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PREFACE

' There are many to proclaim

Klopstock's fame ;

There are fewer who could quote

What he wrote.

Such grandeur's little gain

To attain

;

For myself I choose instead

To be read.'

If Lessing's pessimistic epigram is justified with

regard to poetry, it may with equal truth be

applied to the indiiFerence commonly displayed

towards the letters of eminent persons, and par-

ticularly towards musicians' letters, which so seldom

possess a purely literary interest. It was my
conviction of this which led me to bring out the

present selection of Schumann's letters, and the

earlier volumes on Beethoven and Mozart. A
man's letters undoubtedly form one of the best

clues to his character ; but while the student will

welcome almost any number of these documents in

the hope of gaining insight into the writer's mind,

there must be many music-lovers who have neither

time nor opportunity for such researches, and it is

for them, primarily, that this volume has been

compiled.



xii PREFACE

There was little difficulty in making an attractive

selection in Schumann's case, for his letters have a

considerable literary value. I have, further, so

arranged them as to form something of a biography,

with the idea of providing a picture of Schumann's

inner development, as well as of his outward career.

To this picture the introductory chapters provide a

frame, and some explanatory notes have been

added.

For this book I have drawn on the following

sources

:

Jvgendhriefe von Robert Schumann, from originals provided by

Clara Schumann (third edition. Leipzig, 1898).

Robert Schumann's Briefe, new series, edited by F. G, Jansen

(second enlarged edition. Leipzig, 1904).

Jansen, Die Davidsbiindler (Leipzig, 1883).

B. Litzmann, Clara Schumann (vols. i. and ii. Leipzig, 1903-

1905).



BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE

Robert Alexander, the youngest of the five

children of Friedrich August Gottlob and Johanne

Christiane Schumann, was born on June 8, 1810,

at Zwickau, in Saxony. His father was a book-

seller and something of an author. He took a keen

interest in all literary and artistic matters, and

encouraged similar tastes in his son. A great

event in Robert's early life was a visit to Carlsbad,

where he heard Moscheles, He was only nine

years old, but the impression he received was so

strong that he never lost the feeling of respect with

which the great pianist inspired him. The only

musical instruction he received at Zwickau was

from Kuntzsch, the organist^ who gave him

pianoforte lessons for some years, and eventually

announced that his pupil, for whom he prophesied

a brUMant future, might safely dispense with tuition.

Schumann's studies for pedal pianoforte, Op. 56,

are dedicated to his old master. When he was

fourteen he wrote some of the musical biographies

in a work compiled by his father—a picture-

gallery of famous men of every age and race. In

1826 his father died. Two years later Schumann
xiii
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left his quiet life at Zwickau, and went up to the

University of Leipzig to study law, by his mother's

wish. But he did not settle at Leipzig, and at

Easter, 1829, removed to Heidelberg, attracted by

the brilliant jurists attached to Heidelberg Uni-

versity, and also by the romantic associations of the

place. His intention was to return to Leipzig

after two years, and take his degree there; but

although jurisprudence was presented in a more

attractive light by Thibaut at Heidelberg, Schu-

mann devoted more attention to philosophy and

music than to his professional studies. He made

little effort to master his antipathy to law, which

he did not openly abandon, however, until the

autumn of 1830, when he at length decided to

adopt music as his profession. His mother con-

sidered music too precarious as a means of Uveli-

hood, and was only induced to consent to the

change of plan when Schumann secured the support

of Thibaut and Wieck. His acquaintance with

Wieck (afterwards his father-in-law) dated from

1828, and he returned to Leipzig in October, 1830,

to study pianoforte under him. But Wieck no

longer taught him on the same methodical lines as

during his earlier stay at Leipzig, and in the follow-

ing autumn Schumann became anxious to change.

He wrote to Hummel to offer himself as a pupil,

but this plan was not carried out, and in 1832 he

lamed the middle finger of his right hand perman-

ently. He was therefore driven to turn his atten-

tion to composition and literary work. The winter
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of 1832-1833 was spent with his family at Zwickau
and Schneeberg. Returning to Leipzig in the spring,

he conceived the idea of starting, together with

Wieck and others, a weekly musical paper {Neue

Zeitschriftfilr Musik). The first number appeared

on April 3, 1834, and was edited conjointly by

Ludwig Schunke, Wieck, Julius Knorr, and Schu-

mann. From 1835 to 1844 Schumann was sole

editor. He was himself a large contributor, and

mystified his pubhc by an imaginary society, the

Davidshund. The original members of the Davids-

bund were two, Florestan and Eusebius, fictitious

personages evolved from Walt and Vult in Jean

Paul Richter's Flegeljahre, who represented differing

aspects of Schumann's own personahty. Florestan

stood for the masculine, energetic side of his tem-

perament ; Eusebius for its feminine, introspective

tendencies. A third personage, Raro, represented

a union of these two. Schumann's criticisms in

the paper often took the form of imaginary conver-

sations in which Florestan and Eusebius maintained

opposite sides of the argument, Raro's judgment

being invariably accepted as final. The further

development of the Davidshund, in which he incor-

porated many of his friends, is traced in Part III.

of this book.

Schumann's attachment to Ernestine von Fricken,

a pupil of Wieck's, led to an engagement; but

he soon realized that he had mistaken his own

feelings, and it was broken off in January, 1836, by

mutual consent. He had set his heart on marrying
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Wieck's daughter, Clara, the brilliant girl pianist,

but Wieck persistently opposed a match which

did not satisfy his ambitions for his daughter.^

Schumann spent the winter of 1838-1839 in Vienna,

where he hoped to establish himself with Clara,

but he was unable to cope with the intrigues which

surrounded him on all sides, and returned to

Leipzig in the spring of 1839. On February 24,

1840, he received the honorary degree of Dr. PhU.

from the University of Jena. In despair of obtain-

ing Wieck's consent to their marriage, the lovers

were finally driven to appeal to a court of law for

permission, and were married at Schonefeld, a

village near Leipzig, on September 12, 1840. A
statement of the difficulties they had encountered

is given by Schumann in a letter (No. 90) to the

lawyer entrusted with the case.

In the spring of 1844 Schumann accompanied

his wife to Russia on a concert tour. In October of

the same year they left Leipzig, and by the doctor's

advice went to live in Dresden. Schumann had

been suffering from nervous depression, and it was

hoped that he would gain some rest from music at

Dresden, which was comparatively unimportant as

a musical centre, In 1850 he accepted the post of

conductor at Diisseldorf. This step seems to have

been a fatal mistake. Schumann entirely failed

as a conductor ; his temperament was peculiarly

unsuited to a public position of this sort, and the

strain probably aggravated the mental disorder of

' See Introduction to Book II.
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which he had shown signs even before his marriage.

After the opening concert of the winter season in

1853 an attempt was made to lead him to resign,

and from that time onwards both rehearsals and

concerts were conducted by Tausch. An invitation

to Schumann and his wife to give a number of

concerts in Holland relieved them from the embar-

rassment of staying in Diisseldorf, and they started

on their tour^ in November, returning to Diisseldorf

for Christmas. But Schumann's melancholy soon

set in again, and in February, 1854, he attempted

to take his life by throwing himself into the Rhine.

He was removed to an asylum at Endenich, near

Bonn, where he remained until his death on

July 29, 1856.

Schumann's greatest activity as a composer dates

from the time of his marriage. He produced, in

rapid succession, songs, symphonies, chamber-music,

and large dramatic works for chorus and orchestra.

Most of his compositions are well known in this

country. It was one of his cherished plans to visit

England with his wife, but he never realized it*

It was left to Madame Schumann to make the

English public famUiar with the beauties of her

husband's pianoforte works after his death.

His power as a critic was very great. He was

fearlessly outspoken and absolutely free from

professional jealousy. If he erred, it was on the

side of over-appreciation. His enthusiastic recogni-

^ See Schumann's letter to his wife from Endenich, Sep-

tember 14, 1854.
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tion of Chopin :
' Hats off, gentlemen ; a genius

!'

is an instance of his attitude to new composers, and

his last literary effort was a glowing article in the

Zeitschrift which established Brahms's claim to be

numbered in the first rank of composers at the very

outset of his career. The breadth of his artistic

sympathies is amply demonstrated in his letters.]

[Tr.]



BOOK I

STURM UND DRANG

IDeite VOelt unb breites Ceben,

£anger 3aB!re rebltd) StreSen,

Stets geforfdjt unb ftets gegriinbet,

tlte gefdjloffen, oft geriinbet,

2ilteftes bemaljrt mtt Creue,

5reunbltdi aufgefagtes tteue,

^ettern Sinn unb reine Sroeife—
Hun—man fommt moijl eine Strecfe!

3X>olfgang (5oet£)e.

(^Chosen as a motto by Schumann, in a letter to his mother of

September 21, 1831.)



' Thus it is ever in life. The aims we once pursued no longer

satisfy us ; we aim, we strive, we aspire, until sight fails, and

mind and body find rest in the grave.'

—

To his Mother, April 28,

1828.

'There are strong souls on the borderland between genius

and talent, who are equipped partly for action, partly for seeking

the ideal. They are ambitious, intensely susceptible to the

great and the beautiful—would give back their impressions to

the world as their own creations ; yet they succeed but im-

perfectly. Genius is one force tending to a centre of gravity,

but these men are centres of gravity at which many forces meet

and destroy one another. Thus they are poets, musicians,

painters by turns. In youth they worship physical courage as

the primary and direct expression of energy. Their delight in

all great things comes from the hope of reproducing them, and

it is turned to vexation of spirit when they fail. They ought to

realize that it is they who have drawn the best prizes—if only

they learn in time to curb their ambition—in that they possess

varied and harmonious powers. They seem best fitted for full

manhood by their enjoyment of the beautiful, in their moral com-

pleteness, and the wisdom of their thought. . .
.'

—

From Jean

Paul Richter's Titan, (quoted by Schumann in a letter of

December 4, 1829, to his mother, as coincident 'to a hair's

breadth ' with his own case).



INTRODUCTION

Even Bohemianism is a vocation. In Schumann's

case the ideas conjured up by the phrase ' artistic

Bohemia ' do not respond to the reality ; the word

Bohemian is, in fact, too foreign to describe him.

On the other hand, he is the perfect type of the

German romanticist, the very embodiment of the

German romantic movement, if, indeed, man and

artist are to be considered as an inseparable unity.

Bbhemianism, with its winged enthusiasms, was

certainly compatible in his case—in spite of his

scorn of the Philistines—^with the utmost respect-

ability. It accommodated itself to the ' cloistered

virtue' so characteristic of Schumann, a virtue

based on the practice of limitation as one of the

arts of life, not on the narrow principles which

guide the crowd.

Jean Paul thus formulated the rule of conduct

which guided the German romanticists :

'I have never been able to discover more than

3 1—2
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three ways of becoming, if not happy, at least

happier. The first way of reaching the heights is

to penetrate so far beyond the clouds of life that

you see the wolves' dens, the charnel-houses and

the lightning conductors far below you, diminished

to the proportions of a miniature Dutch garden.

The second is to fall right down into this garden,

and there to nestle so cosily into a furrow that

when you peer out of your warm lark's nest you

see nothing of the dens, charnel-houses, and light-

ning conductors, but only the ears of corn, each of

which forms a tree for the nesting-bird, a shelter

from the sun and rain. Finally, the third, which I

think both the hardest and the wisest, is to practise

the two methods alternately.'

In this alternation, in fact, lies supreme wisdom.

The alternation between the clouds and the nest in

the narrow furrow was, indeed, the best result that

our romanticists obtained. They generally began

by trying to live their daily life in the cloudland

which fostered their art. But life itself revolted

against this misconception. The flight to the clouds

resulted either in cowardly retreat from life or in

that fundamentally barren and, moreover, hypo-

critical ' romantic irony ' which gave way before

the first attack.

The younger members of the group came in
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time to agree with their senior, Jean Paul. They

were driven to accept the theory of alternation if

they desired happiness. It is not to be denied that

in many cases a degree of success in the art of

living was attained, the tranquil beauty of which

sometimes inspires us men of to-day with a feeling

of irrepressible envy. As a matter of fact envy

is rarely justifiable with regard to individual

romanticists. Their idea of alternation was to

practise their art in cloudland, and to live their

practical life iu the furrow. For this reason the

artistic production of the romanticists, especially

their poetry, seems to us in most cases morbid

or quite uninteresting, while the lives and in-

tellectual development of the artists themselves

strike us as being either contemptible or altogether

unreal.

It is quite otherwise with the generation immedi-

ately following the romantic poets, with the painters

and musicians of the romantic movement. Never

since have the educated classes of Germany pro-

duced so many men of rare talent as in the years

between the war of liberation and the revolution

of 1848, the brilUant age of our classic writers, of

the romanticists, and—he must have separate men-

tion—^Jean Paul. Instances of surpassing genius

there were none. Flights into cloudland were, in
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art, kept within bounds, while the Hmits of hfe

itself were considerably extended. Innumerable

members of the learned and official classes were

more than dilettanti in the modem sense. A study

of the portraits of the time shows us how much

harmony existed in individual cases. But such

conditions easily breed complacent self-sufficiency,

against which tendency the artists were again the

first to struggle. ' Young Germany ' was not alone

in trying to uproot these conditions, for even to the

essentially conservative Platen there was a false

ring in the dictum, 'The morning for the law-

courts ; the evening for Helicon.'

There is, however, a third way, which differs

from Jean Paul's solution. It lies, not in the

alternation, but in the union of the two 'ways'

indicated by him. Goethe has shown us how these

two conflicting elements in German character can

be blended to a harmonious whole. He is also a

true classic, in that his life-work possesses enduring

value when applied to entirely diffisrent conditions.

He wrote and lived in the only way that ensures

that harmonious plan of life which alone justifies

the epithet ' happy.' That is to say, his feet were

firmly placed on the solid, enduring earth ; his fore-

head touched the stars. In Goethe's idea art not

only provides high aims in life, but helps in the
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conduct of life by enabling us to turn our ex-

perience to practical use, and to achieve emancipa-

tion. Life not only appears valuable in itself,

justifying its demand for men of action ; but the

artist who realizes life in its completeness only

needs to come to closer quarters with humanity to

find a rich field for his art.

These considerations on the nature of German

romanticism are suggested by the study of Robert

Schumann, because he was sensitive to the most

varied influences. He was a true disciple of Jean

Paul. Of all German musicians, or, we might

almost say, of all German artists, none was so power-

fully and permanently influenced by Jean Paul as

Schumann, even though in later years his style did

not betray its original model so clearly as in his

youthful correspondence or in the early years of

the Zeitschrift. This influence certainly was not

confined to the form, but affected the innermost

being of the man and the artist. He thought he

had ' learnt more counterpoint from Jean Paul

'

than from any one of his music-teachers, and un-

doubtedly his moral outlook on life was derived

from the same source, as his letters to his mother

suffice to show. Evidently this kind, tender-

hearted, beauty-loving, and impressionable woman

was, like most German women, a devoted reader
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of the strangely fascinating poet. Schumann him-

self, as a young man, actually judged his fellows by

their attitude towards Jean Paul.

The fact that Schumann was a typical example

of the romantic double personality contributed

largely to the close relations existing between the

musician and the poet, though it is difficult to dis-

criminate between cause and effect throughout.

However much his original disposition may have

contributed to the result, it is certain that his in-

dividual development in the direction of humorous

melancholy—not melancholy humour— was en-

couraged by his aU too early and too deep study of

Jean Paul's writings.

Schumann's readiness to accept the theory of

double personality, which was the dominating con-

ception of his master's artistic activity, is most

clearly shown by his adoption of a double ideal in

his own intellectual life. The two individual ten-

dencies figure in his writings as Florestan and

Eusebius. The hand of Goethe can also be traced

here, for Schumann always aimed at blending the

two characters in the loftier unity to which he gave

the name Raro. This acknowledged ideal was,

however, rarely attained.

His dual nature emerges more clearly from a

consideration of his personaUty as a whole. Titan's
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cloudy flights are there, side by side with the idylUc

simplicity of dominie Wuz, and the problematic

Walt and Vult of Flegeljahre. Schumann's activity

as editor and his fiction of the Damdsbundler show

this double-sidedness—childlike idealism bound up

with a commercial genius in the management, not

of his own affairs indeed, but of artistic matters

generally. His ideas and his exertions for the

organization of the musical profession, for concert

arrangements, for the publication and printing of

music (for instance, the note of the date of pubHca-

tion), have in many cases not yet been carried out,

but are still desired by those who have the social

improvement of the profession at heart.

There were thus quite opposite forces at work in

Schumann, as is indeed the case with most men of

genius. In the history of music the untroubled,

harmonious development of Mozart is an isolated

phenomenon. But when we think of the great

romanticist Beethoven, whose life and art were

almost always in opposition, hke the double face of

Janus, we soon realize what was lacking in Schu-

mann. He also was Faust, but only Faust the

seeker and idealist, consumed by his own desire;

not Faust the man of action, to whom alone

true happiness is revealed. Similarly the history

of German romanticism contains many tragic con-
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elusions following on fine beginnings, and the

careers of the romanticists describe in nearly every

case a descending curve after a splendid rise. Had

the iron age of Napoleon exhausted the genius for

action ?

Nowhere are the ' limitations of humanity ' more

pronounced than in the practice of art, that most

difficult of problems.

'Should he be lifted

Up till he touches

The stars with his forehead.

Nowhere to rest find

The insecure feet.

And he is plaything

Of clouds and of winds.

' Stands he with strong-knit

Marrowy bone

On the deep-seated.

Enduring earth,

No farther he reaches

Than but with the oak

Or the slenderer vine

Himself to compare.'

'

Even so, Schumann's flight led but to the dark,

storm-driven clouds ; his dreams ended in the

impenetrable gloom of night.

But, at least, his end was sleep—tranquil melan-

choly—not the agony of terror. And it was

1 Goethe's Grenzen der Menschheit, a translation by Captain

William Gibson {Poems of Goethe, London, 1883).
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preceded by a delightful flight into cloudland—

a

bUssful dream of richly coloured fairy-pictures. As

man and artist he remains worthy of the deepest

affection. If his fate is a warning, his life has its

lesson and its consolation in our own dull age.





PART I

1828-1840

JEAN PAUL AND DRYASDUST

' Jean Paul is still more to me than Schiller even ; Goethe I

do not yet understand.'

—

To Flechsig, March 17, 1828.

' All the world would be better for reading Jean Paul, if also

unhappier. He has often brought me to the verge of madness,

but through a mist of tears shines the rainbow of peace and a

hovering spirit of humanity, and the heart is marvellously up-

lifted and gently illumined.'

—

To Gisbert Rosen, June 5, 1828.

'Yet, believe me, were I ever to accomplish anything, it

would be in music, which has always attracted me ; and, without

overestimating myself, I am conscious of possessing a certain

creative faculty. But the study of jurisprudence, by which I

must earn ray bread, has so withered and frozen the flowers of

my fancy that they will never again seek the light.'

—

To his

Mother, November 11, 1829.

1.

To Flechsig^ at Leipzig.

Zwickau, March 17, 1828.

. . . School days are over ; the world hes before

me. I could hardly keep back my tears as I came

out of school for the last time, though I was reaUy

1 Emil Flechsig (1808-1878), a school friend of Schumann's,

and a student of theology at Leipzig.

13
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more glad than sorry. The time has come for me

to show my mettle. Here I am, without guide,

teacher, or father, flung helplessly into the darkness

of hfe's unknown; and yet the world has never

seemed fairer than at this moment, as I cheerfully

face its storms. Flechsig, you must stand my
friend in the whirl of hfe, and help me if I fall.

Greek levity struck a happy mean between gay and

grave in its outlook on life, and this is well enough

in callow youth, but it must not degenerate into an

unbalanced and inconsiderate frivolity. This is the

time when a young man's soul glows with all things

good and beautiful, and his ideals dwell with the

gods of Greece in youth's bright Olympus. My
friend, be my friend always, even should I prove

unworthy of your friendship. Hold these lines

before me as a warning, should I ever disgrace

myself by not living up to what I have written

here. . . .

To his Mother^ at Zwickau.

MoNHEiM^ NEAR NiJRNBERG, April 2,8, 1828.

... I often think of you, my dear good Mother,

and of all the excellent maxims with which you

1 Schumann's mother, Johanne Christiane Schnabelj born

November 28, 1771, was the daughter of a surgeon at Zeitz.

She married August Schumann in 1795. Robert was the

youngest of their five children. She died February 4, 1836.

2 Written during an expedition which Schumann made with

his friend Rosen to Munich. They had taken this opportunity

of making a pilgrimage to Jean Paul's home at Bayreuth.
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armed me for the battle of life. . . . Dear Mother,

how often have I offended you and misunderstood

your wise intentions ! Forgive your son, who hopes

to atone for the faults of his hot-headed youth by
good deeds and virtuous hvirig. What a claim

parents have on their child! Left fatherless, I

have all the greater obligations towards you,

dearest Mother. To you alone I owe my happy

Ufe, my prospect of a cheerful and cloudless future.

May your child prove himself worthy, and respond

ever and always to his Mother's Ibve by leading a

good life. But you must be, as always, my kind,

forgiving Mother, and judge me leniently when I

transgress, admonish me gently when my wildness

plunges me too far into the dangerous labyrinth

of life. Jean Paul says :
' Friendship and love

traverse this globe closely veiled and with sealed

lips, and no man speaks of his love to another, for

the soul has no speech ; but children's love may go

unveiled, tell aloud its devotion to the parent's

heart, and return adoration for love. . .
.'

3.

To his Mother at Zwickau.

Leipzig, May 21, 1828.

Here is my first letter to you from Leipzig.

Read, not only this one, but aU my letters, beloved

Mother, with the same kind, loving eyes, unclouded

by anger.

I atrived here last Thursday, quite weU, though

a little depressed, and took my position as a student
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and a citizen in this big, spacious city, in the stir of

life and the great world. After my few days here

I still feel quite well, though not quite happy.

My whole heart cries out for the quieter home

where T was born and spent such happy days with

Nature. How shall I come into touch with

Nature here? Everything is distorted by art.

There is neither vaUey, mountain, nor wood, where

I can indulge in meditation, no spot where I can

be alone, except this shut-up room, overlooking

the noisy street. This is the bar to my satisfaction,

besides which I am perplexed beyond measure by

the choice of a study. Chilly jurisprudence, with

its ice-cold definitions, would crush the life out of

me from the start. Medicine I will not, theology

1 cannot study. Thus I struggle endlessly with

myself, and look in vain for some one to tell me
what to do. And yet—there is no help for it ; I

must choose law. However cut and dried it may
be, I will conquer, and where there's a will there's

a way. I shall also make a point of studjdng

philosophy and history. Well, it will aU come

right. I will not look sadly into a future which

may prove so happy if 1 stick to my purpose. . . .

4.

To his Mother at Zwickau.

Leipzig, June 13, 1828.

... As to my state of mind, it is neither worse

nor better than before. I go regularly to lectures,

practise two hours a day, read a few hours, or go
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for a walk—^my sole recreation. At Zweinaundorf,

a village lying in the loveliest part of the country

round here, I often spend whole days alone, work-

ing, writing poetry, and so on. I have not

cultivated the acquaintance of a single student so

far. I go to the fencing-school, am sociable, and

behave decently in every way, but am extremely

cautious about becoming intimate with anyone.

I find that, without being stand-offish, I can make
these fellows keep their distance and not treat one

as a freshman in the corps. Flechsig and SemmeP
are the only two of whom I see much. In the law

lectures I take notes mechanically, which is all I

can do for the present. I should be very pleased

if you would remember your kind promise about

the riding-lessons.

To his Mother.

Leipzig, August 3, 1828.

My best, best thanks, dearest Mother, for your

pretty and elegant present. The students are all

delighted with my magnificent stock, and admire

your taste and your kind remembrances of your

absent son. I often imagine myself back in the

favourite old haunts at Carlsbad. What a happy

child I was, and how little I realized it ! Ah, why
do we only appreciate our happiness when it is

^ Moritz Semmel (1807-1874), brother of Schumann's sister-

in-law Theresa. He studied law at Leipzig and Heidelberg,

and became Geheimrat and magistrate at Gera.

2
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past ? Why does every tear that we shed symbolize

a past joy or a vanished happiness ? . . .

It is a great comfort to me to hear that you

are feeling so well, in spite of your isolation and

your quiet spiritual life. How well I can see you,

as you take your solitary walks, gazing sadly up to

the sky and longing to ask the Judge who sits in

judgment above the stars, the Controller of our

fates: 'Why hast Thou deprived me of those

things which no life, no future, can restore?'

Then, as you glance down, smUing, at the unfail-

ing beauties of lavish Nature, your pious heart

whispers, 'God knows best'; and as you look

around you, more reconciled, you are able to say

:

' Life is indeed beautiful, and man himself a tear

of joy from the Godhead.' Ah, Mother I Nature

best teaches how to pray, and how to reverence

all the gifts the Almighty has given us. She is

like a vast outspread handkerchief, embroidered

with God's eternal name, on which we may dry

alike our tears of sorrow and of joy ; she turns

weeping into ecstasy, and fills our hearts with

speechless, quiet reverence and resignation. Why,
in this hateful Leipzig, should every such higher

enjo5mfient be denied? Why can I only attain

the moments of my loftier happiness through

sweet memories of what was once actual experi-

ence ? But I have made my plans, and am only

waiting to hear that you approve. As I must

enter for my examination at Leipzig, and am bound

to put in two years there, being a Saxon, I propose
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to go to Heidelberg next Easter, for the sake of

hearing the most famous German jurists* Thibaut,^

Mittermaier,2 and others ; I should return the

following Easter, to get used to Leipzig methods

again. My reasons for wishing to go to another

university are three : first, on my own account,

because I am not well here, and am getting

extremely rusty : second, to gain knowledge of the

world ; and third, for the sake of my profession,

because the most famous jurists are at Heidelberg.

If I go at all, it must certainly be next Easter

;

going later would mean taking my examination

immediately on my return. I should then do

very badly in Saxon law, and thus disappoint

both you and myself. They examine chiefly in

that subject here, and I should certainly have

forgotten it in the meantime, as I have to take

Roman law, the Pandects, etc., at Heidelberg.

Please write and tell me what you think. We
can talk it over later, as I am to spend the whole

of the Michaelmas and Christmas vacations at

Zwickau.

1 Anton Friedrich J. Thibaut (1772-1840), a famous lecturer

on law at Heidelberg, rendered an important service by awaken-

ing interest in old music. He wrote on this subject in his still

readable book, Vber Meinheit der Tonhmst (1824).

2 K. J. A. Mittermaier (1787-1867) occupied the chair of

Penal Law at Heidelberg.

2—2
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To G. Bosen.^

Leipzig, August 14:, 1828.

It must be a confoundedly queer pleasure to

read my Sanskrit. I really will write quite

beautifully to-day, and make a rule of the excep-

tion, the ;rule being that poets and pianists all

write a terrible fist, of which mine is tjrpical. The

captatio benevolentice is over ; here begins the real

letter.

Oh, the good old times, when you were ' Baron

'

Rosen, malgre vous ! Your descent from the

baronial elevation marked the beginning of my
noble career—in other words, my college days.

But what a barren waste it is, with neither ' roses

'

nor ' Rosen '! I indulge in a flight with Jean Paul

or at the piano occasionally, thereby scandalizing

these good Germans and Jahnians.^ The Icaruses

and aeronauts of the imagination are to the stick-

in-the-muds and scavengers as bees to human
beings. On the wing they harm no one ; but try

to touch them on a flower, and they sting. If I

have not actually stung anyone, I kicked and

struggled, hoping to send these intangible con-

1 Gisbert Rosen (1808-1876), of Gottingen, a school friend of

Schumann's, became chief magistrate of Detmold.

2 F. L. Jahn was the founder of g)nmnastic schools the primary

object of which was the encouragement of the military spirit.

[Tr.]
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captions of people's rights, nationality, etc., to

the right-about. Gotte^ is one of those strong

characters who are now so rare ; he detests all

poisonous lyricism and sentimentality, and com-

bines heroism with common sense. I see him

daily ; he is my only intimate acquaintance. None
of the others interest me particularly. I might,

perhaps, make friends with Schiitz and Giinther,

were they less narrow-minded. There is talk of

suspending the constitution—a very good thing,

I should say; the lesser lights would be snufFed

and then extinguished, and the greater trimmed

and brightened. Semmel has withdrawn into his

shell, and only indulges in occasional tirades,

creating many enemies, whom he treats with the

scorn they deserve.

I am certainly coming to Heidelberg, but not

until Easter, 1829, worse luck ! If only you were

still there, to enjoy that paradise with me ! Many
thanks for the charming little pictures, which lent

wings to my dreams, and transported me instantly

to my home by the Neckar. I have not been to a

single lecture yet, but have been working at home

—that is, played the piano and written a few letters

and Jean-Pauliades. I have not much faith in you

as a voluminous correspondent either, but don't

forget any of your real friends—I mean myself.

I am not intimate with any families yet. Indeed,

I avoid my deplorable kind, I hardly know why,

and very seldom go out. The puerilities of this

1 Wilhelm Gotte, of Brunswick, studied philology at Leipzig
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selfish world appal me. Imagine a world without

inhabitants : one vast cemetery, the dreamless sleep

of death, Nature with no flowers, no spring, a broken

peepshow without figures ; and yet, what is this

inhabited world of ours ? The same : God's acre

of buried dreams, the sleep of death troubled with

visions of blood, a garden of cypress and weeping

willow, a silent peepshow with sorrowing figures.

Such it is, God knows 1

Whether we shall meet again, the fates alone

can tell, but the world is not big enough, after all,

to keep people apart, particularly real friends. Let

us not bewail our losses, for fate has always sealed

the mouths of men with her giant hand, though

never their hearts. Love grows more intense, and

esteem more sacred, through separation, because

intercourse with an invisible friend is tinged with

the spiritual or supernatural. . . .

And now, farewell, Rosen. May your Ufe have

no more clouds than go to a beautiful sunset, no

more rain than makes the moon-rainbow that you

see from the castle ruins, as you look over the fair

valley in the starlight. Above all, don't forget

your distant friend, who is so sore and unhappy,

and wish me aU the things I wish you from afar.

Let your gentle, humane spirit soar lightly above

the mire, and be ever as you now are, and ever

were, the most humane of men. . . .

Farewell I

Your

Schumann.
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To his Mother.

Heidelberg, May 24, 1829.

Take up your spectacles, my beloved Mother,

for postage is dear now, and I must write very,

very small. You will gather from my tone that I

am not unhappy. Indeed, no one could be unhappy

in my princely room, facing the glorious old castle

and the green oak forests, without sinning un-

pardonably against his own soul. I think you will

not be bored by extracts from my pocket-book

about my little journey.

The way from Leipzig to Frankfurt was hke a

perpetual flight through spring skies, and a constant

succession of pleasant and lively travelling com-

panions made up to some extent for the unavoidable

fatigue of the night journey. I soon made friends

with WiUibald Alexis,^ and we were inseparable

untU he branched off to the north, I to the south.

There was a curious maU-coach passenger, named

R , a Prussian secretary of embassy, on his way

to the Federal Diet at Frankfurt. I had hardly

exchanged two words with him when he began to

describe ex ahrupto the perfections of his wife in

Berlin, assuring me that his whole life and happi-

ness were bound up with her. He recited poems

in her praise, and showed me her portrait in

miniature. I confess it was my first experience

1 The well-known historical novelist (1798-1871), whose real

name was Haring.
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of the sort, but I liked him, for he was evidently

good and intelligent. Alexis amused himself by-

putting him into his new novel there and then.

My other travelling companions were a Frankfurt

Jew trader, whose conversation was of leather and

other dull matters ; a worthy old lady who was full

of the Gotha theatre ; and two French Jews who

drank an uncommon deal of wine, and talked

nonsense all night. Please admire my wonderful

gift of observation, as displayed in this description

!

But now comes a change in the journey. We
had barely arrived at Hanau when we turned round

a corner to the right, towards Frankfurt. The whole

sky changed with us, and became clear, blue and

unclouded—like my eyes at this moment—main-

taining this benevolent attitude the whole way.

We were, indeed, in a new key. The lovely Main

lay at our feet, with craft of aU sizes on its mirror-

like surface, and accompanied us with its chattering

as far as Frankfurt. All the trees were laden with

blossom, the high corn waved in the breeze, with

yellow charlock springing amongst it. The birds

flew up, singing, from the fields, to welcome me to

Frankfurt. But I cannot tell you all about Frank-

furt to-day, or this letter would be the size of a

folio volume. . . .

I described a sentimental journey yesterday, but

will now tell you of the interesting sights and

antiquities I saw on the 14th. I was seized, first

thing, by an irresistible desire to play the piano.

So I walked coolly into the first piano-shop, repre-
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sented myself as the tutor of a young English lord,

commissioned to buy a grand piano, and played for

three whole hours, astonishing and delighting the

natives. I promised to give them the supposed

lord's decision in two days, but by that time I was

safe in Riidesheim, drinking Riidesheimer. I love

to explore the out-of-the-way nooks and alleys of

old toAvns, and as Alexis has the same fad, we spent

four hours in the quaintest parts of the city. How
dull our modern architecture is, with its symmetrical

streets, two miles long, compared to a place hke

this, where every turn brings something new and

interesting

!

Legationsrat Georg Diiring had invited us to his

house in the afternoon, where we saw his clever

wife and Mrs. Ferdinand Ries,^ a perfectly lovely

Englishwoman, Her Enghsh was like an angel's

lisping. We talked French mostly, and as I quite

outshone Alexis I felt grateful for once to Bodmer.^

We then went with During to the Stadel Museum,

Goethe's house, and Bethmann's garden. Dan-

necker's Ariadne ! Imagine the highest and love-

liest type of womanhood, in the full pride of serene

beauty, and a foaming panther, obedient to the

touch of her light, triumphant fingers. Her steed,

for all his restiveness, nuzzles her hand, and her

1 Wife of Ferdinand Ries (1784-1838), Beethoven's pupil, who
had lived twelve years in England and married there. Schu-

mann's strong partiality for Englishwomen found expression in a

letter to his mother on September 27, 1830 : 'If ever I marry,

it will be an Englishwoman.'

2 Schumann's teaCher at Zwickau.
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head is proudly uplifted. Is it not a sublime

picture of beauty's power to bind aU things, even

brute strength, with a spell ? The marble is milky-

blue, of the finest Carrara. It stands in a room

shaded with many-coloured hangings. Through

one of these, of burning red, the sun came, and the

marble shone hke transparent snow flushed by the

dawn. But no more ! Such things are beyond

description. . . .

On Saturday we looked round Wiesbaden. A
letter of introduction from Rohde, the secretary of

embassy, proved very useful. Wiesbaden is prettily

situated, but its marble palaces and buildings bore

me by their sameness. I really hate all these

avenues, castles, and parks, and infinitely prefer the

unpretentious streets and houses of Frankfurt and

Niirnberg. We left Wiesbaden at nine. I had

closed my eyes just before coming in sight of our

majestic old Father Rhine, so as to enjoy to the

full my first glimpse of his unruffled waters. There

he lay, serene and proud as an old German god, sur-

rounded by a paradise of mountain, vaUey, and

glorious vineyard. Within six hours we passed

through Hochheim, Erbach, Hattenheim, Marco-

brunnen, Geisenheim, etc. . . .

We arrived at Riidesheim at five. After some

refreshment, both liquid and solid, we started frotn

Assmannshausen for the Niederwald, for the sake

of the finest view in the whole bewitching Rhine

scenery. As for the old Rhine castles, the wonders

of one's youth, it is the same with them as with
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eveiything else. The first sends you into raptures,

and you think you must dimb up to every one,

but the novelty soon wears off. The fine ruin of

Ehrenfels was the first I saw, and it looked down
proudly enough on me and on the Mouse Tower in

the Rhine. You know the legend. There wals a

majestic sunset, and the dusk crept up slowly. On
the Riidesheim shore boats, astir with life, were

swinging at anchor ; old gaffers sat smoking their

pipes outside the houses, and children playing on

the banks made such a picture that we nearly

missed the moonrise. The calm became deeper

and deeper. I ordered a glass of Riidesheimer.

An old boatman and his little girl took me on to

their boat. There was not a ripple ; the sky was

blue and clear, and the moonlit waters magically

reflected Riidesheim with its dark Roman ruins.

Above it all, on a high peak, stood the lovely

Rochus Kapelle. I was filled with emotion as we
rowed backwards and forwards. The fisherman's

Pomeranian lay at his master's feet, wagging his

tail, and I called his name to hear it echo. ' Anchor

!

Anchor ! Anchor !' came back to me from the hills.

Then I called ' Robert.' We landed, and in the

silver moonlight the flowing tide lulled the wan-

derer to sleep. . . .

On Wednesday, May 20, I went gaUy on board

the steamer Friedrich Wilhelm at 6 a.m. sharp.

The company was fairly select ; but I took refuge

from the commonplace chatter with some veteran

Dutch soldiers in the third class, and made them
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tell me of battles, particularly of Waterloo. The

appointments of the steamer are truly princely, but

the hubbub on deck amused me more than any-

thing. I wish I could have sketched some of the

groups: two old warriors sleeping on their knap-

saqks in a corner ; two very fine students pacing up

and down ; two ladies in fits of laughter ; sailors in

red shirts stoking the furnace ; a spectacled artist

making lightning sketches ; an Englishman grim-

acing furiously as he pulls his choker over his ears ;

a white-capped cook carrying raw steaks, and so

busy that he hardly knows where to turn ; and

myself as I sit writing poems and taking in every-

thing at the same time. And see 1 the obsequious

steward dashes in my direction with a glass of

Riidesheimer, etc. The saloons are splendidly

furnished with silk-covered divans, mahogany and

bronze fittings, red silk curtains, large window-like

mirrors, and are perfectly an-anged in every way.

Excellent table d'h6te, the best wines, all the papers,

chess, billiards even^for there was so little vibra-

tion below that the balls lay quite motionless

—

everything, in a word, that body and soul could

require. Need I say more ? Yet I longed to be

on deck again. The whole afternoon I sat alone,

bareheaded, right in the bows, drank coffee, smoked

some good cigars given me by an Englishman,

thoroughly enjoyed the tearing wind in my hair,

and even composed an ode to the north-east wind

which really isn't half bad.

They all thought me very eccentric, and one of
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the crew said I should make a splendid sailor,

because I could face the blast bareheaded.

We could see Mainz, with its glorious red towers

and its array of boats, gleaming through the trees.

We arrived at 7 p.m., and, for the first time in

the whole journey, I made a most wretched meal,

at the Three Imperial Crowns. Then I pottered

about the streets and churches. At night I went

over my accounts, and was not altogether surprised

to find that I had literally only three florins left to

count. So, when I went to bed, my meditations

were not altogether pleasant.

Next morning. May 21, I went for a drive in a

wretched hired conveyance with a jovial major who

might have walked out of Clauren,^ moustache and

all. He had been aide-de-camp to Murat in

Naples and Spain, and had been condemned to

death with him, but subsequently acquitted.

Naturally, I let him do the talking. I did not see

one pretty face between Mainz and Heidelberg.

At Worms we lunched, then saw the Cathedral and

the Lutheran Church, in which Luther made his

confession of faith. We asked the guide how old

the church was. 'A hundred and twenty years,'

was the answer. We laughed, but my laugh was

none of the hghtest when I happened to touch

my waistcoat pocket ! The gaUant major left me,

unfortunately, before Mannheim, which I reached

about 4 o'clock. Driving was out of the ques-

tion, for obvious reasons ; but I was quite content

1 A sensational novelist of the period. [Tr.]
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to walk, as I saw prospects of a stormy evening

and a gorgeous sunset. So I did not stay in

Mannheim, you see. On the way I passed the

very signpost where Sand is standing, lost in

thought, in the picture that hangs in our drawing-

room. There was a splendid sky, and the sun went

down majestically in a blaze of purple. About

9 o'clock I reached miy dear Heidelberg with

strangely mingled emotions.

And now, my dearest Mother, I will put this

small, but very pleasant picture of a fragment of

my life's journey in its frame, and close. You may
expect in my next letter a detailed description of

life in Heidelberg, to which my good friend Rosen

is to introduce me. You will read this letter as I

write it, in the spirit of affection.

Your

Robert.

8.

To his Mother.

Heidelberg, July 17, 1829.

... It is some consolation to hear that JuUus^

is a httle better. In every letter I open I shall hope

1 Julius, Schumann's youngest brother, died in 1833. Schu-

mann always kept up a close intercourse with his brothers and

sisters and relations, and was on the most affectionate terms

with his sisters-in-law. The famUy consisted of: 1. Eduard

(1797-1839), who married Theresa Semmel (1803-1887) of Gera.

Theresa afterwards married the bookseller Fleischer, of Leipzig.

