriages, the liveries were splendid.

			However, the chief recreation of the Prince was in music, and this was, also, the amusement of his guests. There were daily concerts, and German or Italian opera on alternate nights, with an occasional musical piece played by the marionettes, or fantoccini. For all this, the great Haydn was responsible, and he was employed at Esterhaza for thirty years, until the death of the Prince. During this time he wrote an infinity of music, the fame of which spread, by degrees, to the extreme limits of Europe. The atmosphere was of music, and of music in many different forms.

			For it may be said that during these years Haydn started the symphony and the string-quartet as we know them. And his theatrical music, which has been unduly neglected, cannot have been the least delightful part of his activity. Indeed, if we wish to regret music of his that is never heard, we may think of his comic operas and vaudevilles, of a Chinese pantomime for marionettes, of the marches for the Esterhazy Grenadiers; and, when all these are added to his known and popular compositions, it must be conceded that the rumours and echoes of fine music may have lingered, twenty years after he left the place, until Liszt was born.

			After the death of Prince Nicholas Joseph, in 1790, his successor, Prince Nicholas, 1765-1833, dispensed with the services of Haydn and allowed him to leave Esterhaza and proceed abroad, into the world. The great period of his fame was at hand. He paid two visits to England, wrote the Twelve Salomon Symphonies, and became the musical idol of Europe.

			But the Esterhazy, though to a diminished extent, still continued their patronage of the art. Prince Nicholas had, by now, transferred his residence to Eisenstadt, which was old-fashioned and which he entirely remodelled in the classical taste of that day. It is an enormous square building, flanked by seven towers, and encircled with a moat. It was this same Prince Nicholas whom Napoleon invited the Magyars to elect as King of Hungary in 1809, instead of the Habsburgs. But the Prince, true to his family character of loyalty to that dynasty, refused the honour. He was equally true to the Esterhazy tradition of ostentation and extravagance, for it is reported that his immense expenditure on building and on the arts impoverished his family for two generations. His connection with music is that Johann Nepomuk Hummel, the greatest piano-virtuoso of his day, was Kapellmeister at Eisenstadt from 1804 till 1811. Hummel, it will be remembered, was a pupil of Mozart at the age of seven years, and was, by the time he lived at Eisenstadt, the finest player of his day. There are, also, records of Cherubini having visited Eisenstadt for some performances of his works during his stay at Vienna in 1805 and 1806. So it will be seen that music was still the interest of the family.

			To complete the picture of the Esterhazy, we may add that it was the son of this Prince, Paul Anthony, 1786-1866, who was Ambassador in London and wore the famous suit of diamonds at the Coronation of George IV. He married the daughter of Lord Jersey, and it is said that she pined away in her adopted country because she had too few quarterings and so the nobles of Hungary could not speak to her. But the extravagances of Prince Paul Anthony brought about the final ruin of his family, and they have never recovered from him.

			His history lies beyond our subject, but his father, the patron of Hummel and Cherubini, was in the full blaze of his splendour in the year 1811. Among his numerous retainers there was a land-steward, called Adam Liszt, whose father had filled a similar post and had, therefore, some hereditary claims to his Prince’s consideration. This Adam Liszt was promoted, in 1810, to the post of steward of the Esterhazy properties at the little town of Raiding, and, before going to live there, he married Anna Lager, or Laager, a native of Lower Austria, with German blood in her veins. His own family, like all Magyars not of the peasant class, was originally of noble origin, and persons of their name, notably a Bishop, occur as far back as the early sixteenth century. The connection between them and Adam Liszt cannot be traced, but there is no reason to doubt its truth.

			Soon after he was married, Adam Liszt moved to Raiding, and there, on October 22, 1811, his son, Franz, or Ferencz, was born. Life must have been exceptionally quiet and provincial, for, even now, the house they dwelt in is the only respectable building in an overgrown village of wooden huts. It is certain that the father did not appreciate his exile, however much financial advantage it may have brought him, for he was a musical enthusiast of pronounced character, and all his interests were, therefore, at Eisenstadt. He played the violin and guitar, and only gave up the piano in despair at hearing Hummel’s perfection and rapidity upon the keyboard.2 He remembered Haydn at Eisenstadt, and knew Hummel and Cherubini well enough to presume upon it in later years. In fact, he cared for nothing but music. But he was one of those pathetic persons who have the rare good luck to see all their dreams for themselves realized in their children.

			In spite of its dulness, his immediate surroundings at Raiding were much more picturesque than the ordinary squalors of a slum-town, or the usual dormant countryside of nearly every other landscape. And occasional visits to Eisenstadt were not the only musical relaxation, for the shepherds played their pipes and violins, and there were the Tziganes. This must have been the beginning of music with the young Liszt, and, at an extremely early age, under his father’s tuition, he had started to make sensational progress with the piano.

			In 1820, when he was nine years old, he gave his first concert at Oedenburg, a town near by, upon the Esterhazy properties. A certain Baron von Braun, a blind pianist, who died before his twentieth year and must have been, therefore, in himself, something of a portent, had lost his interest with the public, and, in order to enlist their more active support, decided to give a concert with some other child prodigy likely to cause a little stir. The concert was such a success that the young Liszt followed it up with one of his own. We are told that he roused the audience to immense enthusiasm by his playing of a concerto by Ries, and of some improvisations upon well-known themes, and that his execution of these difficult pieces was wholly to be praised, ‘malgré un accès de fièvre paludéenne’.

			Soon after this he was taken by his proud father to Eisenstadt so that the Prince could hear him. There, too, he caused a sensation, for the Princess gave the child the great Haydn’s ‘name-book’, an album in which Haydn had collected the signatures of all the eminent musicians he had met, either at home or during the course of his travels abroad. It was a valuable present to give so young a child, and Franz quickly lost it.

			The next event was a concert at Prince Esterhazy’s palace at Pressburg. This was organized by Adam Liszt with the express intention of attracting interest to young Franz so that steps could be taken to place his education in the right hands. The result was even better than could have been hoped for. Pressburg, as an important provincial capital, contained the palaces of the chief Hungarian magnates, and this concert, given during the season when they were in residence, was attended by many of them. Such was the enthusiasm, after it was over, that a committee was set up, and a subscription, headed by Counts Apponyi, Szapary, and Erdödy, guaranteed to young Liszt the sum of six hundred Austrian gulden a year for six years. Adam Liszt, thereupon, resigned his appointment to Prince Esterhazy, who was reluctant to lose his services, and the Liszt family moved from Raiding to Vienna.

			It was 1821, the year that Napoleon died; and Liszt was entering his second decade. It was also the beginning of the second phase of his life, for, if the first part of it was his infancy, the career of a prodigy upon which he was now entering cannot be called childhood. That would be a misleading term to use for its ardours and adventures.

			But, though he left Hungary in his tenth year, and did not return to it till he was thirty, his early environment had profound effects upon him. He was no Viennese. He had the fire and brilliance, the impetuosity and extravagance, of his surroundings and of the persons whom he heard of, or knew, in his infancy. He had the manners and fine bearing of a Court. If there was something a little unreal about him we must lay it to the credit of his environment. Those parts of him that suggested chicanery, and the wiles of the charlatan, were no more than the true proof of the peculiar circumstances in which he was born. In everything, he was rare and phenomenal and showed the strange surroundings, the charged atmosphere, in which he was bred.

			But we must not emphasize, to the exclusion of everything else, the glitter and the gilt of Eisenstadt. There was, also, its ragged side, and in saying this, we are thinking, not only of the gypsies, but of the whole landscape, for, outside the gardens and the avenues of Eisenstadt or Esterhaza, the landscape was of romantic monotony. It was an endless plain, low-lying, and broken with lakes and marshes. It had nothing, and left everything to the imagination. Its only colour was in the clothes of the people, in the gypsies and their music, and in the ceremonies of the church. Liszt never forgot any of these things, and their effects lasted with him all through his life.