2. Karl (1801-1849), who married (1) Rosalie Ilhng (1808-1833),

and (2) Pauline Colditz (1818-1879). 3. Julius (1805-1833),

who married Emilia Lorenz (1810-1860). 4. Emiha (1807-
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to find an advance towards 'quite well.' We are

relatively more cast down by failure than uplifted

by success, and our appreciation of health varies

according to the amount of it we possess—in-

versely. As for me, I am in excellent spirits, really

happy by moments, and am working well and

steadily. Thibaut and Mittermaier have given

me a taste for law. I begin to realize its true

value in furthering the highest interests of man-
kind. And oh ! the difference between that

Leipzig automaton, with one eye on a regular

professorship, reading out his dull paragraphs

phlegmatically, and Thibaut here, who, though

twice his age, overflows with vivacity and intelli-

gence, and can hardly find time or words to express

aU his ideas. Everything here is on a smaller scale

than in Leipzig, more provincial and less varied

;

but I like it, though I often miss the many-sided

interest of a large town. It is hard to say which is

better for the student. The Heidelberg student is

much misrepresented. He is very quiet, rather

apt to stand upon ceremony and affect fine manners,

because he is not yet sure of himself. His impor-

tance in the town and' neighbourhood is unques-

tioned, and it is not surprising that the natives show

him exaggerated civility, for he makes the place.

But I think it is a pity for a young man to come

1826), who drowned herself in an attack of fever. With the

exception of this incident, there were no symptoms of mental

disease in Robert's family, but none of his brothers and sisters

lived to old age.
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to a town where the student holds undisputed

sway. A young man of any grit develops best

under a system of repression, and this perpetual

lounging with no one but students limits his

mental outlook, and injures him incalculably for

practical life. From this point of view large towns

are preferable, and Leipzig is better than Heidel-

berg. Fortunately, I am sufficiently sobered to

value things at their proper worth. I should

certainly let any son of mine study one year at

Heidelberg and three at Leipzig. But Heidelberg

has always this advantage, that its fine scenery does

much to distract students from dissipation and

drinking. They are far steadier here than at

Leipzig.

And yet, my gay Heidelberg, what sweet inno-

cence, what idyllic charm is yours I If the Rhine

with its mountains be a type of manly beauty, the

Neckar may stand for female loveliness—the one

massive and severe as old Teutonic harmonies, the

other gentle as the melodies of Provence. The
accompanying views will enable you to picture me
in my favourite haunts, where I sit and dream of

nothing, or of Zwickau and you, Julius, Eduard,

and every one. . . .

Music here is at a very low level. There is not

a decent pianist in the place. My own playing is

considered quite exceptipnal. I have not found

my way into any families yet. Time enough for

that in the winter, when I shall no doubt be glad

to go out a good deal, as there are plenty of girls
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here to make love to 1 You meet dozens of

students engaged—with the consent of the parents.

The girls naturally lose their sentimental hearts to

the only men they see, and, as they meet no one

but students, engagements among them are the

order of the day. But have no fear for me ; my
very frankness should disarm you. I have been

neglecting my piano badly, but hope to make up
for it in the winter. Summer for play, winter for

work ! . . .

9.

To his Mother.

Heidelberg, August 3, 1829.

My dear, dearly-loved Mother,
Your letter, which was brought to me a

moment ago in bed, roused me effectually from my
slumbers and dreams. I read and read, and could

hardly believe it came from you, until I realized

the motherly tenderness which prompted it all.

The whole story is this : The holiday is none of my
making, but the usual Michaelmas vacation, which

is purposely fixed early by the Senate, so that

students may see something of Switzerland and

Northern Italy. At Leipzig they give six weeks,

here eight ; so, you see, I don't miss a single lecture.

You will by this have had another letter giving full

explanations. I have been doing French and

Italian with Semmel, and speak both fairly well

;

but this trip would enable me to perfect myself in

both languages, and would be infinitely cheaper

3
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and more satisfactory than a whole year's lessons.

Besides, no student spends the vacation at Heidel-

berg. Switzerland is only twenty hours distant,

and Italy not much farther. Think how many of

the Leipzig students contrive to go without missing

any lectures, and here am I, five times as near, with

two months to spare—how could I help going?

Who could resist such names as these : Domo
d'Ossola, Arona, Lago Maggiore, Milano, Brescia,

Verona, Padua, Venezia ? I am sure you will for-

give me, and say :
' My dear Robert, a young man

like yourself must travel, and clip his clumsy wings

a little, so that he may learn to soar more hghtly.

True, it is expensive, but you will see a new world

and new people
; you will learn French and Italian,

and, in fact, great results justify some outlay'

etc. . . .

Write again, if you can, my dearest Mother

—

another good, inspired letter like the last—and I

should not object to a few ducats towards my
travelling expenses ! Heaven and Eduard^ permit-

ting, my next letter will be from Milan. You will

receive whole volumes about my journey, which will

amuse you in the long, dull wiater evenings. . . .

10.

To Ms Mother.

Berne, August 31, 1829.

. . . You will have had my letter from Basle.

If the world seemed a paradise then, I am now in

1 Eduard was to provide the money. [Tr.]
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the ninety-ninth heaven. The poet sees better than

other mortals. I do not see things as they are, but

according to my own subjective impression, and

this makes hfe easier and simpler. For the last

few days, for instance, the weather has been vile,

the Alps and glaciers all hidden by lowering clouds

;

but the world only looms the more vividly in the

imagination for being partially obscured, and I

very likely pictured the shadowy Alps finer than

they really are. Then, you may say, why not stay

at home with your nose in a book, and leave the

Alps to their own devices ? But I should argue

in return that there is a charm in being so far away

and in the presence of classic mountains, which

awakens a hundred precious emotions, not to speak

of the practical advantages of travel.

After this somewhat learned dissertation I will

continue my letter from Basle in Hogarthian,

Titianesque touches 1 The Enghshmen on the

coach rather wondered at my choosing the un-

comfortable box-seat, as the morning air was fresh.

But you will understand when I teU you that I

was able, from my perch, to make flying remarks

to a young widow from Havre de Grace sitting

inside, who responded with glances that were any-

thing but mournful. You see, I tell you all my
little weaknesses. I can give you no idea of the

fertility and beauty of the pastures and meadows.

We drove along the banks of the Rhine. On the

other side rose the young Alps in their green

beauty, which makes them as bright, sturdy children

3—2
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compared with the grand gray Alps which look

doAvn benignly on us here. I spent the night at

Baden (not Baden-Baden), a gay little Bad, and

for once I met a good many Germans. There was

music, and, of course, we danced, the mournful

widow displaying as much sprightliness as if her

husband had been living. . . . From Zurich I

walked over the Albis to Zug. I should Hke you

to read these letters map in hand, and so follow

me in imagination. It was a glorious ramble, and

not tiring, thanks to the constantly varying scenery.

I tramped along in solitude, my knapsack on my
' hump,' swinging my alpenstock in the Alpine

air, and stopping every few minutes to drink in

some fresh aspect of this Swiss paradise. We are

not, after aU, quite unhappy, if our hearts respond

to the touch of Nature. I skipped down the

Albis like a gazelle ; but the view of those wooded,

ice-capped peaks with flocks on the slopes, the

lakes, spreading hke peacocks, and the sound of

village chimes and tinkling cow-bells from the

heights, sobered me, and I walked slowly on with

my eyes riveted on the mountains.

Spare me to-day the description of my first

climb on the Rigi, when I found myself at a vast

height above the everyday world, and watched the

sun set and rise again. Absolute strangers mixed

together hke members of one family—I even soon

succeeded in drawing pretty glances from a pretty

Englishwoman I—and Switzerland lay before me in

her primeval grandeur. . . .
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Distance, which dulls the visual world, only-

renders the world of memory more distinct.

Enthusiasm is changed to glowing classic calm,

and its expression is refined to a Goethe-like

thoughtfulness. So tremble for the description to

come, the labyrinth of words to be struggled

through. To-morrow I leave for Lake Maggiore,

by way of the Gemmi pass, and hope to reach

Milan in five or six days.

11.

To his Sister-in-law, Theresa Schumann.

Brescia, September 16, 1829.

I have just been reminded of you by a beautiful

Italian woman, and thus it occurred to me to write,

my dear Theresa. I wish 1 could give you a

picture of it all : the deep blue skies of Italy ; the

luxuriant grass springing at my feet ; groves of

apricot and lemon trees, of flax, silk, and tobacco

;

the flowery carpet ; the soft southern air astir with

butterflies ; the distant, immovable Austrian Alps,

sinewy and jagged ; the fine, flashing eyes of the

Italian women, much like yours when you are

enthusiastic about anything ; the whole intoxicating

and spontaneous movement of life ; the poetry of

the place, which almost makes me forget even the

beloved Germany to which my whole nature clings

;

and my truly German sentimental fashion of

gazing around me at the abundant foliage, or at

the setting sun, or at the Alps as they glow red
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under the sun's parting kiss, and then become

cold, monstrous, and lifeless. If I could depict all

this for you, I should run to such volumes that

you would have to pay double postage. . . .

It was lovely weather yesterday when I left

Milan, where I had loitered for six days, having

meant to stay only two. I had many reasons for

staying : first, the best possible, that I reaUy liked

it ; second, the particular attractions, such as the

cathedral, the Palazzo reale, the escalier conduisant

du Belvedere in the Reichmann Hotel, and a

beautiful Englishwoman, who seemed to have

fallen in love, less with me than my piano-playing.

Englishwomen are all like that ; they love with

their intellects—that is, they love a Brutus, a

Lord Byron, a Mozart, or a Raphael, and are not

so much attracted by the physical beauty of an

Apollo or an Adonis, unless it enshrines a beautiful

mind. Italian women do the exact opposite, and

love with their hearts only. German women love

with both heart and intellect as a rule, unless they

fall in love with a circus-rider, a dancer, or some

Croesus ready to marry them on the spot. All

this quite impersonally and sans comparaison,

please. The third inducement to stay is offered by

a certain Graf S., of Innsbruck, with whom I found

I had intellectually much in common, despite the

fact that he is fourteen years older than I. We
found a great deal to tell each other, and joked

and gossiped a ^reat deal, to our mutual satisfac-

tion, as it seemed. He was a living proof that the
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world is not composed of boors and apes, for all

that he was rather deaf, stooped badly, and made
terrible grimaces, not so much at the world

generally as at individuals.

I should not hear a note of decent music here,

were not the whole Italian language in itself per-

petual music. Graf S. calls it a long-sustained

chord in A minor. . . . My Italian really serves

me very weU, but it is practically the rule in Italy

to fleece foreigners. I pose as a Prussian, because

Prussians have the best name here. It is a useful

and perfectly harmless wrinkle, though it is sad to

have to deny one's fatherland.

12.

To his Sister-in-law, Rosalie Schumann, at Schnee-

berg.

Milan, October 5, 1829.

We are indeed the playthings of Fate, Rosalie.

I wanted to be, and ought to have been, at Inns-

bruck a week ago, yet here I am, stuck fast in

Milan for the second time. I shall find it im-

possible to write much to-day, having small desire

to bore you and myself. Here, then, is my tale of

woe, short and to the point, in seven chapters,

beginning with my state of health in Venice, and

ending to-day. You will, I hope, have received

my letter to Emilia from there.

Here goes, then

:

Chapter I.—A beautiful evening tempted me on

to the water ; I took a gondola, and floated far, far
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out. Heaven knows, I am quite at home in a boat,

and yet I turned sea-sick on the way back.

Chapter II.—Pains, aches, spasms, headache,

diarrhoea, and nausea—a death in Ufe.

Chapter III.—In my fright I put myself in the

hands of a doctor, who really cured me as quickly

as I could have done it myself—in three days ; but

he demanded a napoleon for his trouble, which I

was kind enough to pay him.

Chapter IV.—After a careful search in my purse,

it turned out to be impossible in this case (although,

according to my favourite system, everything is

possible) to get back to Germany. Consequent

change of plans (see Chapter VI.).

Chapter V.—On the top of these financial and

other difficulties, I was the victim of a scandalous

theft. A merchant with whom I had travelled

from Brescia absconded with a napoleon of mine,

leaving me barely enough to pay for my lodging in

Venice.

Chapter VI.—Tragic struggle between good and

evU. Should I or should I not seU the watch my
mother gave me ? Virtue won the day, and I

decided I would far rather undertake the thirty

miles journey.

Chapter VII. (the last).—Finds me squeezed up

in a corner of the coach, pondering with sad and

stolid countenance the enviable fate of those

students who are sitting snugly with their sisters-

in-law. I was cursed, in fact, with a violent attack

of home-sickness. Then I had a pretty vision of
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Zwickau at sunset, when folk sit out on their

benches, and children play or paddle in the rippling

streams, just as I once did, and much besides. . . .

These, my dear Rosalie, are the joys of travelling

in Italy. You will easily believe how good it was

to hear German again at the Reichmann Hotel in

Milan. My first request in that town was for money.

I went to Reichmann, who had offered to lend me
some on my first visit, and he gave me sixteen

napoleons on the spot, without inquiring into my
circumstances or those of my family, and without

charging any interest. A German of the right sort

!

So here, dear people, you have, packed into one

page, an account of all my woes, from the like of

which Heaven deliver you. But don't be in the

least worried about your depressed kinsman, even

though he has to climb many awful mountains

before seeing Germany again.

13.

To Friedrich Wieck.^

Heidelberg, November 6, 1829.

I have but just laid aside Hummel's concerto in

A minor, my dear Master. It was the work of a

moment to pull down my bUnd, light my cigar, pull

1 Friedrich Wieck (1785-1873) was one of the most famous

German teachers of the pianoforte. Schumann had made his

acquaintance shortly after his arrival in Leipzig, and himself

reaped great advantage from the instruction given by Wieck to

Clara, He could not then bring himself to regular study, and

especially detested theory, which he considered superfluous.

{Cf. the introduction to Part U.)
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up the table, and bury my face in my hand, and in

a flash I was transported to the corner of the

Reichsstrasse,^ my music under my arm ready for

my piano lesson. Ah I what possessed me to leave

Leipzig ? There I had access to the Olympus of

music, and you, its priest, at hand to hft the veil

with gentle decision from the eyes of the dazzled

novice. Here it is very much as I expected.

There is on the whole a great love for music, but

little talent. Here and there an antiquated critic

or two, but little creative power. As you know, I

have small taste for crude theory, and have been

going my own way quietly, improvising a good deal,

but playing very little from notes. I have begun

several symphonies, but have finished nothing.

Now and again I squeeze in a Schubert valse

between Roman law and the Pandects, and the trio

haunts my dreams, bringing back the heavenly

hour when I first heard it at your house. I think

I may say I have not lost much ground, neither

have I made any appreciable progress—practically

a standstill, I admit. StiU, I feel that my touch is

much fuller in forte, more supple and responsive in

piano, although I may have lost in fluency and

precision. Without undue vanity, I cannot help

feeling modestly conscious of my superiority over

all the other Heidelberg pianists. . . .

I am now working up the last movement of

Hummel's F sharp minor sonata. It is truly a

titanic work, epic in character, describing the

'^ Wieck's house at Leipzig.
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mighty struggles of a giant mind and its eventual

resignation. I shall play you only this at Easter,

so you may make it a test of my progress.

There is a strong party, in which I figure, now
forming against Thibaut.i You would hardly be-

lieve what delightful, refreshing hours 1 have spent

with him, and yet how his one-sided and really

pedantic views on music grieve me, knowing, as I do,

his broad-mindedness in jurisprudence, and the irre-

sistible power of his brilliant, dominating intellect.

I returned from my tour in- Switzerland and Italy

a fortnight ago, poorer by a few napoleons, but

richer by my increased kndwledge of the world and

a store of precious memories, I declare you can

have no notion of Italian music until you have

heard it under the Italian skies which called it into

being. How often did I think of you in the Scala

Theatre at Milan ! How charmed I was with

Rossini, or rather with Pasta's^ interpretation. I

leave her name unqualified to show my respect—

I

might say, my adoration. In the Leipzig concert-

room I sometimes experienced a thrill of awe in

the presence of the genius of music, but Italy has

taught me to love it. Only once in my whole life

have I had an impression of the actual presence of

God, of gazing reverently and unrebuked into His

face ; this was at Milan, as I listened to Pasta

—

1 See, however, letter 14. [Tr.]

2 Italian opera should, indeed, never be judged by German

representations. Pasta (1798-1865) not only sang, but acted

brilliantly, especially in passionate parts.
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and Rossini! Do not smile, dear Master, for I

speak seriously. But this was my sole musical

treat in Italy. Their music is, in the ordinary way,

hardly fit to listen to. You have no conception of

the sort of slapdash facility with which they reel off

everything. . . .

Schubert^ is still my 'one and only' love, the

more so as he has ever5i;hing in common with my
one and only Jean Paul. To play his composi-

tions is with me like reading one of Jean Paul's

novels. . . . There is no other music which pre-

sents so bewildering a psychological problem in its

train of ideas, its apparently abrupt transitions. It

is rare to find a composer who can stamp his indi-

viduahty plainly on such a heterogeneous collection

of tone-pictures, and still rarer are those who write,

as Schubert did, as their hearts prompt them.

Schubert unburdened his heart on a sheet of music-

paper, just as others leave the impression of passing

moods in their journals. His soul was so steeped

in music that he wrote notes where others use

words—so, at least, I venture to think. Some
years back I began a book on the aesthetics of

sound, and made some way with it ; but I soon

realized that I had neither enough ripe judgment

nor a sufficiently objective attitude, consequently

sometimes finding what others had missed and vice

versa. But if you only knew my perpetual state

of ferment ! Why, I might have arrived at Op. 100

1 Schumann was the first to recognize Schubert's full great-

nesSj and did much to induce a juster estimate of his work.
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with my symphonies, had I written them out. I

feel so entirely in my element with a fiiU orchestra

;

even if my mortal enemies were marshalled before

me, I could lead them, master them, surround

them, or repulse them. Circumstances rather than

principles keep me from undue presumption, though

I occasionally take a high tone with people who
provoke it. But there are times when my soul so

overflows with melody that it is impossible to write

anything down ; at such times I could laugh in

the face of any art critic who should tell me that

I had better write nothing, since I cannot excel,

and boldly say he knew nothing about it. Forgive

these wonderful revelations. And now for the

favours I have to ask. The first and most pressing

is—write to me ; the second—very soon. Your

letters meaa positively as much to me here as the

Leipzig concerts I have to miss. So you have had

Paganini^ at Leipzig, and heard him four times

!

ReaUy, that_/owr is too tantalizing. . . .

14.

To his Mother.

Heidelberg, February 24, 1830.

. . . Thibaut is really divine ; my happiest hours

are those I spend with him. Every Thursday a

chorus of over seventy meets at his house to

practise one of Handel's oratorios. He accom-

^ Schumann had heard Paganini at Frankfurt, and the

fascination of his playing undoubtedly strengthened his own

desire to become a virtuoso.
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panics at the piano himself Uke one inspired. When
it is over I see the tears come into those fine eyes

of his, overshadowed by his sUvcry hair, and, when

he comes up to me, grasping my hand speechless

with delight, I wonder how a poor beggar like

myscK comes to be honoured with an invitation to

a house where I can hear such glorious music. You
can have no idea of his wit, his acuteness of per-

ception, his real feeling for art, his kindness, his

tremendous eloquence, and unfailing tact. . . .

You may judge from this, my dear Mother, that

my stay in Heidelberg is pleasant, inspiring, gay

and varied—adjectives that would have to be put

in the superlative degree should I stay longer. This

brings me to the reason of my long and timorous

silence. Julius wrote to me, too, saying: 'You

must on no account think of coming at Easter.

Stay at Heidelberg till Michaelmas, at least. It is

hardly worth while to make so considerable a

journey for the sake of those few months' lectures.

Think it over very carefully, for, once away, you

may find it not so easy to return. Besides, you

can undoubtedly pursue your law studies more

profitably and pleasantly at Heidelberg than at

Leipzig, which is so badly off for jurists.' So says

dear old Julius. Please give him a brotherly greet-

ing from me for the whole of his affectionate letter

;

another to Emilia for her piquant French epistle.

And now, in the fewest possible words, to my re-

quest and my carefully considered reasons. Shall

you be angry if I extend my term of absence from
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a year to eighteen months? Please let me have

your answer as soon as possible, for I have been

secretly counting on your consent for a month past.

Also, in the case of my return to Zwickau, I should

have very httle time left, and much, very much, tt>

do in the way ofpreparation and settling up accounts.

The only argument against a longer stay in Heidel-

berg is the everlasting, tiresome question of money.

Indeed, it would cost me just as much again. And
yet I am in the flush of youth, not quite poverty-

stricken, with the prospect of many precious

moments here. I have some splendid friends, fine

feUows in themselves, and shall I really disturb

aU this and wreck my hopes for the sake of 200

florins ?

I speak as seriously as the matter deserves. If

you have any proposals, dear Mother, do make

them, and they are sure to meet with my accept-

ance. However great my longing to see you all

may be, who knows whether a longer separation

might not rather heighten and purify it? The

truest love lies more in the spirit and in the

imagination than in externals. The best way of

learning to love is to be sent away for ten years

among strangers ; the result is a strong, undimmed

affection. So do please write, dear Mother, or send

me a word of loving consent—a ring to wed me to

Heidelberg, no mourning ring this time. . . .

Now comes a sore point—my finances,^ which

1 Schumann's frequent complaints of being pinched for money

need not be taken too seriously. Very few of the great German

artists started life in such comfortable circumstances.
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are in a bad way, and Heaven knows I have debts

too. I wish I could show you those precious docu-

ments, my tailor's bill and my bootmaker's, to take

only two. The tailor has had 90 florins from me
since Easter, and I still owe him 55. My cloak was

85 florins, and two pairs of black trousers 36 florins.

I have also had my blue dress-coat and my black

coat turned, and had to have a tourist suit, to say

nothing of other repairs. The bootmaker's case is

not much better. In his biU a pair of Alpine boots

looms large among various other pairs, and a pair

of shoes among various repairs and re-solings—

a

melancholy array. Then I must eat, drink, play

the piano, smoke, drive to Mannheim once in a

way, go to lectures, buy books and music ; and all

this is a sad expense. Then there are these con-

founded dances (entailing fancy dress), tips, my
subscription to the Museum, cigars (a serious item),

the piano-tuner, the laundress, the shoe-black,

candles and soap, also the drinks I occasionally

have to stand—all these things would drive me to

despair, if I were not desperate already. For a

month I have not had a farthing in my pocket,

and I receive plenty of discreet hints and meaning

glances when I go out, although up to now I have

only had one dun, and he was quite civil.

I should not tell you aU this but for my cus-

tomary frankness, and my inability to keep any-

thing from you ; indeed, I should teU you the name

of my sweetheart, if I had one. Therefore have no

delusions about me, but love me none the less, my
dear Mother. . . .
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15.

To his Mother.

Heidelberg, July 1, 1830, 4 a.m.

... I expect you will like to have a little picture

of my everyday life. Except for the touch of

rime-frost with which jurisprudence sometimes

chills my early morning, the days would be all sun-

shine, fresh and radiant as dewy flowers. The

divine enthusiasm of youth is a question of tem-

perament, and not of age ; consequently, people

of the right sort, like yourself and the poets, are

always young. My own simple idyll is compounded

of music, jurisprudence, and poetry ; poetry is to

the prose of life as the shining gold setting to the

hard, glittering diamond. I get up early, work

from four to seven, sit at the piano from seven to

nine, and am then off to Thibaut. The afternoon

is divided between lectures and lessons or reading

in English and Italian ; the evening I spend with

friends or out of doors. There you have the whole

truth, and nothing but the truth. I feel sometimes

that 1 am not a practical person, but Providence

alone is responsible for that, since it endowed me
with imagination to unravel and illuminate the

tangled problems of the future. You may be sure

I should like to be great in my profession, and

I am really not wanting in good-will and energy.

My failure to rise above the average will be no

fault of mine, but of circumstances ;
perhaps, also,

4
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of my own heart, to which Latin has always been

quite aUen. Chance alone, or some heaven-sent

turn of fortune, may lift the dark curtain which

veils my future. Thibaut, for instance, does not

encourage me to pursue my law studies, because,

as he says, I was ' not born a bureaucrat,' and real

efficiency is unattainable without native inclination.

No automatic, machine-made lawyer, therefore, can

excel in his profession. I cannot withhold from

you these, my real convictions. But do not be

alarmed ; I have endless plans for the future, should

this or that come to naught. . . .

16.

To his Mother.

Heidelberg, July 30, 1830, 5 a.m.

Good Morning, Mamma 1

How shall I describe to you my bUss

at this moment 1 The spirit-lamp is flaming and

spluttering under the coffee-pot ; there is an

adorably clear golden sky, and the spirit of the

morning is abroad in all its freshness. Then your

letter lies before me, revealing a perfect mine of

affection, sagacity, and virtue ; my cigar has an

excellent flavour ; and, in short, the world is very

fair at times—at least, to early risers.

My life here does not lack sunshine and blue sky,

but I miss my cicerone, Rosen. The von H.'s, two

brothers from Pomerania, whom I knew weU, left

for Italy a week ago ; so I am left much to my own
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devicesv—that is, I am very happy or very miserable,

as the fit takes me. Then, too, I sometimes work

myself into a fever as I think over my past. My
life has been for twenty years one lojig struggle

between poetry and prose, or, let us say, music and

law. My aims were as high in practical life as in

art. I hoped to find scope for my energies and

my powers of overcoming difficulties in a wide

sphere of work. But what prospects are there,

particularly in Saxony, for an ordinary plebeian,

who has neither interest nor fortune, nor any real

love for pettifogging legal details ? At Leipzig I

never troubled myself about my career, but dreamed

and pottered away my time without any tangible

results ; here I have worked better, but my stay

in both places has only tended to strengthen my
leaning towards art. Now I stand at the cross-

roads, trembling before the question. Whither?

My own instinct points to art, and I believe it to

be the right road, but it has always seemed to me

—

you will not be hurt if I whisper it lovingly—that

you rather barred my way in that direction. I

quite see your excellent motherly reasons, known

to both of us as ' a precarious future ' and ' an un-

certain liveUhood.' But let us look a little further.

A man can know no greater torment than to look

forward to an unhappy, empty, and lifeless future

of his own planning ; but neither is it easy for him

to choose a profession directly opposed to that for

which hewasdestined from his youth. Such a change

means patience, confidence, and a rapid training.

4—2
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My fancy is young, and sheds its halo over the

artist-life ; I have also arrived at the certainty that,

given a good teacher and six years' steady, hard

work, I shall be able to hold my own against any

pianist, for pianoforte-playing is merely a matter of

mechanical perfection. I have, besides, an occa-

sional flight of fancy, and what is perhaps a real

inspiration to compose. This brings me to the

question—which shall I choose ? I can only make

my mark in one or the other. I tell myself that if

I give my whole mind to a thing I am bound to

succeed, dear Mother, in the end, through steady

application. Thus the battle within rages more

fiercely than ever. Sometimes I am foolhardy, and

confident in my own tenacity ; at others, doubtful,

when I think of the immense stretch of road before

me which I might by this time have covered. As
for Thibaut, he has long been advising me to take

up music. I should be very glad if you would

write to him, and 1 know he would be pleased.

He went to Rome some time ago, so I shall not

have another chance of seeing him.

If I keep to law it certainly means spending

another winter here to attend Thibaut's lectures

on the Pandects, which no law student can afford

to miss. If 1 decide on music, I must as certainly

leave here and return to Leipzig. I should be

quite glad to go under Wieck, who knows me, and

can gauge my capabilities. Later on I should

want a year in Vienna, and, if possible, lessons

from Moscheles. And now, dear Mother, one
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request which you will perhaps be glad to fulfil.

Will you write yourself to Wieck at Leipzig, and

ask him plainly what he thinks of me and my
scheme ?^ Please let me have a speedy reply,

telling me your decision, so that I can hasten my
departure from Heidelberg, loath as I am to leave

this paradise, my many friends, and my bright

dreams. Enclose this letter in your own to Wieck,

if you like. In any case the matter must be settled

by Michaelmas ; then I will work, vigorously and

without regrets, at my chosen profession.

You will admit that this is the most important

letter I have ever written, or am likely to write.

I hope you will not mind doing what I ask.

Please answer as soon as possible; there is no

time to be lost. Farewell, my dear Mother, and

do not be anxious. It is a clear case of ' Heaven

helps those who help themselves,' you see.

17.

To Friedrieh Wieck.

Heidelberg, August 21, 1830.

My best of Masters,

It has taken a long time for the tumult of

my ideas to quiet down. What an upheaval the

reading of those two letters caused ! I am just

beginning to feel more collected. I at once took

1 His mother wrote to Wieck, who replied that he thought he

could guarantee Schumann's success as a pianist, if he per-

severed, practised sufficiently, and was willing to undergo a

course of theoretical studiies.
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courage on reading your letter, and concluded that

Atlas was overthrown. In his place stood a child

of the Sun, pointing to the east, saying, ' Beware

of thwarting Nature, lest thy good genius take his

flight for ever. The road to science hes over ice-

clad mountains ; the road to art also lies over

mountains, but they are tropical, set with flowers,

hopes, and dreams.' Such was the state of my
feelings on first reading your letter and my
mother's, but I am much calmer now. . . .

I choose art, and by this decision I wiU, can, and

must abide. I can bid good-bye without a tear to

a science which I do not love and barely respect

;

but it is not without qualms that I look down the

long vista leading to the goal I have set myself.

I assure you I am modest, as, indeed, I have reason

to be ; but I am also courageous, patient, trusting,

and teachable. I put myself in your hands with

entire confidence. Take me as I am, and be

patient with me in everything. Reproaches shall

not depress me, nor praise make me idle. A few

bucketfuls of cold, real cold, theory wiU not hurt

me, and I shall not dodge the wetting. I have

carefully read and considered your five 'but's'; I

have asked myself severely if I can satisfy them

;

and in each case my reason and my inclination

answer: 'Yes, without a doubt.' Take my hand

and lead me, honoured Master, for I will follow

you blindly ; and never shift the bandage from my
eyes, lest they be dazzled by the splendour. If I

could show you my inner self at this moment, you
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would see me at peace in a world bathed with the

fragrance of the dawn.

You may rely upon me. Your pupil shall be

worthy of the name. Ah, Master, can you tell me
why we are sometimes so blissfully happy in this

world ? I know the secret ! . . .

18.

To his Mother.

Heidelberg, August 22, 1830.

My adoked Mother,
The 19th of August, which brought me

letters from you all, -was a wonderful day. My
inmost self was called upon to weigh my future

in the balance and to choose the rising scale. But

I did not find the choice difficult, in spite of the

gravity of the decision on which my whole future,

my fame, my happiness— and perhaps yours

—

depend.

Believe me, I fully appreciate your loving

tenderness, and was led by your doubts to probe

deeper into myself than I otherwise should have

done. But you may be sure I have passed my
whole life in review during the last few days to

help me in my decision.

But whether I put the question to my head,

heart, or reason, view it in the hght of past,

present, or future, or according to my abilities,

hopes, or prospects, everything from my child-

hood onwards points to an artistic career. Ask
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yourself frankly, as you think over my childhood,

boyhood, and early manhood, in what direction

my instincts always led me. Remember how my
father's clear-sighted intelligence destined me at

that early age for art or music. . . . You yourself

in the letter before this dwell on my devotion to

poetry, nature, music, etc. Beware of thwart-

ing nature and your own genius, lest you offend

both irrevocably. . . . Let me draw you a parallel,

and for the present leave everything to Wieck

:

you have reason to trust him.

The signpost pointing towards Art says :
' If

you are diligent you can reach your goal in three

years.' Law says :
' In three years you may,

perhaps, be an accessist earning sixteen groschen a

year.' Art continues :
' I am free as air, and the

whole world is my haven.' Law says with a shrug :

' My practice involves constant subordination at

every step of the way, and immaculate dress.' Art

goes on to say :
' Where I am, there is beauty ; I

rule the heart, whose emotions I have called into

being ; I am unshackled and infinite ; I compose

and am immortal,' etc. Law says sternly :
' I have

nothing to offer but musty deeds, village squabbles,

or, with exceptional luck, the exciting mystery of

a sudden death. I cannot consider editing new
Pandects,' etc. . . .

I will not turn the conversation on to baser

considerations, such as the comparative lucrative-

ness of the two professions, since the answer is self-

evident.
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Dearest Mother, I can only give you a slight

and fleeting sketch of aU that I have thought out

so thoroughly. I wish you were with me and

could read my thoughts. I know you would say

:

' Enter on your new career with courage, diligence

and confidence, and you will not fall.' Give me
your hands, dear people, and let me go my way.

I assure you we have all more reason to face the

future cheerfully now than we had before.

Eduard's proposal is good and kind, but it wUl

not do, for the loss of six months is far more serious

to me in my art than in law, where I can so

easily make it good. But Wieck's proposal is

capital. He says :
' Let Robert come to me for

six months on trial.' So be it. If Wieck gives a

favourable report, then I may safely hope to make
progress and win fame. On the other hand, if he

has any shadow of doubt after those six months,

there is still no harm done. I can study another

year, take my examination, and shall even then

only have studied four years. . . .



PART II

FLORESTAN AND EUSEBIUS

' Eusebius's mildness^ Florestan's ire

—

I can give thee, at will, my tears or my fire,

For my soul by turns two spirits possess

—

The spirits of joy and of bitterness.'

From Schumann's verses to Clara.

' Florestan and Eusebius form my dual nature ; I should like

to melt them into the perfect man, Raro.'

To Heinrich Dorn, September 14, 1836.

19.

To his Mother.

Leipzig, October 25, 1830.

I should have written ages ago, but had literally

neither pen nor paper. I have been homeless in

Leipzig for a fortnight, and am in consequence too

irritable and unsettled to collect my thoughts.

If you only knew what your letters are to me,

the last especially, in which I hardly know whether

the human or the motherly element most moves

my admiration. In the first flush of my delight I

went to Wieck. ' How far superior is your Mother

to your guardian !' he said ; and 1 repeated some
58
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more to him. Continue to be gentle with me, dear

Mother. . . .

Will you send me, some time, all my letters to

you ? They would be useful to me in some work
I am doing. I should like to see, too, whether I

have changed much in these two years and a half.

Please send them.

20.

To his Mother.

Leipzig, Ncmemher 15, 1830.

Three of your letters he before me unanswered.

First of all, my beist thanks for everything—beds,

linen, coffee, etc. The coffee in particular was a

source of much simple idyUic pleasure. Flechsig

always had his coffee sent in bottles from Zwickau,

and this unromantic attention pleased me so much
at the time that I thought I would write for some

too. Julius i« right about the seahng-wax ; I did

not think of it. You are perfectly right about the

cigars, but I really think I smoke less than I used.

I should not go so far as to call it a passion. Last

time I travelled I did not smoke fifty, and had no

great hankering after them. In other ways I am
retrenching as far as I can, but one extravagance

remains—I still bum two candles in the evening.

I have been to see Barth,^ but have not yet paid

my Sunday call. Sometimes I could sacrifice all

considerations to my odious moodiness and mis-

1 J. A. Barth, a Leipzig bookseller and publisher.
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anthropic indifference. The Caruses^ insist on

introducing me to numerous families, thinking it

' good for my career.' I am sure it would be, and

yet I don't go ; indeed, I hardly leave my room.

I am often heavy, dull, and disagreeable ; my
laughter is of a sardonic order, and there is hardly

a trace of my old heartiness and enthusiasm. You
will not enjoy my company at Christmas. You
say you were incapable of praying after you had

read my letter, telling you of my decision. Can

that be really true ? I shall not be much satisfac-

tion to you as I am, but I vow that if I stuck to

law I should shoot myself from sheer boredom

when I became a junior barrister. . . .

21.

To his Mother.

Leipzig, December 15, 18S0.

You write as youthfully as my own Jean Paul

in this letter; every word is a flower. If the

glorious time in which we live, in which even

greybeards renew their youth, does not quite

eclipse the star of art, I shall not be afraid of

appearing in the encyclopaedias and ' Portraits of

Celebrated Men,' or of seeing our whole El Dorado

of letters in print. How we shall figure as son and

mother I You don't know how such letters as

yours refresh me, with what new strength and

* E. A. Carus, M.D., a Leipzig professor, who knew Schu-

mann's uncle at Zwickau. His wife was an admirable singer,

from whom Schumann first heard Schubert's songs.
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energy they inspire me in the constant struggle

towards my goal! Kindly encouragement gives

me power of resistance, and new, far-reaching

courage. 'You have your true love, your true

friend, in joy or sorrow. Ah ! music bestows a

sweet, soothing consolation which words cannot

give. Do you in your turn be true to her whom
you have chosen as the comrade of your earthly

existence.' Words like these linger long in the

memory, especially when they are the expression

of a mother s emotion. But I shall be faithful,

even should my mistress prove faithless. I could

write a great deal more to-day, but my hand

shakes, and I feel I must walk up and down the

room, and think of the snowflakes which a breath

of spring is scattering.

The 15th, Evening.

1 sometimes feel quite well and happy. I work

hard, and am getting on famously ; in three or four

years I hope to be ready for Moscheles.^ Do you

remember how we sat together at a concert at

Carlsbad, and you whispered to me joyfully that

Moscheles was sitting behind us, and then how
every one made way for him, and how modestly he

carried himself? I mean to take him for my model

in everything. Believe me, dearest Mother, with

patience and endurance I can accomplish much if

I wiU. I sometimes lack confidence in public,

although I am proud enough inwardly. I pray

^ Ignaz Moscheles (1794-1870), the pianist. He lived in

London from 1821 onwards.
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God I may keep myself strong, modest, steady,

and sober. The flame that is naturally clear

always gives the most light and heat. If I could

blend my talent for poetry and music into one,

the light would burn stiU clearer, and I might

go far.

I cannot bear the idea now of dying in philis-

tinism; I feel I must always have been destined

for music. Do you know, I always stole the hours

when you went to see Mrs. Ruppius for composing?

Ah, those happy hours ! I shall have many more

of them. Your indirect invitation for New Year's

Eve is more inviting than any request or demand

for my presence. This letter would be sufficient

to bring me, were there no other inducement. I

shaU perhaps fly over for a few minutes, and play

you a few pranks, like a zephyr in winter. Until

then, hang up this picture of me.

But I must thank you, too, for the remittance.

My indifference to money and my spendthrift ways

are disgraceful. You have no idea how reckless I

am; how often I practically throw money out of

the window. I am always making good resolutions,

but the next minute I forget and give the waiter

eightpence. Living away from home and travelling

have much to do with it, but I have to blame

chiefly myself and my cursed recklessness. No
cure for it, I'm afraid.

It was only a joke about my looking pale and

wretched. I am as blooming as a rose, and as

healthy as a fish. I occasionally have toothache.



LIFE AT LEIPZIG 63

See the portrait ! My Weimar scheme^ is grand.

How, in Heaven's name, can you say it might be

too expensive ? There is time enough, for I must
at all costs finish my course with Wieck. The
other day I threw out a careless hint about the

Hummel plan, but he was offended, and asked if

I mistrusted him, or whose doing it was. Was he

not the best living teacher ? I showed my alarm

at his sudden outburst, but we have made it up
again, and he treats me like his own child. You
have no conception of his enthusiasm, his critical

judgment of art ; but where his own interests or

Clara's are at stake, he is as savage and intractable

as a boor. . . .

22.

To Ms Mother.

May 15, 1831.

. . . All this long time I have not been able to

collect my thoughts sufficiently to write you a long

letter. It will not be of a rosy hue, either. I have

kept my room almost entirely for six days. I have

pain in my stomach, my heart, my head—oh,

everywhere ! Otherwise I am in unusually good

spirits. For three successive days I had to under-

go a regime of perspiration, under the doctor's

orders. My hand trembles as I write. I have a

touch of cholera or something of that sort ; but I

hope to be on my legs again, and with you, dear

* Schumann had told his mother of his intention of going to

Weimar, to become a pupil of Hummel (cf. Letter 23). He
tried to persuade her to remove to Weimar also.
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Mother, by the 1st of June. Are you really as kind

as ever ? Your last words at our leave-taking will

ever live in my memory. When I say them over

to myself, it is as if my good genius folded me in

his arms. I have become so suspicious that I

can hardly be too often assured of my friends'

affection. . . .

And so I potter along. Like aU young, impul-

sive people, I make the mistake of trying to be

everything at once, and this only complicates my
work and unsettles my mind. But as I grow

older I shall be calmer and more level-headed.

There are but four courses open to me : conducting,

teaching, playing, and composition. Hummel, of

course, combines all four ; I shall probably turn to

the two last. I must really give up dabbling in

many things, and aim at excellence in one. My
success depends chiefly on my power to live a

persistently clean, sober, and reputable life. If I

hold fast by this, my good genius, who fairly

possesses me at times, wiU not desert me. . . .

23.

To J. N. Hummel, at Weimar.^

Leipzig, August 20, 1831.

Dear Sie,

My intimate acquaintance with your com-

positions, which is of many years' standing, must

^ Johann Nepomuk Hummel (1778-1837) had conducted the

Weimar court orchestra since 1819, and was considered the first

authority on pianoforte teaching. Schumann's estimate of his

compositions was afterwards modified, but Hummel is certainly

underrated in our day.
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be the excuse for this intrusive letter from a

stranger. More than once, as I realized the full

beauty of your tone-pictures, did the desire arise

to know the man who has given to the world such

exquisite moments, though I Mttle thought I should

ever have an opportunity. But I am assurfed on

all sides that a student may go to a great master

for advice with no fear of a rebuff, and am therefore

encouraged to approach you.