			

			
				
					1	Eisenstadt is in Austria, Esterhaza is in Hungary.

				

				
					2	Or, according to another version of the story, gave up violin and guitar and took to the piano, on hearing Hummel.

				

			

		

	
		
		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			From Eisenstadt to Vienna—The age of Biedermeier—Lessons from Salieri and Czerny—The kiss of Beethoven—Introduced to Schubert

			Though so little removed in miles, it was a big transition from Eisenstadt to Vienna; they were in the German world, and out of Hungary. German had been the spoken language of Eisenstadt, and even of the Liszt household at Raiding, but, in every other respect, there could not be more difference than between life on that feudal estate and the bourgeois, Biedermeier world in which they were now installed. It was the Schubertian Vienna, a sort of aftermath, or rest, of the old world, its last few years before the coming of the factory and the engine. It was the latest, the final, style in building and in the domestic arts. After this, the universal anarchy arrived, so far as the arts were concerned.

			Vienna, and not Naples or Venice, was now the centre of the musical world. Haydn and Mozart had been the beginning of its fame, and Beethoven and Schubert were its present masters. The fame of Beethoven, and his deafness, made it nearly impossible to approach him; Schubert, on the other hand, could be heard or met anywhere, but his genius was only recognized by a few of his friends. The careers of both men were nearly over: seven years later they were dead.

			The first step that Adam Liszt took was to ask Hummel to give lessons to his son, but Hummel would not accept less than a guinea a time, in spite of their old acquaintance at Eisenstadt, and so the project came to nothing. Instead, little Franz had lessons from Salieri and from Czerny.

			Salieri was a very old man, deep in the traditions of eighteenth-century Viennese music; though it may be doubted if he ever discussed Mozart with his new pupil, for Mozart was still so much on his conscience that, as he lay dying, the year after this, he dictated a special denial of the story that he had poisoned him from jealousy. In any case, Salieri was so near to the brink of his own grave that his efficacy as a teacher may be doubted, and it is certain that Liszt derived much more benefit from the lessons given him by the redoubtable Czerny. It was a dry, pedantic system, but it instilled the right principles of hard work.

			After the first twelve lessons were over Czerny asked for no payment, but took him as a free pupil. This continued for the greater part of two years, during which time he must have played occasionally in private houses, for his fame had become the sensation of Vienna. It is true, though, that since the prodigy of Mozart developed into genius there must ever have been prophets in Vienna on the look-out for a new Messiah.

			It was natural, this being so, that sooner or later the news of him should reach Beethoven, but the rumours of it were not calculated to please the master, for he detested child prodigies. They did, nevertheless, have personal contact, and the story of the kiss of Beethoven dates from this time.

			The conversation books, in which questions were written by the persons who visited the deaf Beethoven, contain some mention of the young Liszt. He and his father had been presented to Beethoven by Schindler, and the following note sounds as though written by Franz, but may be in his father’s handwriting. ‘I have often expressed the wish to Herr von Schindler to make your high acquaintance, and am rejoiced, now, to be able to do so. As I shall give a concert on Sunday the 13th I most humbly beg you to give me your high presence.’

			Later on, in Schindler’s handwriting, it is written: ‘Little Liszt has urgently requested me humbly to beg you for a theme on which he wishes to improvise at his concert to-morrow. He will not break the seal till the time comes. The little fellow’s improvisations do not seriously signify. The lad is a fine pianist, but, so far as his fancy is concerned, it is far from the truth to say that he really improvises. Karl Czerny is his teacher. Just eleven years. Do come: it will certainly please Karl to hear how the little fellow plays. It is unfortunate that the lad is in Czerny’s hands. You will make good the rather unfriendly reception of recent date by coming to little Liszt’s concert. It will encourage the boy. Promise me to come.’

			It is amusing to read between the lines of this one-sided correspondence, for Beethoven’s answers were of course spoken, and so we have only the evidence of the remarks addressed to him. A great deal, obviously, depended upon the way in which Beethoven was approached. Where Schindler regretted that young Liszt was in Czerny’s hands, he was trying to curry favour for him with Beethoven; while Karl, whose probable delight in the concert he used as a bait to persuade Beethoven to go to it, was the nephew whom Beethoven loved and by whom he was so much troubled.

			What happened, as the result of these tactful advances, is difficult to discover. It seems unlikely that Beethoven attended the concert. He was too deaf to derive any pleasure from another person’s playing. He certainly did not give Liszt the theme he had asked for upon which to improvise. But, on the authority of Liszt himself, the story is true that Beethoven climbed upon the stage at the end of the concert, lifted him in his arms, and kissed him. This personal testimony cannot be lightly contradicted, although it has been argued by his detractors that the story was merely invented as an advertisement for the young virtuoso.

			It is sufficient that Liszt knew Beethoven and that on some occasion, in public or more probably in private, perhaps in the master’s own house, Beethoven should have been so impressed by his playing that he embraced him. This possibility, that the episode took place in Beethoven’s own house, is certainly in accord with the version of it that used to be told by Ferdinand Hiller, a musician who was one of Liszt’s early pupils. In any case, if this is the general truth of the incident, its details are not important, and are beyond the possibility of being confirmed at this date. It is only mentioned here because it was the consecration, so to speak, of Liszt’s career, and because his extraordinary life, that extended over nearly the whole of the nineteenth century, would not be complete if he had not known Beethoven.

			There would be this same sense of omission had he not met Schubert, but he was definitely introduced to him by Randhartinger. Whether he saw any of his music, or heard him play, may be considered more doubtful.

			The two years that he passed in Vienna must have been a time of extreme importance to him, but more because of his discipline at the hands of Czerny than through any inspiration that he received through the example of Beethoven or of Schubert. He had not yet begun to write music—if we except the twenty-third of the set of Diabelli variations, which is by him—but he was already, at the age of thirteen, a pianist of most sensational quality. He arrived in Vienna as a foreigner, a Hungarian who spoke German; he was now to leave Vienna and become, to all intents and purposes, a Frenchman. We shall find that his early compositions, when he came to write them, had nothing of Vienna about them but were the productions of a most polyglot fancy.

		

	
		
		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			Liszt arrives in Paris—Cherubini is inexorable—‘Le petit List’—Liszt is christened the ninth wonder of the world—Embraced by Talma—London—Plays to George IV at Carlton House—Don Sanche produced in Paris—Visits London again—Plays at Windsor Castle—Death of his father

			Adam Liszt must have had the tours of Mozart in mind when he decided to take his son through the German cities, to Paris, and even to London. Franz played in Munich, Stuttgart, and Strasbourg, and was greeted with the same curiosity and the same applause that had been accorded to Mozart, sixty years before. But there was this difference. Liszt was twelve, twice the age of Mozart; he had not the strain of writing as well as performing; and it may be supposed that travelling was a little quicker and a little less tiring than it had been two generations before, even though the railway was not yet in use.

			The morning after their arrival in Paris, the father and son hurried off to see Cherubini, the musical autocrat of the capital. They bore with them, as passport, a personal missive from Prince Metternich. The awe and terror of the little boy are well described in a letter written by Liszt, half a century later. They got to the composer’s house at ten o’clock, to find that he had already left for the Conservatoire. Liszt tells how his heart failed him as they passed through the gloomy portal; how they were ushered into the pedagogue’s presence; and how he fell on his knees to kiss the hand of Cherubini, and tears came into his eyes as he realized that this might not be the custom in an alien land. It was of no avail; Cherubini was inexorable. The regulations would not allow him to admit a foreigner, and even a letter from Prince Metternich could not alter this. They begged and entreated; and as they left the building, in despair, they felt as if their visit to Paris was a failure.

			In the end, Reicha and Paer were the masters who took young Franz as pupil. Reicha had been taught by Michael Haydn and was a famous musical theorist, while Paer, who came from Parma, was the composer of a number of melodious operas, all completely forgotten, but extremely popular in their day. In fact, the arrange-ments for his musical education were as satisfactory as could be expected, apart from the refusal of Cherubini; and, as well as this, they delivered a number of letters of introduction to the French nobility from the nobles of Hungary and Austria. Little Franz played, thanks to these, in the salons of several private houses, and public concerts were arranged for him as well. The print-shops were full of his portraits, and within a few months the French public had christened him the ninth wonder of the world. Articles in the newspapers compared him openly with the young Mozart, and he was spoilt and lionized by all the fine ladies of the capital. Serious musical opinion, at the same time, agreed that he played, even then, as well as Moscheles or Hummel, the two acknowledged virtuosi of the day.

			At one of his concerts, Gall, the founder of phrenology, insisted on taking a plaster cast of his head, that he might study it, while Talma, the tragedian, clasped him to his bosom with tender affection and foretold a great future for him. This was a scene in the great classical tradition; but his success was unanimous and universal. Soon, his proud father was able to send back one thousand gulden, the equivalent of a hundred pounds, to Prince Esterhazy, who invested it on Franz’s behalf.

			The following year they went to London, where he played at the Argyll Rooms, on June 21, 1824. A week later, he gave a concert at Drury Lane, having, in the words of the original playbill, ‘consented to display his inimitable powers on the New Grand Piano Forte, invented by Sebastian Erard’. He played a Concerto by Hummel, Sir George Smart conducting, and at the end, when he asked for a theme upon which to improvise, a lady in the stalls suggested ‘Zitti, zitti’, from the Barber of Seville, and he treated this in the manner of a fugue, to the delight of the audience. His playing was the subject of immense interest, and he was received by George IV at Carlton House.

			A tour in the French provinces followed his success in England, but he was back again in London the next year. He played to George IV at Windsor, gave a concert at the Duke of Devonshire’s on May 13, and played in Manchester, twice, during June. We have a delightful account of him in some reminiscences by Charles Salaman.3 ‘I visited Liszt and his father at their lodgings in Frith Street, Soho, and young Liszt came to early family dinner at my home. He was a very charmingly natural and unaffected boy, and I have never forgotten his joyful exclamation “Oh! Gooseberry-pie!” when his favourite dish was put upon the table.’

			On his return to Paris, Don Sanche, his operetta in one act, was given at the Académie Royale, on October 17, 1825. There had been immense excitement about this, and poets had vied with one another to furnish him with a libretto, but it was no more of a success than those early operas of Mozart with which it was meant to compare. After three performances it was withdrawn. The score was never published and has only lately been rediscovered. It was completely unremarkable in every way, and we may add that Liszt never again made a serious attempt upon opera.

			His third visit to England took place in 1827, after yet another French provincial tour, and this time he played for the Royal Philharmonic Society. So much activity had begun to wear down his health, and on his return to France the doctors sent him to Boulogne for sea baths. There, on August 27, his father, Adam Liszt, died of what was probably typhoid fever. His last words to Franz were: ‘Je crains pour toi les femmes’, a warning of many impending troubles. He was only forty-seven years old; and Franz, who behaved with as much composure as did Mozart when his mother died in Paris, agreed to pay all his father’s debts, and sent for his mother to come and join him. From now onwards he supported himself and earned his own living. He was sixteen.

			

			
				
					3	Blackwood’s Magazine, September 1901.

				

			

		

	
		
		

	
		
			Chapter Four

			First love affair with Caroline de Saint-Cricq—He is reported dead—His first compositions

			Franz was now entering that difficult stage between childhood and manhood. Perhaps, in his case, it was accompanied by more than the usual amount of introspection. He was passing through a religious phase, in which he had serious thoughts of becoming a priest; he was practising the piano, according to his own admission in later life, not less than ten hours a day, and when too exhausted to do this was reading all the romantic literature on which he could lay hands. In addition to all these other excitements he fell in love for the first time.

			He had been giving music lessons, and among his pupils was Caroline de Saint-Cricq, a girl of sixteen, whose father was the Minister of Commerce and Industry to Charles X. A romantic feeling quickly sprang up between them, which was known to her parents, for as her mother lay dying, some months after it had begun, her last words to her husband were: ‘If they love each other, let them be happy.’ Probably the mother’s death made it easier for them to see each other, as the daughter could pretend that she must have music to distract her, but one of the servants, whom Franz had forgotten to bribe, gave away the secret of their late meetings to the father, and Franz and the girl were found prolonging a music lesson till long after mid-night. They had reached the stage, like Paolo and Francesca, of reading romances and poetry together, and the situation had reached such a point that Franz was turned out of the house and forbidden ever to come back.

			He fell ill, as the result of this, and was in a state of breakdown for some two years. The seriousness of his feelings is proved from the fact that, in 1844, after his break with Madame d’Agoult, he paid a special visit to Pau, in order to see Madame d’Artigaux, as Caroline was then called, wrote an impassioned melody for her upon a poem by Georg Herwegh, and transcribed, and dedicated to her, two folk tunes of Béarn, her native province, Faribolo Pastour and Chanson du Béarn. Finally, years after this, at Weimar in 1860, when he wrote his will just before he took Holy Orders, he left her a jewel mounted as a ring. He was determined never to forget her.

			For many months after the close of this thwarted love affair Franz was ill and did not appear in public. It was even reported that he had died; an obituary notice was printed in the Étoile, and a print of him was on sale with the title, ‘Franz List, born Raiding, 1811; died, Paris, 1828.’ It is probable that at some time during this period he had a cataleptic seizure, of the sort he had experienced before, during his childhood in Hungary. He may have lain unconscious and apparently dead for two or three days, and this would certainly be sufficient ground for the spreading of the rumour. And there can be no doubt that this false report helped his fame, for it was exactly in accord with every tenet of romanticism.

			He led a life of monkish asceticism, read religious books, and played with Saint-Simonism. It might be said that Franz had read more, and had a wider culture, than any musician who had lived before him; but this statement, which is probably true, stresses his weakness as well as his strength. For he was outside life at this moment, and not sordidly struggling in it, which had been the fate of Mozart and Beethoven at his age. He lived by giving lessons, not in a garret, but in gilded drawing-rooms, to such pupils as the two daughters of Lord Granville, the British Ambassador. The Duchesse de Berri and Louis Philippe, then Duke of Orleans, were other patrons of his. The mention of such names would seem to contradict his solitary and contemplative life, but poverty drove him out of this, now and then, to earn his living, while his fine manners and aristocratic bearing lightened the fatigues of those high, if empty, circles. In his own early life, at Eisenstadt, he had seen the last and one of the finest blossomings of the feudal system, and now, in Paris, as a part of his romantic aspirations, and through reading Lord Byron, he was at the same time full of vague revolutionary fire, the prelude of the year 1830, and only happy with the famous names of France, in the Faubourg St. Germain. We shall see, later on, that in the reign of Louis Philippe he would have nothing to do with the King or the circle of Orleanists, but would only play in the houses of the old Legitimist families. The very mention of this shows how his career had altered the whole status of a musician.