Before venturing on a request, the fulfilment of

which I leave entirely to your judgment, permit

me, dear sir, to explain the object of this letter.

From my earliest childhood I have had a passionate

love for music, though the fact that I sat at the

piano aU day and improvised proves nothing. My
father, a bookseller in a provincial town and a man
of unusual perspicacity, was perhaps quicker to

perceive my musical bent than my mother, who,

anxious as all mothers are, preferred a so-called

bread-winning profession to the thorny path of art.

It is true there was some question of my studying

with Director von Weber,^ but a delay was caused

by his absence in England up to the time when

death deprived me of my father in 1826. I was

thus left to follow my own instincts without

guidance. There was no one I could take as my
pattern in the small town, where, indeed, I possibly

figured as such myself Three years ago I entered

the university here, troubling myself but little as

to my destiny or my future profession. I attended

^ Karl Maria von Weber.
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a few lectures, and also zealously pursued my studies

in pianoforte-plajdng and composition under good

masters. To give you an idea of the vigorous

reforms my teacher had to institute, I must tell

you that, although I could play any concerto at

sight, I had to go back and learn the scale of

C major. But my progress was encouraging, and

I worked so hard that I was able, after a year, to

play the A minor concerto (there is only one) with

ease and certainty and with technical correctness.

I even played it once or twice in public. At Easter,

1829, I went to Heidelberg, travelled subsequently

for some time in Switzerland and Italy, and

returned to Heidelberg at Easter, 1830. Then, all

at once, the thought seized me : what are you

going to make of your life? I had better say

nothing of the struggle which followed. It lasted

nearly six months, the outcome being my decision

to devote myself to art. I requested my mother to

write to Wieck at Leipzig, and ask him what he

thought of my prospects as a musician. His answer

was encouraging ; he pointed out that, as I was

not quite without means, I had less need than some

others to take into account the precariousness of an

artist's livehhood.

The step was taken, and I returned to Leipzig

fired with enthusiasm and armed with the firmest

resolves. But what a change did I find in my old

master I Contrary to his former method of weigh-

ing each note critically and studying each move-

ment conscientiously page by page, he let me
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scramble through good and bad alike, neglecting

both touch and fingering. His one idea was to

secure a brilliant, Paganini-like performance, and

I could hardly play splashily enough to please

him. My master wished to rid me of a certain

cautious, mechanical, studied manner of playing,

and I can imagine that this method might succeed

better with his daughter, who indeed shows wonder-

ful promise, but I am not ripe for such bold treat-

ment. I quite realize that this year at Leipzig has

widened my views on execution, conception, and

so on, but has advanced me very little in the

direction of a real mastery of the art,

I now appeal to the Master in the hope that he

will allow me to profit by his teaching for a time.

My dear mother, desirous of my success, joins me
in this request. Her whole confidence goes out to

one who is celebrated for his kindness to young

artists.

I venture to enclose the first solo of a concerto,^

which will indicate more clearly than any descrip-

tion my present stage. I may explain that this

bold attempt at writing in concerto form is not my
first effort in composition ; I have tried my hand

at great and small, and the concerto form seemed

to me easier than that of the sonata, for instance,

because of its greater license.

I have written, dear Sir, freely, and asked much,

for which I can only offer in return my poor thanks

in anticipation. My long-cherished desire for your

* For pianoforte in F.

5—2
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acquaintance and my passionate devotion to music

must supply the place of further excuses.

If ever I closed a letter with a feeling of genuine

respect, it is this.^

24.

To his Brother, Julius Schumann.

Leipzig, September 5, 1831.

My dear Brother,

I must confess to you my painful, almost

childish, dread of cholera, and my fear that a

sudden seizure may put an end to my existence.

The thought of dying now, at twenty, before I

have done an5rthing except spend money, maddens

me. I have been in a fever for days, making a

thousand plans, only to dismiss and revive them
alternately. In an epidemic I consider flight a

duty, unless -ft causes too great a disturbance to

our friends ; and as there is no danger of that in

my case, I should very much like to be off to sunny

Italy for six months or so, or to Augsburg for a

time with Wieck (who is going on to Paris with

* In reply Hummel wrote encouragingly about Schumann's

compositions, although he evidently considered that he was in

danger of sacrificing too much to originality. Schumann was

afterwards advised on all sides not to study under Hummel,
who was becoming old-fashioned ; but he was convinced that

Hummel's reputation would be useful to him in Vienna, where

he proposed to settle eventually. In a letter to his mother

(May 5, 1832) he announces his intention of going to him at

Michaelmas, but by that time he was obliged to give up the

idea of being a pianist, on account of his lamed hand. [Tr.]
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Probst^), or to Hummel at Weimar. On the

other hand, I should really prefer staying here, as

I don't want to travel, and am getting on with my
music. Altogether, I am in such a desperate state

of agitation and indecision that I almost feel hke
putting a bullet through my head. . . .

25.

To his Mother.

Leipzig, September 21, 1831.

... I am not going to Weimar at present.

The fact is, I shall shortly become the father of

a fine, healthy infant, whom I should like to see

christened before I leave Leipzig. The child will

make its appearance at Probst's. How I hope you

will understand its child's message of youth and

life !
2 If you did but know the first joys of author-

ship I Being engaged can be nothing to it. What
hopes and prophetic visions fill my soul's heaven

!

The Doge of Venice, as he wedded the sea, was

not prouder than I, as I celebrate my nuptials with

the great world within whose vast range the artist

may roam or rest at will. Is it not a consoling

thought that this first leaf of my fancy which

flutters into ether may find its way to some sore

heart, bringing balm to soothe its pain and heal its

wound ? . . .

^ Probst had a music-shop at Leipzig.

2 Variations on the name Abegg, Op. 1.
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26.

To Friedrich Wieck, at Frankfurt-am-Main.

Leipzis, January 11, 1832.

1 might, my dear friend and Master, begin this

letter as if it were a continuation, for I write to

you every hour in spirit. To-day I at last sit down

firmly determined not to lay aside my pen until

the letter is done. First let me congratulate you

warmly on Clara's success.^ Indeed, the public,

which forgets so easily, seldom overlooks anything

really remarkable, though I am sometimes tempted

to compare it to a herd of cattle momentarily

distracted by the lightning from its peaceful grazing.

Schubert, Paganini, and Chopin have flashed across

the horizon, and now comes—Clara.

You cannot believe how I long to be back with

you both ! I need to be with people who wiU draw

me upward to a higher level. I am so apt to be

proud and cynical with my equals or with people

from whom I can admit no criticism. I shall never

agree with Dorn,^ who is bent on persuading me

' Wieck had taken Clara on an extended concert tour, com-

mencing on September 25. They had given successful concerts

at Weimar (where they were received by Goethe), Erfurt, Gotha,

Arnstadt, and Kassel, and were, at the time when Schumann

wrote, in very low spirits, on account of their poor reception at

Frankfurt. Their tour ended with Paris, where they stayed two

months.

2 Heinrich Dorn (1804-1892) was at Leipzig from 1829 to

1832 in the course of his eventful career as a conductor, which

closed with his summons to the Court Opera in Berlin (1849-

1869).
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that a fugue is the whole of music. How very

differently people are constituted! Yet I admit

that the theoretical studies have done me good ;

for where I was once content to transfer to paper

the impulse of the moment, I now stand critically

aside to watch the play of my inspiration, pausing

now and again to take my bearings. I wonder if

you ever passed through this kind of a haze your-

self. There are, as I think, some who, like Mozart,

never experience it ; others, like Hummel, steer

their way through ; others, again, like Schubert,

never come out of it ; while some can even laugh

at it with Beethoven.

And now, how are you ? Do not be alarmed at

a certain incoherence in this letter, for I have so

much to teU you that I hardly know where to

begin.

Chopin's Op. 1 (which I firmly believe to be

Op. 10 at least) lies before me. A lady might call

it quite pretty and piquant, rather like Moscheles.

But I think you will let Clara learn it, for it is

fuU of inspiration, and presents few difficulties. I

modestly maintain, however, that it is separated

from Op. 2 by a period of two years and a score of

other compositions. . . .

27.

To Clara Wieck {enclosed in the above).

My very dear Clara,

I could hardly repress a smile yesterday

when I read in the Didaskalia that ' Fraulein Clara
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Wieck' had beeri-Jliiyllig variationsTjyTierz, 'el©

Forgive this leyity|'«rny .dear Fraulein, but surely

the best title is^none at all. Who would say

Herr Paganini of Herr Goeth©'? I know you are

of a thoughtful turn, and understand your crazy

old inventor of charades. You are to me, my dear

Clara, not a sister or a girl friend, but the pilgrim's

distant shrine. While you have been away I have

been to Arabia for fairy tales likely to please you.

There are six new ones of a man haunted by his

double, a hundred and one charades, eight droll

riddles, some delightfully creepy robber tales, and

a white ghost story, which positively makes me
shudder. Alwin^ has grown into quite a nice boy.

His new blue overcoat and his leather cap, which is

just like mine, suit him uncommonly well. There

is no startling news of Gustav, except that he has

grown so tremendously that you will hardly know

him. . . . Clemens is the drollest little fellow,

very lovable and very obstinate. He talks hke a

book, and has the most sonorous voice. He has

grown a good deal too. Alwin's violin will run

away with him one of these days. . . . Have you

been composing vigorously ? And if so, what ? In

my dreams I sometimes hear music—it must be

yours.

1 am now doing three-part fugue with Dorn,

besides which I have finished a sonata in B minor

* Alwin (1821-1885) was Clara's brother by Friedrich Wieck's

first marriage, as was Gustav. Clemens was a son of Wieck's

second marriage. The two latter died in childhood.
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and a book of Papillons, which will appear within

the next fortnight—in print ! Dorn is giving a

concert a month from now. The Polish concert

was so full that three hundred people had to be

turned away.jS-' The weather is glorious to-day.

How do apples taste at Frankfurt ? And how is

the top F in that skipping variation of Chopin's ?

My paper is coming to an end, like everything else

except the friendship which preserves to Fraulein

Clara Wieck
Her Warmest Admirer.

28.

To Heinrich Dorn.

Leipzig, April 25, 1 832.

Dear Herr Director,

What can have induced you to break off our

relations so suddenly ? I ought not to wonder that

your patience gave way before my incessant pleas

for- indulgence and forgiveness, yet I never thought

that you would desert me so near the goal. It is

only since I have helped two of my friends as far

as syncopations that I realize the thoroughness and

infallibility of your method. Some of the side-

issues upon which you casually touched (intervals,

for instance) seemed to me quite clear at the time,

though I now see that I was far from understanding

them. You must not think I have been stagnating

Of idling since you left me, but it seems as if I

could only assimilate ideas I evolve for myself, so

strongly does my whole nature resent any outside
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stimulus. So I have been going cautiously forward

from where we left off (using Marpurg), and have

not, 1 confess, given up the hope of studying canon

again with you some day. I now see the inestim-

able value of theoretical studies ; it is only the

abuse of them which is harmful. I have missed

your help very much in adapting Paganini's Caprices

for the pianoforte, as the basses were often doubt-

ful, but I overcame the difficulty by choosing the

simplest. Besides these, I have finished six inter-

mezzi with trios and a prelude and fugue (a triple

fugue, if you please !), which I should like to show

you. And now, if I ask my conscience whom this

letter was written to please, I am bound to reply :

myself. Am I not an egoist ?

But I hope, all the same, you will forgive and

make excuses for

Your Faithful Pupil.

29.

To his Mother.

Leipzig, May 8, 1832.

I have just been reading over your last three

letters, two of which date from January, to see if

I had forgotten to answer anything in them. I

should like to send you some extracts from my
commonplace-book, which should both enlighten

you as to my thoughts and doings during the past

months and perhaps excuse my silence ; but the

entries during this period are exceptionally scanty

and unimportant. ' An artist must maintain a nice
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adjustment in his relations with the outside world,

otherwise he is bound to go under.' This is what

I tried to do first of all. Consequently, my atten-

tion has been turned inward in the absence of the

distraction once offered by travelling and gayer

surroundings. And, since your son is as incapable

of moderation in right as in wrong doing, this

self-observation or spying on my own sensations

developed into a form of hypochondria, which pre-

vented a clear conception ofmy future position, and

was in itself depressing and unsettling. Then, too,

keenly as I am attracted by art in its manifold

expression and its unceasing endeavour, I was often

vain enough to think that I did not play a suffi-

ciently important part in practical everyday life.

I retired still further into myself, examined my past

life thoroughly, and vainly tried to arrive at some

clear understanding of my aim and my scope, of

what I had accomplished and of what I had become.

But I soon decided that just as excess or misuse of

the finest and noblest things produces satiety and

indifference, so does intelligent, conscientious, per-

severing work alone secure progress, and preserve

the charm in any art, especially in music. The

stronger the original impulse, the greater is the

reaction. For another thing, I have long been dis-

satisfied with my social life. Wieck, the one

person whose company I sought and enjoyed, our

interest being mutual, has been in Paris. Liihe^

1 Willibald von der Liihe (born 1800)^ formerly an officer, was

then living at Leipzig, where he wrote and published several

works of reference.
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used to come every day, but his conventional views,

clever as they are, prevented me from reaUy

fraternizing with him. Moritz Semmel, whom I

respect for his discernment, resolution, and devotion

to his work, proved a pleasanter companion in

brighter moods ; but the wide divergence of our

individual aims led to a breach, the more inexphc-

able as we could have supplied one another's

deficiencies, I was thus left more and more alone,

and reached, at times, a deadlock from which I was

only set free by my innate aversion to everyform oj

idleness.

Two ofmy compositions have just been published,

and I missed Wieck, whose judgment is so rarely

biased that I set great store by it in some respects.

My theoretical studies with Dorn have been of

great value in bringing my mind, through steady

application, to a state of clearness, after which I

have often dimly striven. My life has changed ; I

am independent. Realizing my new responsibilities,

I hesitated to part with the MS. Well, it is printed

now, for all the world to see and judge. Some few

criticisms have reached my ears, indulgent, appre-

ciative, or censorious. . . . Many a sleepless night

has brought before me a vision of my goal as a

distant picture ; and, as I wrote the Papillons} I

could feel the stirring of a certain independence,

but this is precisely what most of the critics reject.

As I watch my PapUhns fluttering in the spring

air, as I see spring itself looking in at my door, a

^ Op. 2j dedicated to his three sisters-in-law. [Tr.]
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child with eyes of heaven's blue, I begin to compre-

hend the meaning of my existence. The silence is

broken ; my letter is in your hands. . . .

To give you a faithful picture of my domestic

life I should have to paint the morning in the

Italian, the evening in the Dutch manner. My
lodgings are respectable, roomy and comfortable.

I spring out of bed, nimble as a deer, at about five

o'clock, and devote myself to my accounts, my
diary and my correspondence. Then I work, com-

pose or read a little by turns, up to eleven, when
Liihe appears with the utmost regularity. He is,

indeed, a perfect model of order and punctuality.

Then comes dinner, after which I read a little

French or a newspaper. From three to six I

generally take a solitary walk, usually the road to

Connewitz. Its beauty leads me to ask myself and

you : can we not have our heaven on earth if we
take a simple, sober view of life, and are not un-

reasonable in our demands ? I sometimes clap my
hands for joy as I tell myself that I need not go to

America to find true happiness. If I am home by

six I improvise until nearly eight, then have supper

with [Kompel] and Wolff as a rule, and come home

again.

But, as I wish to be perfectly open with you,

dear Mother, I confess unblushingly that this routine

was frequently upset during February and March
;

interruptions became, indeed, rather the rule than

the exception. You asked Rascher yourselfwhether

I really drank much, and he, I believe, defended
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me. I could not have defended myself, for there

was truth in the accusation. But as drinking

Bavarian beer must be accounted a prosaic habit

rather than a poetic passion, it was not easy to give

it up, for it is infinitely simpler to cure a passion

than an old habit. If you ask whether I have

given it up, I can answer confidently in the affirma-

tive. . . .

30.

To his Mother.

Leipzig, August 9, 1832.

My whole house is turned into a chemist's shop.

The fact is, I began to feel uneasy about my hand,^

though I assiduously avoided consulting a surgeon,

for fear the dreaded blow should faU in his verdict

:

' incurable.' I began to make aU sorts of plans for

the future—decided to study theology in place of

law, and even arrived at adorning my parsonage

with living pictures of yourself and others ! In the

end I went to Professor Kiihl, and asked him, on

his honour, whether it would come right. After

shaking his head a few times, he said :
' Yes, but

not for some time—say six months.' Once I had

this assurance, the weight fell from my heart, and I

joyfully followed out aU his instructions. They

were bad enough, for they spelt Tierbdder (let

Schurig teU you what they are)—bathing my hand

^ Schumann had tried to obtain independent action of the

fingers by fastening up the middle finger in a sling, and playing

only with the other four. As a result, he lost the use of the

finger completely.
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constantly in warm brandy-and-water by day and

poulticing it with herbs at night, and as little

playing as possible. It is not the most charming

of cures, and I fear something of the bovine element

will pass into my temperament, though I confess

the baths are very strengthening. Altogether, I

feel so strong and fit that I have a healthy desire

to thrash some one. But what nonsense I am
talking ! Forgive me, dear Mother. I need hardly

say that a journey to Zwickau is out of the question

under these circumstances. But come and see

whether your boy would receive you with open

arms if you paid him a visit I You could not stay

with me, as Eduard knows ; but why not go to

the hotel ? You can have splendid rooms very

cheaply by the month. It would certainly be the

most comfortable arrangement, and I would see to

everything for you. Would not EmUia^ come too,

either to stay or simply to bear you company ? I

really long to see her again.

My journey to Vienna has to be postponed on

the same account. If my cure succeeds, I shall go

there, after paying you a visit. It is better not

to go to Dresden until name and reputation are

assured, for it is a hard matter to acquire them

there. Reissiger^ does not attract me ; his way is

so different from mine. Music is to me the per-

fect expression of the soul, while to some it is a

1 His brother Julius's wife.

2 Karl Gottfried Reissiger (1798-1859) had been director of

the German opera at Dresden since 1826.
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mere intoxication of the sense of hearing, and to

others an arithmetical problem, and treated as such.

You are quite right to insist that every man should

aim at contributing to the common weal ; but, let

me add, he must not sink to the common level.

Climbing brings us to the top of the ladder. I

have no desire to be understood by the common
herd. . . .

31.

To his Mother.

Leipzig, November 6, 1 832,

at 2 a.m. precisely.

What a Ipt of pleasant thiogs I have to tell you

to-day I First of all, we shall certainly meet within

a fortnight. The thought of this has been keeping

me so wide awake all night that I decided to get up

and write or study. Then, Wieck is giving a concert

at Zwickau with Clara, and, actually, a symphony

movement of mine is to be included in the pro-

gramme. You must let this account for my long

silence, dear Mother. For the last fortnight I have

worked incessantly, and am beginning to wonder

if I shall really be ready in time. I have given up

my rooms for two months (if you can do with me
for so long), and have let my piano to Liihe for

that time. Everything, in fact, is ready for the

journey except the symphony. One thing dis-

tresses me : I still owe about fifty talers, which I

do not know how to raise. If you or my brothers

could spare this amount just now, it would be a
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great relief to me. Please let me have an answer

by return without fail. As for my hand, the doctor

stm tries to console me ; hut I have quite given up
hope, beUeving it to be incurable. At Zwickau I

shall take up the violoncello again, for which I only

need my left-hand fingers. It is most helpful, too,

in symphony-writing. Meanwhile the right hand

will have rest, which is the medicine it needs. My
theological plan,^ by the way, was merely an idea

which came to me in my momentary state of

depression. The inclination no longer exists, I may
say. I am really behaving quite nicely, and if my
present steady working mood lasts, you need have

710fear for thefuture. How I am looking forward

to seeing you, dearest, best of Mothers ! One thing

more—if I am silesnt at times, do not think me dis-

satisfied or melancholy. I never talk much when

I am really absorbed in my ideas, my book, or my
emotions. I have received civilities, gratification,

and encouragement from various quarters lately.

Clara will give you much to think about. Wieck

is, hke myself, counting upon Eduard's piano

Please ask him and Theresa beforehand in my
name and Wieck's. I owe him so much.

Farewell, dearest Mother.

32.

To his Mother.

Leipzig, June 28, 1833.

. . . And now, to tell you of myself. My life

has not been without charm and interest since I

* See Letter 30.

6
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wrote. I have taken my own little band of con-

genial spirits, mostly music students, with me to

swell Wieck's circle. We are principally concerned

with a plan for bringing out a new musical paper,^

which Hofmeister is to publish. Prospectuses and

notices will be out next month. The whole thing

is to be fresher and more varied in tone than the

existing papers, and we aim at avoiding the con-

ventional routine at all costs. But 1 see little

prospect of agreeing with Wieck's ideas on art, in

spite of his daily increasing friendhness towards

me. The more brains, the more ideas, even

though they clash ! The directors are Ortlepp,

Wieck, myself, and two other professors—nearly

all fine players (except this poor nine -fingered

creature), and this of itself stamps the thing as

differing from the amateurishness of other musical

papers. Among our other contributors I may
mention Liihe, Councillor Wendt, Lyser (who is

deaf), Reissiger and Kragen at Dresden, and Franz

Otto^ in London. This undertaking may possibly

give me the necessary basis for an assured social

standing, which would be to my character what

the frame is to the picture, or a vessel to its fluid

^ The Neue Zeitschrijlfur Musih. The first number appeared

April 3, 18S4. Schumann's literary activity dates back to 1831,

when his enthusiastic notice of Chopin's Don Juan variations

appeared. He had already evolved the Eusebius - Florestan

idea.

2 Wendt (1783-1836), Professor of Philosophy; J. P. Lyser

(1803-1870); Karl Kragen (1797-1879), of Dresden; Franz

Otto (1 809-1 84'2), a popular writer of part-songs for male voices.
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contents. Like many another artist, I long to

attain this, and have an instinctive distaste for an

undefined position. I will say nothing of the

eventual financial advantages, etc. . . .

Eduard wiU probably have told you that I have

seen a good deal of Kalkbrenner,^ that most court-

eous and amiable of Frenchmen, whose vanity is his

only fault. Now that I am acquainted with all the

principal virtuosi except Hummel, I begin to reaUze

that my own achievements were once considerable.

These great people, instead of offering us some-

thing new or original, as we expect, are too fond of

giving us our own dear old errors under cover of

fine names. I assure you, a name is half the

battle. In my opinion none of these men will

bear comparison with the two girl artists, Mile.

Belleville^ and Clara. Clara^ who is as fond of me
as ever, is the same wild and fanciful little person,

skipping and tearing about like a child one moment,

and full of serious sayings the next. It is 'a pleasure

to watch the increasing rapidity with which she

unfolds the treasures of her heart and mind, as a

flower unfolds its petals. The other day as we

came home from Connewitz together—we do a

two or three hours' tramp nearly every day—

I

heard her say to herself, VOh, how happy, how

happy I am I' Who does not love to hear that ?

Along this same road there are some very unneces-

* Friedrich Kalkbrenner (1 788-1 849). an eminent pianist.

2 Emilia von Belleville-Qury (1808-1 880); one of Czemy's best

pupils.

6—2
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sary stones in the middle of the footpath. Now, I

have a way of looking up, and not down, when I

am talking, so she walks just behind me, and

gently pulls my coat before every stone to keep

me from falling, stumbling over them herself in

between. . . .

33.

To Clara Wieck.

Leipzig, August 2, 1 833.

Dear Clara,

To anyone who is not a flatterer there can

be few things more unpalatable than writing or

acknowledging letters of dedication.^ The modesty,

deprecation, and weight of gratitude one feels are

indeed overwhelming. I should, for instance, in

reply to anyone else, have to ask how I deserved

such a distinction, and whether you had duly con-

sidered it ; or I should resort to metaphor and say

that the moon would be invisible to man did not

the sun's rays illumine it at times ; or, see how the

noble vine twines itself about the lowly elm,

nourishing the barren tree with its sap. But, as

it is you and none other, I will only proffer my
warmest thanks. If you were present, I should

squeeze your hand, and that without asking your

1 Clara Schumann gave proof, later in life, of her talent for

composition. A pianoforte concerto (Op. 7) and several preludes

arid fugues (Op. l6) figured on her concert programmes. She

collaborated with Robert in ' Twelve Songs by Ruckert, com-

posed by Robert and Clara Schumann' (Op. 12), providing, as

her share, numbers 2, 4, and 1 1

.
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father's permission! I might also express a hope

that the union of our names on the title-page may
be symbolic of a union of our thoughts and ideas

in the future. This is all a poor beggar like myself

can do.

My work is probably doomed to remain a ruin,

like many another, as the only progress I have

made of late is in scratching out. But I am send-

ing something else. Please say good morning to

Kragen for me, and ask him if he will be godfather

to the work ; that is, if I may dedicate it to him.

As the weather is so very threatening to-day, I

am afraid I must deny myself the pleasure of

coming to you for music this evening. I have

spun myself so snugly into my cocoon, too, that

only the tips of my wings peep out, and they

might so easily be bruised. In any case, I hope to

see you again before you leave.



PART III

THE ' DAVIDSBUNDLER

'

' The Davidsbimd ^ is, as you will have gathered, a spiritual and

romantic league. Mozart was as much a member of it as Berlioz

now is, or as you now are, without being enrolled in due form.'

—From a letter to Heinrich Dorn, September 14, 1836.

34.

To Friedrich Wieck.

Leipzig, August 6, 1 833.

... If I understood you aright, you said, ' Put

all your heart into the matter, and I promise you

my help, but if you grow lukewarm I . .
.' I retire,

were you going to say ? Are you not co-editor of

the paper, and, as such, willing to take your share

of weal or woe? If you indeed cast in your lot

with us, as your interest in the affair led me to

* The name ' Davidites ' was invented by Schumann to in-

clude himself (in his various impersonations) and the friends

whose sympathies were with him in his war against the

Philistines, 'musical and otherwise.' Musical criticism, in par-

ticular, was on a very low level at this period, and the

existing musical papers were lifeless and conventional. Schu-

mann's own criticisms were signed ' Eusebius,' ' Florestan,' or

occasionally ' Raro.' Eusebius would be filled with gentle

enthusiasm over some new composition, while Florestan would

86
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believe, can a supposed coolness on my part be any

excuse for your falling-ofF? Is your support really

so half-hearted ?

To anyone with whose manner of speech I am
less familiar, I should have answered bluntly

:

'Take all the honours yourself; aU I ask is that

you apply the curb when my ardour runs away

with me, while I, for my part, undertake to do the

same by you. But it is only fair that you should

lend me your spurs if I flag.' Am I, then, so greedy

of fame, or so much in love with editorship—if,

indeed, you dignify the charge of correspondence,

etc., by that name ? If you do not consider this the

greatest possible sacrifice on my side, I shall not, of

course, be able to convince you. I only undertake

it because I am best acquainted with the circum-

stances, and because I am reluctant to give up an

idea which is, I see, fraught with incalculable

educational benefit both to mind and to heart.

But as I may claim to know your way of talking,

and am possibly taking you too seriously, I prefer

to understand you as expressing some doubt as to

my future perseverance, wh;ich I recognize as reason-

ruthlessly reveal the faults which Eusebius had overlooked. Raro,

with his sound judgment, was perhaps intended to personify

Wieck. Schumann also provided his contributors with fanciful

names when he enrolled them as Davidites. Thus, Julius was

Knorr ; Jeanquirit, Stephen Heller ; Diamond or Wedel, Zuccal-

maglio ; Chiara, Ckiarina or Zilia, Clara Wieck ; Jonathan, prob-

ably Schunke. All these characters Schumann introduced at

will in the imaginary conversations which he wrote for the

Zdtschrift. [Tr.]
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able. For who will guarantee me against unfore-

seen changes and disturbances ? Did I not say 1

could only promise regular assistance for two years

at most, which does not necessarily imply complete

severance at the end of that period? Two years

would be long enough for me to learn something of

business routine, to gain strength and clearness,

without pedantry, in my views on art, and that

without endangering my enjoyment of art for its

own sake. But I confess I should like your words

modified somewhat. Let us work in concert, so

that if one sleeps the other is up and doing; if

one draws in his horns, the other thrusts his out.

I claim your indulgence for my outspokenness,

but, indeed, if our structure begins to shake in these

early days of its foundation, the subsequent col-

lapse is easy to foresee. If so complicated an

undertaking is to be carried through at all, its

promoters must give each other mutual and un-

conditional support. If your own support is con-

ditional, as your letter of yesterday would seem to

indicate, the ftilfilment of the scheme must neces-

sarily suffer.

I am not so foohsh as to suppose that there is

anything new to you in this letter, but I think you
wiU hardly refuse my request to-day for an ex-

planation of your attitude.
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35.

To Franz Otto.

Leipzig, August 9, 1833.

Dear old Fkanz Otto,

What a tale I could unfold to you of sorrow

and joy, lordly castles in the air, dreams of immor-

tality and tears—of many things, in short I Your
own unpleasant experiences do not seem to me so

serious as your inability to derive pleasure and

benefit from your stay. Well, you must now
drink yourself strong again on German thought

and the blood of the German eagle. Beheve me,

the home-sickness which Germans suffer abroad is

not merely physical.

You must accept this letter, my dear fellow, as

the beginning of a really connected correspondence,

but for to-day I must be brief. May these lines

herald a brighter future for music 1 We want a

Hermann, with his Lessing under his arm, to make

a way through the rabble. Do not flee the battle,

but fight with us. Wieck has probably told you

of the advent of a new musical periodical, which is

to champion the cause of poetry by relentlessly

attacking her present detractors. Your warm

championship of truth and goodness, which I have

long known and steadily recognized, induces me, in

spite of my incomplete knowledge of your ideais, to

ask you to put your hand to this work. You are

already helping indirectly by your writings. But

that is not enough. Direct criticism must step in

to ensure the victory.
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For the present, be as amusing as possible, and

write English letters to brighten our first numbers,

which are to make their trial appearance in October.

So, my dear feUow, I hope you will find nothing

more pressing to do, after reading these lines, than

to sit down and mend a pen for these said English

letters. I need not, of course, impress upon you

how much depends on the first numbers, which,

without promising too much, ought to make the

public reahze that a perceptible gap has been filled.

If you do not care about making an elaborate

setting for your ideas, leave all that to me ; the

original product shall shimmer through. As you

are writing from a distance, the letter form is the

liveliest and the most natural. You might address

some imaginary person—a mistress, Vult Harnisch,

Peter Schoppe.^ However, I leave all that to

your intelligence. The importance of the matter

and old friendly feeling will urge you to let me
know without delay whether the editorial staff

may count upon the English letter for the first

number. If there are any profits, and you go on

writing, they hope to be able to promise you a

decent salary. . . .

36.

To his Mother.

Leipzig, November 27, 1833.

. . . Not a word of these past weeks. ^ I was

little better than a statue, feeling neither cold nor

1 Characters in Jean Paul.

2 Refers to the death of his brother Julius, on November 18,

and of his sister-in-law, Rosalie, in October.
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heat, until, with strenuous work, some hfe came
into me again. I am still so nervous and timid

that I cannot sleep alone; but I have found a

thoroughly good-natured companion, and the very-

deficiencies of his education provide stimulus and

distraction. Do you know, I had not the courage

to travel to Zwickau alone for fear something mi^t
happen to me ! Violent congestion, inexpressible

terror, failure of breath, momentary unconscious-

ness—these overtake me in quick succession, though

I am better than I was. If you had any notion

of the lethargy into which melanchoha has brought

me you would forgive my not writing. One word

more. Are you aware that a certain R. S. thinks

of you hourly ? Write to him, please, very soon.

Farewell ! Deep down in my heart lies something

I would not lose at any price : the belief that there

are some good people left—and a God. Am I not

to be envied ?

37.

To his Mother.

Leipzig, January 4, 1834.

I have only to-day read your letter. When I

received it a week ago, and guessed the gloom of

the whole from the first words, I had not the

strength to read it through. As the mere thought

of the troubles of others is so annihilating as to

deprive me of all power of action, please spare me
disturbing news, or I must give up your letters.

Most particularly I beg you not to allude, either in
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speech or writing, to Julius and Rosalie. I did

not know what pain was. Now it has come ; and

instead of my crushing it, it has crushed me a

thousandfold. But in spite of this I have for some

days felt fresher and better than for a long time

past. Perhaps more cheerful ideas will gradually

return, and then I will be so kind to every-

body, as kind as they now are to me. You will

find that hard to believe. But you are mistaken

if you think that I am drawing more and more

into myself Any kindly word makes me happy
;

I should like to thank every one who addresses a

word to me. I live quite simply. 1 have given

up drinking any spirits, and walk a great deal

every day with my good friend Ludwig Schunke,

of whom' you will have read. I have also worked

better than for weeks past. Do not miss the

Davidsbundler in the Comet. They are mine, and

are making quite a sensation.

You ask if I have enough money. I must

confess—no. The interest I draw and my earn-

ings only amount for the present to 400 to 500

talers, and, unfortunately, I have never done with

less than 600. But, believe me, these cares are

inconsiderable compared with life's sufferings.

Were they healed, happiness and energy would

return and soon disperse the lighter troubles. Of

this I am confident, and so must you be. The

cloud-spots we think we see in the starlit sky are

really radiant suns, iadistinguishable to our weak

sight. Indeed, I realize the sadness ofyour solitude.
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Will you not go to Eduard or Karl? You owe
your children, who love you so dearly, the longest

possible life, which they in their turn will do their

utmost to brighten. I have wished so often and so

ardently that you would come to Leipzig for a time,

and in now asking you I have not failed to consider

how little compensation I can offer for the many
precious things you would leave behind. But I

should be trying to atone for a fault for which I

often reproach myself I do not act with sufficient

consideration or gratitude towards you. I know,

too, how hard it is for elderly people to reconcile

themselves to entirely new circumstances, and how
endlessly I should reproach myself if you were

disappointed in the new circle. Think over all

this, and let me know your opinion. I will not try

to say how much pleasure it would give me if you

agree to my honestly well-meant proposal. . . .

38.

To his Mother.

Leipzig, July 2, 1834.

I am not dead, or it would certainly have been in

our paper, which must, on the contrary, often have

conveyed to you signs that I am working hard and

enjoying life. This two months' interval has had

its gay and its sad side, and some of its events may
even influence my whole future. I wish I could sit

facing youj confide everything, question you, speak

to you. On the gay side I place first of all my new

sphere, my pleasure in the work, and in its effect
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on the public, with the recognition and praise of

my efforts from outsiders. Then, too, the work

brings me closer relationships, the friendship and

esteem of good and true men on every side, and an

existence divided between physical and mental

enjoyment.

As for composing, it naturally proceeds more

leisurely now, but you may see in the accompanying

piece (a toccata) a proof of my uninterrupted efforts.

You will hardly find anyone to play it in Zwickau.

Just now I have to devote my whole energy to the

paper. The others are not to be depended on.

Wieck is constantly on tour ; Knorr ill ; Schunke

has not much idea of wielding the pen ; and who is

left ? Yet the paper is so extraordinarily successful

that I go on working hard, but with satisfaction.

Up to now three hundred orders have been received.

In short, we are not stagnating.

Added to this, two glorious women have entered

our circle. I told you before of Emilia, the sixteen-

year-old daughter of the American consul. List

—

an English girl through and through, with bright,

shining eyes, dark hair, and a firm step, fuU of spirit,

dignity and life. The other is Ernestine, daughter

of a rich Bohemian, Baron von Fricken—her mother

was a Grafin Zettwitz—a wonderfully pure, child-

like character, delicate and thoughtful. She is

really devoted to me, and cares for everji;hing

artistic. She is remarkably musical—everything,

in a word, that I might wish my wife to be. A
whisper in my dearest mother's ear—if the future
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asked me whom 1 would choose, I would answer

with decision, ' This one.' But how far ofF that

is, and how readily do I give up the prospect of

a closer tie, however light it might be ! Does my
frankness displease you ? No, or I myself should.

Clara is in Dresden, and her genius continues to

develop. The letters she writes—some to me—are

remarkably clever. . , .

39.

To Ernestine von Fricken}

Leipzig, July 28, 1834.

If I might say what I would, I should begin by

thanking the good genius who permitted me to

make your acquaintance, my dear young lady, and

utilized the happy occasion at our dear Wieck's^ to

bring us into an outwardly closer relationship. I

say ' outwardly,' for I am too modest to think that

the belief in an inner, earlier artistic relation could

give you pleasure. However that may be, I shall

never be able to repay that good genius for a

revelation of life deeper than any before, and for

my admission to that circle of splendid men and

* Ernestine von Fricken, an illegitimate daughter of Cdptain

(Freiherr) von Fricken, was born on September 7, 1816, and was

formally adopted in 1834. Her silence on this matter may have

cast the first shadow on her relations with Schumann. In

1838 she married, and was left a widow in the following year.

She died in 1844. In spite of the breaking oflF of her engage-

ment, she remained a true friend to Robert and Clara. Schumann

dedicated his Chamisso songs (Op. 31) to her.

^ They had stood sponsors to Wieck's daughter Cacilie.
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women to whom you have so permanently endeared

yourself.

If ever I wished time would stand still, it is at

this moment ; and if ever I closed a letter with

heartfelt devotion, it is this one.

40.

To Frau Henrietta Voigt}

Undated [Summer, 1834].

Dear Lady,

My behaviour—I don't know if that is the

right word—I mean the way in which I have

alternately accepted and rejected your manifold

expression of interest in my unworthy self—is such

a tangle of magnetic attraction and repulsion that

I am anxious to justify my position in some par-

ticulars. And yet there is such confusion in the

constellations. My life is so variegated that I

must owe you an explanation until the conditions

become clearer and calmer. I say this to you,

dear friend, and to you alone ; and if I might

believe that you cared for this confession and the

assurance of the deepest sympathy in all your

affairs, it would be a comfort to me, though no

excuse, for my way of showing sympathy seems to

contradict itself. I beg you will be lenient in any

case, if you still can. I am treasuring your last

^ Schumann's friend Schunke had introduced him to Henri-

etta Voigt {nee Kuntze), 1809-1839, the cultured wife of a

Leipzig merchant. She was the confidante in his relations with

Ernestine von Fricken.
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letter. I have read it repeatedly, and have rejoiced

inwardly in the lecture I shall some day read you

on it. I only wish Eusebius, whose promise, or

rather duty, struck him as he read your lines, might

be depended on to finish the essay he had begun

upon Berger, to whom your reflections would be

equally applicable.

When Florestan read through the letter, he

happened on a clever anagram. Where you wrote,

' Rochlitz,^ who for so many years has stood faith-

fully by every strebenden (striving) artist,' etc.,

Florestan read, 'every sterbenden (dying) artist.'

The description, I thought, applied to R., as the

loving father who has closed the eyes of so many
great people, and spoken over their graves. Florestan

added that it reminded him of Lafayette watching

a nation at its last gasp, and standing sentinel over

the corpse. ' But where are you flying off to,

Florestan V I asked. ' This wiU bring us to the

butterfly metaphor, for we love to imagine a

Psyche rising from the crumbhng dust.' I could

give you more of this, but that Jean Paul would do

it better. When you have a spare moment do,

please, read the last^ chapter of Flegeljahre, where

you wiU find it all written down in black and white,

down to the giant's boot, in F sharp minor. The

close of the Flegeljahre always aifects me in this

' Johann Friedrich Rochlitz (176^-1842), a well-known

novelist and writer on music, and the first editor of the Allge-

meine musikalische Zeitung.

2 The last but one.

7
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way. The piece is indeed over, but the curtain

does not fall. I should like to mention, too, that I

fitted the words to the music, and not vice versa,

else were it a 'mad beginning.' Only the last

number—^by a freak of fortune similar to the first

—

was inspired by Jean Paul. One more question:

Do not the Papilhns explain themselves? It

interests me to know.

Give these few lines, which are but a feeble

reflection of aU that I could say to you, the kind

reception I can only wish they deserved.

R. S.

41.

To Captain von Fricken} Asch.

[Zwickau], November 20, 1834.

May the hand that opens this letter be stronger

than the one that seals it ! Let my health account

for my long silence—no great loss, indeed—and

also for my flight to my native place, from which,

my dear sir, I write you this letter. If Faust's

cloak were mine I should certainly use it for a

visit to your peaceful Asch, which I should,

perhaps, find hghted for the evening. I should

peep into your own room to see if you were keep-

ing well, so you will know who it is if you see a

flying figure. But imagination has its Faust-cloak,

as I know only too well.

' Captain Ignaz Ferdinand, Freiherr von Fricken, father of

Schumann's fianc6e, Ernestine, was musical, and even composed

a little. He, too, remained friends with Schumann.
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Another thing that helped to drive me from

Leipzig^ was Schunke's illness ; its stealthy advance

terrifies me. It means the death of a fine man.