			During all the six years of his residence in Paris the excitement had continued about him, unabated, and his infrequent public appearances made a rarity of his playing and caused it to be the more appreciated. His fame had spread, as we have seen, to the French provinces and to England. He was nearly nineteen at the time of the July Revolution, where this chapter leaves him, but the progress of his Muse had been slow and he had not written much. A grand overture, played at his concert at Manchester, has been lost, and a concerto and a sonata have also disappeared. There remain an allegro di bravura, and an impromptu on themes by Rossini and Spontini, from the Donna del Lago and Armida of the former, and Olympia and Fernan Cortez of the latter. Also, and this is far more important, there are his Études en douze exercices, for these are the first works really typical of him, and, although printed as early as 1826, they form the basis of his famous Transcendental Études of 1838 and 1854. The fourth of them was to appear, much later on, as the symphonic poem Mazeppa. The Études were published at Marseilles, bore on their title page an engraving of an infant lying in its cradle, and were dedicated to a young woman who makes no further appearance in history, Mdlle Lydia Garella, who may have been a pupil of his at Marseilles. It is only recorded of her that she played duets with him, gave him sweets, and had a hunch back.

			What is remarkable in the Études is their embodiment of a new and terrific technique in a variety of fresh forms most admirably suited to their display. But this is not the right moment to discuss them, for they belonged to his future, to his period of transcendental execution, when he toured all over Europe with them. At least, in these early versions of the Études, all the characteristics of his style are present, for, apart from the Études, Franz was suffering at this time from a lack of direction.

			He may have been practising too much, and reading too many books, to be very prolific in composition. All that he published in 1829 was a Fantasia upon the Tyrolienne in La Fiancée, an opera by Auber. This, also, foreshadows a new and enormous volume of his work, and it must be dealt with in its proper place along with all his other Operatic Transcriptions and Fantasias; but certainly these two things, the Études and the Fantasia, show the leanings of his mind.

			And, at this stage, his future as a composer did not show very much promise. It is easy to believe that he was already unrivalled as a pianist, but his own compositions cannot be described as at all remarkable, except in their dwelling upon difficulties which only his own consummate technique was capable of solving. In fact, he was waiting for a new direction. A strong wind was blowing, in the period just before 1830, and he could not know whence it came, or where it was going. We shall see, in the next chapter, that the most violent influences came to bear upon him at just the right moment for his own development, and that he was not slow to seize the opportunity they offered him.

		

	
		
		

	
		
			Chapter Five

			The July Revolution—He meets Berlioz, Chopin and Paganini—Strange character of Paganini—His gaunt appearance—His ‘terribilità’—Berlioz—The Symphonie Fantastique—The Queen Mab Scherzo—Chopin arrives in Paris from Poland—Chopin and Bellini

			The Revolution of 1830 is a most eminent example of the false purposes and crooked results of revolution. It upset the dynasty which really came out of that antique past which the romantics wished to restore, and put in its place a bourgeois king, so safe and dull, that the glitter and martial clangour of the restored empire, false though they were, came as a relief after him. But, as ever, the people who made the Revolution knew not what they wanted. If it was excitement, and a life of more promise and greater beauty, they were disappointed, for the reign of Louis Philippe was only more respectable, and not less dull, than the Third Republic. However, in 1830 this was not foreseen, and every young artist and person of ideas joined the students. The reason is not difficult to discover, for after the frantic excitement of Napoleon’s campaigns the comparative peace and tranquillity of the Bourbons were hard to bear and spelt reaction. All the conditions of life were to alter; the modern world came into being, and the railway, the factory, the bourse were born. In fact, the Revolution of 1830 was to prevent things standing still.

			It was a change in the life of everyone, and we may imagine how a young man of the age and sensibility of Liszt must have been waiting to see what would happen. But his personality, which was centred in music and not in politics, found a more certain direction than was discovered by the demagogues.

			In his twentieth year, and before the July Revolution was a year old, Franz was to meet Berlioz, Chopin, and Paganini. It is no wonder that their impact upon him was more violent than the weight of impressions he had taken with him from Vienna. These three figures were of dazzling, intoxicating importance in his life, and indeed in writing of them it is difficult to know where to begin.

			Ten years later, when Liszt’s own first concert tour in Russia is described, we may be able to imagine back from that to the excitement and the mad frenzy caused by Paganini. But Liszt had his youth and his good looks to help him, while everything about Paganini was sardonic and diabolical, and he may be said to have frightened as much as he pleased. As Liszt grew older, he, also, turned Mephistopheles, but the credit for the invention, or for that state of nature, must lie with Paganini.

			He had been famous in Italy since the early years of the century, when he had been appointed court musician, at Lucca, to Napoleon’s sister, Elisa Bacciochi. Since then he had disappeared on more than one occasion for a period of years, only to emerge from retirement still more perfect in his technique and more gaunt and mysterious in his person. For years together he would neglect the violin and play the guitar, and when he resumed the violin he was as willing to resign it for the viola. At length, when nearly fifty years of age, at the height of his power and with a sufficient accumulation of curious pieces for the display of his technique, he determined to extend his fame all over Europe and set out on a tour of Germany. From there he came to Paris, and gave his first concert in the opera house, on March 9, 1831. This was followed by performances in London and a tour of the English provinces, and Paganini, hence-forward, was to spend much of the remainder of his life in Paris.

			The effect of his playing upon Liszt was of decisive and far-reaching character. New technical horizons were displayed to him, and perhaps Paganini taught Liszt as much in showmanship as he did in matters of execution. It must be remembered that even serious-minded persons believed Paganini to have been taught by the devil, or more arduous still, to have developed his uncanny powers during an imprisonment of twenty years where his only plaything was a broken violin with one string. His new and curious forms of composition caused even more astonishment than his performances of the classical repertory, and these were no mere technical exercises but the invention and creation of new moods. They may be compared to the enlargement in the scope of poetry wrought by the romantic writers in the dying classical body. All the romantic properties, mutterings of thunder, beating of rain, howling of wind, were there; and the human passions, anger, jealousy, daemonic laughter, could be imputed. In his violin capricci there may be found, according to these precepts, the sighings, the flutterings, the tremolos, of the emotions; and, as well, fantasies based on the sound of distant church bells, on military bands, and on the music of the chase. If, also, he wrote fantasies on operatic airs, on the prayer from the Mosè in Egitto of Rossini, and would, as willingly, perform his Fandango Spagnuolo into which imitations of the farmyard were introduced, these were the playthings of his genius and were scarcely worse than the indulgences of some present-day conductors of famous orchestras.

			The wildest reports of his appearance were exceeded when the eyes beheld him. He was so thin that he seemed tall, and so dark that even his haggard features left him ageless. His body was completely fleshless and his limbs were mere bones, everything being sacrificed, so it seemed, for his long hands and talon-like fingers. In his portraits, and in the wonderful statuette by Dantan, made in 1837, we have but the ghost of this strange being, for his music was an inseparable part of him and, without it, his is the soundless body of a cricket or a cicada, dead, and with no shrill and vibrant tones, but only the implements of its song.

			Even the image of his clothes has a little of horror left in it, more especially about his black, bone-shaped trousers. They are the trousers of someone who has slept in them when too ill or too drugged to bother about it, and who has passed the entire night gambling with curious partners against sinister adversaries. Paganini was, in very truth, an inveterate gambler, and had, before now, been forced to pawn his violin in order to pay his debts. Later on, he was to nearly ruin himself with the Casino Paganini, a gambling hell for which he was refused a licence.

			The long tails of his coat were preternaturally thin and flapping; his collar and cravat were formless and hardly visible, for his jaws, by long custom, leaned down to hold his violin, and were thus for ever sunk upon his chest. His features were wasted to nothing but an aquiline nose, sharp eyes, and a huge forehead lank with hair. This was in locks of a raven black, like his black eyebrows, with the metallic darkness of hair that never whitens as it grows old. In so far as his whole appearance conformed to any fashion whatever, save his own, it may be said that he belonged to the early years of the Empire, when men ceased to powder their hair and the knee-breeches of the eighteenth century had become elongated into trousers for the first time since the warriors of Gaul fought the Roman legions.

			Already, at the time of his opening concert in Paris, Paganini was ailing in health and felt the first ravages of the disease that killed him. This was a tubercular affection of the larynx, and its results were noticeable in his voice and in the spareness of his diet. He was taciturn, partly from this necessity, and spoke no more than was needed; while, on his concert tours, he would hardly eat at all, and was content with a cup of soup, or camomile tea. He no longer practised his instrument, but would lie for hours stretched out upon a sofa on the days of his concerts; and perhaps there might be a mandoline on the table beside him. If he rehearsed a concerto with the orchestra, when it came to the cadenza and the musicians waited in astonishment to hear him, he would bow with a sardonic smile and continue the music after the omission of his solo part. This made it nearly impossible to study his effects, for he could be heard once, and once only. He guarded his secrets with such jealousy that he would only publish his compositions at rare intervals, and many of them have been irretrievably lost because of this, or are only preserved in skeleton form without his embellishments. At last, but only as a proving of his powers, he was induced to print the twenty-four Capricci, and their publication in no way diminished the astonishment caused by his execution of them.

			It was the ambition of Liszt to transfer these effects of virtuosity to the piano, but the transition took some years to accomplish. His six Grandes Études de Paganini were not ready till 1837, and were not revised and published in their final form till 1851, three years before the whole body of his Transcendental Études was finished and perfected.

			If we postpone our discussion of them till we come to deal with the whole of that part of his work, it is possible, even at this stage, to give a name to the atmosphere in which Liszt was involved by his study of Paganini, and this is best described by the Italian word, ‘terribilità’, which is easy enough to understand in its application to the architecture of the early Seicento, when the influence of Michelangelo, or the misreading of his ends, let melodrama and terror into the art of building. This ‘terribilità’ is responsible for a whole division of Liszt’s works: for the Faust Symphony, for the Sonata D’après une lecture de Dante, for the Mephisto Waltzes, for the Todtentanz; indeed, for all the Mephistophelean side of him. So we see that the influence of Paganini was not directed wholly towards the gymnastics of music, but that his personality, more even than his compositions, put a new ideal before Liszt and gave a fresh development to his musical character. Where he did not follow Paganini was in his personal meanness and pettiness; but he seems to have formed in his mind a sort of sublimation of Paganini’s appearance and its suggestions, and to have carried this out in a series of works where he played the diabolist rôle himself.

			At the same time that he was caught up in this hurricane, and that his mind was full of projects of virtuosity, Liszt met Hector Berlioz. This extraordinary being was thirty years old, and in the high fermentation of his strange schemings. There has never been anything more individual than these; indeed, they are without a parallel in his own art, or in any of the other arts. The blaze and violence of his genius allowed him to achieve things to which no really sane person would have dared set his hand. He had already written the overtures to King Lear, des Francs Juges, and Waverley; and these were the years of the Symphonie Fantastique. This work, which keeps its originality after the lapse of a century, was a violent, explosive force in its own day. It was wild, violent, incoherent: an explosion of egoism. His vanity and ambition, and his belief in his own powers, had no limit; and they were justified, for the greater the scale the more sure was his accomplishment.

			Any judgment of Berlioz by the usual, ordinary standards is fruitless and impossible, for at every turn he contradicts his own failures and successes. The Queen Mab Scherzo shows him in a world of small and subtle fancies, of fairy horns and sylvan enchantment. This is the spirit of that last scene in Verdi’s Falstaff. The sounds are fluttering, hovering; and they move, not in the flashings of a bird’s wings, but in zigzag, wavering flight, as a moth or butterfly. Foxglove and Canterbury bell, red campion and dark nettle, are the flowers of the wood, and, if you listen, there are little voices, muttered spells, and the loves and wars of the leaves. This miracle supports itself in the green-lit air, and never sags or drops to ground. The same mind can hardly be recognized in the Carnaval Romain, in the rolling and tumbling of its Saltarello, that comes nearer and nearer, like a procession, and gathers new actors at every street corner.

			Berlioz must have been preparing for the Requiem during these years, and in this, and in the Symphonie Funèbre et Triomphale, he reached to the furthest possible limits of orchestral production. The addition, to full orchestra, of four brass bands in the one case, and of a military brass band in the other, makes the performance of either work a rare and expensive undertaking. From the scale of these pieces of music it is possible to guess the force and vehemence of his personality, and if these are his actual and finished achievements, he had schemes, still wilder and more grandiose, that never matured further than in his imagination and his talk. He dreamt of what his own phrase describes as Babylonian or Ninevean grandeur. In mastery of orchestral effect he has never been matched. But it is music of the nerves, not of the sensibilities, and its pleasures are a tingling of the skin, a firing of the blood. There is the very taste of blood in the Te Deum, and in the Rakoczy March. His violent and frightful nervous energy carries these pieces right off the ground and projects them to their ends.

			It took Liszt more time to assimilate Berlioz than to digest Paganini, but, as early as 1833, he had completed his piano version of the Symphonie Fantastique. The value and importance of this has diminished with the invention of the gramophone, and with the increased chances of hearing any work due to broadcasting; but, in spite of this, his piano score remains one of the most extraordinary productions of his skill. Last century, when the Symphonie Fantastique was given, perhaps once in five years, there was no other method by which to gain an aural knowledge of this revolution in music. Liszt was twenty-two years old when he finished his version of it, and it shows him already in possession of his phenomenal technical powers. Such an achievement could have been attempted by no one but him.

			We hope to follow the careers of Paganini and Berlioz, step by step, as they reacted upon Liszt, until the one died and the other lost some of his blaze and refulgence. By the period at which this chapter closes, the Paganini Etudes of Liszt were not yet published, and his transcriptions of the overtures to King Lear and des Francs Juges of Berlioz were in his portfolio, but had not yet been engraved, though he had certainly played them at his concerts. His studies of both these composers were, indeed, a long time in maturing. Berlioz was to affect him very much later in his career, a score of years ahead of this time, when he lived at Weimar and wrote the Symphonic Poems.

			Meanwhile, there was yet another shock in store for his susceptibilities. This was the arrival of Chopin from Poland, in 1831. He was but a year older than Liszt, and his personality was accented, even as early as this, by his unique and peculiar inflections, for Chopin, at that age, was the full-grown Chopin, and, if he improved, he never changed. This great artist had come from the same landscape as Liszt, for the difference between Poland and Hungary is only that Hungary lies more to the south. The inhabitants are Magyars and not Slavs, but both races belong to the Church of Rome, and the conditions of life are the same. Both countries are alike, also, in that they have no middle class, so that it was impossible for Poland to produce burgher-musicians of the type of Bach or Brahms. Instead, they would be drawn naturally into the salons of the rich aristocrats. We have seen that this happened to Liszt, and, so soon as he left his native land and went to Paris, his days were spent as if in the refinement of Eisenstadt or Pressburg. Chopin, as a parallel to this, may be said to have gone straight from the drawing-rooms of Warsaw to those of the Faubourg St. Germain. Here a small and select audience, largely female, was ready for him; and, indeed, Chopin never went outside this, or had any desire to increase it.

			The music of Chopin is so instinct with his own personality, and his personality is so familiar through constant repetition, that he remains much less of a mystery to us than Paganini or Berlioz. It is easy to credit the invariable remark of all who heard Chopin play, that his music was as nothing at the hands of any other pianist than himself. He was entirely centred in it, to the exclusion of everything else in the world; the only other music he loved being that of Mozart. In this respect he was entirely the opposite to Liszt, whose overwhelming curiosity and interest in the music of other composers was strong enough to be a danger to him and to interfere with his own activities.

			The appearance of Chopin was exactly in accord with the expectation of his music. He had a profusion of light-brown, curly hair, clear-cut features, and the most aristocratic manner and princely carriage. His skin is described as being of a diaphanous colour, he was thin and slight, and had a high forehead. Although delicate, the marks of consumption had not yet spoilt and ravaged his health; and he had eighteen more years of life ahead of him.