Frau von Fricken would wish to close the eyes of

a friend such as he. I have hardly got the better

of my own illness, a very depressing form of

melanchoha. The word is easily written, but the

thing itself is sometimes beyond human endurance.

Forgive me if I complain of a matter of little

interest to you. You wUl perhaps have more

indulgence for a silence which it is seldom possible

to break under the circumstances. Events took

the course I predicted at Leipzig. I felt quite

lost, for Schunke was confined to his room, and

Wieck had gone north with Clara; so I came

away, too, since those who were left were not

likely to compensate for that lovely dream of

spring. ... I am glad you have solved my riddle,^

though it was indeed no (Edipus puzzle. I had

to laugh when I noticed next day that I had

misspelt the name, and written 'Ashe' I had

played it for weeks without noticing the error,

although it only took me a minute to compose.

1 will spare myself a detailed reply until I send

' He had gone home on account of his health. [Tr.]

2 Schumann, who was fond of such devices, had written a

composition on the name 'Asch/ the Fricken estate. It so

happened that the four letters tallied with the only ' musical

'

letters in ' Schumann/ S, C, H, A. (In German musical nota-

tion S (es) stands for E flat, As for A flat, and H for B natural.

The piece referred to is probably the Cm-naval, Op. 9, in which

Schumann rings the changes on these notes.) [Tr.]

7—2
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the Allegro,^ which will follow shortly. One
phrase in your letter haunts me, where you say

that your imagination lies buried in the Bay of

Naples. Don't forget that the sea has its pearls,

and that you have been compensated by the gods

with a gift which you would hardly exchange for

what you have lost. I am importunate enough to

ask to be remembered to this 'gift of the gods,'

though my last greeting remained unacknowledged.

42.

To the Advocate Dr. Topken^ Bremen.

Leipzig, February 6, 1835.

. . . But why do you leave me so long without

a letter ? In case you persist too long in your

silence, I threaten to announce in one of the

coming numbers that 'Herr T. Topken, Doktor,

our Bremen correspondent, died on. . . .' I assure

you, aU the subscribers are asking what has become

of the Bremen correspondent. If good historical

material is so scarce, you can always fill up with

fine critical remarks. You know me well enough

to be aware how little I care about artists, and

how much about art. I mean that your copy can

be as httle personal as you like if gossip is lacking.

But as I have heard nothing but good of your

concerts, you should be the more inspired to write

inspiringly, especially as you must have a side-

1 Op. 8, dedicated to Ernestine von Fricken.

2 Theodor Topken, Dr. jur. (1807-1880), a friend of Schu-

mann's from the Heidelberg days.
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interest in them. So, my dear good fellow, I

count on hearing from you soon.

I am now sole editor and proprietor. That is,

I must put money into it for two years more, after

which I hope for some return. How do you like

the first numbers ? In the last quarter of last year

there was not enough solid opinion and finished

criticism. But there are to be many improvements

now. You may count upon that, and recommend

the paper wherever you can, always provided that

it does not offend your convictions.

. . . You know about Schunke?^ I am now
at work on his obituary. Your messages to him

stared at hie so pale and dumb from the paper.

As man, as artist, and as friend, he had no equal.

The Davidsbundler wiU tell you more of him. . . .

How does my toccata displease you in its new
form ? I compose diligently, in spite of my
editorial work. Have you the Allegro ? It has

little but good intention to recommend it. I

wrote it four years ago, after my return from

Heidelberg.

You would deserve better letters if you answered

them sooner. In conclusion, here is an old maxim

from Jean Paul :
' There is no better way of

answering a letter than immediately on receiving

it.' If nothing arrives by the 28th of February, I

carry out my threat.

' Ludwig Schunke (1810-1834), a musician of great talent.

He was one of Schumann's intimates, but their acquaintance

lasted only one year. Schunke died of consumption on Decem-

ber 7, 1834.
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43.

To his Sister-in-law, Theresa Schumann.

Leipzig, April 1, 1836.

I, too, have thought so much about you during

the past weeks that it has seemed sometimes as

though I might touch you by stretching out my
hand. To know that you care for me gives me
a feehng of shelter, of safety, of inexpressible

happiness. That is because you have a great

heart, and can give support, comfort and help.

Only the most favourable prospects would induce

me to leave this place. Eduard can only have

been joking about Vienna ; he must be dreaming.

In the first place, it is the haziest of plans, and

could not be carried out before Christmas. Just

think what I leave behind ! First and foremost,

there is my home, to which, I pray, I may never

be cold or indiiFerent ; then my family, and you

yourself, who are within an hour's journey ; Leipzig

itself, with its gay, stirring life ; then Clara

;

Mendelssohn, who is coming back next winter

;

and a hundred other considerations. If the

change could really fix my future, I should not

hesitate one second ; but I will undertake nothing

rashly and without guarantees. I should never

be able to recover lost ground. So you may
count on having me for another year, and I you

—

a year which shall be turned to the happiest use

for both.

As regards the rest of my existence you would
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really be pleased with me. With my usual liking

for the extraordinary, I am now one of the

sHghtest smokers and 'Bavarians,' though I was
once the most hardened offender. Four cigars a

day, and for the last two months no beer at all.

As a result everything goes hke clockwork, and I

am really proud of myself You need not praise

me, you see, for I do it sufficiently on my own
account.

Mendelssohn^ ... is a god among men, and

you ought to know him. David,^ the leader of

the orchestra, is another of my associates ; also a

certain Dr. Schlemmer,^ the companion of young

Rothschild ; and Rothschild himself. You will find

these three in Leipzig when you come. The doctor

wiU be quite one of your sort—a man of the world,

every inch of him. Dr. Renter* and Ulex^ are, of

course, Mends of old standing. We will talk about

Wieck and Clara when we meet. My position with

them is critical,and I am not yet sufficiently collected

* Schumann always cherished the warmest admiration for

Mendelssohn (1 809-1 847)j who possessed the qualities which he

himself lacked : mastery of form, clearness of expression, and

ability in practical life. It is now generally admitted that

Schumann's nature was richer and intenser. Outwardly, Men-

delssohn treated Schumann with affection and respect, but he

never really appreciated the romanticist.

2 Ferdinand David (1810-1873), the famous violinist, leader of

the Gewandhaus Orchestra at Leipzig, was one of Schumann's

genuine admirers.

3 Friedrich Schlemmer, Dr. jur., came from Frankfurt.

4 M. E. Reuter (1802-1853), a doctor at Leipzig.

5 Wilhelm Ulex, a music-teacher; died at Hamburg, 1858,
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or clear to see my way. But as things stand, I

either never speak to her again or I make her my
very own. You shall learn all when you come, and

wiU do your best for me. . . .

44.

To Theresa Schumann.

L(eipzig), November 15, 1836.

How often I see you in your cosy window-seat,

your head resting on your hand, whUe you hum a

song and wonder whether a certain ' Robert ' is

worth aU the affection that is showered upon him !

I was prevented from coming or writing by a

succession of visits from Chopin,^ Lipinski,^ Men-

delssohn, Mme. Carl,^ Ludwig Berger,* and by a

hundred other matters. How I should like to

bring all these to you if you were here I You
should see and make the acquaintance of people

very different from the Zwickauites. There is a

young fellow here now—Stamaty^—who dropped

on me from the clouds ; he is a clever, extremely

handsome, well-bred, and thoroughly good creature.

He was born in Rome of Greek parents, brought

' Schumann was among the pioneers of Chopin's music in

Germany.
2 Karl Lipinski (1790-1861), 'first violin ' at Leipzig.

3 Henriette Carl (1815-1896), a singer who held an appoint-

ment at the Prussian Court.

* Ludwig Berger (1777-1839), of Berlin, a well-known com-

poser for the pianoforte. He taught Mendelssohn.

5 Camille Stamaty (1811-1870), a well-known pianist, com-

poser and teacher. Saint-Saens is one of his pupils.
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up in Paris, and is now here to finish his studies

with Mendelssohn. You would like him very

much. We had actually made up our minds

to come to Zwickau for the musical festival

;

the idea was dropped. Anyway, he will stay here

until the spring, so you will see him in the fair-

time, unless we come to see you in the interval.

He is stiU very weak in German, which is

good for my French. Then there is a young

Englishman, William Bennett,^ among our daily

intimates—an Englishman through and through.

He is a splendid artist, a poetic, noble nature.

Perhaps I shall bring him too. Mendelssohn is

engaged, and this absorbing interest makes him

kinder and greater than ever. Hardly a day

passes without his producing at least one or two

ideas worthy of a golden setting. His fiancee is

CeciUa Jeanrenaud, daughter of a pastor of the

Reformed Church, and cousin to Dr. Schlemmer.

He is going to Frankfurt at Christmas to see her,

and wiU take me—perhaps. Dr. Schlemmer has at

length received a Hessian Order, which he will bear

with credit ; I have long foreseen that he would be

decorated before he died. He is with Rothschild

at Heidelberg. David is to be married one of

these days, but sticks to his post in spite of his

wife's dowry of 100,000 talers. Besides these, my
^ Schumann was to the end a champion of William Stemdale

Bennett (1816-1875). Even Clara's arguments failed to bring

him to a more reasonable estimation of the composer who so

closely resembled Mendelssohn. Bennett certainly rendered

valuable service to the cause of music in England.
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dining companions include Franck, a young man
from Breslau—young, talented, and very rich ; also

young Goethe,^ the old man's grandchild, whose

character is as yet undeveloped. . . .

For no eyes but yours I

C[lara] loves me as much as ever, but I have

quite given up hope. I often go to the Voigts.

The old round ! . . .

45.

To A. von Zuccalmaglio?

Leipzig, January 31, 1837.

My very dear Sir,

First let me tell you that a few days ago

I handed Mr. Mendelssohn, with whom I dine

regularly, your essay, Erste Tone, to read. I

watched from a distance to see how he would

screw up his face when he came to that passage at

the end, which, I confess, brought the tears to

my eyes. He read it attentively, betraying, by

the expression of his noble, unforgettable face, his

increasing approval. Then came the particular

passage. You should have seen him I
' Ah 1 what's

this ? It is reaUy too much ; this gives me real

pleasure. One gets praised in all sorts of ways,

but this comes straight from the heart,' etc. You
should have seen and heard him I ' Many, many

' Walther von Goethe (1817-1885), to whom Schumann

dedicated the Davidsbilndlertanse.

2 Anton Wilhelm Florentin Zuccalmaglio (1803-1869), one of

the best contributors to Schumann's paper.
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thanks to the writer I' And so he went on ; and

then we plunged into champagne.

But really I have been saying to myself for a

long time that no one has ever written about music

like Wedel.1 Every turn of thought is so artistic,

every cadence so musical. It is hke readiag in

Mendelssohn's face, which is so mobile as to reflect

his own thoughts and his surroundings as well.

But enough.

Do you know his Saint Paul, which is a chain of

beautiful thoughts. He is actually the first to give

the graces a place in church music, and they really

should not be forgotten, although up till now the

ubiquitous fugue has barred the way. Do read

Saint Paul, and the sooner the better. In spite of

what people say, there is no trace of Handel or

Bach in it beyond what is common to all church

music. If I could but see you and talk to you in

the summer ! I am sorry to say that you will

probably not find Mendelssohn here, as he is to

spend the summer with his fiancde in Frankfurt.

His engagement makes a perfect child of him.

Have you aily smaller poems, suitable for

musical composition, for the paper ? I cannot

help you with your tragedy. At the mere mention

of the word ' tragedy,' Barth^ looked me up and

down. But if you will arrange your ' Wedeliana,' I

can, I hope, help you there. . . .

^ Zuccalmaglio's pen-name.

2 The publisher, J. A. Barth.



108 THE ' DAVIDSBUNDLER

'

46.

To A. von Zuccalmaglio.

Leipzig, May 18, 1837.

. . . Mendelssohn possesses the only copy of

Bach's D minor concerto, but as soon as he comes

back from the Rhine—at the end of September—

I

will have a copy made for you, likewise one for

myself, for I have always thought it one of the

most admirable productions ever written.

I am really sorry you are not coming, as there

are various things I wanted to talk over with you,

which I have no leisure to write. First, I have

been thinking for some time of giving life to the

Davidsbundler ; that is, of uniting through the bond

of the pen like-minded people, whether they are

musicians by profession or not. If academies with

ignoramuses of presidents at their head elect their

members, why should not we juniors elect each

other? I am also simmering with another idea

which might easily be combined with the first, but

is of more general importance. It is the establish-

ment of an agency for publishing the works of aU

composers who conform to its rules, its object being

to transfer to the composers the liberal profits which

now go to the publishers. The only essential is a

qualified agent to carry on the business. The com-

posers would have to give security for the expenses

of setting up their works, and would receive, say,

half-yearly accounts of the sales and the distribu-

tion of the surplus after deducting expenses. This
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much for the present I Think the matter over

seriously, as it might be made a great benefit to all

artists. Think it over, please, and write to me. . . .

47.

2 J. Moscheles, Fhttbeck, near Hamburg.

Leipzig, August 23, 1837.

1 am again sending you, my very dear Sir, two
compositions, different enough. The Maskentanz^

will be child's play to you. I need hardly tell you,

perhaps, that the arrangement of the whole and the

inscriptions over the separate pieces were added

after the music was written. The Studies'^ I can

present to you with more confidence. Some of

them I stUl like—they are nearly three years old.

You know what your opinion means to me. Send

me a line or two, just for myself.

I am like a child looking forward to Christmas

at the prospect of seeing your Stiodies. I still

fail to find any announcement of the Concerto

pathdique. And now, just one favour. It con-

cerns art as weU as my own interest. I have suc-

ceeded in persuading the publishers of my paper

to publish some considerable composition as a

quarterly supplement. I hope to start many nice

ideas in this way. It will make quite a stir among

musicians. For instance, I mean to have the words

of songs written out, and the most interesting

printed side by side in one number, with probably

' The Camaval. ^ The Symphonic Studies.
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a bad one thrown in to make it easier for the critic

to point his moral, and for the reader to follow him

music in hand. Particular attention will be devoted

to the manuscripts ofunknown musicians of genuine

talent. They wiU see themselves famous all at

once, for the paper has five hundred readers, to

whom the compositions wiU be sent gratis. From
time to time the supplement will consist of old

pieces which only exist in manuscript, such as the

Scarlatti fugues, or even a whole Bach concerto in

the fuU score. Then I should hke to join with my
friends in a cycle of smaller compositions. One

would begin ; the next, after seeing what had been

written, would add something, and so on, the idea

being to give to the whole the unity which is so

conspicuously absent from the ordinary album. In

short, I am brimful of ideas.

My immediate attention, however, is given to

preparing four Studies of different masters, to form

the New Year's number for 1838. Since I am so

much interested in aU that concerns you, my very

dear Sir, 1 naturally wondered whether you would

spare us one of your Etudes from your second

volume for our paper, before Kistner publishes

them. A name like yours would immediately

inspire confidence, and our first step would be a

triumph. Chopin has promised me one too, and I

have one by A. Henselt,^ the most briUiant of our

younger composers—^you wiU be delighted with

' Adolf Henselt (]814-1889)j pianist and composer, wrote

many delightful pianoforte pieces and studies.
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him. As to the fourth, I am still hesitating

whether I should approach Mendelssohn or some

one else about it.

48.

To Simonin de Sire, Dinant, Belgium.'^

Leipzig, February 8, 1838.

Sir,

The first thing I did on receiving your letter

was to look up Dinant on the map, with the idea of

dehvering my thanks for your kindness in person, if

the place were not too far from Saxony. But even

if I cannot fix a time for a meeting, tied as I am to

the staff of a paper, I can spend many a free hour

pleasurably and profitably in communing with a

friend of art such as every line of your letter shows

you to be. Rest assured that I shall do my part.

Living as I do in a busy art centre, I can send you

varied information which would otherwise reach you

by roundabout ways, or perhaps, by ill chance, not

at all. In a word, I will visit you sometimes as a

faithful Mercury from the heaven of music. Our

new paper will certainly give you the speediest and

fullest account of everything, and the severity and

high aim of its criticism should meet with your

particular approval. You wiU easily believe that

everjrthing relating to the pianoforte is given a

certain preference. Need I apologize for writing

* Simonin de Sire (1800-1872), a landowner of Dinant,

Belgium, one of Schumann's earliest and most ardent admirers

outside Germany.
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in German? Really, my French wiU not do for

anything beyond Herz and Hiinten.^ Beethoven

demands my mother-tongue. But I hope this will

not lower me in your esteem. With regard to my
composition, I can hardly tell you how much good

your sympathy does me. We welcome sympathy

from any quarter, but how much more heartily

from the genuine art-lover, who is, indeed, rare as

the genuine artist himself! Then, too, I feel that

my path is fairly solitary ; no acclaiming crowd

inspires me to fresh eiFort, but I keep my eyes

fixed on my great examples. Bach and Beethoven,

whose far-oiF images give unfailing help and en-

couragement. Indeed, I find few who understand

me, but I have my compensation in the affection

of three people—Liszt,^ Clara Wieck, and now
yourself You will, I think, find more refinement

and artistic merit in some of my other compositions

than in the small pieces with which you are

acquainted. I should like to draw your attention

particularly to the sonatas ' Florestan ' and
' Eusebius,' the two books of Fantasiestucke and

the Concert sans orchestre.

1 Herz (1803-1888) and Hunten (1793-1878), two successful

writers of light music, to whom Schumann offered strong

opposition on account of their baneful influence on the public

taste.

2 We shall find frequent proof of Schumann's admiration for

Liszt and Liszt's esteem for Schumann. But Schumann's quiet,

reserved temperament led him to regard Liszt's methods with

misgivings, which time and a keener insight into musical life

only served to strengthen. Liszt remained faithful to his

admiration for Schumann as man and as artist.
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The human heart is often a strange spectacle

in which sorrow and joy are strangely blended.

You have still to expect my best work ; for I am
conscious of a certain inward strength, and can

even go so far as to say that I believe the science of

sound, considered as the soul's speech, to be still in

its infancy. May my good genius inspire me, and

bring this undeveloped science to maturity.

r have sent a list of my complete works to

Messrs. Breitkopf and Hartel, who will supply you
with everything. I miss from your Ubrary, of

which you kindly sent me some account, the names

of Franz Schubert, Mendelssohn, Bennett, Adolf

Henselt, and Clara Wieck. Perhaps you would

like me to send you the names of their principal

works ? The first three contain more that is of

interest to the musician than the pianist, it is true,

but the two last named have reached the highest

level in the art of playing, the level of Chopin and

Liszt.

I am exceedingly interested in your discovery.

I have seriously thought over similar matters

myself, as no single one of the existing pianoforte

schools satisfies me. Be sure you write to me
about it. I should also be glad to hear any details

of the musical life in your neighbourhood, about

which we hear so little.

I could write much more, my dear sir, but will

content myselffor to-day with closing this letter with

a greeting which, coming from the heart of an artist,

wiU, I hope, strike an answering chord in your own I

8
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49.

To Eduard and Karl Schumann.

Leipzig, March 19, 1838.

My dearest Brothers Eduard and Karl,

I can write to you to-day with a lighter

heart than for this long time past. You wiU know

what that means. I have reason to know that

' Papa ' will gradually melt, and that one of the

loveUest maidens the world ever brought forth will

in time be my own. It is sad, on the other hand,

that I may have to be separated from you for a

long time. A large town is the only place for

an artist of her calibre, and I, too, should like to

change my sphere. We shall, therefore, probably

move to Vienna. My future holds the fairest

prospects, my paper goes with me ; Clara has a

great name there, and can earn considerable sums

by playing ; I myself am not unknown ; and Clara

writes that there would be no difficulty about

getting an appointment for her as professor at the

Vienna Conservatoire, thanks to the Empress's

personal liking for her. On reflection you will

have to admit that everything favours the plan.

If all goes smoothly—that is, if Friese^ wUl release

me from my contract a year earher (I am reaUy

bound till the end of 1840)—if I can, as I don't

doubt, find a pubhsher in Vienna, and if I can

obtain a license from the Government there for my
paper, which cannot be refused me, the old man

^ Robert Friese (1805-1848) published Schumann's paper.
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will give his consent. At Christmas, 1839, there-

fore, I shall probably go straight to Vienna, set up
house, and fetch my dear girl at Easter. Pray

that Heaven may bless the enterprise. Of myself

I can only say that I cannot look forward to this

splendid prospect for sheer ecstasy.

But there is a prosaic side to all the beautiful

things in life, and from this you have to suffer. But

you wUl see the importance of this matter, and must

surely love your brother (of whom you are a little

proud) too much to fail to assist him with your

whole strength towards the desired goal.

So talk it over with my dear Theresa, and decide

how you can pay off gradually some of your debt

to me. The removal and the start in housekeeping

will be expensive, and it would never do to appear

before Wieck empty-handpd. This is what I

propose

:

That you pay me every Easter, beginning from

this year, 600 talers each besides the interest, or, if

possible, more; but I will be satisfied with that.

In this way you wUl pay off your debt in six or

seven years without feeling it so much, and I shall

not receive it in driblets, which always run through

one's fingers. I should then have 2,400 talers in

hand for the first part of the time in Vienna (1840).

I can leave it untouched until then, as I shaU have

enough for ordinary purposes with the salary I

receive from the paper, and the income from my
compositions (the price of which steadily advances)

is sufficiently assured. Remember that it concerns

8—2
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the fate of the most glorious of girls, from whom I

cannot be parted, who is also the greatest of artists.

It concerns a connexion which will be the greatest

adornment to our family, and a brilliant future

which cannot fail to reflect favourably on your-

selves. Later on I may, perhaps, be able to help

you again, if you should be pressed ; but for the

present you wUl have to bestir yourselves to give

me what I ask ; you cannot think it anything but

fair, and must on no account refuse compliance.

I ask you particularly to preserve a strict silence

on all these matters ; the old man must know
nothing of our private correspondence, or he might

cool off. Be equally discreet with every one about

the idea of a move to Vienna, or you may spoil

everything for me. 1 will say no more of my
happiness in possessing a girl with whom I have

grown to be one through art, intellectual affinities,

the regular intercourse of years, and the deepest

and holiest affection. My whole Hfe is one joyous

activity.

I hope you wiU sympathize in my happiness, and

be ever the affectionate brothers you have always

been.

50.

To Theresa Schumann.

Leipzig, March 25, 1838.

If you had read my last letter to Clara, you

would have understood why it is so hard for me to

leave here. But Providence has guided the course
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of events, and will continue to do so. I hope you

mean to come with us to Vienna for the wedding,

and then we can spend together a few weeks which

will serve for a year or more of happy recollections.

After all, the degree of distance does not matter

much. Do we ever see one another oftener than

once a year as it is ? I may surely still count on

a yearly visit to you, especially as Clara's parents

remain in Leipzig for the present. Courage, then,

and we can write what we have not the opportunity

of saying. Clara has often wished to write to you

herself I told her she might call you sister, to

which she replied : ' I should indeed hke to call

her sister, but there is stiU one little word to add to

sister, the same little word that has brought us so

close together and made us so happy.' But she

has really not had time to write, scarcely even to

me, so you must not be angry with her. She will

probably spend a few hours with you, however, on

her return from Munich. I will let you know the

exact date later, and you wiU give the noble girl

the reception she deserves at your hands for my
sake. I cannot tell you, Theresa, what a wonder-

ful creature she is, what wonderful qualities she has,

and how unworthy I am of her. But I mean to

make her happy. Spare me any more words, for

my emotion is too great. But call her ' sister

'

when you see her, and think of me as you

do so.

Now for one more important affair in which I

want your advice and assistance. Clara has been
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raised to rather a high rank by her appointment as

Court pianist. I have, of course, also my title,

but it is not equal to hers. For myself I am
content to die an artist, and recognize no superior

but art ; but on account of her parents I should

like to have my share of honours. You know
Hartenstein well ; will you write to him or to Ida

to this effect

:

That I (do as you like and as you think best

about giving my name) am engaged to a girl of

good social standing with the consent of her

parents, to whom it would certainly be a gratifica-

tion if I could write 'Doctor' before my name. The

honour would hasten matters. Now, I should like

to find out through Hartenstein's^ kindness if there

would be much fuss about obtaining the degree

from the faculty of philosophy. I should not have

much time to give to it, as I am so pressed with all

sorts of professional work. Ask him to teU you

how I could set about it. I only want it for the

sake of the title, and should then be leaving

Leipzig for good. There is no great hurry, in any

case, but once I had his opinion I could go into it

further myself; Then you might ask him if the

university of Leipzig will not create doctors of

music. Lastly, I beg him and Ida to preserve

strict silence about it, as it is to be a surprise. You
women can do anything, so do whisper to Ida

^ Dr. Gustav Hartenstein (1808-1 890)j professor of philosophy

at Leipzig. His wife came from Gera, and was thus acquainted

with Schumann's sister-in-law, Theresa,
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that she might remember an old acquaintance. I

want you to take the matter to heart. Do what
you can, and write soon. . . .

51.

To J. Fischhop

Leipzig, August 5, 1838.

My dear Friend,

I received your kind letter just as I was

thinking of sitting down to write to you about a

very important matter, as it happens, in which I

need the advice of a tried friend like yourself. You
must not be surprised if within a few months my
double—that is, myself—comes knocking at your

door, and announces that he is going to spend the

next few years in Vienna, and perhaps settle there for

good. . . . More when I see you ; I cannot write

it. It is settled that I must be in Vienna by October

at the latest. And the paper ? you will ask. Of
course, I am not giving it up. Oswald Lorenz is

looking after it from October to December, and

from January onwards it is to be printed in Vienna,

where I need your kind help. We must, of course,

have a license for it, which is, I suppose, to be

obtained from the censor's office under Count Sedl-

nitzky. I am convinced that they will not raise

any great difficulties, as it is purely an art paper,

and has from the first circulated in the Austrian

States ; but, knowing from hearsay how cautious

^ Joseph Fischhof (1804-1857), had been professor of the

pianoforte at the Vienna Conservatorium since 1833.
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the authorities are, and how slowly such transactions

are put through, I must set the matter in motion

at once, and send in my request for permission to

bring out the paper in Vienna immediately, if the

first number of the new volume is to be distributed

from Vienna in the middle of December. As I

am entirely ignorant of the form and phrasing in

which such a request should be couched for Austria,

I beg you to come to the help of a poor artist who

has had no experience of the administration and

the censorship. I shall never forget any obligation

to you in this matter.

Would you, then, please ask your lawyer to

whom the request should be addressed, and how it

should be worded ? Perhaps you could ask him to

draw up the actual petition by the aid of my sketch

over the page, and send it on to me. I could then

have a fair copy made, and perhaps send it to

Sedlnitzky through our Ambassador, Prince Schon-

burg, to whom I have an introduction. Then, can

you tell me whether the Viennese authorities will

require information relative to my previous occupa-

tion, my financial position (my aiFairs are all in

order), and so on, and if I ought to produce this

with the petition ? Lastly, whom do you recom-

mend as agent for Friese ? We have tried Haslinger

and DiabeUi, but neither of them responds as we
should have liked. I should prefer a bookseller in

any case, as I should then have nothing to fear

from possible interference on the part of publishers.

Friese is still to be the publisher; I am the pro-
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prietor. He really likes the idea of the change, as

he only stands to gain by it. The paper would

have on it the name of a Vienna firm, as well as his.

I should have to begin a fresh sheet were I to

tell you all the beautiful things I expect from the

future : how the journal is to enlarge its range, to

increase its influence, and form a bond between

north and south. You are the only man I know
in Vienna who is intelligent, as well as thorough

and modest. You will not be disappointed in me,

or lose your friendly feeling for me ? Do you not

also look forward to much that is beautiful in the

future, which will surely not deceive us ?

I close my letter with unusual emotion, and with

a grateful heart. Let me have your help, for my
life's happiness depends partly on it ; I am no

longer alone. All this is for your eyes only. . . .

The petition to be turned into the proper legal

hash :—the undersigned, a Saxon by birth, resident

in Leipzig, musician, editor and proprietor of the

new Zeitschriftftir Musik, purposes, from love of his

art and from business considerations, to exchange

his present place of abode, Leipzig, for Vienna.

The journal, which has always been devoted exclu-

sively to musical matters, has had, since its be-

ginning in 1834, the approval of the highest officials

in the kingdom, and has been much read. He
asks for permission to publish it in Vienna from

January 1, 1839—that is, from the tenth volume

—

and will be happy to produce any necessary state-

ments about his former circumstances. As he is
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prevented by business from coming to Vienna be-

fore the middle of October, he now sends in his

petition with a request for consideration.

(All this with the proper professions of humility.)

TV" "TV- W "Tr

I am better at composing, eh ? Well, thanks

once more for your kind letters. . . . We shall

soon meet. I smoke a great many cigars, and am
getting a fine colour. What is the rent of a decent

flat for a year, on the first floor, if possible ?

—

100 to 120 talers ? Please help the stranger.

Good-bye.

52.

To his Relatives in Zwickau.

Vienna, October 10, 1838.

I am not calm enough at this moment to tell

you all that has taken place with regard to myself

and my circumstances since we parted. I had not

been here two days before I received the most

alarming news from Leipzig, which at once absorbed

all my thoughts. The old , who has only

been made more furious by our energetic action,

has been storming at Clara again ; but she opposes

him quietly and firmly. What has happened since

I do not know, but I fear much. My request to

Clara to leave her father at once and live with you

for a time may have arrived too late. If she should

come, you will, I know, treat her as a sister.

I have not so far made much advance in my
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undertaking. The city is so large that everything

takes double time. I have met with a friendly

reception from every one, including the minister

of police, with whom I had an audience the day

before yesterday. He told me that there was no

objection to my being here, and that I should

experience no difficulties once I had found an

Austrian publisher for the paper. Should I fail to

find one, there might be difficulties for me as a

foreigner. I am anxious to take the first steps

before I see him again, and propose to go to

Haslinger to-day or to-morrow. You would hardly

believe what petty cliques and sets there are here.

To obtain a firm footing one needs a good deal of

the wisdom of the serpent, of which, I fear, I have

little. But courage ! Our great hope lies in

Frau von Cibbini,^ who is all-powerful. Clara

has written her a splendid letter and told her

everything. But she wiU not be back before

the 24th.

I am thirsting for news of you and Clara. It

has been impossible to find a confidant in the short

time, and consequently I am in a state of inward

ferment. If my thoughts were not so much occu-

pied, I might easily fall ill. I take a great pleasure

in the really admirable performances at the operaj

particularly in the chorus and orchestra, of which

we in Leipzig have no notion. The ballet would

^ Katharina Cibbini, nee Kozeluch (1790-1858), lady-in-waiting

to the Empress Maria Anna, was herself an excellent pianist and

a composer.
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amuse you, too. I have not yet been to the

German theatre, which is acknowledged to be

the first in Germany, or to the smaller variety

theatres. . . .

Clara was absolutely worshipped here, Where-

ever I inquire they tell me so, and speak of her in

the most aiFectionate terms. But, indeed, there

can hardly be such another inspiring audience in

the world ; it is even too enthusiastic, for you hear

more clapping than music in the theatre. It is all

very gay, but it irritates me sometimes. Well,

our affair must be settled within the next few

weeks. If I cannot stay here I am firmly resolved

to go to Paris or to London. I will not return to

Leipzig. Of course, it all has to be thought out,

and you need not fear that I shall act in undue

haste. As soon as I have anything certain to teU

you I will write. Please answer immediately. Best

love to aU.

53.

To Theresa Schumann.

Vienna, Wednesday, December 18, 1838.

I could write you whole sheets and volumes, but

have no time ; so here is just a greeting for Christ-

mas Eve. You will probably spend it as I shall,

your head on your hand, thinking of old times. I

shall be with you in thought, with Clara, and shall

watch you deck your Christmas-tree. Yes, there

will come a beautiful time when we three spend
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our Christmas together, sooner, perhaps, than we
think. It is like a dream to think of you and the

rest in Leipzig. I can well imagine how you feel

sometimes. Clara has been in Dresden ; she is

very sorry she has so little opportunity of answering

you, but you will forgive her. You know her whole

nature is made up of love and devotion and grati-

tude. She makes me very happy in the midst of

this material Viennese life. Do you know, Theresa,

that if it depended on me, I would go back to

Leipzig to-morrow. It is no such insignificant

place as I thought it. Here people are as gossipy

and provincial as in Zwickau. I have to be very

careful as a public personage of some reputation

;

they spy on me at every corner. I am also inclined

to doubt whether there is anything more in the

so-called good nature of the Viennese than a smiling

face. I have not had any bad experiences myself,

but I hear extraordinary things from and about

other people. As for artists, I have sought them

in vain ; by artists I mean not simply those who
play one or two instruments passably, but good

all-round people capable of understanding Shake-

speare and Jean Paul. Well, the step is taken, as

it had to be, though it is obvious the paper must

lose by being published here. Once I have my
wife, all that this affair has cost me in trouble and

sleepless nights will be forgotten.

I could tell you much of my acquaintance with

great people : of the Empress, whom I have seen

and fallen in love with (she is a real Spaniard) ; of
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the Burg theatre, which is really excellent ; of

Thalberg, with whom I am on friendly terms ; and

of my paper, for which I have not yet received the

desired license, so that it must continue to appear

for another six months in Leipzig. Of myself I

can say that I often feel well enough here, though

oftener melancholy enough to shoot myself Miss

Novello^ is engaged to one of my dearest friends,

to my great delight. All these items should be

dealt with at length, but the days fly so quickly.

To think that I have been here twelve weeks

to-day ! The post-time, which is four o'clock here,

has come round again, so I will only add the most

important things. Clara goes to Paris in the be-

ginning of January, and later to London probably,

so that we shall be far enough apart. You know
the reason, however ; she wants to earn money,

which we need badly. May Heaven keep watch

over my dear, faithful girl ! I may perhaps go to

Salzburg for a month in the spring, possibly to

Leipzig also, should it be necessary to talk over

things connected with the paper with Gerold^ and

Friese. In any case, we shall live in Vienna for the

first few years, unless difficulties are put in our way.

I shall yet have to naturalize myself as an Austrian

citizen. It is no hard matter to earn money here,

^ Clara Novello (6. 1818), daughter of the well-known English

publisher, was an excellent oratorio-singer. Schumann had

known her at Leipzig. Her engagement to Schumann's friend,

Dr. F. Weber, was broken off, and she married Count Gigliucci

in 1843.

2 Karl Gerold, a bookseller in Vienna.
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for they need people with their wits about them.

I am sure all will go well with us. Don't be afraid,

dear Theresa. . . .

54.

To Simonin de Sire.

Vienna, March 15, 1839.

It is a fortnight now since I received your

treasured, long -looked -for letter, my very dear

sir, but I have not had an hour in which to

answer it as I should wish. I was beginning to

think our acquaintance was a myth, and thought

you had quite forgotten me. Your letter, however,

is a charming proof to the contrary, and I thank

you heartily for the upUfting, strengthening effect

of your words. You will be surprised at my
writing to you from Vienna. I have been here

since October, on private business primarily, but

secondarily for musical matters. I have not

formed any deep attachments, but Vienna must

always be a city of many and varied attractions

and advantages to musicians. I have myself

written some few things here, though not my
best.

Since you inquire with such interest for my new

compositions, the following completed works have

been published : Op. 15, Kinderszenen (Breitkopf

and Hartel) ; Op. 16, KreisUriana (Haslinger,

Vienna) ; and Op. 17, Phantasie, in three move-

ments (Breitkopf and Hartel) ; and in four or five

weeks' time, Mechetti of this city will publish

:
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Op. 18, Arabeske ; Op. 19, Blumenstilck ; Op. 20,

Humoreske. Of all these, Kreisleriana is my
favourite. The title conveys nothing to any but

Germans. Kreisler is one of E. T. A. Hoffmann's

creations, an eccentric, wild, and witty conductor.

You will like some of it. The inscriptions over my
pieces always occur to me after I have finished

composing the music. Neither does Humoreske

convey anything in French. It is a pity that no

good and apt words exist in the French language

for those two most characteristic and deeply rooted

of German conceptions, Das GemutUche [Schwdr-

merische) and Humor, the latter of which is a

happy combination of Gemutlichkeit and wit. But

this bears out the whole character of the two

nations. You know our great author Jean Paul?

I have learnt more counterpoint from him than

from my music-teacher. How I wish I could talk

over aU this with you some time, my dear sir, and

hear your views. An evil fate has deprived me of

the full use of my right hand, so that I am not able

to play my compositions as I feel them. The

trouble with my hand is that certain fingers have

become so weak, probably through writing and

playing too much at one time, that I can hardly

use them. This has often depressed me, though

Heaven from time to time sends me an inspira-

tion which keeps me from thinking any more

about it.

I am glad to hear about your compositions, and

shall order them from Schott at once. There is
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nothing against your system of writing except that

it is strange to the eye, and most people find it

diflacult enough to take in two staves at once.

Hiinten and Czernyi would be in despair if your
system came in, as their own ideas barely fill one.

Hearty thanks for your communication. I should

hke sometime to use the theme myself, particu-

larly the first half, which has such a singing

character.

You really must not neglect to pubUsh your

letters on the new tendencies in pianoforte music.

The time is just ripe ; something fresh will arise

shortly, and lessen their effect. Schott would

certainly be glad to pubhsh the pamphlet, and I

would be answerable for a good German translation.

Among the older composers who have exercised

great influence on modern music I would draw

your attention to Franz Schubert, in the first

place, and also to Prince Louis Ferdinand of

Prussia,^ two deeply poetical temperaments. You
are, of course, acquainted with Schubert's songs ; but

I place at least as high his compositions for the piano-

forte, especially those for four hands. Of younger

men I can only name to you Stephan HeUer^ and

' Karl Czemy (1791-1857), the famous composer of educa-

tional pianoforte works.

2 Prince Louis Ferdinand of Prussia (1772-1806), nephew of

Frederick the Great, was killed in the battle of Saalfeld. His

compositions show great talent, and are obviously influenced by

Beethoven, whose greatness he was one of the first to recognize.

^ Stephan Heller (1814-1888), a famous pianist and composer

of great charm.

9
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Ferdinand Hiller,^ both capable exponents of the

new ideas. Clara Wieck, who is at this moment

in Paris, has had eight compositions pubhshed so

far, all of which you should try to get. She is an

admirable artist, and a still more admirable girl.

Mendelssohn I consider the first musician of the

day ; I doflF my hat to him as my superior. He
plays with everything, especially with the grouping

of the instruments in the orchestra, but with such

ease, delicacy and art, with such mastery through-

out. Bennett follows in his steps. The two of

them are like angels at the pianoforte, as unaffected

as children. Thalberg is only important as a

virtuoso. He has, in my opinion, no invention

except in technique. But he is in the first rank of

virtuosi, whether ' as an interpreter of his own
works or of those of other composers. . . .

55.

To A. von Zuccalmaglio.

Leipzig, April 27, 1839.

1 think my respite from the joilrnal has been

beneficial to me, for it has regained the youthful

beauty it had for me when we founded it. Indeed,

there is more need than ever of hard work and

endurance. Our Stuttgart quack-doctor^ is begin-

^ Ferdinand Hiller (1811-1885), is now almost forgotten as a

composer. Schumann succeeded him as Director at Diisseldorf,

but was, in this capacity, no substitute for Hiller, who did so

much for music in the Rhine country.

2 Gustav Schilling (1803-1881), first a theologian, then an

only too prolific writer on music. His worthless character was
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ning to give himself airs, and, arch-braggart as he is,

without, to my mind, the faintest conception of

music, he knows how to use words and titles, and

we must direct our energies against him. How
those old gentlemen, Spohr, Schneider, and the rest,

can permit such a boasting ignoramus to lead them
by the nose passes my comprehension. Perhaps he

will make you a correspondent, as he has done me
without my knowledge.

56.

To H. JDorn.

Leipzig, September 5, 1839.

My very dear, kind Friend,

Your long-expected letter reached me late

enough, only ten or twelve days ago. It must

have lain by for some time at Konigsberg. I am
sorry to have to do without your correspond-

ence in the paper, though I see that is un-

avoidable. Indeed, I do not know how I can

expect anything more from you after your many
tokens of interest and sympathy, for which I can

make you so small a return. Yet, when I study

your handwriting more closely, the old time comes

back, bringing with it the half-warning, half-smiling,

familiar face of my teacher, and I understand how
it is that I am asking another favour.

I should be very pleased if you could find room

afterwards revealed to Schumann, or, rather, to Clara, who had

experience of him as a wolf in sheep's clothing. He was forced

to escape to America. {Cf. Litzmann, Clara Schumann, i. 276-

282, 286-289.)

9—2
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'

for me in your gallery, for the world knows practi-

cally nothing of me. You know why I ask ? We
sometimes think we can do without this sort of

thing, but in my heart of hearts I am inclined to

agree with Jean Paul when he says that air and

praise^ are the only things man can and should

absorb incessantly. But I am far from complain-

ing, for I am really happy in my art, and have set

a long term of work before me. Then, too, I have

some one—Clara—at my side to encourage and

uplift me. I might call her my fiancee, but it is a

hateful story, for, you know, we have had to bring an

action against her father, because, I being neither

a fool nor a miUionaire, he refuses his consent. We
expect the permission before long from a court of

law, in which case we may visit you in Riga. I

am living on the edge of a volcano, as you may
imagine, but I felt I could no longer leave Clara's

old friend and mine in the dark now that the affair

has become public. I count upon your sincere

congratulations. My girl is one in a thousand

;

her nature is noble through and through.