			It was already evident that Chopin would be content with the piano, and was not ambitious to write for the orchestra or the opera house. He came, thus, as a reinforcement to assure Liszt’s conscience, which was probably troubled by the wish to embark upon a larger career. And, if the influence of Paganini was towards greater technical perfection, and the forms of his Capricci brought Liszt many new motives for his piano pieces, the effect of Chopin upon him was to open new sources of poetry. The results were indirect, for there is but a small body of Liszt’s work to which it is possible to point as being the direct outcome of his study of Chopin. On the other hand, both composers, just because of their origin, had certain things in common; such as a love of Italian opera. Liszt is always reproached for this, while Chopin is never blamed for his admiration of Bellini. Also, Chopin’s adaptation of the forms of Polish dances, the Mazurka, the Cracoviak, the Polonaise, opened another branch of composition to Liszt, though he did not avail himself of this till nearly twenty years later, when he spent more time in his native Hungary.

			We see, then, that these three extraordinary figures, all appearing in the life of Liszt within the same year, wrought deep and far-reaching changes in him, and may be said to have altered, and indeed pointed, his whole subsequent career. Paganini was, for the present, the strongest influence of all. The whole technique of the piano was being altered, and Liszt was effecting unheard-of innovations and setting forth difficulties which, for a generation, only his own skill could put into performance. In the case of Berlioz, the labours of Liszt were directed towards reducing the most audacious orchestral scores conceived, till then, into a form in which all their subtleties could be made to appear on the keys of the piano. Nothing more than these transcriptions showed his study of Berlioz for many years to come. But perhaps the most valuable of all three influences was that of Chopin, for his example must have curbed some of Liszt’s essays in extravagance.

			His maturity of technical skill, which was just beginning, was the greatest danger and menace to his future. But, so far as his own music was concerned, he was still without direction; it is, therefore, all the more extraordinary that the next large body of his compositions, far from showing the influence of either Paganini, Berlioz, or Chopin, should be works of the utmost originality. But the reason for this lies in the restraint with which Liszt exercised his virtuosity. His public appearances were rare in the extreme, and all his efforts, at this time, were towards the perfection of his technique. From now onwards, for several years, he lived almost in retirement. He was only twenty years old; and the fatigue of practising, the weight of these various influences, and the amount of his miscellaneous reading, had reduced him almost to silence.

		

	
		
		

	
		
			Chapter Six

			A mood of Werther—Another love affair—Liszt discovers Weber, Beethoven and Schumann

			Fifty years before this, the novel, Werther, had altered the whole outlook of the world. Now it was René. Liszt was carried so far on the wings of this romantic enthusiasm that in a letter to Pierre Wolff he even apostrophized his friend as René. ‘Voici quinze jours que mon esprit et mes doigts travaillent comme deux damnées; Homère, la Bible, Locke, Platon, Byron, Hugo, Lamartine, Chateaubriand, Beethoven, Bach, Hummel, Mozart, Weber, sont tous à l’entour de moi. Je les étudie, les médite, les dévore, avec fureur; de plus, je travaille de quatre à cinq heures d’exercices, tierces, sextes, octaves, tremolos, notes répétées, cadences, etc. Ah! pourvu que je ne devienne pas fou, tu retrouveras un artiste en moi. René, quel homme, quel violon, quel artiste!’ These sentiments show his obsession by Paganini.

			A few months later, a letter from Chopin says, ‘I write to you without knowing what my pen is scribbling, because at this moment Liszt is playing my études, and transporting me out of my respectable thoughts. I should like to steal from him the way to play my own études.’

			These two documents give an accurate picture of the excitements and distractions by which Liszt was surrounded. There was a new frenzy for every day, and in his exaltation he trod the air and not the common earth. For nearly two years he led this interior life, extending his emotions and putting the finishing touches to his pianistic technique. He was living with his mother in a small and modest apartment, and, not in need of much money, could make all he required by giving a few music lessons.

			His mood of religion was still strong in him, and friendship with the Abbé Lamennais did nothing to lessen it. He stayed with the Abbé at La Chênaie, in Brittany, and his host, who was a devoted amateur of music, engaged him in long theosophical discussions, and wasted, it may be presumed, a good deal of his time. But Liszt was young, and time has to be wasted, somehow.

			There were other distractions, and he had his first successful love affair. The whole of the winter of 1832 was spent in this intrigue. It was in the depths of the country, at the château of Marlioz, between the Alps and Geneva, and the lady was the Countess Adèle Laprunarède, née du Chelerd, who afterwards became the Duchesse de Fleury. So secret was their attachment that nothing more is known of it than this. It will be remembered that Adam Liszt, on his deathbed, had said to Franz, ‘Je crains pour toi les femmes’; and the first of these troubles had begun. But it did not last long, and Franz seems to have extricated himself without any damage to his feelings. At least, he was not ill after this, as he had been when his music lessons with Caroline de Saint-Cricq were interrupted by the father.

			Perhaps his emotions were not seriously involved in this affair with the Countess: the air was too full of enthusiasms of a serious sort. It must not be supposed that he had only time for the music of Paganini, Berlioz, and Chopin. He had lately made another discovery—of Weber. This composer had been dead for some five or six years, but his romantic operas were the first signs of the new musical generation in Germany to reach Liszt. And he was as strong a partisan of Weber’s piano compositions, and made his own arrangements of the Invitation à la Valse and the Polacca Brillante, which he adapted as a concerto, with orchestra.

			Meanwhile, his cult for Beethoven had never ceased, and he was slowly preparing his piano score of the nine symphonies, a work which did not reach completion till many years later. But that was the fault of his publisher, who kept the manuscript of half of the symphonies for twenty years. All the piano sonatas were in Liszt’s repertory by now and we are told that he used to play them to Berlioz in the dark. The sonatas must have sounded different then; and the inclusion of Beethoven’s name on the programme of a recital was a dangerous act, for the public wished to be pleased or astonished, and the sonatas of Beethoven were altogether too serious for them.

			In the midst of this tumult of sound, and among all this babel of voices, Liszt saw the music of Schumann for the first time. Schumann was the same age as Liszt, and the same age as Chopin; and in his early years he was writing the most beautiful and characteristic of his compositions. Papillons and Carnaval had just been published, and Schumann was working on his own Paganini variations, for he, also, had fallen under the spell of the Italian. In those early years he was a person of as many enthusiasms as Liszt, and he had an admiration for Chopin which that composer never repaid to him, for he took little or no interest in Schumann. But Liszt immediately recognized Schumann; and we must admit that Liszt had now reached a pitch of receptivity that made it dangerous to him. His mind must have been choked with the music of other men; and, at the same time, his phenomenal skill, and the intoxication into which he could throw an audience, were calculated to make a virtuoso of him, and nothing more.

		

	
		
		

	
		
			Chapter Seven

			Paris as art-centre—Rossini, Bellini, Meyerbeer—Account of a Liszt recital by Henry Reeves—An hysterical occasion—Appearance of Liszt—The Parisian salons—Madame d’Agoult—Her origin and history—Her character—Their liaison

			In those years there was no musical life anywhere but in Paris; and, indeed, Paris was the centre of the World of Art. It had seemed, after the wars of Napoleon, as if England might be the scene of a great art movement, but the prospect of this was spoilt by a series of untimely accidents. The early and tragic deaths of Keats, Shelley, and Byron, of Girtin, and of Bonington, removed the excuses for our Victorian prosperity. So Paris had the writers, the painters, the musicians. Ingres, Delacroix, and Balzac lived there, while foreigners like Chopin and Heine left their homes and came to Paris. Liszt, at this period of his life, had forgotten his native Hungary, and was, in all things but fact, a French citizen.