Some traces of the battles I have had to fight on

Clara's account may perhaps be discernible in my
music, and you will not fail to comprehend them.

The concerto, the sonata, the Davidshundler

dances, the Kreisleriana, and the Novelettes, may
be said to have been almost entirely inspired by

her. I have seldom met with anjrthing so clumsy

and commonplace as Rellstab's criticism of my
1 In Flegeljakre the passage runs, ' Praise is the only air

which,' etc.
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Kinderszenen. He seems to think I call up in my
imagination a screaming child, and fit the notes to

it. It is just the other way about, but I will not

deny that a vision of children's heads haunted me
as I wrote. The inscriptions arose, of course,

afterwards, and are reaUy nothing more than tiny

finger-posts to the interpretation and conception.

But Rellstab, really, hardly goes beyond the ABC
of music at times ; chords are the only thing he

understands. Then I am far from considering Klein^

a great master. Berger was, in his small way, much

more productive. Set my mind at rest with a few

words on the subject, and tell me if I am right.

I do not know whether it is advisable to have

anything in my paper about myself Much would

depend on the form it took ; it should also be

pointed out that Fink has the best reasons for not

entering on any such topic. I leave all this, in

any case, to your judgment. . . .

57.

To Ernst A. Becker?
Leipzig, December 11, 1839.

. . . Dear Becker, I heard parts of Franz Schu-

bert's symphony^ at the rehearsal to-day, and it

* Bernhard Klein (1793-1832), in his time an esteemed com-

poser of the Berlin school. Posterity endorses Schumann's low

opinion of him.

2 Ernst Adolf Becker (1798-1874), proved a true and self-

sacrificing friend, particularly in Schumann's fight to win Clara.

He was a government oflicial, also an excellent pianist.

3 The C major symphony, discovered by Schumann among the

literary remains in the possession of Schubert's brother during

his stay in Vienna.
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realized all the ideals of my life. It is the greatest

achievement in instrumental music since Beethoven,

not excepting even Spohr and Mendelssohn, Do
make a point of getting it for yourself at Freiberg.

It is to be published very shortly by Breitkopf.

It has made me tingle to be at work on a sym-

phony, too, and I believe something will come of

it, once I am happily married to Clara. . . .

58.

To Keferstein^

Leipzig, January 31, 1840.

My very deae Sir and Friend,

Your kind letter with the interesting en-

closure only reached me to-day. I have only had

time to peep into the latter, but must write a few

lines of thanks for the former without delay.

There is a long interval between this letter and

my last, also much joy and sorrow from the point

of view of art and life. In the editorial hoUdays

the composer is to the fore ; moreover, circum-

stances of the most exciting nature have made
great demands on my time and strength. I must
beg you, therefore, to excuse my long silence.

May I confess that I have often doubted whether

you take the same interest in the efforts of young

artists as of yore, and this doubt was strengthened

1 Dr. Gustav Adolf Keferstein (1799-1861), pastor, and a

standard writer on music. He wrote under the names K. Stein

(Schumann chose this name for the dedication of some songs), and
Dr. Peregrinus Jocosus.
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by a recent remark of yours in the Stuttgart paper.

You said there that it was only by the study of

Bach and Kuhnau^ that one could understand

how Mozart and Haydn came by their music, and

that it remains a mystery how the more modern
composers came by theirs, or words to that effect.

I cannot entirely agree with you. Mozart and

Haydn only knew Bach through extracts. The
effect he might have had on their productive

power, had they known him in all his greatness, is

inconceivable. On the other hand, modern music,

with its intricacies, its poetry and humour, has its

origin chiefly in Bach. Mendelssohn, Bennett,

Chopin, HiUer, all the so-caUed Romanticists

(speaking of Germans only), stand much nearer to

Bach than to Mozart in their music. They know
Bach thoroughly, one and all. I myself make my
daily confession to this high-priest with a view to

purifying and strengthening my musical nature.

Then, again, Kuhnau must not be placed on a line

with Bach, however estimable and delightful he

may be. Had Bach written nothing but the

Wohltemperirtes Klavier, he would still be worth a

hundred of Kuhnau. In fact, I consider Bach to be

quite unapproachable, immeasurable by ordinary

standards.^

^ Johann Kuhnau (l660-1722), Bach's predecessor as choir-

master at the Thomas Kirche, Leipzig. He composed learned

works for the pianoforte.

2 In the Neue Folge (p. 178) of Schumann's letters the passage

reads : ' Had Kuhnau written nothing/ etc., an obvious mis-

print, unless there is a slip of the pen in Schumann's original.
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And now I have a great favour to ask, and can

think of no one better able or more likely to help

me than yourself. But promise me, my dear

Keferstein, to let no third person into the secret.

You wiU perhaps know of my engagement to

Clara ; also, possibly, the means her father

has employed to prevent our union. . . . Well, he

may be able to delay it for a time, but it is not in

his power to prevent it ultimately. Clara's very

considerable position in the musical world has

often given me cause to reflect on my own less

established footing. Convinced as I am of her

disinterestedness in loving me for my music and

myself alone, I still think it would please her if I

attained a higher social rank. This brings me to

my inquiry. Can you tell me if it is difficult to

take a doctor's degree at Jena ; what examination

I should have to pass, if any ; and to whom I can

apply for information 1 Would not my post as

editor of an important paper of seven years' stand-

ing, my position as a composer and the activity I

have displayed in various undertakings, be of some

account in the matter ? Tell me your real opinion,

and please remember my request for strict sUence

on the matter at present. . . .

59.

To Keferstein.

Leipzig, February 8, 1840.

... I should like to secure my doctor's degree

on one of two conditions. I could qualify for it
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by writing a treatise, which would be an arduous

task, or the diploma might be made out to me in

recognition of my past services as composer and

author, which would be by far the more pleasing

and satisfactory way. Help me once more with

your sage advice. I know very little Latin, but I

think I should be equal to a solid German treatise.

I am at present engaged in collecting material for

an essay on Shakespeare in his relation to music.

It is to deal with his allusions to it, his qualifying

remarks, and his manner of introducing the subject

in his dramas—a wide and fascinating study. This

would, of course, take some time, as it would mean
reading through the whole of his works. If you

consider an essay unnecessary, or think this

particular one unsuitable, you will perhaps be

willing, out of sympathy for Clara and myself, to

try and obtain the diploma for me on the grounds

of my earlier writings. To this intent I make bold

to send you a batch of articles, written either by

myself or by others with reference to me, which I

have selected at random in a great hurry. I also

enclose some diplomas, and will send, if desired, a

testimonial from the authorities here as to my
character and the curriculum vitce, not forgetting

the customary fees of which you reminded me.

As a crowning favour you might, perhaps, go and

see the deacon^ and put in a good word for me.

You could then explain to him my position in the

musical world, the relation in which I stand to

1 Reinhold.
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Clara—since it is no longer a secret—the suffering

which her father has caused us, and the particular

significance and value of the title to me at this

moment, when people are saying the wildest things

about us. In a word, I want not only to be able

to say I have taken this and that degree, but to

have my special claim to the honour stated in the

diploma. I am told that a respected Leipzig

theologian obtained a degree from your University

in some such way—that is, without any disserta-

tion, but by payment of the usual fees. Is this

true?

One more question. Will the degree be a

musical one in either case ? I should prefer that,

of course. I shall be glad if you can tell me what

form the diploma will take. Let me thank you

on Clara's behalf and my own. We may soon, I

hope, be able to bring our thanks in person if you

do not come and pay us a visit first.

I shall be sending on your last letter, one of

these days, to Clara., who is at present with her

mother at Hamburg. She wiU probably write

herself to thank you for your kind words to me
about her. She is, indeed, aU that you paint her

—

a rare creature, comprising in herself innumerable

fine quahties.

The enclosed portrait is intended to freshen up

your recollection of me. Please look on it kindly.

It is not quite perfect as a likeness, though drawn

by a great artist,^ a proof that even a master-hand

^ Kriehuber.
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is not infallible. Still, I think the general effect is

good. Please do not hang me among a crowd of

critical Leipzig and Stuttgart 'doctors,' but put

me next to Sebastian Bach (what would I not give

to hear him play the organ !), then I shall begin to

improvise. . . .

60.

To Keferstein.

Leipzig, February IQ, 1840.

. . . Do you know that I have written four

hundred pages of music during the last two years ?

Most of it is published, too. When I consider that

my music has nothing mechanical about it, but

makes inconceivable demands on my heart, it seems

only natural that the heart should need rest after

such exertions.

My editorial duties can only fiU a secondary

place, great as is my devotion to the paper. Is it

not our most sacred duty to cultivate our talents ?

I remember your writing to me some years ago to

this effect, and have plodded on bravely ever since.

This by way of justification, my dear friend, for

your last hues contained a certain reflection, as I

gathered, on the way in which I fulfil my editorial

duties. I reaUy do not deserve this, for the very

reason that I am so much occupied with other

work, and because this other work is of greater

importance, being, in fact, my life-work. Here I

am at this moment, fresh from composing. I am
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doing nothing but vocal music of all sorts just now,

including some quartets for male voices, which I

should like to dedicate to the "friend who reads

these lines, if he will kindly promise to make no

further attempt to distract me from composing.

May I ? I can hardly describe to you the pleasure

of vocal—as compared with instrumental—writing,

and the tempest of ideas that surges within me as

I sit at work. I have had some entirely new ideas,

and am even meditating an opera, though that is

impossible so long as I edit the paper. . . .

61.

To Keferstein.

Leipzig, February Z9, 1840.

My satisfaction is now complete. The eulogy^

is so impressive that I suspect I have you to

thank for it. It has given the greatest satisfaction

to me and to my friends. A copy was sent first

thing, of course, to a certain young lady who is

still enough of a child to jump for joy at her new

dignity in being betrothed to Dr. Schumann. She

is sure to write and thank you herself, but you

Avill have to wait until she goes to Berlin for the

signed portrait. She keeps all her things there.

The journey to Copenhagen, on which I was to

have accompanied her and her mother, will prob-

ably be given up, as she dreads the crossing so

very much. There is still a possibility of it, how-

^ In the doctor's diploma.
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ever. In any case, I shall soon see her, and I need
hardly tell you what glorious times we shall have

together at the piano and elsewhere. . . .

62.

To Keferstein.

Leipzig, August 24, 1840.

My very dear Friend,

Many thanks for your gratifying account,^

by which you enabled me to enjoy it aU at a

distance. I always hoped I might be coming to

Jena one of these days, but it is not to be. Clara

has gone from Weimar to Bad Liebenstein, near

Eisenach, to stay with her friend, Emilia List,

who wrote to her unexpectedly from there. She

is to stay there for the few weeks left before our

wedding, and will not break her journey on the

way back, so I have given up my plan of going

to meet her at Weimar by way of Jena. There

are now—God helping us—no further obstacles in

the way of our wedding, as you feared. I had the

bliss of hearing the second reading of our banns

yesterday. Clara is also bhssfuUy happy, as you

may imagine. The trials we underwent were

really too humiliating. Clara wrote enthusiastic-

ally of her stay with you at Jena, and I was hardly

less dehghted at hearing of the way in which you

f§ted her. Your article brings me a fresh proof of

your kindly feeling, though parts of it, especially

' Of a concert given by Clara at Jena, on August 8.
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those concerning me, seem to me—if you will not

misunderstand the phrase—too enthusiastic. If it

were signed by its kind author I should have no

doubts about accepting it, but this, of course, I

do not for a moment expect of you in your

position. The public is always inchned to see a

friend's services in any unsigned enthusiastic notice,

and when their suspicions are correct (as in this

case, for are you not our dear good friend ?) they

like to have the friend's name as a guarantee of

good faith. But, however that may be, your

sympathy does my heart good. I hope my sub-

sequent works will at least not tend to diminish it.

If you really wish to honour Clara and myself with

pubhc recognition, the Frankfurter Journal would

be a good medium, though I fear the editors take

but little interest in us foreigners. Try them,

anyway, my dear friend ; if they refuse, I should

suggest an evening or society paper.

I am, I confess, too proud to make use of the

Hartels to influence Fink. All ingenious attempts

on the artist's part to stimulate public opinion are

detestable to me. Good stuff wiU always make
its way. Not that I am indifferent to thorough

and inteUigent criticism, believe me ; but the

artist is not the one to instigate it. Clara is like

me in this, much as she delights in, and actually

needs, encouragement. She is indeed subject to

fits of depression, which are quite inexplicable to

me. I have had to rally her about it more than

once.
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But enough of that. It is perhaps hardly neces-

sary to add the assurance that I am enjoymg to

the full my present happiness and my glorious

expectations. I have had to make Clara a formal

promise to accompany her to St. Petersburg, as

she threatened to go alone if I refused. I believe

she would really have done so, for she is quite

indifferent to appearances. You wiU spare me the

portrayal of my unwillingness to leave my quiet

circle. I will only say that it distresses me greatly

to think of it. Yet I must not let Clara see it.

The change will be good for her from the physical

point of view, for, slender as she is, she is very

healthy, and has the endurance of a man.
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' I will say no more of my happiness in possessing a girl with

whom I have grown to be one through art, intellectual affinities,

the regular intercourse of years, and the deepest and holiest

affection. My whole life is one joyous activity.'

—

To Eduard and

Karl Schumann, March 19, 1838.

'No maiden, no angel from heaven, could be truer to me
than you are ; you alone could love me thus with a love so

inexpressibly noble. I have no words for you ; only a peep into

my dreams could show you my thoughts of you. I hardly know

what to say, but I have the beautiful consciousness of having

been myself scrupulously true to you.'

—

To Clara, February 23,

1839.



INTRODUCTION

Since music has so often been praised as the herald

of love, as its special art and language, is there any
wonder that in the history of music, and still more
in the biographies of musicians, the passion is dis-

played under so many aspects ? Of all the stories

and legends of love or marriage between musicians,

whatever their human or their artistic interest, from
J. S. Bach and his enthusiastic singer, Anna Mag-
dalena, to Richard Wagner and Liszt's brUUant
daughter Cosima—none offers so perfect a model
as the union of Clara Wieck and Robert Schumann.

I do not believe that a similarly perfect example
is to be found in the whole annals of art. Not only

was each the heart's choice of the other, not only
was it on eit^ side the bitter-sweet love of,youth,

which touches the extremes ofjoy and despair—but
they fought a hard fight in evil days before their

happiness was won. They were two noble souls,

distinguished by fastidious purity and true excel-

lence of character—two buoyant minds consecrated

to the service of art. And, to fiU the measure of

their happiness, they served the same art. Their

marriage fairly symbolizes the union of the male
and female elements in creative art. It is wonder-

ful to observe how they adapted themselves one to

the other ; how the man's artistic production was
inspired and intensified by th« woman's presence,

and how her reproductive art reached its supreme
147 10—
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excellence through his works. She was the ideal

interpreter of her husband's music, and to her he
entrusted his finest conceptions. May it not almost

be called an actual marriage between the arts ?

From Schumann's letters and those of his friends

we gain a fair conception of their wedded happiness,

but we find the real basis for our conclusions in the

standard biography of Clara Schumann (Breitkopf

and Hartel, Leipzig, 1903-1905), by Berthold Litz-

mann, who is to be envied for his pleasant task.

He may well say on his title-page, 'from diaries

and letters,' for further reference was practically

unnecessary. The diaries offer peculiarly interest-

ing material in as great abundance as could be
desired. There are in all forty -seven quarto

volumes, which form an almost unbroken narrative

of Clara Schumann's life, from her birth to the

beginning of her last illness. True, her father

made the greater proportion of the entries up to

her nineteenth birthday (1838), but sufficient letters

are available to give a vivid individual picture of

her. Her father's collaboration throws some light

on his own character, which, though insufficient to

explain his strange subsequent behaviour, prevents

us fi-om conceiving him to be merely a madman or

a criminal. Although made up of genuine letters

and diaries which chronicle experiences and emo-
tions, this book has all the fascination of an exciting

novel, in which the art of the story-teller makes the

joys and sorrows of his characters seem part of our
personal experience. The personages of the drama
might have stepped out of a novel. Between the
hero and the heroine stands the lady's father, hard
as stone, inexorable. The unfortunate girl has to

choose between her father, to whom she owes
everything and for whom she has a deep fihal

affection, and her lover, whom her father first

rejects for no apparent reason, then repels with
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violence, and finally treats as a deadly enemy.
Always capricious, but otherwise a man of strong
and upright character, her father descends to

heartless tyranny, and even to slander, as he sees

his daughter, after her first hesitation and doubt,
become more and more confirmed in her devotion
to her lover. The whole affair is a puzzle. Schu-
mann had proved the steadfastness of his love ; his

powers were gaining increasing recognition, and he
was able to offer his wife an assured future. Why,
then, did this estimable teacher persist in opposing
his daughter's marriage with the composer ? The
conclusion drawn from many passages in the letters

is that the old man was actuated by sheer jealousy

and avarice. Yet, if he had consistently encouraged
rich or aristocratic suitors, he had also favoured the

pretensions of an ordinary piano teacher. This

embittered struggle, which eventually became a

tragi-comedy to the onlookers, was a real tragedy

to the father—a tragedy to the artist in him.

Friedrich Wieck (1785-1873) remains one of the

greatest pianoforte teachers of aU time. He was
not only absolutely conscientious, but passionately

attached to his calling. In presenting his daughter

to the world as a finished artist, he was peculiarly

conscious of achieving his masterpiece. Even
before her birth he had determined that, if a girl,

she should become a great pianist, and should

receive the name Clara as a presage of her brilliant

destiny. He witnessed the splendid accomplish-

ment of his task. The whole world paid tribute

to his child ; he saw in her neither a phenomenal
talent, nor a prodigy of iron diligence, but his own
handiwork. She was both daughter and pupil.

Then he saw her growing love for Robert Schumann,
who had also been his pupil, but had only used

Wieck's school as a means to higher ends. Schu-

mann's nature was inaccessible to pedagogic instruc-



150 INTRODUCTION

tion. His creative genius and native superiority of

talent was to Wieck, whose art was purely repro-

ductive, a standing reminder of his own creative

impotence. Wieck knew well enough that once

Clara became Schumann's wife, she would no
longer take her art from her father direct. Had
Schumann's music resembled that of Kalkbren-

ner, Herz, Hiinten, or others of their fellows

—

music which is only effective in the hands of

virtuosi^ the case would have been diflerent.

He, however, wrote music which offered httle

scope for technical display but entirely captivated

genuine artists. Wieck knew his daughter far too

well not to foresee her whole-hearted enthusiasm

for Schumann's music. He fought for the artist,

not for the daughter. The artist was in a far

higher degree his work ; his creative power found
its fullest expression in her. Could he see his

work, the product of his own art, lost under the

influence of another's personality and cease to exist,

except in interpreting the creations of another

man?
Such was the nature of this often misunderstood

and misrepresented struggle. The artist Wieck
fought to retain possession of his own masterpiece.

We must forgive the artist the faults of the man
and the father.

The quarrel was fought out between these three

principals. The others who were involved in it

played no essential part, interesting as their r&les

sometimes were. There was the gallery of the

suitors whom the father inflicted on his daughter ;

also a Dr. Schilling, a wolf in sheep's clothing, who
insinuated himself into the unsuspecting maiden's

confidence by a pretended sympathy. But there

were true Mends who helped the lovers. The most
touching figure is that of the elderly maid, Johanna
Strobel, who was so taciturn that it was long before
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the girl ventured to confide in her, in spite of her
constant and unmistakable love and fidelity to the
motherless child.

But the best part of the picture is formed by the
lovers themselves, particularly by the woman, for in

this union the woman had the stronger, one might
almost say the more masculine soul. Clara was
nine, when Schumann, at the age of eighteen (1828),

became her father's pupU. The two soon became
firm friends. He used to tell her fairy-tales ; even
as a child she fascinated the artist in him, and
her playing soon inspired him to compose. She
quickly gained the fame which greets the virtuoso

from aU sides, while he painfully struggled up the

thorny path of creative art. He formed an earlier

attachment which proved mistaken, before he
recognized that he felt more than friendship for

the child in Wieck's house ; while her girlish

precocity enabled her to realize what she seemed
to be losing.

In November, 1835, they discovered their love

for one another. Eventually they were able to

marry on September 12, 1840, without the blessing

of Clara's surly father, but with the full consent of

her mother, who was separated from Wieck, and

to whom the girl turned in her desolation.

The lovers' correspondence during these five

years is one of the prose poems of German
literature. It contains all the sweetness of young
love, the stolen meetings and greetings, kisses

snatched on the threshold. Then came the bitter

separation ; the father's veto soon fell. They were

never to see one another again. Secret letters

followed. Robert Schumann wrote on one occasion

(Letter 84) :
' It gives me moral strength to see my

dear girl so brave.' We may apply his words more
generally. It really is inspiring to watch her

fighting for her love, without sentimentalism or
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femininity, but with the finest and purest womanly
heroism. Her loyalty never wavered for a moment,
but this was the lea,st of her virtues. She endured

uncomplainingly the tortures which her father

inflicted with—there is no other word for it

—

execrable mahce. She consoled her lover, who
was often driven from his bliss to the blackest

depths of despair and bitterness by their wretched

position. But through her sorrows she ripened to

magnificent womanhood, and became the in-

comparable artist whose peculiar charm has been
best celebrated by Franz GrUlparzer, after she had,

at the age of nineteen, interpreted to the world the

beauties of Beethoven's F minor sonata.

' A wizard, weary of the world and life.

Locked up the treasures of his magic art

Within a casket, strong and firmly sealed,

Then threw the key upon the waves, and died.

The smaller men bestirred themselves in vain.

No tool was strong enough to force the seal.

And master and enchantment slept alike.

A shepherd maiden, playing by the sea.

Looked on at the profane and eager search.

With wise, unconscious eyes, as children do ;

Dipped her white fingers in the flowing tide.

Grasped something, raised it, and the key was found !

Then she sprang up, with wildly beating heart

;

The casket glowed before her as with life.

The key is in, and turned ; the lid flies open ;

The imprisoned spirits, rising, owned her charm
And innocence ; then moved obedient

To the touch of her white fingers as she played.'

Her love grewdeeper as her artisticpowers ripened.
' I feel more and more,' she wrote, ' that my life is

for you only ; all else is indifferent to me except my
art, which springs from you.' Indeed, although she

at first seemed almost his superior, she rapidly recog-

nized and did homage to his creative genius. ' I am
astonished at your mind, at all the new treasures

it contains—do you know, I am sometimes afraid
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of you, and wonder if it is really true that such
a genius is to be my husband ? I am at times
overtaken by the idea that I can never prove
sufficient for you, though it is possible you may
love me none the less for that.' She was, at the
time of writing, an artist of world-wide fame, he
an unknown musician. But she not only com-
prehended his genius ; she was, in the best sense of
the word, his muse. He often expressed himself in

a similar way, as in the letter accompanjdng the
Novelletten (1839): 'Dearest, in the Novelletten are

my thoughts of you in every possible position and
circumstance and all your irresistibleness 1 Yes, I

mean it ! No one could have written the Novelletten

unless he had gazed into such eyes and touched
such lips as yours—in short, another may very well

do better work, but nothing just like these.'

We ourselves breathe more freely when the two
are at last united. We know that Clara's married
life has trouble in store, trouble of the worst kind

—

the loss of the loved husband in the most cruel

circumstances, since intellectual death was to seize

him before the dissolution of the bodily life. She
bore this fate also in the spirit of the words she

had written in her diary on her wedding day

—

words that form a fitting close to her girlhood

:

'A period of my life ends here : if I have experi-

enced trouble in my early years, there has been
much happiness which I shall never forget. Now
another life is beginning, life in him whom I love

beyond all else and beyond my own self. But my
responsibihties are heavy, too ; may Heaven give

me strength to fulfil them as a good wife should.

God has always been, and will continue to be, my
helper. I have always had perfect trust in Him,
which I shall ever preserve.'

For the purpose of the present book this most
emotional period of Schumann's life is seen from
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his side only, mirrored in his soul. The line
' Himmelhoeh jauchzend, zum Tode betriibt ' is

doubly comprehensible in the case of this suscep-

tible nature. Even Clara, who was far more
courageous in her attitude towards life, testifies in

her letters to the terrible emotional storms through
which the two had to pass. Attempts have often

been made to present Wieck's behaviour in a
better Ught.^

In particular, Wieck's surviving daughter, Marie,
has aroused controversy with regard to Litzmann's
book—quite unjustly, as, after a thorough examina-
tion of all the circumstances, the eminent writer

Gustav Jansen has shown in the preface to the
second edition of the JBriefe Robert Schumanns
(Leipzig, 1904). All this only serves to throw
into relief the bright figures of the lovers.

In these letters the principle of selection must
be even more rigidly enforced than in the earlier

extracts, if the main lines of Schumann's develop-
ment are to remain clear, for many of the letters

run to the length of a little book.

63.

Robert to Clara.

En route for Zwickau after 10 p.m.,

February ^S, 1836.

I can hardly keep my eyes open. For the last

two hours I have been waiting for the express

mail-coach. The roads are so bad that it may be

two o'clock before we get away. How vividly I can

see you, my own beloved Clara. You seem so

* Kohut, Fr. Wieck : Fin Lebens- und Kiinstlerbild, 1888 ; Joss,

Fr. Wieck und sein Verhnlinis zu Schumann, 1900,
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near that I imagine I could almost touch you.

There was a time when I could express my attach-

ment in pretty phrases ; but I can do so no longer.

So, if you did not know it, I should never be able

to teU you. You must love me a great deal, too,

you know. I ask much, because I give much.

To-day has been a day of varied emotions,

bringing me, as it did, my mother's will, and

accounts of her death. ^ But through the dark-

ness I discern your fair image, and my burden

is hghtened.

I may as well teU you that my future is now
on a much more certain footing. I must not, of

course, sit down with folded hands, and have stiU

much to accomplish if I would win the image you

see in your mirror. You too, unlike Grafin B-ossi,^

will want to carry on your art, to share my work

and my burdens, my joy and my sorrow. Write

me your ideas on the matter.

My first effort in Leipzig wiU be to bring order

into my material affairs ; with myself 1 am at peace.

Perhaps your father will, after all, not refuse his

blessing when I ask it. There is a great deal to

think over still, but meanwhile I trust in our good

angel. Fate designed us for one another, as I

have known for a long time, though I was not

bold enough to speak to you sooner or to come to

an understanding.

I wiU give you a fuUer explanation later on of

1 Died February 4, 1836.

2 Henriette Sontag had married Graf Rossi in 1 828.
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my rough jottings to-day, and if you cannot read

it—why, then, at least be sure I love you more than

I can say. It is getting very dark in this room,

and my fellow-passengers are sleeping. Outside

there is a snowstorm. For my part I shall take

refuge in a corner, bury my head in a cushion, and

think of nothing but you. Farewell, my own

Clara.

Your

Robert.

64.

To Clara Wieck.

August 13, 1837.

Are you loyal and true as ever ? My confidence

in you is indeed unassailable, but the stoutest heart

would be disconcerted when left without a word

from the dearest thing in the world, which is what

you are to me. I have turned the matter over in

my mind a thousand times, and everything tells

me that it must come to pass if we make up our

minds to carry it through. Let me have just one

word, 'yes,' from you if you are willing to hand

your father a letter^ from me on your birthday

(September 13). He is kindly disposed to me
just now, and will not repulse me if you plead

for me too.

I write this just as the dawn is breaking. Would
that there were only one more sunrise to part us !

Remember, above all, that it must come to pass if

we make up our minds to carry it through.

1 See Letter 65.
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Say nothing of this letter to anyone ; it might

spoil everything. And do not forget that 'yes.'

I must have this assurance before I can think of

anything further. All this comes straight from my
heart, word for word, and here is my signature

to it

—

Robert Schumann.

Clara to Robert.

Leipzig, August 15, 1837.

So one little 'yes' is all you want? What an

important little word it is 1 Surely a heart so full

of inexpressible love as mine can utter it freely.

I can indeed say it. My inmost soul whispers it

unceasingly to you.

Could I put into words my heart's anguish, my
many tears? No, it is beyond my power. But

the fates may permit us to meet before long, and

then ! Your proposal seems daring to me, but

love takes small heed of danger, and again I say

'yes.' Surely God will not turn my eighteenth

birthday into a day of trouble ? He could not be

so cruel. For a long time I have shared your

conviction : 'it must come to pass.' Nothing shall

make me waver. I wUl prove to my father that a

youthful [heart] can be firm.

In great haste.

Your

Clara.
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65.

To F. Wieck {delivered September 13, 1837).

What I have to say to you is so simple, and yet

the right words may sometimes fail me. It is

difficult to control a pen with so trembling a hand.

1 must therefore ask your indulgence for any

possible negligence in style or expression.

To-day is Clara's birthday, the day on which the

dearest object my world holds saw the Ught, the

day on which I have always indulged in retrospect

since I felt myself so closely bound up with her.

I confess that to-day I am able to face the future

more calmly than ever before. I am assured—^in

all human probability—against want, full of pleasant

projects, able to champion any noble cause with

youthful enthusiasm, capable of work and conscious

of glorious opportunities, strong in the hope of

using my talents to the full, and rich in esteem

and affection—surely these things might suffice

!

But alas ! it is not so. What do aU these weigh

against the pain of being separated from the one

who provides the motive for all my activities, the

one who so loyally reciprocates my love ! You,

her happy father, know this incomparable girl weU
enough. Read in her face the truth of my words.

Your testing of me during the past eighteen

months has been severe as the hand of fate itself.

But how can I bear you ill-will 1 I offended you

deeply, but my penance has been heavy too. Put
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me on my trial for as long again ; I may perhaps

be able to meet your wishes and regain your con-

fidence, if you do not ask impossibiUties. You
know my power of endurance where great ends are

in question. If, then, you are satisfied that I am a

man to be trusted in every respect, wUl you not set

the seal of your fatherly sanction upon our cove-

nant, and thereby complete our happiness ? My
feeling towards Clara, which thrills in every fibre

of my being, is no passing desire, no violent

emotion, no surface thing, but the deep-rooted

conviction that everything augurs well for the

happiness of our union—a conviction founded on

Clara's power to secure happiness for us both.

Does not her noble nature diffuse it everywhere ?

If you admit this, you wiU surely promise me to

arrange nothing definite as to Clara's future. I,

for my part, give you my word not to communi-

cate with her without your permission. I only

ask that we may be allowed to write when you

are away on long tours.

Now that this vital question has found utterance

I can again breathe freely, knowing myself to be

full of good-wiU towards aU men. I lay my future

confidently in your hands. You owe it to my
position, my talent and my character to give me a

considerate and decisive answer. It would be most

satisfactory if we could talk it over.

The moments which pass between now and then

wiU be charged with the same emotion as that

which thrills us when we listen for the thunderclap
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after the flash, and tremble to know if it portends

annihilation or a blessing. May your decision

bring a blessing! I implore you, with a heart

beating with love and fear, to renew your friend-

ship with one of your oldest friends, and prove

yourself the best possible father to the best of

children.

Robert Schumann.

Enclosure to Frau Wieck.

Let me, above all, enlist your sympathy, my
dear lady, on behalf of our future. 1 know that

there is nothing of the step-mother in your attitude.

Your clear-sightedness and kindly disposition, your

geniiine respect and love for Clara, will help you to

find a way. We should all think it a calamity if

the birthday of one who has contributed to the

happiness of so many people should be turned into

a day of sorrow. WUl you not try to avert it ?

Yours sincerely,

R. Schumann.

Enclosure to Clara.

After our most painful separation, dear Clara,

you wUl, I know, support me lovingly in aU that I

have said to your parents, and raise your voice

where my words seem inadequate.^

Your

R. S.

^ Wieck neither gave Clara these lines, nor showed her the

other two letters.
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66.

To Ernst A. Becker.

Leipzig, September 14, 1837.

Dear Friend,

W[ieck]'s answer was so confused, so

perplexing a mixture of refusal and consent that

I am at a loss—absolutely—to know what to do.

If only you could have been here for a few

minutes, or were here now, so that he could talk

to some one who might succeed in overcoming his

vanity (for such it seemed to me) on certain points.

He seems bent on Clara's being a concert pianist

aU her life. Naturally, he can produce no valid

objection, and it was, as 1 say, impossible to find

out his real meaning. I have had no chance of

speaking to Clara ; rhy only hope is in her firmness.

Will you not write a few lines to Wieck, making

clear to him his great responsibility ? I should

like to see the letter first—but do as you think

best. Tell him I showed you my letter to him, etc.

I am deeply depressed and incapable of thought.

67.

Robert to Clara.

September 18, 1837.

My interview with your father was terrible. He
was frigid, hostile, confused and contradictory at

once. Truly his method of stabbing is original, for

he drives in the hilt as well as the blade. . , .

Well, and what now, my dear Clara? I am
11
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at a loss—absolutely—to know what to do. My
reasoning power is quite exhausted, and any display

of feeling is worse than useless in dealing with

your father. What in the world can we do?

You must be particularly on your guard against

any attempt he may make to sell you. ... 1

believe in you—God knows—with all my heart.

This is, indeed, my chief support. But you will have

more need of strength than you suspect. Did not

your father give me the grim assurance to my face

that he was ' not to be shaken ' ? You must be

prepared for anything, for if he cannot succeed by

force he will employ cunning. Be prepared for

anything, I repeat.

I feel so hfeless, so humiliated, to-day that I am
incapable of a single fine thought. Even your

picture is so blurred that I almost forget what your

eyes are like. I am not so reduced in spirit as to

think of giving you up, but so embittered by this

outrage to my most sacred feehngs, by being

treated like one of the common herd. If I could

only have a word from you ! Tell me what I

must do. If I do not hear from you, the mockery

of the whole thing wiU drive me to flight. To
think that I am not allowed to see you ! He will

only allow it in some public place, where we should

be a laughing-stock for everybody. What a cold

sting there is in all this ! He further permits us to

correspond when you are travelling, and that is the

sum total of his concessions. ... I always con-

sidered your father a good and humane person, but
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I look in vain for anything that might excuse him,

in vain for any nobler reason underlying his refusal,

such as a fear that your artistic career might suffer

through an early engagement, the plea that you are

too young, or any similar objection. No sign of

anything of the sort! Believe me, he will fling

you at the first suitor who comes, provided he has

money and titles enough. It is as if he could

conceive of nothing higher than touring and concert-

giving. To this end he would sacrifice your heart's

blood and cripple my strength at the moment when
I am striving to do great things in the world, over

and above which he mocks at all your tears.

Your ring is looking at me in such a charming

way, as if it would chide me for reproaching my
Clara's father. The word ' steadfast,' which you

uttered three times the other day, seemed to come

from the very depths of your soul. That day did

so much for me, Clara ; don't be angry if I am
weak to-day and have hurt your father's feelings.

I have right on my side.

Remember what is at stake. Exert yourself to

the utmost, and if your gentleness fails, use your

strength. Silence seems to be my only refuge, for

every new attempt to persuade your father would

provoke fresh insult. Do all you can to find a

way out ; I will follow like a child. . . . How
my poor head swims ! I could laugh for very

anguish. This cannot go on much longer—my
health will not stand it. . . . God preserve me
from despair. My life is torn up by the roots.

11—2
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(In the afternoon of the same day.),

I think we have lost no ground, though we have

gained Uttle enough. I am vexed now that I

wrote, and wish I had waited eight or ten weeks.

I can see the importance of advancing slowly and

cautiously. He must, after all, one day give in to

the idea of losing you. His obstinacy must give

way before our love, my own Clara. We must

win ! . . .

You must disabuse your father of his various

mistaken ideas. . , . He admitted that we should be

the most blissful pair in the world when I put it to

him, but farther than that he would not go. He
went on to say that we should want much more

money than we thought, and named an enormous

sum, whereas we have precisely as much as a

hundred of the most respected families here. Don't

let him argue you out of that. Then he said you

would often weep in secret if we did not give big

receptions, and so on. Clara, is that true, or only

a jest ?

He had no valid objection to bring forward, and

can have none, for right and reason are on our side.

If he drives us to extremities by persisting in

refusing his consent for a year and a half or two

years more, we must take the law into our own
hands. ... In that case a magistrate would marry

us. Heaven send it may not come to that ! . . .

Let me have a few soothing, kind words soon.

My picture of you is much clearer and loveher now
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than when I wrote this morning, and your thrice

repeated ' steadfast ' is a message from heaven's blue.

Before I take leave of you to-day, my beloved,

swear to me once more by your eternal happiness

that you have courage to bear the trials laid upon
us, even as I make the same vow at this moment,
raising two fingers of my right hand. I will not

give you up—trust me ! God help us !

Ever your own
Robert.

Send this back without delay, on your honour.

Clara to Robert.

Leipzig, 1837.

(In Robert's writing :
' Read September 26, with indescribable

delight.)

Do you still doubt me? I must forgive you,

for, of course, I am only a weak girl. Weak, yes ;

but my soul is strong, and my heart steadfast and

unchanging. Let this be enough to destroy all

your doubts.

I have been very unhappy up to now, but send

me a few words of comfort under these lines, and I

shall face the world serenely. I have promised

Father to be happy, and to devote myself to my art

and the public for some years more. You will

hear all sorts of reports of me, and many a doubt

will arise in your mind ; but when you hear this,

that, or the other, say to yourself, ' She does it all
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for me.' If you should ever waver, you would

break the heart of one who loves once for aU.

Clara.

{Outside) Send me back these lines. Do it for

my peace of mind.

68.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, 1837.

Such heavenly words I cannot return. Besides,

they are safe enough in my keeping. Not another

word of the past, but let us keep our eyes fixed on

our life's single aim. Trust me, my beloved Clara,

and let the conviction of my strength strengthen

you iQ all your trials. One last request before I

let you go : Will you not venture on ' thee ' and
' thou ' when you write to me ? You must often

have used them in thought.^ Are you not my
passionately loved, affianced one, some day to

be Well, just one kiss, and good-bye.

Your

ROBEBT.

69.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, October 3, 1837.

... It might happen that we heard nothing of

one another for a time, that your father inter-

^ Schumann had used the intimate form of address for the

first time in the end of the preceding letter. From this time

onwards the lovers wrote 'thee' and 'thou.' [Tr.]
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cepted our letters, or even that they blackened my
character to you. If they should say I had for-

gotten you or what not, never believe a word of it.

It is a wicked world, but we must try to keep

ourselves unsmirched. If I could count on a letter

from you every two months, it would be a great

comfort. Is that asking too much ? In three

hours I shall see you, and I am in terror. It is

the last time—perhaps for ever. . . .

70.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, November 8, 1837, early morning.

So you only want one line I You shall have

more, although I should like to be angry with you,

as, indeed, you deserve. I never thought you could

keep silence so long. I could not have done it in

your place, for you can always convey letters to

me, though I cannot to you. What I have suffered

these last few days I will not say. Then, yesterday

your letter came. It was as if I had escaped a

great disaster. Short as it is, it comes from you,

and is a message from your heart. Thank you, dear !

Your father has written to me to this effect :
' You

are an excellent person, but not so excellent as

some. I don't quite know what I mean to do with

Clara, but—hearts I What do I care about hearts V

etc.

I will copy out two passages for you :
' Rather

than see two such artists settle down to house-
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keeping and petty anxieties, I would sacrifice my
daughter alone in one way or another.' Then

comes this magnificent sentence :
' If I have to

marry my daughter without delay to some one else,

you will only have yourself to thank.' This last,

my dear Clara, is sufficiently final and decisive.

What can I do with such a letter ? I must either

leave it unanswered, or teU him the truth ; there

can be no further relation between us. What have

I to do with a man like that ? I admit it is

serious, and I cannot think how it will aU end.

Can you really hold out ? Shall you ever have a

return of last Tuesday's mood ? You won't be

angry, my dearest girl, but I can't help telling you

that you said some things that evening which you

ought not to have said, because it made you

unhappy and me too. Are you not content to be

mine ? Are you not convinced that you are going

to be the happiest of wives ? If not, you had

better break our bond now. I will give you back

everjdhing—the ring too. But if you are happy in

my love, if it fills your whole heart, and if you

have weighed my faults and bad ways, and are

content with the little I can offer you besides

(which does not include pearls and diamonds), then

we keep to the old love, my faithful Clara, then I

shall never give you back anything, nor ever release

you from your promise to me, insisting to the full

on all the claims which your consent and your ring

give me.

Store this up in your heart. Doubt is in itself
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faithlessness ; trust, the half of possession. We
may leave the rest to our guardian angel, who
destined us each for the other in our cradles.

I ask you, further, to save all my letters, and to

promise me on your honour never to show them
(as in a weak moment at Dresden) to your father

;

to remember always your duty to yourself as well

as to your father, who has had so much pleasure

through you, and has in return made the last

years of your life wretched ; and, finally, never to

forget me.^

Think of me always at nine o'clock in the even-

ing, the hour when I am always with you.