			It was not only that Chopin and Berlioz lived in Paris, but that city had every authentic, settled attribute of a centre of music. It had a great pedagogue, Cherubini, to preside over its musical academy; and opera seemed to have deserted Italy and come to France. William Tell was the climax of a career that no person of intelligence was afraid to compare with that of Raphael or Titian, and, even if Rossini had retired after this, no one could foresee that his silence was to last, and new operas were expected from him at each new season.

			This was not all. Bellini had been invited to compose a grand opera for the French stage. He came to Paris for this purpose, and Puritani was the outcome of the contract. No one could have foreseen that he would die at only thirty-four years of age, with every opportunity at his feet, and with singers, such as Pasta or Tamburini, who were the old Italian art of song at its best, and, for want of whom, the operas of Bellini can hardly be given even a tolerable performance in our day.

			There was, also, Meyerbeer, whom it is hard to appraise at his true value. It is, perhaps, sufficient to say that the quasi-military were dangerous enough to force Rossini from the field. No composer has ever worked more hard, or revised his scores as much, as did Meyerbeer, who was content if his new operas were produced at intervals of eight or ten years. Rossini, who was by then in a state of nervous collapse, from the speed with which he had been forced to spend his prodigious gifts of melody, was unable to face competition with this steadier, more plodding mind, and he retired for ever.

			If Rossini, Bellini, Meyerbeer, were the lions of the operatic world, Franz Liszt, at even twenty years of age, was no less celebrated. His talent as a performer had never been equalled. It must be remembered, also, that he was the first pianist ever to give complete piano-recitals, without the aid of any other musician: as he was the first pianist ever to perform his programme by heart. These two considerations were sensational enough in their day; but, also, a whole world of music was thrown open to him, and the scope of the pianist was extended indefinitely by the works of Beethoven and Weber, to mention but the dead composers who figured in his repertory. He had, now, the youthful works of Chopin and Schumann to add to these, and his own intricate and dazzling adaptations, for Liszt cannot yet be described as an original composer. Thus, as a virtuoso alone, he had opportunities there had never been before; and, if the repertory of a pianist had altered and increased, it must be admitted also that the public were in a condition of high romantic tension, brought about by the novels and poems they had read. The years immediately after the July Revolution knew the heights of Byronic fancy. Red ties, untidy beards, and corduroy suits, were not yet the symbols of culture. It is typical of the time that Chopin and Liszt, two of the chief protagonists of the Romantic Age, should have had all the airs of the grand seigneur and the graces of the aristocrat.

			A recital by Liszt, even in these early years, produced such an atmosphere of excitement as can hardly be credited. Henry Reeves, the friend of Greville, gives a good account, in his own Life, of a concert he attended in Paris, in 1835. ‘Liszt’, he writes, ‘had already played a great fantasia of his own, and Beethoven’s 27th Sonata. After this latter piece he gasped with emotion as I took his hand and thanked him for the divine energy he had shed forth. At last I managed to pierce the crowd, and I sat in the orchestra before the Duchesse de Ranzan’s box, talking to Her Grace and to Madame de Circourt who was there. My chair was on the same board as the piano when the final piece began. It was a duet for two instruments, beginning with Mendels-sohn’s Chants sans Paroles and proceeding to a work of his own.

			‘We had already passed that delicious chime of the Song written in a Gondola, and the gay tendrils of sound in another lighter piece, which always reminded me of an Italian vine. As the closing strains began I saw Liszt’s countenance assume that agony of expression, mingled with radiant smiles of joy, which I never saw in any other human face except in the paintings of Our Saviour by some of the early masters; his hands rushed over the keys, the floor on which I sat shook like a wire, and the whole audience were wrapped with sound, when the hand and frame of the artist gave way. He fainted in the arms of the friend who was turning over the pages for him, and we bore him out in a strong fit of hysterics. The effect of this scene was really dreadful. The whole room sat breathless with fear, till Hiller came forward and announced that Liszt was already restored to consciousness and was comparatively well again. As I handed Madame de Circourt to her carriage we both trembled like poplar leaves, and I tremble scarcely less as I write this.’

			This description, that seems touched with comedy, is the account of an ordinary, average Englishman. The secret of the power and spell of Liszt lay in the new system that he had invented. His attack and brilliance, his speed and his exquisite arpeggios and runs, together with the extraordinary quality of his touch, these things gave him an unfair advantage over pianists of the old classical school. But, at the same time, there was the spirit of the haute école about his playing, and, though he had perfected a new method, he threw away none of the advantages of the old. It would, indeed, be possible to apply terms, like those of classical dancing, to the different figures of his ornament and embellishment.

			There were, also, the extraneous enhancements of his effects, and among these a place cannot be denied to his good looks. The drawings of Ingres and Dévéria show him in his adolescence when his appearance was the embodiment of young genius. His figure was tall and slender, and his hair, in an exaggeration of the fashion, fell below his ears but not to his shoulders, as he wore it in later years. His features had already the Dantesque profile which was so much remarked, while it would be superfluous to mention the beauty of his hands, for no less than that could be expected of Liszt. His nationality would be difficult to determine, were it unknown to us; but, in the impossibility of his belonging to any one of the ordinary races of Europe, Liszt might be a Russian or a Pole. If he was this, he was a poet or a musician; and, from this, it is no great transition to be told that the subject of these two drawings was a Hungarian, that he was the greatest virtuoso the world has ever known, and, in fact, that he was Liszt.

			When that has been said, the dangers that must lie ahead of him are as obvious as his gifts from nature. Beauty, male or female, is most happy with someone else of neutral looks. Liszt, according to this rule, was marked out to be the prey of any strong-minded woman who could think she loved him, and be, really, intent on her own aims in pseudo-literature, or pseudo-philosophy. He would not be happy, because he would be the victim and the instrument of her false ideals. We shall see this come true in a very short space of time, but meanwhile there were his other perils.

			If he was living, at Paris, in an atmosphere far removed from squalor and poverty, it was also an environment not at all congenial to hard work, or at any rate to the labours of composition. His innate breeding and fine manners made him welcome in circles where it may be supposed that a gentle dilettantism passed for the highest intellectual attainment. He used frequently to play in the house of the Austrian Ambassador, Count Apponyi, and in the salons of the Countess Platen and of the Duchesse de Duras. This lady was the mother of two other hostesses who were his patrons, the Vicomtesse de La Rochefoucauld and the Duchesse de Ranzan, the latter of whom was among the agonized spectators when Liszt fainted at the concert we have just described. These ladies may have made pleasant company, but they cannot have helped Liszt to become a serious artist.

			Chopin was in exactly the same circumstances, and that Liszt was aware of such weakening influences, to himself and to Chopin, is proved by the letter he wrote to Wilhelm Lenz, in 1872, some forty years later. ‘You exaggerate, I think, the influence which the Parisian salons exercised on Chopin’, he writes. ‘His soul was not in the least affected by them, and his work as an artist remains transparent, marvellous, ethereal, and of an incomparable genius—quite outside the errors of a school and the silly trifling of a salon. He is akin to the angel and the fairy; more than this, he sets in motion the heroic string, which has nowhere else vibrated with so much grandeur, passion, and fresh energy as in his Polonaises.’

			So Liszt was alive to the danger and was waiting, we may imagine, for an opportunity to remove himself from its orbit. His spirit was steeped in the most burning ideals of romanticism, his mind was more than a little muddled by the amount of miscellaneous reading he had done, and he was ripe and ready to fall in love.