Farewell, my darling girl.

Your

Robert.

71.

Robert to Clara.

{November] 29.

To think that the paltry 200 silver pieces of

which our yearly income falls short should cause

all this fuss ! They must be found, of course.

You know what I have ; the half of it I need

myself, and if the other half is not enough for

you, you could always earn something extra. Of

course, it all depends upon how we set up house-

keeping, and I will tell you at once my ideas about

it. I should like best to keep my present inde-

pendent position for a time, with a pretty house

not far out of town. Then, with you beside me, I

1 This paragraph is italicized in the original.
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should work in bliss and peace. You would still

practise your noble art, but less for the public and

for the sake of gain than for the favoured few and

for our own happiness—that is, if you are content.

A life such as this would not mean any great

outlay. Whether it would entirely satisfy you,

and continue to do so, I know no more than you

do yourself. We all change, and our plans are

often wrecked by chance, fate, or outward inter-

ference. But this is, as I say, the life I would

choose. I might paint everything in still more

alluring colours, so that you would fall on my
neck and say, ' Yes, this is the life for us, Robert.'

Do this for yourself, if you love me.

It would be quite another thing if you were

anxious to keep yourself before the public. I

should stiU be content, but I should propose shut-

ting up our house for three months in the year

(I could get away for that length of time, even

if I still edited the paper), and travelling [little

or not at all in Germany], to Paris or London.

Your name is known everywhere, while 1 have a

crowd of friends and connexions, so you see we
could not fail to reap laurels and earn money, and

should return, laden with the spoil, to that house

which is still in the clouds. Leipzig would be the

best centre for the execution of either of these

plans—for the brilliant sunlight of publicity or the

gentle moonlight of home life. . . . Even suppos-

ing this life failed to satisfy us, what should you

say if, one morning, I announced to you, 'My
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dear wife, I have composed, unknown to you, ex-

cellent symphonies and other important works, and

am ready to fly to the uttermost ends of the earth.

You seem greedy of honour and glory, too, so how
would it be if we packed up our diamonds, and

settled in Paris V You would say, ' Well, it's

worth considering !' or, ' What an idea !' or, ' As
you like '; or, perhaps, ' No, let us stay here ; I am
so happy,' on hearing which I should turn back to

my writing-table, and go on writing.

May no one dispel these happy visions ! Ah,

when shall I have you for my very own ! These

nights of sleepless anguish, this tearless suflfering

endured for your sake—surely a kind Providence

will one day give me compensation 1

True, I have reckoned very much without my
host

—

i. e. , your father—^but there you must act. For

the present I can do nothing. And this brings me
to the point in my letter where I talked of insisting

on my claims. You know, without being told, that

I do not look upon our bond as a legal matter.

Can you imagine I should hold you to it if you

met another, luckier man, and loved him, with

every prospect of being happy Avith him ? Never !

My love for you is too great, even should it mean

my death-blow ; my pride too strong, as you have

had opportunity to judge. . . .

You say, rather unreasonably, that I jilted

Ernestine. That is not true, for the bond was

cancelled in due form by mutual consent. But some

day I should like to tell you, in connexion with
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this dark page of my life, the secret of a serious

physical complaint I once had ; but this must wait

for more leisure. It dates back to the summer of

1833, and you shall know it all some time. It is

the key to aU my actions and my peculiarities of

character. Meanwhile, let me quote you a sentence

I read lately at the end of a fine book :
' He is a

fool who trusts his own heart—but judge not
!'

. . . Once more, then, your consent, and your

ring—the outward token of it—bind you undoubt-

edly . . . but no one can force you—I least of

all—to be true to me. But you are a God-fearing,

right-minded girl, and know all this perfectly. It

was your own inexplicable remark that put me on

to it.

. . . Oh, Clara, how sad it is that we are

doomed to spend our best years apart. Wherever

I go I hear nothing but praises of your beautiful

self. I alone am debarred from talking to you,

listening to you, while you have to exist on a few

precious memories—such as our meeting on that

first unforgettable evening in September— and

little besides but trouble. You no longer delight

in your ring, as you said on that hateful last page

of your letter—the first of the kind, I admit ! It

is difficult to believe it comes from the same hand.

You are passionate and reasonable, suspicious and

trustful, loving and angry, by turns ; in fact, you

are the embodiment of Tuesday evening, with its

moonlight, its tears of joy, and its surrender.

Anyway, you have only to put on that cap of
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yours, and you can turn your weapon round and

round in my heart, as you will—I shall not mind

—

while you wear the cap ! Put it on sometimes,

and tell yourself, ' That is how he loves me best.'

My child, you understand me, don't you ? It

comes from my very heart, which is full of you.

Your comment on your father's remark^ is very

consoling. I always write your name in the

journal unwillingly, and should like to add :
' This

is my dear love, about whom there is nothing to

be said. She is no concern of yours at all. . .
.'

Don't you want to hear me play again? You
know what characteristic queer middle parts I

used to put, and how you used to stand beside me,

watching my hand, while 1 looked into your eyes.

We were spoiled in those days !

72.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, December 22, 1837.

Do you hear, among the thousand happy voices

calling you, one who whispers your name ? You
look round and see me. ' You here, Robert V you

exclaim. And why not ? I never leave you, but

foUow everywhere, though unseen. The figure

fades away, but love and faith are unchanging.

' Wieck had complained that Schumann so seldom mentioned

Clara in his paper.
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New Year's Eve, 1837, after 11 p.m.

I have been sitting here a whole hour. Indeed,

I meant to spend the whole evening writing to

you, but no words would come. Sit down beside

me now, slip your arm round me, and let us gaze

peacefully, blissfully, into each other's eyes.

This world holds two lovers.

It is just striking the third quarter.

They are singing a chorale in the distance.

TeU me, do you know those two lovers ? How
happy we are, Clara ! Let us kneel together,

Clara, my Clara, so close that I can touch you, in

this solemn hour.

On the morning of the 1st, 1838.

What a heavenly morning I All the bells are

ringing ; the sky is so golden and blue and clear

—

and before me lies your letter. I send you my
first kiss, beloved.

The 9.nd.

How happy your last letters have made me

—

those since Christmas Eve I I should like to call

you by all the endearing epithets, and yet I can find

no lovelier word than the simple word ' dear,' but

there is a particular way of saying it. My dear

one, then, I have wept for joy to think that you

are mine, and often wonder if I deserve you. One
would think that no one man's heart and brain

could stand aU the things that are crowded into

one day. Where do these thousands of thoughts,

wishes, sorrows, joys and hopes, come from ? Day
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in, day out, the procession goes on. But how
light-hearted I was yesterday and the day before I

There shone out of your letters so noble a spirit,

such faith, such a wealth of love ! What would I

not do for love of you, my own Clara ! The

knights of old were better off; they could go

through fire or slay dragons to win their ladies, but

we of to-day have to content ourselves with more

prosaic methods, such as smoldng fewer cigars, and

the like. After all, though, we can love, knights

or no knights ; and so, as ever, only the times

change, not men's hearts.

I have a hundred things to write to you, great

and small, if only I could do it neatly, but my
wi'iting grows more and more indistinct, a sign, I

fear, of heart weakness. There are terrible hours

when your image forsakes me, when I wonder

anxiously whether I have ordered my Hfe as wisely

as I might, whether I had any right to bind you to

me, my angel, or can reaUy make you as happy as

I should wish. These doubts aU arise, I am inclined

to think, from your father's attitude towards me.

It is so easy to accept other people's estimate of

oneself. Your father's behaviour makes me ask

myself if T am reaUy so bad—of such humble

standing—as to invite such treatment from anyone.

Accustomed to easy victory over difficulties, to the

smiles of fortune, and to affection, I have been

spoUed by having things made too easy for me, and

now I have to face refusal, insult, and calumny. I

have read of many such things in novels, but I
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thought too highly of myself to imagine I could

ever be the hero of a family tragedy of the Kotzebue

sort myself. If I had ever done your father an

injury, he might well hate me ; but I cannot see

virhy he should despise me and, as you say, hate me
without any reason. But my turn wiU come, and

I will then show him how I love you and himself;

for I will tell you, as a secret, that I really love and

respect your father for his many great and fine

qualities, as no one but yourself can do. I have a

natural inborn devotion and reverence for him, as

for aU strong characters, and it makes his antipathy

for me doubly painful. Well, he may some time

declare peace, and say to us, ' Take each other,

then.'

You cannot think how your letter has raised and

strengthened me. . . . You are splendid, and I have

much more reason to be proud of you than you of

me. I have made up my mind, though, to read aU

your wishes in your face. Then you will think,

even though you don't say it, that your Robert is a

reaUy good sort, that he is entirely yours, and loves

you more than words can say. You shall indeed

have cause to think so in the happy future. I still

see you as you looked in your little cap that last

evening. I still hear you call me du. Clara, I

heard nothing of what you said but that du. Don't

you remember ?

But I see you in many another unforgettable

guise. Once you were in a black dress, going to

the theatre with EmiUa List ; it was during our
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separation. I know you will not have forgotten ; it

is vivid with me, Another time you were walking
in the Thomasgasschen with an umbrella up, and
you avoided me in desperation. And yet another

time, as you were putting on your hat after a

concert, our eyes happened to meet, and yours

were full of the old unchanging love. I picture

you in all sorts of ways, as I have seen you since,

I did not look at you much, but you charmed me
so immeasurably. . . , Ah, I can never praise you
enough for yourself or for your love of me, which I

don't reaUy deserve.

Thursday, the Mh.

Your words, ' We shall soon be in Leipzig,'

almost frighten me. I reaUy dread seeing you
both. Could you not arrange to stay in Dresden

or somewhere ? Just think if we saw one another

in the Rosental,^ you sitting at a table and I fifty

paces away ! That would be past bearing. , . .

Really, unless we meet on a different footing, there

will be no pleasure for me in your coming. Of
course I want to see you again ! You will have

grown a few more inches, I suppose. You are my
own beautiful girl, and I cannot really blame your

father for putting a high valuation on you. And
once you begin to speak I quite lose my head. . . .

Now, I have a confession to make. After your

father's attitude to me, it seemed to me it would be

—what shall I say ?—importunate, servile almost,

1 A favourite walk outside I/cipzig.

12
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if I tried to win his favour (which is not my object)

by the frequent mention of your name.^ He would

only rub his hands, and say, laughing, ' Is that how
he hopes to win rfie over ?' Dear, dear Clara, I

know best, but you too know my great admiration

for you, and the great respect with which I have

always spoken of you ; but I really cannot do this.

Upon my word, I have no cause to do anything to

please your father. Has he not ceased to show the

smallest interest in me this long time past ? Has

he not hunted out and displayed all my failings to

lower me in your estimation, and refused to recog-

nize in me the quaUties which he himself lacks ? I

wiU not cringe or give way to him one inch, neither

win I beg for you at his hands. A certain letter

of his to me contains expressions which I should

hesitate about forgiving, should the Almighty Him-

self ask it of me. I was silent that once, remem-

bering that he was your father ; but the humiliation

of it ! I bore it once, but I could not do it again,

even should it mean losing you. I assure you my
disposition is towards gentleness and goodness, and

my heart is still pure as it left the Creator'^ hands ;

but there is a limit to my patience, and I may yet

show my claws. Forgive me all this. You will

not be hurt. You are mine for always, and I

yours. . . . And my plight is not desperate, since I

can find protection under your outspread wings,

my angel.

* In the Zeitscknft.
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The 5th, evening.

... So the Kaiser has talked to you. Didn't

he ask you :
' Do you know Signor Schumann ?'

And you answered: 'A httle, your Majesty.' I

wish I had been there. Will they make you an

Imperial—Royal something or other ?

Don't play quite so well, do you hear ? Their

enthusiasm must be kept within bounds, for with

every storm of applause your father pushes me a

little farther from you, remember. But, indeed, I

am the last to grudge you your laurel wreaths,

though they are but poor things compared to the

myrtle garland I shall one day lay on your beautiful

black hair. . . .

. . . The JDavidstdnze and the Phantasiestilcke

will be fkiished in a week. I will send you them, if

you like. There are many marriage motifs in the

dances ; they were written in the ' finest fren2y ' in

my experience. Some day I wiU explain them to

you.

. . . And now, after writing to you on six happy

days in succession, I must return to quietness,

loneliness, darkness. . . .

73.

Robert to Clara.

LeipziGj February 6, 1838.

. . . All the papers are full of you, as I expected.

I go to the museum every day and read the Vienna

notices. You say I do not realize what you are as

12—2
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an artist, and you are partly right, partly quite

wrong. You may have strengthened your individu-

ality, reached a higher stage of perfection, but I

know my dear enthusiastic girl so weU of old that

I could teU her playing miles away. Grillparzer's

poem^ is the finest thing that has ever been written

about you. I realized afresh the divine nature of

the poet's art, which can say the right thing in so

few words and for aU time. Mendelssohn happened

to be with me when I received it, and he said the

same. 'A shepherd maiden,' ' the touch of her

white fingers as she played'— what dehcate lan-

guage this is ! It gives a living picture of you.

These few lines wiU be worth more to you jBrom

the public point of view than all Wiest's^ articles,

for even the common people look upon a poet with

awe, . . . accept his dictum and venture no con-

tradiction. In short, the poem has given me great

pleasure ; and if your lover, or, indeed, any lover,

could write poems, he could not do anything better

than this. I am sorry to hear, however, that it is

being set to music. That is unpoetical, and spoils

the whole effect. A real composer would never

have done it, though a girl Uke you might weU
tempt one to sin against his conscience. But you

would restore him to virtue by your own, my
Clara—that virtue which has brought me back to

life, and is a perpetual inspiration to greater purity.

I was a poor, beaten wretch, who for eighteen

^ See introduction to this section.

2 A Vienna journalist.
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months could neither pray nor weep, for eye

and heart were cold and hard as iron. And
now, what a change ! Your love and loyalty have

made me a new creature. ... I sometimes feel

as if my heart were crossed by a thousand narrow

intersecting paths, along which my thoughts and

feelings race up and down, and in and out, Uke

human beings, asking. Whither does this way lead ?

and that ? and aU the ways ? And the answer is

always the same :
' to Clara.' . . .

Have you not received the Davidstdnze? . . .

I sent them to you a week last Saturday. You
will, I know, make a little place in your heart

for them, because they are mine. . . . But my
Clara will know how to find the real meaning of

those dances, for they are dedicated to her in a

quite special sense. The whole thing represents a

Polterabend,^ and I leave you to fiU in the begin-

ning and the end yourself I never spent happier

moments at the piano than in composing these. . . .

And now I have something to ask of you. Will

you not pay a visit to our beloved Schubert and

Beethoven ? Take with you some sprigs of myrtle,

twine them together in twos, and lay them on the

graves, if you can. Whisper your name and mine

as you do it—^not a word besides. You under-

stand ? . . .

^ The evening before the wedding, when there is a party-

given up to games and romps. [Tr.]
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74.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, February 11, 1838.

Come and <sit beside me, my dear, sweet girl.

Hold yom* head a little to the right, in the charm-

ing way you have, and let me talk to you a little.

I have hardly ever been so happy as just lately.

It must give you some pleasure to feel that you

have brought back to life and happiness a creature

who was for years a prey to the most terrifying

thoughts, and had a positive genius for seeing the

dark side of everything, so that he trembles as he

looks back on a time when he did not value his

life at a brass farthing. I am going to lay bare my
inmost soul to you, as I never did to living being.

You, my dearest on earth, shall know all.

My real life begins at the point when I arrived

at a clear conception of myself and my talent, and

by choosing art marked out a definite course for

my energies. This was in 1830. You were then

a queer little girl, with strong views of your own,

beautiful eyes, and a weakness for cherries, I had

no one else but my dear Rosalie.^ A few years

passed. As early as 1833 a certain melancholy

made itself felt, of which I obstinately refused to

take any account, regarding it merely as the dis-

heartenment experienced byevery artist when results

are not achieved with the speed he expected. I

received small recognition ; moreover, I lost the use

' His sister-in-law, who died in 1833.
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of my right hand for playing. But in the midst of

all these dark thoughts and visions you haunted me
at every turn. You have, indeed, though without

conscious will or knowledge, kept me these many
years from all intercourse with other women. The
first glimmering of the idea that you might one

day be my wife occurred to me even then, but it

all lay in the too distant future. However, 1 loved

you even in those earhest days with all the affection

possible, considering our years. My love for

Rosalie, whom I can never forget, was very

diflFerent. We were of the same age. She was

more than a sister to me, but, of course, actual love

was out of the question. She looked after me,

gave me good advice, encouraged me, and expected

great things of me, and so I loved to think of her

image. This was in the summer of 1833. But 1 was

very seldom happy, for I felt the lack of something.

The death of a dear brother threw me into a state

of melancholy, which gained more and more the

upper hand. The news of Rosalie's death found

me in this condition. I won't say much about it.

In the night between the 17th and 18th of October

I was seized with the worst fear a man can have,

the worst punishment Heaven can inflict^—the fear

of losing one's reason. It took so strong a hold of

me that consolation and prayer, defiance and

derision, were equally powerless to subdue it.

Terror drove me from place to place. My breath

failed me as I pictured my brain paralyzed. Ah,

Clara! no one knows the suffering, the sickness,
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the despair, except those so crushed. In my
terrible agitation I went to a doctor and told him

everything—how my senses often failed me so that

1 did not know which way to turn in my fright,

how I could not be certain of not taking my own
life when in this helpless condition. And now,

my angel from heaven, I must tell you that the

doctor, after comforting me kindly, told me that

medicine was useless, and ended by advising

marriage as the only cure. I felt much relieved,

for it seemed possible. At that time you were

just between childhood and girlhood, and took little

notice of me. Just then Ernestine came on the

scene—as good a girl as the world holds. She, I

thought, was the one to rescue me. I longed to

cling to some womanly heart. I grew better. She

loved me, as I could see. Well, you know aU

about it—the parting, our correspondence, our

intimacy. That was in the winter of 1834. But,

once she was away, and I began to think out what

it might lead to, the whole affair began to weigh

heavUy. I heard how poor she was. I knew how
little I could earn, for all my efforts, and could see

no way out at all. Then I heard of the unfor-

tunate family complications in which she was

mixed up, and confess I was hurt at her sUence to

me on the subject.

You will blame me, but I must admit that the

sum of these things cooled my attachment. My
career as an artist seemed madness. The vision to

which I had clung for salvation now haunted my
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dreams as a ghost. I saw myself condemned to

work for my bread like a day-labourer. Ernestine

was incapable of earning anything. I talked it

over with my mother, and we both agreed that

it could only add new cares to those already

existing.

75.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, March 17, 1838.

How shall I begin to tell you what a different

creature you are making of me, you dear, splendid

person ! Your letter led me from one heaven to

another. What a new life, what glorious prospects,

you open up to me ! Sometimes as I go through

your letters I feel like the first man, as he was led

by an angel through the whole new creation; as

they go from height to height, where each new
prospect is fairer than the last, the angel says: 'All

this is thine.' Is all this really mine ? Do you

know that it is a long-cherished wish of mine

to spend some years in the city the beauties of

which undoubtedly helped to inspire two great

men in the noblest artistic production, the city

of Beethoven and Schubert ? All that you tell

me in your true and loving letter strengthens my
wish to come at once. . . .

... It is settled, then ? Your hand on it ! Our

goal is Vienna. All my convictions, all my wishes,

point to it. We shall leave some things behind . . .

our mother-country,our famihes, and, lastly, Leipzig,
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which is quite a respectable town after all. The
parting from Theresa and my brothers wiU be hard.

I shall also miss my native soil, for I love this patch

of earth, and am a Saxon, body and soul. You too

are a Saxon, and wiU have to tear yourself from

father and brothers. Joy and sadness will be

mingled in our wedding chimes, but we wiU hsten

to the joyous ones. You will lean on my heart

—

happy heart ! It is settled. We go.

. . . We have only your father's love and respect

to win. How gladly would I call him father, to

whom I owe so much in joy, in knowledge—and in

sorrow. I wish him nothing but happiness in his

old age. ... If he had known me better he might

have spared me much grief and that letter which

took two years off my life. But I have suffered,

and forgiven him. He is your father ; he has

brought you up to be the noblest of your sex, and

only tries to weigh your welfare to assure himself

of your perfect happiness and safety, even as he has

always protected you. I cannot remonstrate with

him, for I am convinced he only seeks your good.

Saturday ajiemoon.

... I have discovered that suspense and longing

are the best spurs tp the imagination. I have had

my full share of these the last few days, as I sat

waiting for your letter and writing whole volumes

of wonderful, crazy, gay compositions, which will

make you open your eyes when you play them.

Indeed, I sometimes feel as if I should burst
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with music. Before I forget, let me tell you
what I have written. Whether or no in response

to some words you once wrote sajdng I some-

times seemed to you hke a child, I took flight

and amused myself with working out thirty droll

little pieces, twelve of which I have selected and

christened Kinderszenen. You will like them,

though you will have to forget you are a virtuoso

for the time being. They bear inscriptions such as

' Bogeys,' ' By the Fireside,' ' Blindman's-buif,' ' A
Child's Petition,' ' Hobby-horseman,' 'From Foreign

Lands,' ' An Uncanny Story,' and what not. They
are descriptive enough, you see, and as easy as

winking. ... I wonder how we shall find ourselves

situated in the summer. I am prepared to adopt a

reasonable attitude, but my old friendly footing in

your family is impossible. We shall never feel com-

fortable until your father recognizes me as a future

son of the house ; even a passive recognition would be

better than none, and need commit him to nothing.

He should never have cause to regret it. I would

do anything to please him then. But did his words

only arise from a wish to cheer you in Vienna ? Is

it possible he may forget all he said ? You are

such a dear, sweet girl ; next time the subject

comes up, hold him to his promise so that he

cannot slip out of it later. Fall on his neck and

say :
' Dear father, be kind and bring him with you

sometimes, for he really cannot live without me.'

The more I think of our life in Vienna, the more

delightful it seems. With such a housekeeper to
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order my house, such a wife to reign in my heart

—

a beloved and loving wife in whom the world

honours a rare artist—with means to live, youth to

enjoy the honourable career which lies before me
in this new country, who would not be happy ?

Beautiful scenerj^ pleasant society and associations,

work to keep us occupied and content, and the

many interesting connexions we shall form in such

a centre, are all so many added attractions. Your

father must say yes. It would be a sin if he

refused.

. . . My life, for these three months past, has

been very quiet, the most startling contrast to

yours ; but, indeed, yours would stun me, were I in

your place. I rise early, usually before six, and

this first hour is the most precious of my whole

day. My room is transformed into a chapel, with

the piano for an organ and your picture for the

altar-piece. . . .

. . . What shall you call yourself, by the way ?

Wieck-Schumann, or the other way round, or just

Clara Schumann ? How charming and natural

that looks I

Monday, March 19.

My darling girl, if I could but find one word to

sum up everything you are to me I But there is

none. Do I not adore you—let me say it I—as

if you were divine ; do I not know your heart and

my own ? What a joy your music will be to me,

too ! If I once said I only loved you because of

your goodness, it was only half true. Everything
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is so harmoniously combined in your nature that

I cannot think of you apart from your music—and

so I love the one with the other. . . .

76.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, April 14, 1838.

Saturday before Easter.

... I am but human, and I am often conscious

of hating him with a bitter hatred, which is

strangely out of keeping with the love I bear his

daughter. But he wiU go back on his word

repeatedly, as he has done before, and I see plainly

that we cannot count on him, but must act for
ourselves. Listen then, Clarchen. I propose to

go to Vienna as soon as possible. I only want

your consent. Ever since I made up my mind,

and reahzed the beauty of your plan, I have been

consumed with impatience. . . . Now I want you

to satisfy me on one important point. Putting

aside the question of your father's consent, wiU you

give me an approximate date for our marriage ? I

think if we fixed Easter, 1840, over two years from

now, you would have proved yourself the most

dutiful of children, and could leave your father

with a clear conscience, even should he protest

with violence. We shall be of age ; and you will

have deferred to your father's desire that you

should wait another two years. There can be no

question of testing our loyalty; I will never let
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you go . . . your hand upon it ! In two years'

time is our watchword ! , . .

Sunday morning.

... I am half incUned to give up the idea of

seeing you this summer. If I have survived without

it two years, two more of the same penance will

not kiU me. What satisfaction is there in the few

disjointed words we should steal at odd moments,

in fear and trembling ? I want you for always

—

days, years, eternities. I have done with quixotic

notions. Of course I will come if you want it

very much, but otherwise let us give it up as

useless. ... I want you for my wife. This is my
earnest, sacred wish ; to all else 1 am indifferent.

77.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, May 10, 1838.

... So your father calls me phlegmatic ? Phleg-

matic, and write the Carnaval, the F sharp minor

sonata ! Phlegmatic, and your lover I And you

can listen to this calmly ? He accuses me of

having written nothing in the paper for six weeks.

That is, first of all, untrue, and in the second place,

were it true, he knows what other work I have

been doing. Besides, where is the material to come

from every time? Up to now I have provided

close upon eighty printed sheets of original matter

for the paper, not counting the rest of my editorial

work. I have also completed ten considerable
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compositions within these two years. There is

heart's blood in them, too! I give several hours

daily to the serious study of Bach and Beethoven,

outside my own studies. I carry on a large and

often complicated correspondence methodically. I

stay quietly at home in Saxony, in spite of my
twenty-eight years and my quick-stirring artist's

pulse. I save money, and spend nothing on
feasting or betting, but take my peaceful walk to

Gohlis, as of old, for sole recreation. But your

father makes no account of my diligence and

sobriety or of the work I do. . . . One would like

to be modest, but the world will not let us, and so,

for once, you see, I praise myself. You know now
what to think of me and what to expect. . . .

78.

Robert to Clara.

September 9, 1 838.

It is still a dream to me, all that I listened to

yesterday, aU that went on around me.^ I was

divided between rage and dehght. I had chosen

a nice dark corner, to avoid meeting anyone's eyes.

You probably could not see me either, much as I

should have wished it. I saw you the whole time,

and the ring gleaming on the second finger of your

left hand. Come and let me kiss you again and

again for the way you played to me yesterday

—

you, my own Clara, with your beautiful soul and

^ Clara had given a concert at the Gewandhaus, Leipzig.
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your wonderful talent ! You played magnificently

!

People don't half deserve what you give them.

As you sat there all alone, supreme in the mastery

of your art, and people spoke of you as if it were

all a matter of course, I thought how happy I was

to call such a treasure my own, and also felt very

strongly that I could dispense with the crowd who
were there simply to say they had heard you.

You are too dear, too noble, for the career which

is to your father the aim, the crown, of existence.

Are these few hours worth so much expenditure

of time and energy ? Can you look forward to a

continuation of this as your whole vocation ? No ;

my Clara is to be a happy wife, a contented,

beloved wife ! Indeed, I reverence your art, and

dare hardly think of all the happiness promised

me in connexion with it ; but, unless we are really

in want, you shall not touch a note to please

people for whom scales are too good—unless you

wish it. Does my dear girl understand me ? As
an artist, I consider that you can serve art without

long concert tours, and my musical soul will not

be critical if you hurry here, pause there, in your

playing, or put a finer finish on to anything, so

long as the inspiration is there, as in your case it

is. . . . I had so much more to tell you to-day,

but I am too excited. I shall go to sleep and

dream of nothing but you.

Good-bye, my best, best -beloved, my heart's

treasure, my own dearest Clara ! Yours, and

yours only.
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79.

Robert to Clara.

Vienna,

Sunday morning, October 7, 1838.

Give you greeting, my dearest girl, from our

new home—no home to me as yet, alas ! for you

are not here. By Friday night I felt as homesick

and depressed as any exile. ... I turned over

many things in my mind. . . . Then Doppler

brought me a letter addressed in an unknown
hand. I opened it, and found it was from your

father, quite in the tone of Kotzebue. I will copy

it for you. . . .

I was pining to hear from you, and went to the

post. But there was nothing, and I had to go

sadly home again. Then, who should come but

Fischhof 's mother with your letter ! What can 1

possibly reply? I am so far away, and so many

terrible things may happen while letters are on the

way. You are my only hope. You have always

shown so much courage that nothing which may

come will dismay you. ... So now, hsten. If

your father insists on your departure, go. I can

weU imagine your inward struggle between grati-

tude to your father and devotion to me, but you

must take comfort in remembering that you have

done all that can be expected of a daughter, and

tried every gentle and loving art to gain your end.

Think how many girls (some of gentle birth) have

been forced to take the step to which your father

13



194 THE FIGHT FOR CLARA

is driving you. Ottr time has come. Perhaps you

have realized it, and taken prompt action. You
admit, in so many words, that he will never

consent, that you must wrench yourself free ; let

it be now, then, as soon as possible. Seize the

first opportunity. This state of things is under-

mining your health, and must not go on. You
have some duties towards yourself. Leave

Leipzig now—any day—to-morrow ! Where can

you go ? My poor, long-suffering Clara, Uft your

eyes to mine. Where, indeed 1 You cannot come

to me yet, but you can be on the way. Serre or

Theresa will take you in. . . . Your most daring

move would be to go to Theresa, as it would

certainly hasten matters. But more of this

later. . . .

... If you feel equal to Paris, and can be sure

of earning enough, spend the winter there by all

means. My confidence in you is boundless. Do
what seems to you the easiest.

And now, my dear Clara, you will need money
in either case. I am writing by this post to

Dr. Giinz at Leipzig, who will give you a thousand

gulden whenever you ask him. He knows pretty

well everything about us. I shall always remember

the way in which he said, as we parted :
' Count on

me unreservedly ; I will do anything for you and

Clara.' So do not hesitate to ask for what you

need, my darling. The money is better in your

hands than in mine. . . .
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80.

Robert to Clara.

December 3, 1838.

Thalbergi lives a long way from me. We have

not met for a month, but I shall see him this

evening at Dessauer's. He leaves for Leipzig

to-morrow on his way to Berlin and other places.

He played beautifully at his concerts, but his

compositions certainly lack vitality. I confess

that to me, and to many others here, you are

worth ten of him. My lame hand makes me
wretched sometimes—here especially. It grows

worse, too, as I don't mind admitting to you. I

often bemoan my fate, and demand to know why
Heaven should send me this particular trial. It

would mean so much here if I were able to play.

What a relief to give utterance to all the music

surging within me 1 As it is, I can barely play at

aU, but stumble along with my fingers all mixed

up in a terrible way. It causes me great distress.

Well, I have you for my right hand. Take

care that nothing happens to you. I often think

of the happy hours I shall spend listening to you.

Are you still working as hard as ever ? I know

you are. The satisfaction which the knowledge of

your own power affords you may be even keener

when you have a constant listener able to appre-

' Sigismund Thalberg (1812-1871), Liszt's rival in the public

favour as a pianist.

13—2
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ciate you and follow your every mood. Have you

been writing and composing lately ?

, . . Let me give you one piece of advice : don't

improvise too much. It is such a waste of precious

material. Make a point of writing everji^hing

down ; you will thus collect and concentrate your

ideas. You are denied the tranquillity and security

from interruption which are the essential conditions

for finishing a composition perfectly. But time

may one day bring you these. . . .

I have composed very little here ; I seem to have

lost the art. But I have been through that stage

before, and know that I shall work all the better

after it. You may be sure that I shall not let

Vienna spoil me.

81.

From Schumann's Verses to Clara.

Vienna, 1838.

(These verses were elegantly written on four slips

of paper, fastened together and decorated with
dainty designs.)

A maid of twenty and not yet a wife,

A man of thirty who is but a lover.

Are losing fast, and never may recover.

The Spring of hfe.

*
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Laurel's a crown for the artist's prize,

And thine own are the bays that thou wearest

;

But, for the garland a maiden ties

For her hair, 'tis the myrtle that's fairest.

*

There is a bride, a faithful bride, for me,

And in her eyes, for any man to see.

Is a sure gage of women's loyalty.

*

Truth hath never ruth.

* *
*

Clarchen was Egmont's beloved—the same

O the strange sweetness of the name !

#

Clarchen . . . Schumann ... I wonder whether

An angel imagined the names together ?

* *
*

Parted we are,

Even as in the heavens star and star,

One following the other on its way.

Night and day.

* *
*

Seek far and wide

Ere you will find two lovers such as these !

To vex me with unkindness once she tried

—

She did but please.

•jF tF

*
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She lingers still

—

She will not give me all my happiness.

A brighter crown of myrtle will redress

The long ordeal.

Tp 'TV

*
Yet, not too long

!

I could not bear for ever thus to wait

;

The heart grows old, the will is less than strong,

The flames abate.

*

II.

If angrily Florestan scold thee,

Eusebius' arms shall enfold thee.

#

In Florestan are jealousies,

Eusebius loves thee trustfully

—

So which shall have thy bridal kiss ?

The truest to himself and thee.

* *
*

But if thou wouldst be a masterful wife,

Then with two, not with one, will be the strife.

And who will win, then ?

And who give in, then ?

*

So we lead thee to thy throne, and we stand.

Right and left of thee, on either hand
;

And if one of us offends thee and is banned.

Wilt thou banish both from thy land ?

*
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in.

Gladly and often have I let thee see

My inmost self, and from thine eye have guessed

Thou wert content
; yet surely what was best

Therein, reflected thee.

*

But I unveiled not all. Thou wouldst have seen

Dark shapes of fear,

Deep sullen thoughts—ask me not what they

mean . . .

Believe me. Dear.

*

If on thy heart and circled by thine arms I lay,

Wouldst thou not say

A true man is the masterpiece the inmost mind

Of God designed ?

# *
*

IV-

Years ago, when you were only a bright

Little maiden, they sent you to bed.

And I stood at your door in the failing light

Dressed as a bogey to give you a fright,

And you shrieked and you fled.

Ah, could I but see you disguised as then.

Would you not quickly discover,

And whisper so gently, ' 'Tis you, of all men I

Come, let me kiss you, and kiss you again. . . .

Do you like masquerading, my lover V

*
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' Wretched man ! let them die

;

These were childish follies.' ' Why ?

Let those blissful hours pass by

Once again in memory.'
* *

*

' Together to hve, to die,'

Was my farewell when last we said good-bye
;

For parting showed, my hfe could not be lived

Were it of thine deprived.

Thou gavest me but a look, no word, but I

Read the bright answer of thy loyalty

—

' Together to live, to die.'

*

Yea, when thou comest to die.

Through the dark earth I'll bear thee company
;

So, with this sin upon me, I shall fare

To meet the happy spirits, and perchance

With thee, in thy perfected radiance.

Shall have a welcome there.

82.

Robert to Clara.

Vienna,

Wednesday, December 18, 1838.

Give you greeting, my darling girl. You have

created an atmosphere of spring ; I can see golden

blossoms peeping forth all around me. In other

words, your letters started me on composing, and I

feel as if I should never stop. Here is my little
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Christmas gift.^ You will grasp its significance.

Do you remember Christmas Eve three years ago,

and how passionately you embraced me ? You
seemed to be almost frightened at the way in which

you let yourself go sometimes. It is different now,

for you are assured of my love and know me
through and through. My own love, my faithful

companion, my wife I You will embrace me in

quite another way two years hence, when I display

your Christmas presents : a cap, various toys, and

some new compositions. ' How lucky I am to have

such a very good husband !' you will exclaim again

and again, while I try in vain to moderate your

transports. Then you will take me into your own
room and show me mine : a miniature of yourself,

a writing-board for composing, a sugar slipper

—

which I shall eat on the spot—and much besides,

for you will outdo me in generosity. Don't I know

you of old I Then, as we become quieter and the

candles on the tree burn fainter, our kisses will

breathe the prayer that time may make no change,

but keep us united to the end.

My festival will be a sad one this year. I shall

hum many a melody, and go to the window every

now and then to look up at the glittering stars. In

spirit I shall spend the whole evening with you.

. . . Would this happy mood might last ! . . .

But my strength always fails me when I am left

long without a sign from you. Depression sets

' See Bunte Blatter, Op. 99, No. 1 :
' A greeting to my be-

trothed on Christmas Eve, 1 838.'
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in, and I feel as if I were being swathed in endless

black fabrics and garments, and stowed away—an

indescribable sensation. . . .

83.

Robert to Clara.

Vienna, December 29, 1838.

... I feel I should like to talk to you about

certain of my phases. People are often at a loss

to understand me, and no wonder I I meet affec-

tionate advances with icy reserve, and often wound

and repel those who really wish to help me. I have

often taken myself to task about it. It is not that

I fail to appreciate the very smallest attention, or to

distinguish every subtle change in expression or

attitude ; it is a fatal something in my words and

manner which belies me. But you wiU take me as

I am, and make excuse, I know. My heart is in

the right place, and my whole soul is responsive to

the good and the beautiful. But enough of this.

It is when I think of the future that I feel we ought

to open our hearts to each other as unreservedly as

children who practise no concealment. ... I am
reported to have said at Prague :

' I could write a

Mozart G minor symphony in my sleep.' Some har

invented that. You know the modesty with which

I approach all the great masters.
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84.

Robert to Clara.

January 15, 1839.

My dearest Girl,

I can hardly tell you how your letter in-

spired me. How can I be worthy of you ! I

thought I had achieved the hardest task in leaving

Leipzig ; and now you, a young and tender girl, are

braving the dangers of the great world for my sake.

It is the noblest thing you ever did for me. I feel

sure it means the end of our difficulties, too. You
have put new strength into me. Some day your

courage and independence will meet their reward.

You are really a wonderful girl ; no praise could be

too great for you. And yet, when I awake in the

night, to hear wind and rain beating on my window,

and picture you on your journey, alone but for your

art, with perhaps a glorious vision of the future to

console you, then a flood of tenderness fills me, and

I wonder what I have done to deserve so much

love. You have transformed me, as I said before.

It must be patent to all eyes. ... It gives me
moral strength to see my dear girl so brave. I

have done as much work in these few days as I

usually spread over weeks. It is like the time

when we pledged our word, in August, 1837 : work

is a pleasure, success crowns every effort. See what

you do to me, Clara ! But it is natural that a

heroic maiden like yourself should make her lover

a little hero in his turn. ... I wish I could follow
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you invisibly (if not visibly!), sheltering you

under my wing, like a guardian angel, against all

harm. Ah, Clara, how infinitely our love gains by

work and sacrifice ! . . .

85.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, April 10, 1839.

My own Beloved,

Our dear Eduard is dead.^ When I was

travelling, last Saturday, I distinctly heard, at half-

past two in the morning, a chorale played on trom-

bones. It was at that moment he died. I am
stiU half-dazed after my exertions, and can find

nothing to say. I was so looking forward to seeing

my brothers, Theresa, and my friends here, and now
comes this shadow. I dare not guess what else fate

may have in store. Possibly these trials are so

many steps towards happiness, and are intended to

strengthen my character and make a man of me.

Eduard was my only stand-by in trouble. He was

so true to his word. We never had the smallest

disagreement. His last words as I left him were

:

'You are sure to succeed, you are such a good

fellow.' But there was something in his eyes then

which I can only call the death-look. None of our

former partings had been so affectionate. I was

also struck by his second, apparently motiveless

visit to Leipzig. It was certainly ordained that he

' April 6.
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should see us together that once. We were strolling

along the promenade—you remember ?—and I said,

' Well, Eduard, what do you think of us ?' I know
how proud he was that you loved me, and were one

day to take the family name. Many sad recollec-

tions occur to me, but I shall have, all my life, the

precious consciousness that I was always a good

brother to him, even as he was to me. Nothing

can be more perfect than the bond between two

brothers. It no longer exists for me, alas ! But

you shall see ; I will not let this trouble overwhelm

me. . . .

86.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig,

Saturday morning, May 4, 1839-

My Heart's Dearest (so soon to be my wife)

!

I spent yesterday morning with Renter,

making careful calculations, and came to the con-

clusion that we have been making mountains out

of molehills. There is nothing to prevent our

being married to - morrow if you, you obstinate

little person, were willing. . . .

Our wealth seems to me quite terrific when I

compare it with that of some people. How
fortunate we are not to be obliged to work for

our daily bread ! There is just enough for two

artists with simple tastes like ourselves. The idea

makes me so happy.
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Your capital
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I want you to look into my heart. I confess I

was ready to put an end to myself with all possible

speed a few days ago,^ but I decided to wait for

your next letters. You reminded me strongly of

a girl I think I once loved. It even seemed as if

she still loved me, as if, indeed, she had never

loved me more truly, and that, however impulsive

and hasty she might be, she could not beUe her own
sweet nature. Gradually I came to feel more at

home—first with the girl, whose beautiful forehead

and cheeks 1 dared to stroke, then with myself in

my anger at having to be so angry. Then other

thoughts crept in. ... I dreamed of Whitsuntide

next year, saw myself a happy father, and, before

that, a bridegroom, and so on. . . . And now it is

Whitsun Eve, which always brings me a vision of

the dove with the olive-branch, emblem of this

lovely festival of spring and peace. So let me
kiss you, my own first love. To think that I have

' Clara had written from Paris on May 5, 1839j suggesting

that they should wait until their future was better assured, and

so appease Wieck. Emilia List, with whom Clara was staying,

wrote in the same strain, pointing out that Clara could not

follow her artistic career unless she was rich enough to be

independent of household cares. Emilia even proposed that

Schumann should take over the book-shop of his brother Eduard

as the readiest means of procuring the required income. These

letters crossed with Schumann's enthusiastic epistle of May 4,

and were followed by another still more discouraging letter from

Clara, which Schumann immediately destroyed. Later he re-

moved the traces of the misunderstanding by the destruction of

his own answers, but some idea of his not unnatural resent-

ment may be gathered from this letter of reconciliation. [Tr.J
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you again, to know that your indecision has left

you ! How roughly I had to talk to you in my
last letters ; and yet, could you expect anything

different ? Ask yourself, put yourself in my place.

It was your second letter which hurt me most. If

you read it at some future time, you will deny

your own words. Everything seemed to fall on

me at once. Your father has again been most

insulting. . . . From my friends, from Theresa,

who was here for a few days—from everybody,

without exception, I had to hear things which

chafed my sense of honour unbearably. They

all insisted that I had been abominably treated

throughout, that you could not possibly have any

great love for me if you were content to let it go

on. On the top of this came your second letter,

cold as the grave, discontented, perverse. My
letter to Emilia was the result. I could not help

taking that tone, cruelly as it hurt me. Those

were terrible days. Every fibre of my being is

affected by a mental upheaval such as this. . . .

Where you are concerned my faculties are all

doubly active, and it penetrates immediately to

my very marrow. Was it [not] natural for me
to write and act as I did, even though it pained

you ? Let this warn you, my dear Clara, to be

very considerate in your treatment of me in the

future. So much depends on theform of expres-

sion. You might have conveyed the same meaning

in more measured language. As it was, you wrote

at the pitch of excitement, while I was so unpre-
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pared for this sudden outburst that I doubted

your constancy, so changed did you seem. And
so I opened your next letter in trembling, but as I

read on and on it was as if all heaven's gates

opened to me in turn, for I knew you were mine
again. . . . Ah, my dear Clara, is it possible

that you are really coming to me next spring as

my beloved wife ? . . .

. . . Promise me you will never again give way
to fears for our future. Promise to give up all

useless worries, to trust and obey me, for the man
is the head of the woman.

And you two other dear girls,^ I was rather

rude to you. May I hope for forgiveness ? If

I could join you now . . . what a festival of joy

and peace we would celebrate. It would rain

kisses. But you must not blame me for show-

ing that I am master, and will not be trifled with.

I am as easily led as a child, but I refuse to be

driven. . . .

Listen, my Clarchen, our plan of waiting until

Christmas before writing to your father is no good.

We must do it sooner. ... I therefore enclose

two documents. The one addressed to your father

I propose to send a few days before your birthday

;

the other we shall present to the court without

delay in the case of your father's refusal. . . .

There is no other way of deciding the matter.

I cannot impress it upon you too strongly, my dear

Clara. . . .

' The List sisters,

14
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. . . One thing more, my Clara, that you may
be sure of me on every point. You have some-

times asked whether the financial cares of everyday

life would not overwhelm me. In the first place,

we need have no cares ; but should this be the case,

I would meet them smiling, even with the half of

what we have. To have debts which I was unable

to pay would harass me, but nothing else. I am
too much of an idealist. But you must not jump

to the conclusion that I am imprudent ; have I

not shown that I can be parsimonious—for your

sake? . . .

Schumann s Letter to Friedrich Wieck}

Once more I ask you, in Clara's name and my
own, to give your consent to our union next

Easter. Two years have passed since my first

appeal. You doubted our constancy ; but it has

stood the test, and our confidence in a happy future

is unshaken.

My former statement as to my means was exact.

They are now better and more assured, and we can

face the future fearlessly. Oh, be moved by the

ties of nature ! Do not drive us to extremes.

Clara's twentieth birthday is close at hand. Give

your consent, and make it a day of peace. Give

us rest after our hard fight. You owe it to your-

* Enclosed in the above letter of May 18, although it was

only to be presented in September. [Tr.]
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self, to Clara, and to me. I shall await your final

decision anxiously.

As of old, yours in affection and confidence,

R. Schumann.

Dear Clara, the letter is cold, but one might as

well try to be affectionate towards a block of ice.

It is the best I can do. Tell me what you think

of it. Hermann^ is responsible for the greater part

of the following letter :

We, the undersigned, have long entertained a

strong mutual desire to be united in matrimony.

There is an obstacle in our path which prevents the

fulfilment of our desire. We are therefore, to our

great regret, driven to seek this means of removing

it. The father of the undersigned Clara Wieck

persists in withholding his consent, despite our

repeated requests. We are at a loss to understand

the grounds of his refusal. We have not con-

sciously offended in any way. Our financial posi-

tion ensures freedom from anxiety. Herr Wieck's

objection can only be due to a personal hostUity to

the undersigned, who, for his part, is under the

impression that he amply fulfilled his obligations to

his future wife's father. In any case, we are not

inclined to go back on our carefully weighed

resolution. We therefore present our petition as

follows

:

^ An assessor, a friend of Schumann's.

14—2
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Will the High Court cause Herr Wieck to give

his paternal consent to our marriage, or, failing that,

substitute legal permission ? Only the imperative

need for action reconciles us to this step. We seek

our consolation in the hope that this painful breach,

like many another, may be healed by time,

Robert Schumann.

Claba Wieck {at this time in Paris).

Leipzig, September, 1839-

For the first time you are called upon to unite

your signature with mine, my dearest girl. How
bitter-sweet it is ! Please go carefully through the

document, word by word, . . . You need not

produce your birth certificate until the ceremony.

The world is quite a tolerable place with you in it,

dearest. . . . Remember me to Emiha and

Henrietta. Tell them they must like me as much
as I like them. Let Henrietta whisper you her

happy word of encouragement :
' Press on to the

goal.' Well, it will soon be settled. I believe in

you again, absolutely. Write soon, my dear one.

88.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, June 3, 1839.

My dear, dearest Bride,

This letter will reach you on my twenty-

ninth birthday. May it find you in the best of

health and spirits, and bring me to your mind
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more vividly than ever. . . . We can look back

upon the past year with a clear conscience, for

we have been faithful to each other and have

succeeded in forwarding our great aim. The worst

is over, I think, but we must still be wary, though

near the haven. Fate has ordained that we should

fight our way step by step ; but when, one day, we
stand at the altar, our ' yes ' will be spoken with a

conviction, an assured faith in our future happiness,

that is quite without parallel. And do you know
how I wish to fill up the intervening time? By
making myself more worthy of you. This is no

mere figure of speech. I am only proud with

people who are arrogant without reason; real

modesty, such as yours, makes me long to confess

my weakness and to make myself better. I shall

sometimes give you pain in the years to come, for

my character is still unformed in some respects. I

am far too restless, too childish at times, and too

soft ; too apt to indulge my fancies without con-

sidering other people. I have, in fact, my bad

days, when there is nothing to be done with me.

But your loving considerateness, which has stood so

many tests, will be a constant stimulus. To be with

you continually is, indeed, a liberal education. But

these are mere words. Our love is, after all, the

one certainty. You have, I believe, so wonderful

a store in your heart that I need not fear to

exhaust it. What amazes me, you dear girl, is

your many-sidedness. How did you ever find time

in your short life to cultivate all these fine qualities,



214 THE FIGHT FOR CLARA

especially in such surroundings ? One thing 1 know,

my gentle personality made an impression on you

when you were very young. I think you would

have been different but for knowing me. You
will leave me this comforting assurance ? I taught

you to love, your father to hate—in the best sense

of the word, for there are good haters. Under my
influence you grew to be the ideal partner of my
joys and sorroAvs, You were my best pupil, and

have rewarded me by giving me yourself.

89.

Robert to Clara.

June 22, 1839.

With roses and acacias in full splendour, and

you, my own love, in the full bloom of your loveli-

ness, I am indeed the most favoured of mortals,

overwhelmed with happiness, half smothered under

the load of blossoms. You dear girl, I can really

believe now that you love me in earnest. I wonder

how you looked when you signed your name ?

Like Devrient in Fidelio, I imagine. Did not

every part of you tremble except the hand, which

grasped the pen firmly ? Come and let me press

you to my heart, you, my love, my everything.

All this you have done for me ; I can never hope

to repay you. Let me kiss your brow, your eyelids,

child, as I pray for your lasting happiness.

My courage has risen too ; I have forgotten for

the moment all our past troubles and worries.

Our schooling has been unusually severe, but how



LEGAL ADVICE 215

well we have come to know each other ! Are you

as well satisfied with me as I with you ? . . .

Could I but show you to the world as you reaUy

are, Clara ! You may have your peer among
artists, but how many girls have your tenderness

and firmness ? Few indeed. . . .

. . . Your announcement of our engagement

has rescued me from my false position. I thank

you a thousand times ! I should like to set a crown

upon your head, but can only fall at your feet and

look up to you with gratitude. In loving you, I

love the best the world has to give. How much
more could I say, were I not so closely bound to

you ! One clasp of your hand, to thank you for your

whole-hearted trust in me, which is love's best gift.

Ever, ever your own loving

Robert.

90.

To Advocate Einert, Leipzig.

Leipzig, June 30, 1839.

Dear Sir,

I should be glad if I could see you to-day

on very important private business. As I may

not be able to express myself with sufficient clear-

ness and composure, however, I prefer to send you

beforehand a strictly accurate statement in writing.

In September, 1837, I made a formal offer of

marriage to Fraulein Clara Wieck through her

father, Herr Friedrich Wieck, a dealer in musical

instruments of this place. Our acquaintance was
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of long standing, and I had, before taking this step,

exchanged a promise of marriage with her. Her

father gave me no decisive answer until October of

the same year, when he wrote expressing himself as

directly opposed to our marriage on the ground of

his daughter's small means and my own. I had in

my first letter given him a truthful representation

of my financial position, fixing my yearly income

at about 1,300 talers.

Herr Wieck took his daughter to Vienna that

winter, and Clara wrote to me from there in the

spring of 1838 to say that her father had given his

consent subject to certain conditions. On their

return to Leipzig, Herr Wieck paid me a visit in

my room without even referring to the matter. I

was offended, and thereafter avoided him as much

as possible. He, for his part, was irritated by my
behaviour, and began openly to oppose our intended

union, attempting in every possible way to lower

me in the eyes of his daughter and others. With

a view to reheving the strained situation, I went

to Vienna in September, partly in the hope of

mollifying Herr Wieck by my absence, partly to

prepare a new existence for Clara and myself.

But I found less scope than I had imagined, and

returned in April of the present year. Meantime

Clara's untiring efforts to win her father's consent

were unavailing. He even went so far in his active

hostility as to slander me in the most barefaced

way. Clara, whose health had suffered by this

unnatural behaviour, decided to travel, and went
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away without her father, though by no means

without his consent. This was before my return

to Leipzig, She is now in Paris. We began to

see that we should never gain our point with Herr

Wieck by peaceful methods, and were considering

serious measures, when, some weeks ago, to our

surprise, Clara received his written consent under

certain conditions, which I now append. I hope

they will not give you a false impression of me.

The conditions were

:

1. That we should not live in Saxony during his

lifetime, but that I should undertake to earn as

much elsewhere as I do through editing a musical

paper here.

2. That he should keep Clara's money, paying

4 per cent, interest, and only paying over the

capital five years hence,

3. That I should have the statement of my
income, as submitted to him in September, 1837,

legally vouched, and place it in the hands of a

solicitor chosen by himself.

4. That I should make no attempt to communi-

cate with him verbally or in writing until he so

desires.

5. That Clara should give up all claim to inherit

anything from him after his death.

6. That we should be married by Michaelmas,

We cannot submit to these conditions, the last

excepted, and are therefore determined to have

recourse to law.

To leave no stone unturned, I was prevailed
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upon by Clara to write to him once more in a

conciliatory tone. The answer, sent through his

wife, was to the effect that he ' wished to have no

further dealings with me.'

Yesterday I received from Paris the power of

attorney, duly signed by Clara, and vis^d by the

Saxon embassy. I shall do myself the honour of

showing it to you to-day, if possible, with the

request that you will help the brave, faithful girl to

the best of your power.

We want the matter settled with all possible

dispatch, and are willing to make another peaceable

attempt to secure our end if you advise it, and

think there is anything to be gained by an interview

with Herr Wieck. Faihng that, we shall apply to

the court, which cannot refuse its consent, as our

income is assured.

But I can tell you the rest when I see you.

Will you kindly fix a time for the interview, and

send me word by the messenger ? I ask your

services in a noble cause, my dear sir—the reunion

of two lovers who have been parted for many years.

We look to you for help, and need hardly add a

request for strictest secrecy.

May I claim your sympathy for my betrothed as

for myself?
Yours faithfuUy,

Robert Schumann,
Editor of the ' Neue Zeitschriji jiir Mtisik.'

cjo Mlle. Devrient,

First Floor,

Rotes KoUegium Hinterhaus.
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91.

To Advocate Einert.

[Leipzig], July 3, 1839.

Dear Sir,

I must apologize for troubling you again,

but the honour and happiness of two people are at

stake—two people who really deserve to be united

after the sufferings they have endured. I feel I

must discuss the matter with you again, going over

each point in detail. Please fix a time when I can

see you. If you should have the smallest doubt of

our ultimate success, do not hide it from me. Clara

would be beside herself if this public attempt should

fail, and how shall I describe my own feelings in

such an event 1 Therefore, if you are doubtful, we
must seek another solution, though I confess I

know of none at present. If, on the other hand,

you feel sure of our success, you must reassure me,

and help my heroic girl with the devotion she

deserves.

I can practically tell you beforehand HerrWieck's

objections to me. He will probably bring forward

a prior attachment to a girP who lived in his house.

She loved me, and I was very fond of her, but there

were difficulties in the way of our marriage with

which I was unable to cope, and we separated by

mutual consent in January, 1836. I may say that

she is now married. The incident does not, there-

fore, affect the present situation.

* Ernestine von Fricken (see Letter 74). [Tr.]
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If you should hear anything else from HerrWieck

concerning my private life, please remember that he

is exceedingly slanderous and malignant. A certain

amount of dissipation in the time before I knew

Clara is all I have to reproach myself with. You
will perhaps come to know me better yourself in

time. I can think of no other accusation which

the opposition could produce. It is principally a

question of my means. I have given you the

documents relating to this matter, and will only

add that I have no debts, except the trifling

domestic accounts, which usually run for a

month, and do not amount to more than twenty

talers.

I assure you Herr Wieck's hostility is due

solely to the fact that our marriage would mean

the coUapse of certain financial speculations. I

should not be surprised if he demanded compensa-

tion for the pianoforte-lessons he has given his

daughter

!

I should also be glad to know whether you think

my share of my late brother's property (a good-

sized bookshop with house, etc.) should be taken

into consideration in the statement of my income ;

also whether I ought to obtain attestations, as I

could in a short time, of minor sources of income,

such as compositions and reviews of music sent to

the paper, which amount to about 300 talers yearly

at least. . . .

I cannot tell you, my dear sir, how wearing all

this is ; I can only beg you to forgive me for
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troubling you so often. My messenger will wait

for your reply, telling me at what time to-day you
can spare me half an hour. Trusting that you will

give me your help and sympathy,

Yours faithfully,

R. Schumann.

92.

Robert to Clara.

Tuesday, July 30, 1839.

My dearest, dearest Clara,

I must send to you, in your lonely, detached

village,^ a message from this place, where I am
reminded so vividly of you by your mother. ^ I

cannot help loving her for her eyes, which are so

like yours. Indeed, I always find it difficult to tear

myself away from her. I spent the whole day there

yesterday, and even kissed her good night, which

made me perfectly happy. Our talk was of you,

and you only. . . . She received me so kindly and

affectionately, and seemed really to like me. If

only we had you with us I Yesterday evening, as

we were walking in the Tiergarten, I was so sad to

think of my lonely girl so far away, who little

thought that her mother and her lover were talking

of her here. . . .

Your mother intends writing to you to-day. . . .

' Clara had left Paris for Bougival with Henrietta List. [Tr.]

^ Clara's mother, Marianne, nie Tromlitz, had married Adolf

Bargiel, professor of music in Berlin, after her divorce from

Wieck.
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So you are afraid your father may fetch you away

again ? But, Clara, my dear child, you must surely

have means of defending yourseK. I cannot think

he will do it, but if he insists on your going back to

him you must simply say :
' I wiU not. I am going

to my mother,' He is then quite powerless.

As I told you in a letter, I brought your picture

with me, and I wish you could have seen your

mother's face when I showed it her. Her tears

overflowed at once ; she quite lost her composure.

The Bargiel children exclaimed, as soon as they saw

it :
' That is Clara !' How happy it made me to

hear them. . . .

93.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, December 11, 1839.

. . . Oh, Clara, I have been in paradise to-day I

They played at the rehearsal a symphony^ of Franz

Schubert's. How I wish you had been there, for I

cannot describe it to you. The instruments all sing

Hke remarkably intelligent human voices, and the

,
scoring is worthy of Beethoven. Then the length,

the divine length, of it I It is a whole four-volume

, novel, longer than the choral symphony. I was

supremely happy, and had nothing left to wish for,

except that you were my wife and that I could write

such symphonies myself.

^ In C major. [Tr.]
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94.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, February 24, 1840.

. . . The beginning of your letter to-day brought

me to such a pass again that I did not know what

to do. Finally, I wrote to Rackemann^ and warned

him that if he allows this lampoon^ to circulate he

will be an agent in spreading a vile calumny, and 1

shall sue him. I sent the letter through Topken,

with the request to find me a legal adviser, if neces-

sary. Our only chance in such cases is, as you see,

dear Clara, to take prompt and stringent measures.

Justice and honour demand it. . . . You know
what Goethe says

:

' When is honour gained ? When maintained.'

Gathy told me of the incredible reports that have

been spread about me, and your letter confirms his.

I hardly know myself in these days. But I mean
to defend myself as long as there is blood in my
veins.

Here I am again, breaking my resolution and

saying what I ought not ; but I cannot help it.

You tell me I am becoming a positive misanthrope,

but you are mistaken. My heart still has its love,

its music and its ideals ; have no fear. But can

you wonder if I break into lamentations just once,

' A music-teacher at Bremen, in league with Wieck.

2 Wieck had written and circulated a pamphlet against

Schumann.
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considering my provocation? When I think of

what I have borne, my patience seems to me super-

human. Anyone else in my place would have given

in sooner. But you must know that I chose for my
pattern—yourself, Clara. I know well that your

burden is no whit less^than my own. . . .

95.

Robert to Clara.

Wednesday, March 18, 1840.

Do not expect much of a letter this time, for I

am tired out with all the excitement of the past

few days. . . . As long as Liszt is here I cannot do

much work, and do not know how I am going to be

ready by Holy Thursday, for I am with him nearly

all day. He said yesterday :
' I feel as if I had

known you twenty years,' and I have just the same

feeling towards him. We have arrived at the stage

of being as rude as we like to each other, and I have

frequent cause to avail myself of the privilege, as

he is really too capricious and has been spoilt by his

stay in Vienna. I shall not be able to squeeze into

this letter all I have to tell you of our first meeting

at Dresden, the concert, my railway journey back

yesterday, last night's concert, and this morning's

rehearsal for the next. I have at last had a chance

of hearing Liszt's wonderful playing, which alter-

nates between a fine frenzy and the utmost delicacy.

But his world is not mine, Clarchen. Art, aswe know
it—you when you play, I when I compose—has an
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intimate charm that is worth more to me than all

Liszt's splendom- and tinsel! But enough for

to-day. You understand all I would say.

96.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, March 20, 1840.

... I wish you could have been with Liszt this

morning. He is really too extraordinary. His

playing of the Novelletten, parts of the Phantasie,

and the sonata, moved me strangely. Although his

reading dilBfered in many places from my own, it

was always inspired, and he does not, I imagine,

display such tenderness, such boldness, every day.

Becker was the only other person present. I think

he had tears in his eyes. The second Novellette in

D gave me peculiar pleasure. You can hardly

believe the effect it makes. Liszt is going to play

it at his third concert here. But there have been

comphcations too, "so many that I should fill

volumes were I to describe them to you. His

second concert has been postponed, as he chose to

go to bed, announcing, only two hours beforehand,

that he was ill. I will gladly believe that he is,

and was at the time, suffering from over-exertion,

but all the same it was a politic illness. I cannot

now go into it aU. It suits me excellently, because

I can keep him in bed all day, and have him all to

myself, with Mendelssohn, Hiller and Reuss. No
one else is admitted. If only you had been there

15
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this morning, little girl, you would have been

affected in the same wayras Becker, I wager.

. . . WiU you believe that at his concert he

played on an instrument of Hartel's which he had

never seen before ? This unbounded confidence in

his own ten fingers is just the sort of thing I like.

But do not take pattern by him in this ; be always

my own Clara Wieck. No one can touch you, for

your playing comes from your heart. Do you hear,

chUd?

... A month to-day I shall be with you, God
willing, dear child. ShaU you not be happy to feel

my arms about you again ? Will you arrange a

little private concert for your lover ? I should Uke

the big sonata in B flat (the whole of it), then one

of my own songs, played and sung by yourseK (the

words are the chief thing, remember), then your

new scherzo, and, to wind up, Bach's C sharp minor

fugue from the second book. It is not to be a

charity concert ! I am prepared to pay Uberally.

We shall settle our accounts at the end—you can

guess in what coin. How 1 shall look forward to

this lovers' recital I You dearest, best of creatures,

I shall smother you with kisses when I see you.

97.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, May 10, 1840.

To-day is ' Jubilate ' Sunday, and I feel jubilant

and wi-etched by turns over the happiness and
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misery which fall to my lot. But do not think of

me as unhappy. I feel so well and brisk that I

work almost without knowing it, and am so happy

for thinking of you that I can't resist teUing you.

The opera^ has taken up all my morning. The

first sketch is finished, and I burn to begin, though

I am nearly overwhelmed by the vastness of my
material. It is very tragic at this point, though

without bloodshed or the usual stage eiFects, I

am quite enthusiastic—as I am sure you will be

—

over the characters which I am to recast in a

musical mould. Yesterday I received a most

delightful and opportune letter and article from

Frau von Chezy about her collaboration with

Weber in Euryanthe, together with his sketches,

letters, notes, etc. Weber must have been one of

the most refined and intellectual of musicians. The

article will appear in the paper. I know you will

be interested in it,

98.

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, May 15, 1840.

I have been composing so much that I wonder

at myself. But I cannot help it, I could sing

myself to death, like a nightingale, I have finished

the twelve EichendorfF songs,^ and forgotten them

* From 1830 onward Schumann was occupied with plans for

writing opera, but only Genmeva was performed.

2 A song cycle (Op. 39), words by Eichendorff. [Tr.]

15—2
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in the stress of beginning new work. My libretto

is worrying me. J. Becker brought me a specimen

the other day, which convinced me that he was not

equal to his task. I have a horror of setting weak
verses to music. It is not that I insist on a great

poet, but I must have beauty of language and

sentiment. Well, I shall certainly not give up my
fine idea, for I feel I have dramatic talent. You
will be amazed to see how the thing turns out. . . .

Robert to Clara.

Leipzig, May SI, 1840.

... I am so impatient to see you and to have

you tear me away from my music. You will be

amazed to see the quantity of work I have finished

in this short time. There is only the copying left

to do. But it is high time I stopped, and I can-

not. . . . Composing is making me forget how to

write or think ; my letters prove it. Oh, why did

I not realize earlier that music was my sole vocation ?

You say in your last letter that you want me to

fill my right place in the world. Don't be too

ambitious for me. I want no better place than

a seat at the piano with you close by. You will

nev£r be a Kapellmeisterin as long as you live, but

in ourselves we shall be a match for any Kapell-

meister and his wife, eh ? . . . How little I

thought when I published Op. 1 that I should ever

reach Op. 22 ! Well, it is not so bad a record for
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eight years. I will do as much again, and then

die. I sometimes feel I am striking quite new
paths in music.

100.

To Ernst A. Becker.

Leipzig, August 12, 1840.

My very dear Friend,

You must be the first to hear the glad news.

Our suspense came to an end yesterday with the

legal authorization to our marriage. You may be

sure we shall take the next steps without delay.

We are to be married in a village near here. Will

you do us the pleasure of acting as witness ?

Clara's mother and aunt, and possibly my brother,

will be the only people there. September 12 is

to be the day which unites us. Promise me you

will not mention the date to anyone, for one can

never be sure the old man will not play us some

scurvy trick. You must really come. We shall

all be so happy together.

Clara is at Weimar, and played before the

Empress yesterday. This may be very useful, as

we shall perhaps go to St. Petersburg this winter.

Well, good-bye, old man. Remember us to all

who are really interested. I hope soon to hear

that you have decided to come.
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From Clara's Diary.

September 12.—What can I write about this day ?

. . . We were married at Schonefeld^ at ten

o'clock. First came a chorale, and after that a

short address by WUdenhahn, the preacher, a

friend of Robert's youth. His words were simple,

but heartfelt. My whole self was fiUed with grati-

tude to Him who had brought us safely over so

many rocks and precipices to meet at last. I prayed

fervently that He would preserve my Robert to

me for many, many years. Indeed, the thought

that I might one day lose him is enough to send me
out of my mind. Heaven avert this calamity 1 I

could not bear it.

Emilia and EKse List took me by surprise after

the wedding. We spent the morning in company

with Renter, Wenzel, Herrmann, Becker, Mother

and the Lists, at the Carls' ; the afternoon at Zwei-

naundorf, and the evening at the Carls' again, when
Madame List came too.

There was a little dancing, no excessive gaiety,

but every face shone with real satisfaction. The
weather was lovely. Even the sun, which had

hidden his face for many days, shed his warm
beams upon us as we drove to church, as if to bless

our union. It was a day without a jar, and I may
thus enter it in this book as the fairest and most

momentous of my life.

" A village near Leipzig.
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'The man and the musician in me have always struggled to

manifest themselves simultaneously ; indeed, this is still the

case, although I have attained some degree of mastery over

both.'

—

To C. KossMALY, May 5, 1843.

' I am happy in the knowledge that greater achievements lie

between me and the distant goal, of the attainment of which I

am nevertheless confident.'

—

From the Diary, September 13, 1840.

' We are all pretty well ; the melancholy birds of night still

flit round me from time to time, yet they can be driven off by

music'

—

To Verhulst, November 4, 1848.



INTRODUCTION

Schumann's outer life during the years following

his marriage was smooth and uneventful. His was
a purely introspective nature, and when he sought
to cope with external aflFairs he failed signally. His
projects usually remained projects. His one con-

siderable public undertaking—as a conductor at

Diisseldorf—was a fiasco. So crude a dissonance

should have been avoided at all costs. Blame
probably attached to both sides, though allowance

must be made for Schumann, whose sad fate had
marked him before his friends suspected anything.

Even in the early days of his marriage Schumann
had complained of bats whirring around him ; this

illusion haunted him continually, and unfitted him
for any public position. He carried out his high

ideals in his teaching at the Leipzig Conservatorium
(founded 1843), but was obliged by the state of his

nerves to resign. Neither was he ever well when
he accompanied his wife on concert tours.

His one idea of happiness was to sit at home and
compose. The creative impulse dominated him.

There were periods of unresting, even alarming,

production, but this tropical fertility was invariably

attended by the sultriness and oppression ever

prophetic in Schumann's case of thunder and the

devastating storm. The zealous worker broke

down altogether, and waited in dull inaction for

the next spring and autumn, for another blossoming

233
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and ripening of the fruits of his genius. Strangest

of all, his powerful genius did always pull itself

together for a new effort. The only suspicious

symptom to the close observer was that his work
was no longer quite up to his earlier level.

But the eyes which watched him most closely

were full of love. The marriage ofRobert Schumann
with Clara Wieck is perhaps the most beautiful

artist union we know. The development of the

relation may be traced in Berthold Litzmann's
biography {Clara Schumann, vol. ii.). We have
there a moving and exquisite picture of Clara's

transformation from virtuoso to artist as she became
one with her husband, of her spiritual growth in

the struggle to reconcile the claims of art with
those of practical life. It was only when mis-

fortune overtook her, when her happiness was
wrecked, that her character showed its true great-

ness. The blow fell on February 27, 1854. They
had been barely four years at Diisseldorf, for which
they had so willingly exchanged Dresden, where
the musical atmosphere was lacking. In point of

fact they did not mind where they lived, provided
they had each other and a home to work in.

The following letters wiU show how prolific in

impressions, given and received, these years were
for Schumann. It would have been easy to select

twice or three times the number, but I have made
it as small as possible. My aim is to show clearly

the master's own development, from which an idea

of his methods of work may be gained. The letters

chosen are often typical of a series of similar ones,

all valuable in themselves, and available in Jansen's

collection, which, large as it is, is not complete.
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101.

To Camille Stamaty,^ in Paris.

Leipzig, September 28, 1840.

Your letter was the pleasantest surprise. How
could you hear of the happy event so speedily?

I would have sent you word myself, but was too

absorbed in my happiness. I think you will under-

stand, and forgive me. You know, too, how much
of my time is taken up by official correspondence

and various musical matters.

The years that have intervened since I last wrote

have been extremely eventful. You will find many
of my struggles reflected in my compositions.

How I wish you knew the later ones, particularly

the songs ! But you Parisians take no interest in

anything outside France ! . . .

I should so like to know what you have been

doing. My own work has become gayer, gentler,

and more melodious in character, as I think you

will see from the Kinderszenen. But they are

mere bagatelles ; I have attempted far more

ambitious things.

How can you think 1 do not treasure your

photograph ? It is before me as I write. I should

be glad to give you mine if you would tell me how
to send it.

Dear Stamaty, I have an incomparable wife.

There is no happiness equal to that. If you could

' See Letter 44.
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only take a peep at us in our snug Kttle artist

home ! Don't let it be long before you marry

too. . . .

102.

To C. Kossmaly} at Detmold.

Leipzig, Mai/ 9, 1841.

The paper still owes you a small sum, which 1

now enclose. I should like to send more than your

due, but, as you know, I am now a householder,

and circumstances have changed, though certainly

not for the worse. Thank you for inquiring. I

hope you will soon foUow suit, and find a wife as

good as mine. 1 have been very happy and busy

since I last wrote.

I wish you knew my symphony.^ The perform-

ance was a great joy to me—and to others. I

really think it was received with more enthusiasm

than any modern symphony since Beethoven. I

am full of ideas for orchestral compositions, and

have a number of things ready for performance

next winter. The symphony wiU be published by the

winter in any case, so you may perhaps hear it and

give me your opinion. I was a little disappointed

to find myself relegated to thesecond rank in your

essay on song-writers. It is not that I claim a

place in the first, but that I feel I deserve a place

apart. I am anything but pleased to see myself

^ Carl Kossmaly (1812-1893), a composer of songs and instru-

mental music, and a writer on musical subjects.

2 In B flat. Op. 38. [Tr.]
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classed with Reissiger, Curschmann, etc. My aims
and my abilities are, I know, far higher, and I hope
you will admit this without accusing me of vanity,

which is far from me. I write with perfect frank-

ness, and beg you will take my words in the right

way, as addressed exclusively to one whose person-

ality attracts me. . . .

103.

To C. Kossmaly.

Leipzig, September I, 1842.

... I hope to achieve greater things in the

future to justify your opinion of me. My past

achievement gives me some satisfaction, but is

trifling compared with the fair prospects which

open up before me in occasional happy hours.

What, in the way of music, do you think I pray

for night and morning ? German opera. There is

an unworked mine ! But neither must symphony

be forgotten. . . .

104.

To H. C. Andersen} in Copenhagen.

Leipzig, October I, 1842.

What must you think of me for leaving your

kind letter, which gave me such pleasure, so long

unanswered ! The fact is, I did not want to come

to you quite empty-handed, although well aware

I am now only returning what originally came

' Clara had made Andersen's acquaintance on her concert

tour to Copenhagen in April, 1 842.
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to me from you. Please be indulgent to this

musical setting of your poems. The music may
seem strange to you at first, for so did your verses

to me. As I grew more into the spirit of them

my music took on a more exotic character, for

which you are obviously responsible. Andersen's

poems demand diiFerent treatment from 'Bloom,

lovely violet,'^ etc. . . .

I always insist on the minutest details when my
wife talks about you, and I really beheve I should

recognize you if 1 met you casually. Did I not

know you before from your poems—from the

Improvisatore, What the Moon Saw, and especially

Only a Fiddler, which is, indeed, the most delight-

ful thing I know in modern Teutonic literature,

excepting Immermann's .^ Do I not possess a

complete translation of your smaller poems, which

doubtless still contain many pearls for the musician ?

May Heaven preserve you many years to your

friends and admirers, with whom I beg to number

myself.

105.

To L. Spohr.^

Leipzig, November 23, 1842.

We were much distressed to hear that you and

your wife had called and missed us last summer.

' A children's song. ^ The title is illegible.

^ Ludwig Spohr (1784-1859) had been director at Cassel since

1822. He was on friendly terms with Schumann, but did

nothing to help him.
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We looked for you everywhere that day, and only

heard next morning of your hasty departure. My
wife wanted you to hear her first trio, and I myself

wished to show you one or two things. I hope

this pleasure is only postponed until next summer,

when you wiU delight your admirers by a long

visit.

I had intended to send you my symphony, and

ask your kind opinion of it, before I heard from our

good friend Hauptmann of your wish to see it.

You have only been able to judge me by my
smaller efforts so far. I hope this more ambitious

attempt wUl afford you some interest and pleasure.

The symphony was written in the end of the

winter of 1841. It was inspired, if I may say so,

by the spirit of spring, which seems to possess us all

anew every year, irrespective of age. The music is

not intended to describe or paint anything definite,

but I believe the season did much to shape the

particular form it took. You will find it neither

easy nor out-of-the-way difficult. I should hke to

point out one or two passages which have proved

to be difficulties in every performance I have

heard. . . .

I hope my music will reward you in some way
for the pains you spend on it. I need hardly

assure you of my gratitude. Your last symphony,^

which I read over again yesterday with real profit

to myself, convinces me, by its superiority over

other works, how much I have still to learn. But

' ' Irdisckes und Gbttlickes im Menschenleben,'
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a great master gains an added grace when, not

content with creating beauty himself, he encourages

youthful endeavour ; and this letter may serve to

express my gratitude to one whom I honour most

among Uving artists.

106.

To C. Kossmaly.

LeipziGj May 5, 1843.

This will not be much of a letter. In front of

my house some musicians from the fair are trying

to deafen me, and indoors things are nearly as

disturbing, for we have a christening to-morrow

—

our second girl.^ But I must try to get this letter

written to show you that I do appreciate your kind

thought of me. Many thanks for your beautiful

songs. I will keep back my opinion of them until

it appears in the paper, as it very shortly wiU.

How I wish you would publish more of your work,

and come to Leipzig for good ! Nothing positive

is known about the changes at the theatre. A
certain Dr. Schmidt is supposed to have taken it

over. I know him slightly, and will find an

opportunity of mentioning you.

The time since we met has been productive

enough. Can you not arrange to have my three

pubhshed quartets played over to you at Detmold ?

I particularly want you to hear them. A piano-

^ There were eight children, four daughters and four sons.

All were living when their father died, except one boy.
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forte quintet is to appear shortly, also a pianoforte

quartet and a few other things. I am now engaged

on a great work, the greatest I have attempted so

far. It is not an opera, but, as I rather think, a

new departure for the concert-room.^ I am putting

all my energies into it, and hope to finish it in the

course of the year.

It is with some timidity that I send you the

accompanying parcel of my earlier compositions.

You will realize their immaturity at a glance.

They reflect for the most part the stormy scenes

of my early life. The man and the musician in

me have always struggled to manifest themselves

simultaneously ; indeed, this is stiU the case,

although I have attained some degree of mastery

over both. Your sympathetic heart will detect

the joy and sadness that he buried in this little

pile of music.

I cannot, unfortunately, lay hands on a copy of

what I consider my best pianoforte works—namely,

Kreisleriana, six^ Phantasiestucke, four books of

Novelletten, and one of Romanzen. These are

my last pianoforte compositions (written in 1838),

but even from the earlier ones you wiU gain an

insight into my character and aspirations. It is

precisely in these early efforts that the germs of

the future are discernible. I can only hope that,

with all their faults, they may meet with your

acceptance. They are but little known, and for

obvious reasons : (1) they are too difficult in them-

' Paradise and the Peri. ^ Eight.

16



242 AT THE ZENH'H

selves both as to form and meaning ; (2) I am no

virtuoso, and cannot play them in public ; (3) 1 am
an editor, and refrain of necessity from mentioning

them in my paper ; and (4) Fink, who edits another

paper,^ refrains from choice. But things are now

taking a different turn. I am told that the public

takes a greater interest in my works, the earlier

ones included. The Kinderszenen and Phantasie-

stUcke, which I am unable to send you, appeal,

indeed, to a wide circle. Times have changed

with me too. I used to be indifferent to the

amount of notice I received, but a wife and

children put a different complexion upon every-

thing. It becomes imperative to think of the

future, desirable to see the fruits of one's labour

—

not the artistic, but the prosaic fruits necessary to

life ; these fame helps to bring forth and multiply.

So you must not set me down as vain for sending

you these early pieces, which I have long outgrown,

and for accepting with gratitude your kind offer to

say a good word for them somewhere. I have

always despised those artists who send off their

trash, still damp from the printer's, post-haste to

the various newspaper oflftces. But I need not

waste words. You both know and understand me.

I think you will find some food for thought in

my work, and have no difficulty in putting together

a few columns about them. As most of them were

published by Hartel's, they would probably be glad

^ The Allgemeine musikalische Zeitung, published by Messrs.

Breitkopf and Hartal. [Tr.]
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to have something in their own paper on the

subject, ... I should prefer the article to take

the form of an essay rather than the usual critical

paragraph. . . .

So here you have my confessions. You wiU

probably not need to be told that Bach and Jean

Paul influenced me more than anyone in former

times. I hope I have now more independence. . . .

107.

To Jofiannes Verhulst} at the Hague.

Leipzig, June 19, 1843.

Here is a letter at last, my dear Verhulst. I

have had you in mind a hundred times and more,

but, as you know, a musician prefers using musical

notation to the alphabet, and I have written a

quantity of music in the last three months. But

more of that later.

Let me thank you first for your affectionate

letter, which brought you before me as vividly as

any portrait. Kindly thoughts, like yours, are

always a comfort in one's struggles. You know

my feelings towards you. Everything seems to

augur a continuation of our present friendly rela-

tions. It was only to be expected that you would

receive honour and distinction in your own country.

I congratulate you on your decoration,^ and wish,

' J. Verhulst (1816-1891), a distinguished composer of

Mendelssohnian tendencies. He had been at Leipzig 1838-

1842, and rendered excellent services later as a conductor in

Holland.

2 The Order of the Netherlands Lion. [Tr.]

16—2



244 AT THE ZENITH

above all, that your artist-heart may ever beat

vigorously beneath your 'lion.' You should live

to do great things, for you are young, sensible, and

right-minded. I am looking forward to your new

quartet. Please let us hear it at Inselstrasse^

before long. Tell me, too, of your plans, and

whether there is a chance of your coming to

Leipzig soon. How often I miss you, at Poppe's^

and in my walks. No one else is so quick at

entering into my ideas and opinions. I am often

silent by the hour together of an evening, now that

you are not here. Kirchner^ alone has a real soul

for music, but I cannot talk to him as freely as to

an older man. It would rather harm than help

him.

You have already heard that we played a good

deal in the winter, some of my new things amongst

others. Parts of my quintet and quartet will

appeal to you, for they have life in them. I have

not yet heard the trio,* which is different, more

subdued in character. We are hoping to try it

one of these days, when Rietz^ returns. He is our

'cellist, a splendid fellow and musician. The Varia-

tions for two pianofortes, etc., I have only heard

' Schumann lived at No. 5, InselstrassCj after his marriage.

2 A restaurant where Schumann regularly spent an hour or

two in the evening. [Tr.]

^ Theodor Kirchner (1823-1903) closely resembled Schumann

in his nature, as his unduly neglected compositions show.

* In A minor.

' Julius Rietz (1812-1877), a well-known composer and a con-

ductor of note.
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once. Tliey did not go particularly well. They
need corisiderable study. I must have been in

a melancholy mood when I wrote them, for they

leave a mournful impression.

My chief item of news is that I finished Paradise

and the Peri last Friday. It is my longest work
and, I think, my best. As I wrote finis on the

last sheet of the score, I felt so thankful that my
strength had been equal to the strain. A work of

these dimensions is no light undertaking. I realize

better now what it means to write a succession of

them, such as, for instance, the eight operas which

Mozart produced within so short a time. Have I

told you the story of the Peri ? If not, do make
an effort to get it. You will find it in Moore's

Lalla Rookh. It is simply made for music. The

whole conception is so poetic and ideal that I was

quite carried away by it. The music is just long

enough for an evening performance. I expect and

really hope to give it at a concert of my own next

winter, and possibly to conduct it myself. You
must certainly come. I hope my labours may again

be rewarded by your kind, approving smile.