			To this fate he was doomed, and the person he had to thank for its immediate possibilities was his friend, Berlioz. The first meeting between the future lovers took place at a musical party, one evening; and, since it is probable, and cannot at least be contradicted, we may place Chopin, Rossini, Meyerbeer, the poets Heine and Mickiewicz, and the painter Eugène Delacroix among their fellow-guests. This affair was to last for ten years, and its results affected history. It calls, therefore, for some recession of facts.

			Marie Catherine Sophie de Flavigny had been born at Frankfurt-on-Main in 1805, the year of Austerlitz. Her father, the Vicomte de Flavigny, was a French aristocrat, both of whose parents had suffered under the guillotine, who had become an officer in the army of the emigrant Bourbon princes. As a child, her father had been page of honour to Marie Antoinette. Her mother was the widowed daughter of a member of the Bethmann family, who were old-established bankers at Frankfurt. The Vicomte de Flavigny took the earliest chance of returning to France, and bought the Château of Mortier, in Touraine. He died in 1818, and his daughter’s childhood had, till then, been passed between Mortier and Frankfurt. After his death, she was sent to a convent in Paris, and, in 1827, was married to Comte Charles d’Agoult, who held a Court appointment at the Tuileries, and was in attendance upon the Dauphine. Charles X, the Duc and Duchesse de Berri, and the Duc and Duchesse d’Orléans were witnesses to their marriage. Her husband was twenty years older than she. They lived in Paris, and at the Château of Croissy-en-Brie. Soon, they had three children;4 and, as quickly, she grew tired of him. She was young, and he was middle-aged; he did not interest her, and their indifference soon grew into estrangement.

			For her inclinations belonged to the romantic age, to the aftermath of Byron, while her German blood gave her a thoroughness and a dogged energy that forced her to initiative and changed her attitude from passive to offensive. She was not content to let her life with the Comte d’Agoult grow into a tepid permanence; she would take action, herself, as soon as the opportunity presented itself.

			She was twenty-eight years old when she met Liszt, and he was twenty-two. She was blond, handsome, and serious-looking, but had no humour. Above all, there was no sense of the ridiculous in her; she could never laugh at herself, and, from lack of this, we may argue that as she grew older and her looks faded, there would not be much of her charm left.

			A century ago, a married woman of nearly thirty with three children was an onerous responsibility for a lover to incur. But Madame d’Agoult so quickly enthralled Liszt that there could be no question of anything less than elopement. A curious point is that she did not especially like music, but she plunged blindly into this love affair, quite regardless of its consequences to her three children, and of the shame and calumny that would attach to her harmless but unintelligent husband. She was the captive of Liszt’s good looks, of his miscellaneous reading, and of her own vague aspirations which she saw fulfilled in him, though in an art of which she knew nothing.

			For his part, he must have been flattered by her affection; he was ardent and young, and he may have felt the pull of her personality upon him, which sort of force was new in his experience, for every other woman would look to him for energy and driving power. She was his elder by much more than the six years that really separated them, and it took him many years to throw off her shackles. But, having once begun their relationship, Liszt made no attempt to evade the responsibilities he had taken upon himself, and this is in exact accord with everything that we know about his character. Their liaison caused an immense scandal, the consequences of which were not so immediately serious to Liszt, himself, because he had no family to harm. There was only his mother, who lived in Paris, of whom he was very fond, but whose character was so negligible that she hardly appears at all in his life. On the other hand, he was to be branded, from now onwards, as a person of loose morals; and, in England at least, these rumours spoilt his fame, till, after two unsuccessful concert tours, he left these shores and did not return to them for forty-five years, until a month or two before his death.

			If these adverse effects of her influence upon him are not to be denied, it is also the truth that she gave him the background of peace and quiet that was urgently necessary to him. She took him away from Paris, and his first serious compositions were the fruits of this removal from popularity. All credit for this is due to her, even if its occasion was no more than the necessary seclusion that had to follow her escapade. Madame d’Agoult had been waiting for a lover to change the course of her life and break the monotony into which she was falling, while Liszt was waiting for a chance to give up his virtuosity and embark upon the career of composer. Thus, both Liszt and Madame d’Agoult found their ambitions fulfilled, at least in the first few months of their friendship. Their minds were full of romantic ideals, and their love was not yet disillusioned.

			

			
				
					4	The death of one of these children made a profound effect upon her, and much influenced her state of mind at the time when she made the acquaintance of Liszt.

				

			

		

	
		
		

	
		
			Chapter Eight

			They elope together to Geneva—The carnet de Genevé—Birth of Blondine—George Sand arrives to visit them—The trip to Chamonix

			It became necessary, for good and cogent reasons, that they should remove themselves from Paris, and their first stopping place was Lyon. This town seems to have left a powerful effect upon Liszt’s imagination. It was a centre of industry, and revolutionary feeling had been endemic in it for forty years, since the ‘glories’ of the Terror; in fact, martial law was nearly a permanence in Lyon. There was widespread distress among the workers at the time of his visit, and with his customary generosity he gave concerts for their benefit, and kept little, or nothing, for himself.

			But Lyon was only on their way, and after a few weeks they continued their journey, arriving at Geneva in August 1835. The next few months were probably the happiest time that Liszt had yet experienced. Geneva was well chosen as their place of refuge. It had all the amenities of life, and was so very nearly in France that it held little sense of estrangement for them.

			His happiness was of a double sort, for this was also his first experience of the beauties of landscape, of the external world that lay before his eyes. He had come straight from the grand effects of literature to the grand effects of nature. Switzerland was, moreover, the land of romance, and the young generation, who were tired of classical sentiment, admired the mountaineers for their love of liberty and their sturdy sentiment. The opera of William Tell is the embodiment of these feelings, and was seen by contemporaries as a serious masterpiece only to be anticipated from the composer of the Barbiere and Semiramide. But Rossini had studied local colour with a persistence that his lazy lyric genius, with its flow of curving ornament and comic characterization, could never have been expected to show. No one could have foreseen this sort of labour from Rossini; we are even told that there are no less than twenty instances in his score of the employment of the ‘Ranz des Vaches’, and other traditional tunes of the country.

			Switzerland was the land of romance and sentiment, and under its inspiration, and from his new-found personal happiness, Franz was able to set to work on a scale of energy that had never come to him before. He worked at composition on alternate days, and spent the other half of his time reading, or following a course of philosophy at the University. The Conservatoire of Music had just been opened, and, on his own initiative, he agreed to give lessons, free of all charge, to the most promising of the pupils. These notes in his class book show a keen appreciation of their different qualities:

			‘Julie Raffard: sentiment musical très remarquable. très petites mains. Exécution brillante.

			Amélie Calame: jolis doigts, le travail est assidu et très soigné, presque trop. Capable d’enseigner.

			Marie Demallayer: méthode vicieuse (si méthode il y a), zèle extrème, dispositions médiocres. Grimaces et contorsions.

			Ida Milliquet: artiste génevoise; flasque et médiocre. Assez bonne tenue au piano.

			Jenny Gambini: beaux yeux.’

			The citizens of Geneva, who had been somewhat scandalized by the arrival in their midst of Franz and Madame d’Agoult, were brought to reason by his generous participation in their interest. In this way, he entered into the life of the town, though, from the beginning of his stay there, he was far from friendless. Adolphe Pictet, the author; J. L. Fazy, the politician; and the historian, Sismondo de Sismondi, were natives of Geneva, who took the earliest opportunity to invite Liszt and Madame d’Agoult to their houses. In their turn, they came to hear Liszt play, and would spend the evening at their home in the rue Tabazan with the pianist and the Countess.

			Geneva was on the way to Italy and, in the spring, people they had known in Paris came for a stay. They were Prince and Princess Belgiojoso and Countess Potocka, all of whom were friends of Chopin. Madame d’Agoult, for all her views on revolution, was delighted to see persons of her own class again, and, if they loved Chopin, they would understand her intrigue with Liszt.
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