I could find much more to say to you, but it is

impossible to put it all in one letter. We are all

well. Clara presented me with another daughter

on the 25th of April. She is doing very well,

and wishes to be remembered to you. Our eldest

little girl grows more delightful every day, and is

developing rapidly in mind and body. There has

been a reconciliation between Clara and her father.
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T am glad of it for her sake, but the man must be

quite devoid of decent feeling to attempt to renew

his acquaintance with myself, as he actually is

doing. But at last the clouds are lifting, and I am
very glad on Clara's account.^

Sometimes I see much of Mendelssohn, at others

little. We are both so much engaged that we

often do not exchange a word for weeks together.

The Conservatorium keeps us all occupied. It

should, I think, prove an important factor in the

training of Germany's future musicians. Kirchner,

who has entered himself as a student, has undoubt-

edly more talent for composition than any of

them. . . .

108.

To Dr. E. Kruger.^

Undated [Leipzig, October, 1844].

The thought of my remissness towards you has

often distressed me. You may not perhaps know
* A reconciliation did eventually take place between Schumann

and his father-in-law, impossible as it seemed at the time when
Wieck was convicted for insulting him (1841), and showed such

meanness on the question of Clara's money. The change came

suddenly in January, 1843. Wieck saw that he was only

injuring his own position by his attitude at a time when Schu-

mann's fame was steadily increasing. Clara was only too

delighted to clasp the outstretched hand, and Schumann's satis-

faction over this is a proof of his delicacy. In December, 1843,

Wieck made overtures to his son-in-law, which were accepted.

Cordial relations, indeed, were never resumed. There was even

renewed coolness, although amicable public relations were

preserved.

2 Dr. Eduard Kriiger (1805-1885), co-rector at Emden, was

more successful as a critic than as a composer. Schumann was
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that I have had a serious nervous illness for the

past three months, and was, in consequence, for-

bidden every exertion, mental or physical, by my
doctor. I am now a little better, and can see

some brightness in Hfe, some return of hope and

confidence. I think I did too much music. My
music to Goethe's Faust occupied me very much
latterly, and in the end mind and body both gave

way. . . . During this time I have not been able

to hear a note of music, for it was like a knife to

my nerves. . . .

(
Writtenfrom Dresden, five weeks later.)

I am still suffering, and have moments of

despondency. Work is forbidden me ; I may
only rest and take walks—and even these I often

find exhausting. Oh for the return of spring to

bring me back my strength ! . . . We have come
to Dresden for the winter. The doctor advised it,

and we complied the more readily as Mendelssohn's

departure from Leipzig had completely unsettled

us in our musical life. All the same, Leipzig is

still the most important musical centre, and I

should advise every talented student to go there,

for he will hear, not only much music, but much
good music. . . .

My Faust music still makes great demands on

my time. What should you say to using the

whole material for an oratorio ? Is it not a bold

so displeased by Kriiger's criticism of his Genoveva that their

intercourse was discontinued.
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and happy idea ? But 1 must content myself with

thinking of it for the present.

109.

To Mendelssohn at Leipzig.

Undated [Written about the end of September, 1845].

It was my turn to write—to thank you for your

kind visit, and for much that you said. But

writing of any sort still tires me very much,

therefore forgive me. 1 am already rather better.

Hofrat Carus has advised early morning walks,

which have done me a lot of good. Yet I am not

altogether cured, and I have touches of pain every

day in a hundred different places. A mysterious

illness, which seems to vanish when the doctor

prepares to attack it 1 But better times will come

again, and I am happy enough when I look on my
wife and children.

My wife confidently expects to be in Leipzig in

time to play at the first concert. We have decided

on Henselt's concerto, as we hope to give a concert

on our own account later on, when she will play

mine. My wife also commissions me to say that

she would like to play only that one number.

The concerto is as diflicult as two ordinary

concertos, and very exhausting ; in short, she

would rather not undertake to play anything

besides. Will you be so kind as to communicate

this to the directors ? A special rehearsal is not

necessary ; therefore we shall not be in Leipzig
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before Friday. Just a line, please, to tell us when
the general rehearsal is. For days my head has

been a whirl of drums and trumpets (trombe in C).

I don't know what will come of it,^

110.

To Mendehsohn at Leipzig.

Dresdkn, October 22, 1845. Wednesday morning.

Deau Mendelssohn,

You must now be well in the middle of my
symphony. Do you still remember the first re-

hearsal of it in the year 1841—and the 'stopped'

trumpets and horns at the beginning ? It sounded

as if the orchestra had a cold in its head ; I can't

help laughing when I think of it. And now let

me thank you for again thinking about my piece

and again taking trouble over it. It is with the

greatest pleasure that I think of that first evening's

performance. How beautifully it went, better than

I have ever heard it since ! I might perhaps repeat

the experience to-morrow, but I dare not come. I

am sorry to say that I have not yet regained my
full strength ; every divergence from my simple

regime upsets me, and induces morbid irritability.

That is why I reluctantly stayed away when my
wife was with you. I must avoid every form of

gaiety. There is nothing for it but to go on hoping,

and that I am determined to do.

* What came of it was Schumann's second symphony in C,

Op. 61.
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Clara told me with genuine pleasure how good

and kind you had been. You know she is an old

admirer of yours, and is happy at your least sign of

approval. For her untiring zeal and energy in her

art she really deserves every one's love and en-

couragement ; then, as a woman, she is indeed a

gift from Heaven. So, you see, she came back

from Leipzig quite delighted, frankly admitting

that you were the chief cause of her delight.

Lately we have been absorbed in your organ

sonatas, unfortunately with the piano as substitute ;

but we should have discovered that they were yours

without the name on the cover. They are stamped

on every page with that striving after perfection

which makes me look to you as my model. Then

the poetry and originality of the form 1 Each

sonata is rounded off to a complete picture.

Bach's music gives me the impression of himself

seated at the organ, but yours brings me a vision

of a Cecilia fingering the keys. How charming

that that should be your wife's name, too ! The

fifth and sixth struck me as being the most im-

portant. One thing is certain, dear Mendelssohn,

no one but you writes harmonies so pure, harmonies

ever-increasing in purity and spiritual beauty. Have
I been praising you again ? May I ? What, indeed,

does the world in general (many so-called musicians

included) understand of pure harmony ? There is

Wagner, who has just finished another opera.^ He
is certainly a clever fellow, fuU of crazy ideas and

' Tannhduser.
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audacious to a degree. Society still raves over

Rienzi. Yet he cannot write or think out four

consecutive bars of beautiful, hardly of good music.

AU these young musicians are weak in harmony, in

the art of four-part writing. How can enduring

work be produced in that way ? And now we can

see the whole score in print, fifths, octaves and all.

It is too late now to alter and scratch out, however

much he may wish it. The music is no fraction

better than Rienzi, but duller and more unnatural,

if anything. If one says anything of the sort it is

always put down to envy, and that is why I only

say it to you, knowing you have long been of the

same opinion. . . .

{From a letter written on November 12.)

... I may have a chance of talking to you

about Tannhduser soon. / must take back one or

two things I said after reading the score. It makes

quite a different effect on the stage. Much of it

impressed me deeply {cf. Letter 126).

111.

To Ludwig Meinardus^ at the Jever Gymnasium.

Dresden, September 3, 1 846.

My dear young Feiend,

You must think me unkind to have let you

wait so long for an answer. But at the seaside^ all

^ Ludwig Meinardus (1827-1896) became a well-known com-

poser and writer on music.

2 Nordeney.
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exertion is forbidden ; indeed, it forbids itself. 1

have been so ill for a long time now that I can

hardly write more than one letter at a time.

Therefore, forgive the long delay in answering your

kind note, which was particularly welcome in the

monotony of seaside hfe. I have been thinking

about you a great deal, have read much of your

letter many times, and was pleased with the

youthful spirit, as well as with the many clear,

practical views expressed in it. All things con-

sidered, I should like to call your attention to one

or two points before you come to a decision. I

was once in a similar position to yours, had to do

with an anxious mother, and to fight local prejudices

in a small town. At the critical moment fairly

favourable outside circumstances came to my help ;

things fell out as they were bound to do. 1 became

a musician, and my mother was happy in my
happiness. But for those favourable outside circum-

stances who knows what would have become of

me, or whether I should have defeated the fate to

which talent without means so often falls a prey.

I cannot say how sorry I am to have to draw your

attention precisely to that passage in your letter

where you write to me so frankly and confidingly

about your circumstances. You yourself thought

the matter of sufficient importance to teU me, and

you were right. Will your courage carry you

through the long time which must elapse before

there is even a possibility of an assured position

for you ? WiU not the thousand deprivations and
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humiliations rob you of your youthfiil strength and

creative faculty ? In this respect, it seems to me,

you have far overestimated your own powers.

You would have much to catch up, many things

to learn that young musicians of your age have left

far behind them long ago. You would certainly

have to face a stern discipline. That you might

eventually become a good, possibly a great, com-

poser, I can believe from the talent shown in your

compositions. But no voice reaches us from the

future, for which we have no guarantee.

My advice, then, is : keep your love for art
;
prac-

tise yourself in composition as much as possible ; hold

fast to the great models and masters, especially to

Bach, Mozart, and Beethoven, not forgetting the

present in which you live. But before you decide

to follow the career on which your heart is set,

subject yourself to the severest self-examination,

and if you find you are not strong enough to defy

its troubles and dangers, then seek a firm founda-

tion, which you can always adorn with the pictures

of your fancy and with those of your most loved

artists. That you should keep a kindly recollection

of me would please me as your whole letter has

done. Let me hear of your work from time to

time. Write to me presently about your im-

mediate decisions, and tell me whether you agree

with anything in my letter.
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112.

To Friedrich Hebbel^ in Vienna.

Dresden, May 14, 1847.

My VERY DEAR SiR,

Excuse the freedom taken by one who is

possibly quite unknown to you in preferring a re-

quest, the fulfilment of which lies entirely with

you, and would give great pleasure to your peti-

tioner.

In reading your poem Genoveva (I am a

musician), I was struck by the magnificent material

which it offers for music. The oftener I read your

unrivalled tragedy— I will not attempt further

praise—the more vividly did I see it in its musical

form. Finally, I consulted a man living here who
is something of a poet.^ He was immediately

impressed by the extraordinary beauty of the poem,

and readily consented to try to arrange it as an

operatic Ubretto.

Two acts lie before me, and I shall shortly

receive the other two. But although the adapter

has done his best, it is not what I want. It is weak

throughout. I very much dislike the ordinary

libretto style, and neither can nor will write music

for tirades of that sort.

I was almost in despair, when it occurred to me
that the direct way might be the best, and I decided

to address myself to the original poet, and to ask

1 Friedrich Hebbel, dramatic poet (1813-1863). [Tr.j

2 Robert Reinick.
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for his assistance. But do not, dear Sir, misunder-

stand me. I do not suggest that you should adapt

for operatic purposes a work so profound in its

conception, so masterly in its form, but that you

should look over the adaptation, tell me what you

think, and give it an inspiring touch here and

there. This is what I have to ask.

Is it in vain ? It is your own child that asks for

protection. And if it should meet your eye in its

musical form, I should hke you to say that you

loved it in that form also.^ In the meantime I

have been reading Judith—the world is not in

such bad case after all I While poets of the

Genoveva and Judith calibre stiU hve, we are a

long way from the fall of poetry. An answer, if

you are so good as to send one, wiU reach me here.

If it brings consent, I shall thank you as I can ; if

a refusal, count me at least among your most

genuine admirers, and give me the opportunity of

proving it. . . .

One thing more : we must all live. If you give

your attention to this, you will be neglecting other

work. Naturally, we should have to discuss this

point.

* Hebbel did not care to see his work cut down for a libretto,

and would have nothing to do with altering it. Schumann

finally arranged his own text. [Tr.]
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113.

To F. BrendeU

Dresden, August 8, 1847.

Dear Friend,

Accept my hearty congratulations on the

inauguration of your scheme, which must have

entailed much care and trouble in the preliminary

stages. T may be able to drop in for an hour or so

myself, but of that later.

I have been defining my propositions more accu-

rately this morning, and find that my chief difficulty

lies in choosing a form of expression. If I had time

to work them out in separate essays, this would

certainly be best. But it would take time, a great

deal of it, especially as I am past the alphabet

stage. I think the most profitable way will be

for me to give you a brief outline of my ideas,

from which you can select anything you think

suited for public discussion, mentioning my name

or not, as you please.

First, then, I think it desirable that a section

should detach itself from the Convention to consider

the protection of classical music against modern

adaptations.

The duties of the section would be to obtain

1 Franz Brendel (1811-1868) was from 1845 manager of the

Neue Zeitschriflfur Musik. The letter refers to the foundation

of a Universal German Society of Musicians. The first meeting

of the founders was on August 13 and 14, 1847. Schumann

took no part in it, but Brendel read out the letter and brought

forward his proposals for discussion.
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information of all such publications—that is, of all

new editions of old compositions of importance ; to

see how far the original was left untouched, or

whether unwarranted alterations had been made

;

and finally to report on the result of their labours

at the next (as I hope) annual meeting of the

Convention.

I should then like td propose that another section

be formed for the research and restoration of
corrupted passages in classical works, in the sense

in which I dealt with it in my essay: On
Some Presumably Corrupted Passages in the Works

of Bach, Mozart, and Beethoven {Neue Zeitschrift

fur Musik, vol. xv., p. 149).^

This section would, like the first, be required to

search out and collect the necessary material to

lay before the next meeting. The result would

be some interesting and thoroughly practical

debates.

The section given up to minute inquiry would

render a very great service, for instance, by looking

into Mozart's Requiem, about which the grossest

misconceptions are stiU current, for the existing

version is not merely corrupt, but, except for

certain numbers, spurious.

I should next like to raise the question of the use

of French for titles, also the misuse of Italian for

marks of expression, by Germans in their own com-

positions. I should be glad if you would move the

* ^chwaKuxa's Gesammelte Schriflen (ii., p. 344).

17
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abolition of French titles, and the rejection of such

Italian expressions as may be rendered as well, if

not better, in German.

Finally, the Convention should consider by what

means their future meetings, which will become, it

is to be hoped, an annual institution, may be made

to benefit and encourage youthful composers especi-

ally. This end might be assured by a public invi-

tation, issued by a section told off for the purpose,

to composers to send in manuscripts of any impor-

tant works (such as oratorios, masses, symphonies,

string quartets), the best of which would be

selected for performance at the next general Con-

vention ; or, again, by announcing a prize competi-

tion, or in some other way.

These, my dear Brendel, are my suggestions,

which I leave you to bring forward, either as your

own or in any way you please. I feel how much
easier it would be to say all this in a few rapid,

forcible words than to write it.

And now I want to ask you, if you are not too

busy, to send me a line with the proposed

programme for both days, the 13th and 14th ; I

should like to know how the time is to be divided,

and also if anything will be done on Sunday. I

may perhaps come for Saturday or Sunday.

I was surprised to hear that you had chosen a

president, as I think this should have been done in

full council. But I may be mistaken.
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114

7'o Director D. G. Otten} at Hamburg.

Dresden, A'pril 2, 1 849.

Dear Sir,

You must be thinking me a strange person

to have left your kind letter ^ so long unanswered.

But, indeed, I have been thinking of both you and

your letter, for which I now thank you, contenting

myself with the old excuse that we musicians are

readier at musical notation than the written word,

I wrote my symphony in December, 1845, and

I sometimes fear my semi-invalid state can be

divined from the music. I began to feel more

myself when I wrote the last movement, and was

certainly much better when I finished the whole

work. All the same, it reminds me of dark days.

Your interest in a work so stamped with melan-

choly proves your real sympathy. Everything you

say proves your thorough acquaintance with the

music, and I was greatly dehghted to find that my
mournful bassoon in the Adagio was not lost upon

-you, for I confess I wrote that part for it with

pecuhar pleasure.

1 have long known your zeal in the cause of

good music, particularly as expressed in your

concert society. The news of good work is carried,

independently of newspapers, you see, by kind,

* G. D. Otten {b. 1806) founded and conducted the Ham-
burg Musical Society.

2 About the C major symphony.

17—2
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invisible spirits. For about a year now I have

been running a similar concert socifety, which

affords me the delight of hearing the works of Pales-

trina, Bach, and various neglected compositions.

Do you know Bach's Passion-Music according to

St. John, the so-called little one ? But of course

you do. I wonder if you agree with me that it is

much bolder, more powerful and poetical, than the

St. Matthew version ? The St. Matthew seems to

me the earlier of the two by five or six years,

rather drawn out in places and of excessive length
;

in the St. John what terseness, what inspiration,

especially in the choruses, and what consummate

art I^ If only such questions could be cleared

up ! But they are never discussed, except very

occasionally by musical papers ; and even then

these matters are rarely threshed out, simply

because the writer lacks real knowledge and real

conviction. So things are, and will remain. After

all, something must be left for the few scattered,

genuine music-lovers who care about Bach, Pales-

trina, Beethoven's later quartets, etc. 'Forward'

is, then, my greeting to you. Let us be united in

the untiring effort to give honour where honour is

due, and virtue will bring its own reward.

' The St. John version is, nevertheless, always considered

inferior to the St. Matthew, although it has every claim to :^ank

beside it as a masterpiece. Schumann was wrong in thinking

the St. Matthew the earlier, as it was written six years later

than the St. John (1723)
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115.

To Franz Liszt at Weimar.

Bad Kreischa, near Dresden, May Si, 1849.

Dear Friend,

Herr Reinecke's^ stay in Dresden was so

brief that I could give him no definite answer to

your question referring to the scene from Faust.

Indeed, we had only met once, when the Revolution

scattered us in all directions. But the piece is too

short, considering the expense it would entail to

produce ; I always meant to lengthen it by adding

other scenes from the drama, and still hope to do

so. I would rather not produce it in its present

form.

But would not the thing be too Leipzigian^ for

you in any case? Or is it possible that you do

consider Leipzig a miniature Paris, in which we
can turn out good work? Seriously, I hardly

expected such a sweeping judgment on my career

from you, who knew so much of my work. If you

wiU examine my compositions, you cannot fail to

' Karl Reinecke (b. 1824), the composer, for many years con-

ductor of the Gewandhaus concerts at Leipzig,

2 This refers to a slight dispute of Schumann's with Liszt on

the evening of June 9, 1848, when Liszt, who had already

annoyed Schumann by his unpunctuality, had made some dis-

paraging remarks about Leipzig and Mendelssohn, which called

forth a passionate demonstration from the usually silent Schu-

mann. Liszt, who felt that he had been to blame in the first

instance, knew how to smooth over the difficulties of this

occurrence, and never bore any grudge against Schumann, whom
he genuinely respected.
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find a considerable amount of variety in them, for

I have always sought to make each one fresh, not

only in form, but in idea. And really, you know,

our little group at Leipzig was not so bad, including

as it did Mendelssohn, Hiller, and Bennett; at

least, we did not compare unfavourably with the

Parisians, Viennese, and Berliners. If a common
trait distinguishes our compositions as a group, call

it phUistinism or what you will, aU artistic epochs

show a similar phenomenon. Take Bach, Handel

and Gluck, or Mozart, Haydn and Beethoven,

respectively, and you will find a hundred instances

of perplexing similarity in their work. I must

except Beethoven's last compositions, although

they again revert to Bach. No one is entirely

original. But I have said enough. Your remark

was an unjustifiable affront ; but we will forget

that evening. Words do not kill ; the main thing

is to keep pressing forwards.

Reinecke teUs me you are staying some time at

W[eimar]. Shall you come over to Leipzig when
my opera is performed, probably at the end of

August ? I will let you know the exact date later,

if you like. I suppose a performance at W[eimar]

could be arranged for the winter with your help.

I should be very glad if it could be done.

Since the Revolution banished us we have lived

peacefully here, and my appetite for work increases,

if anything, in spite of my being preoccupied by

public events. All last year I worked hard, and

lately without interruptions; so there wiU be a
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good deal published shortly, great and small. I

have practically finished one rather big thing—the

music to Byron's Manfred. It is arranged for

dramatic performance with an overture, entr'actes,

and other occasional music for which the text gives

ample scope. . . .

116.

To F. Brendel.

Dresden, September 18, 1849.

I am delighted with aU your notices of Faust.

I knew before the performance what the effect on

the public would be,^ and was, therefore, not sur-

prised ; but I knew also that my music would

appeal to individual hearers. I have never been

satisfied with the final chorus, as you heard it, and

have written a second and far more satisfactory

version. But as the parts of the new one were not

written out, I chose the other. The second version

will certainly be sung at the next performance at

Leipzig, when I hope to include some of the first

part of Faust in the programme.

You are mistaken about Rietz,^ who is perfectly

upright in his profession, as I can prove abundantly.

He has shown the greatest sympathy with my
efforts, as, indeed, he could not fail to do, being

what he is. An artist who refuses to recognize

honest work among his contemporaries must be

* Faust met with very slight success.

2 Julius Rietz (1812-1877), a well-known composer and con-

ductor.
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numbered with the lost, from which company I

hope you will now remove Rietz.

In any case, I fail to see the non-recognition from

which I am supposed to suffer. Appreciation often

falls to my lot in full measure
;

your journal

provides many instances. Another practical but

very convincing proof is offered by the publishers,

who show a certain desire for my compositions, and

pay high prices for them. I don't hke speaking of

these things, but I may teU you in confidence that

my Jugendalbum, for instance, has a sale equalled by

few, if any, among recent compositions. This I

have from the publisher himself ; and many of my
books of songs enjoy the same popularity. And
which composer ever found an immediate circula-

tion for all his works ? Take Mendelssohn's Varia-

tions in D minor—an admirable work—is its circu-

lation a quarter of that which the Songs without

Words enjoy, for instance ? And tlien, where is

the composer whose fame is universal ? Where is

the work—were it even ofDivine origin—universally

acknowledged as sacred ? I have spared no pains,

it is true, but have plodded on for twenty years,

careless of praise or blame, intent on proving my
claim to be called a true servant of art. But do

you think there is no satisfaction in reading such

mention as you and others have often made of my
work? Let me assure you again of my entire

satisfaction with the recognition I have received up

to now in ever-increasing measure. . . .
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117.

To F. Hiller.

Dresden, November 19, 1849.

Many thanks for your letter. Your suggestion^

is very attractive, but I have some doubts. In

both respects, my thoughts must be much the

same as yours before you decided to accept the

post. I have a clear recollection of Mendelssohn's

verdict on the Dlisseldorf musicians, which was

bad enough. Rietz, too, when you went from

here to D[usseldorf], wondered ' how you came to

take the post.' I said nothing to you then for fear

of depressing you. I beg you, dear Hiller, to tell

me the unvarnished truth about it. It is rare

to find good manners among members of any

orchestra, and I know how to deal with merely

vulgar, though not with rude or malicious, players.

I must now ask you to inform me on one or

two points. It will be best to take them in

order

:

1. Is it a municipal appointment? Who are

the chief members of the committee? 2. The

salary is 750 talers—not gulden? 3. How large

are chorus and orchestra ? 4. Is living as dear

there as here, for instance ? What do you pay for

your lodgings ? 5. Are furnished lodgings to be

had? 6. Would it be possible to obtain shght

condensation for the removal and the expensive

* To take over, as Killer's successor, the post of musical

director at Diisseldorf.
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journey? 7. Could the contract be so worded as

to leave me free to resign, and accept any other

post that might offer ? 8. Are the practices of the

society continued through the summer ? 9. Would
there be time for short excursions of a week or a

fortnight in the winter ? 10, Could my wife find

any scope for work ? You know how impossible it

is to her to be idle.

One more important question. I could not

leave here before next Easter, as my opera is to be

put into rehearsal at Leipzig in February for certain,

and probably at Frankfurt soon after, when my
presence will be necessary. If you wiU clear up

these points for me, we can then discuss matters

further. It will go hard with us to leave Saxony,

yet it is salutary to leave the accustomed groove

and seek a new sphere. We are very much occupied

at present. Clara is giving a series of successful

recitals with Schubert. '^ There is a performance of

the Peri in prospect, besides which I am kept busy

by a number of things I have on hand. More of

that in my next letter. Let me thank you once

more for your kind thought of me in this matter.

May my good genius lead me to the right decision.

My wife sends kindest remembrances to your vdfe

as to yourself.

1 The brothers Franz (1808-1878) and Friedrich (d. 1853)

Schubert were highly esteemed members of the Court orchestra

in Dresden, the former being leader of the orchestra and the

latter a violoncellist.



THE DUSSELDORF APPOINTMENT 267

118,

To F. Hiller.

Dresden, December S, 1849.

Dear Hiller,

I have been suffering all this time from a

headache, which kept me from working or thinking

;

hence my delay in answering. I am more and

more drawn to Diisseldorf after aU you have said

in your letter. Could you let me know when you

think the committee would want my final decision

as to accepting the post ? I should prefer to leave

it until Easter, if I might. I will tell you my
reason later. One thing more : I was looking up

Diisseldorf in an old geography the other day, and

found, amongst the attractions, three convents and

an asylum. I might put up with the convents,

but it made me imcomfortable to read of the other.

1 must explain to you : some years ago, when, as

you remember, we lived at Maxen, I discovered

that I had from my window a full view of Sonnen-

stein.^ This outlook came latterly to affect me
seriously—indeed, it spoilt my whole stay, and I

now fear that it might be the same at Diisseldorf.

But, of course, the geography may be at fault, and

the institution nothing more than a hospital, such

as there is in every town.

J have to avoid very carefully any depressing

associations of the kind. We musicians, as you are

' An asylum.
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well aware, are often exalted to the heights ; but

the sight of the naked misery of real life wounds

the more deeply. At least, this is the case with

me, thanks to my vivid imagination, I remember
reading something of the kind in Goethe too

—

sans

comparaison !

119.

To B. Pohl}

DussELDORF, February 14, 1851.

Dear Sir,

I am sending you an outline^ which agrees

on the whole with your own. My chief endeavour

was to arrive at clearness as to the musical form.

We have such a mass of material that it will need

careful sifting. We must reject aU that is not

essential to the development, including, I think,

the supernatural apparitions. The ghost of Huss

seems to me the only one suitable to retain.

I have so many things to tell you, but must

confine myself to the most urgent to-day.

The oratorio must be equally suitable for church

or concert performances, and must not exceed two

and a half hours in length, intervals included. The

narrative, reasoning style should be avoided as

much as possible, to keep it dramatic in form. It

should be accurate historically, especially in the

reproduction of Luther's well-known pithy remarks.

^ R. Pohl (1826-1896), known under the pseudonym of

' Hoplit ' as a writer on music of New German tendencies. He
lived at Weimar.

'^ Of an oratorio on Luther.
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Please give me all the opportunities you can of

introducing chorus. You probably know Handel's

Israel in Egypt, which is to me a model of choral

composition. I should Uke the chorus in Luther

to fill as important a part. I should hke some

double choruses, too, especially at the close of each

section, A soprano part is absolutely necessary.

I imagine Katharina could be introduced very

effectively, l^either must you omit the wedding

(in the third part). The chorale Ein' feste Burg
must be saved for the grand finale, and sung as a

chorus.

I suppose we must give up Hutten, Sickingen,

Hans Sachs, Lukas Kranach, and the Princes

Palatine, Friedrich and Johann Philipp of Hesse,

which is a pity. But if we increase the number of

solo parts, we shall have great difficulty in finding

singers for them at every performance. It seems

to me hardly possible to introduce parts of the

German Mass into the different sections, but the

chorale wiU be a splendid substitute. Luther's

relation to music and his love for it, which may be

traced in a hundred of his charming sayings, should

be expressed in some way. An alto or second

soprano part is still to be considered. I quite

agree about the metrical treatment of the text and

the popular old German tone of the whole. The

music should, 1 think, have the same character,

and aim at effect rather by its conciseness, strength,

and clearness than by its elaboration.

We are on the verge of an undertaking, my dear
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sir, which is well worth a special effort, and needs

both courage and humility. Let me thank you

for your ready co-operation. We shall need all

our energy and perseverance to accomplish such a

task.

120.

To Moritz Horn} at Chemnitz.

DCssELDORF, April 21, 1851.

I have been so pressed by various business

matters that I could not acknowledge your packet

before to-day. The poem^ is undoubtedly suitable

for setting to music, and has already sent a crowd

of melodies surging through my brain ; but it

would have to be shortened in many places, and

more dramatic as a whole. I say this purely with

a view to a musical setting, and am far from

criticizing the poem as such.

I have ventured to note on the enclosed paper a

few suggestions for alterations. Up to the words

' und bittet freundlich hier

UmObdach'

everything is favourable to musical treatment.

From that point onwards there would have to be

more variety, more dramatic development.

If you could bring yourself to make certain

alterations, purely in consideration of the music, I

should be very glad to use the poem. It is so

fresh in my memory that the sooner you can take

* Moritz Horn (1814-1874) was an actuary at Chemnitz,

2 The Pilgrimage of the Rose.
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the matter in hand the better pleased I shall be.

If you publish your poem you could keep its present

form, while the musical version might bear the

inscription, ' After a poem by,' etc. . . .

121.

To B. Pohl.

DflssELDORF, May 13, 1851.

The past weeks have been so taken up by

rehearsals, performances, and other business, that

I have hardly been able to give a thought to

anything else. I owe you so many thanks for the

instalment you sent me. I am more than ever

convinced, on seeing the serious character of your

work, that our united energies should produce

something good,. But 1 am not sure that we can

build upon this beginning. ^ The music to the

introduction alone would take up a whole evening,

and is therefore too long, much as the ideas

contained in it appeal to me. The plan of dividing

the oratorio into two parts, to be performed on

different days, is one to which I cannot reconcile

myself, nor do I think it advisable.

What is to be done ? We must, I think, reduce

the material to the simplest outline, or select a few

only of the important events in Luther's life. The

supernatural element should be sparingly intro-

duced, for it does not seem to me to suit the

* The first part of a trilogy on Luther which Pohl had

planned out. Unfortunately, Schumann's work was never

written.



AT THE ZENITH

character of the Reformer at all. We know him

to have been upright, manly, and self-reliant.

It is so difficult to explain this sort of thing by

letter. Everything could be arranged in half the

time if we lived together for a while, as I could

wish.

I should be grieved indeed to hear that the

difficulties had induced you to give up the work

altogether. I was looking forward to making some

progress with it this summer. Please let me know
soon what you really think, and whether the diffi-

culties in the way of carrying out the splendid idea

that possesses us are to be surmounted.

122.

To J. N., at T.

DtJssEtDORF, September 22, 1851.

Dear Sib,

In thanking you for your promptness in

sending me a copy of your work, I must, on the

other hand, protest against another part of your

letter,^ which seems, considering my position and

your own, to display an arrogant presumption.

By what right do you, who have as yet given to

the world no proof of artistic or critical ability,

take upon yourself to bestow, upon one who can

^ This letter is only included to show how decided Schumann

could be. J. N. had sent Schumann an operatic libretto,

Beatrice, and used the opportunity to advise him to forswear

his romantic tendencies.
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at least point to some small achievements, such

reprimands as are given to a beginner ? Did you

not take this into account ? You tell me nothing

that I did not know thirty years ago—nothing that

I did not instil into my pupils at the Leipzig^ Con-

servatorium nearly ten years ago.

My compositions—the larger works especially

—

might, I imagine, convince you of my acquaintance

with the great masters. It is to them I go, and

have always gonfe, for advice : to Gluck the simple,

to Handel the complicated, and to Bach the most

compUcated of all. Let me commend you to the

study of Bach ; my most complicated works will

thereafter seem simple enough. Have you also

failed to glean from my music that I do not

write with the sole intent to please children and

amateurs? As if all mental pictures must be

shaped to fit one or two forms ; as if each idea did

not come into existence with its form ready-made

;

as if each work of art had not necessarily its own
meaning, and consequently its own form I Jean

Paul is worth a hundred of your Herr O. von

Redwitz to me ; and I prefer Shakespeare to

Jean Paul.

This is my reply to your letter, of which tone

and contents were alike insulting. I should not

dream of undertaking a subject which lends itself

less than any to so-called ' simplicity ' of treatment,

even were it better suited to the spirit of the age

than I deem it. It would be as well to prepare

yourseK for a few thunder-claps in any music

18
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written to Beatrice, however imbecile the com-

poser !

123.

To Franz Liszt.

DiJssELDORF, December 25, 1851.

I am returning Manfred herewith. I have ex-

amined text and music again, with the assistance of

Hildebrandt and Wolfgang MuUer, and 1 think it

may now be risked on the stage. ^

1 am now convinced that all the apparitions must

come on as real people. I intend writing to Herr

Genast^ later about certain of the stage arrange-

ments. As to the music, dear friend, I hope you

will like the overture. I really consider it one of

the finest of my brain-children, and wish you may
agree with me. In the melodramatic portions,

where the music accompanies the voice, half the

strings would be sufficient, 1 imagine. These

matters can be decided at rehearsal. The main

thing is still, of course, the impersonation of

Manfred, for whom the music is but a setting. I

should be very grateful if you could assist in

bringing home to the Weimar actors the impor-

tance of this fine part.

We are all quite well at home. My wife and

the children are all recovered. Please convey our

thanks to the Princess for her kind letter of sym-

pathy. My wife will enclose a note in this. One

* Liszt carried out this attempt successfully on June 13, 1852.

2 Manager of the Weimar theatre.
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more greeting to you before the old year dies, and
let me count on your lasting affection.

124.

To F. Hebbel.

DtJssELDORF, March 14, 1853,

How I should like to send, along with your

Nachtlied} an army of musicians and singers to

serenade you to sleep on the evening of the ISth^

with your own verses ! But I must be content to

offer it you as it is. Let me thank you for your

most kind letter, of which I value every word, and

for the copy of Michel Angela.^ What a delightful

description it gives of the sensitive side of an artist's

nature

!

I must hope for an early opportunity both of

thanking you in person for your poems, which have

given, and continue to give me keen emotional

enjoyment, and of absorbing myself in them with a

view to composition.

My wife wishes to be remembered to you in

return for your kind inquiries. Please present our

united kind regards to Frau Hebbel. You and I

are, I consider, highly favoured in having two great

' Op. 108, for chorus and orchestra ; dedicated to Hebbel.

[Tr.J

2 His birthday.

3 Hebbel had presented Schumann with the MS. of his

drama, Michel Angela. The printed edition (1855) is dedicated

to Schumann.

18—2
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artists^ for our helpmates, who not only appreciate

our eiForts better than anyone, but are also able to

interpret them. I will take leave of you to-day

with this pleasant reflection, and with the hope of

your continued regard.

125.

To Director H. Krigar^ in Berlin.

DtissELDORF, March iQ, 1853.

Deae Sir,

Accept my thanks for the music.^ I shall,

no doubt, need to double and treble them after

closer perusal. It gives me the greatest pleasure

to meet with a composition of such lofty character

as the De profundis. I know nothing to compare

with it in modern church music. It seems to me
a masterpiece in every respect. Apart from the

skilful phrasing displayed in every part of the

psalm, which is such as we only find in Bach, from

the masterly and original contrapuntal treatment,

and all the qualities that proclaim the master-hand,

it impresses by its deeply religious character. It

bears the convincing stamp of personal faith, and I

feel sure its effect wiU be deep and lasting. Had I

' Hebbel's wife, Christiana Enghaus, had been an actress at

the Hofburg theatre.

2 Hermann Krigar (1819-1880), pupil of the Leipzig Cpnserva-

torium and a music-teacher in Berlin.

^ The composition was a De profundis, set for quadruple

chorus by F. E. Wilsing (5. 1 809). It was awarded a gold medal

by Friedrich Wilhelm IV., and was performed at Leipzig through

Schumann's influence.
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seen it sooner, I might perhaps have secured Its

performance at the next Rhine Festival ; but the

programme is now arranged, and cannot be altered.

The work should obtain a hearing in your own
capital, where all facilities are available. It would

be a scandal if this prophet, too, should have to seek

his honour from strangers. Can you not set the

matter in motion ?

Thank you once more for sending me the psalm,

which I might otherwise have missed seeing for

some time. The composer should, judging by the

high standard of the music, be too strong-minded

to care about outside opinion ; but if you think he

would be gratified by the assurance of a brother-com-

poser's entire sympathy, please give him mine. . . .

126.

To C. V. Bruyck}

DussELDORF, May 8, 1853.

My very dear Sir,

I delayed answering your kind letter until

I received Schon Hedwoig^ which has just arrived.

I have much pleasure in enclosing it; wiU you

please give the second copy to Dr. Hebbel, with

my kind regards? The form of the composition

is, I think, entirely novel. We so often have to

* Carl Debrois von Bruyck (1828-1902), a composer and writer

on music in Vienna. He also wrote on Schumann,

2 Op. 106, a ballad by Hebbel, set by Schumann as a declama-

tion with pianoforte accompaniment. [Tr.J
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thank the poets for inspiration to seek out new
paths in art.

Many thanks, too, for your last sympathetic

letter. I should like you to hear my larger

orchestral works ; for, although I may say I

bestow the same care on my smaller works, the

handling of a mass of material demands quite a

different concentration of energy.

I was much interested in what you said about

Wagner, He is, to put it concisely, not a good

musician. He has no sense of form or euphony.

You must not, however, judge by pianoforte

arrangements of his scores. Many parts of his

operas could not fail to stir you deeply if you

heard them on the stage. If his genius does not

send out rays of pure sunlight, it exercises at times

a mysterious charm over the senses. Yet, I repeat,

the music, considered apart from the setting, is

inferior—often quite amateurish, meaningless and

repugnant ; and it is a sign of decadence in art

when such music is ranked with the masterpieces

of German drama. But enough—the future wiU

pronounce the verdict, . . .

127.

To Joachim.'^
{June 8, 1853.]

Many thanks for your kind letter and the

accompanying music ; above aU, for your {Hamlet']

*• Schumann had known Joachim as a boy at Leipzig. They
became real friends in 1853 at the Lower Rhenish musical

festival, when Joachim aroused immense enthusiasm by his



JOACHIM AS A COMPOSER 279

overture, the very first bars of which aroused my
deep interest. It was a great surprise to me to

find something so very different from the gay

concert overture I expected, for you had not

mentioned the name of the tragedy. As I turned

the pages the scene gradually rose up before me,

with Opheha and Hamlet in bodUy form. There

are some reaUy impressive moments in it, and the

clearness and breadth of the whole conception are

proportionate to the seriousness of the task. I

could say much more, but words would only

imperfectly express what I feel. The music is

bound to make a sympathetic impression—you

may be assured of this from its effect upon me,

and you make your appeal, not only to the poetic,

but, in ample measure, to the purely musical sense

of your hearers. The skilful intei-weaving of the

various motifs, the new guise in which your sub-

jects make their reappearance, and, above aU, your

treatment of the orchestra, particularly in obtain-

ing original effects of light and shade, seem to me
altogether admirable. There are also one or two

bold transitions, extremely appropriate to the

subject. . . .

Let me congratulate you on the completion of

this work. Be sure you make no alterations before

hearing it several times. I should very much like

to have the overture for one of my first concerts.

performance of the Beethoven violin concerto. The friendship

became even more intimate after Joachim had brought young

Brahms to Diisseldorf.
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Will you help to forward this by leaving us the

score and the parts, if you have them ?

I fmd my name in your handwriting on the

score of the Beethoven concerto, which means, I

suppose, that it is a present. I have the more

pleasure in accepting it, as it reminds me of the

magician who led us with perfect assurance through

the mazes of this magic structure, impenetrable to

most. That unforgettable day will be constantly

in my thoughts when I read the concerto.

128.

To Joachim.

DiJssELDORF, October 8, 1853.

... I think, if I were younger, I might write a

few rhapsodies on the young eagle^ who swooped

down so suddenly on Diisseldorf from the Alps, or,

to use another metaphor, the magnificent torrent

which is at its best when, hke Niagara, it dashes

down as a cascade from the heights, bearing the rain-

bow on its surface, while its shores are haunted by

the butterfly and the nightingale. I beheveJohannes

is another St. John the Apostle, whose revelations

win puzzle many of the Pharisees, and every one

else, for centuries. Only the other apostles wiU

understand his message, including possibly Judas

* The djring master's enthusiastic recognition of the youthful

Johannes Brahms is very touching. Worn out as Schumann was,

he was the first to realize clearly the young composer's greatness.

If the expression of his enthusiasm was somewhat excessive, he

proved a true prophet in the main.
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Iseariot, though he did not hesitate to. . . . All

this is for the Apostle Joseph alone. . . .

I am sending you a new composition,^ in which

you may find reflected a certain seriousness, relieved

by gleams of a lighter mood. I had you much in

my mind as I wrote it, so you must be partly

responsible for its character. TeU me of anything

you find too difficult, for the delicacies I offer you

sometimes prove to be quite uneatable dishes, or

at least mouthfuls. Cross out everything that

smacks of impracticability.

I could find so much more to say, but will keep

it until I write again, which is as good as saying

until the end of the week.

With kindest regards,

Yours,

R. ScH.

The young eagle seems quite happy on the plain.

He has found an old attendant who knows from

experience how to moderate the beating of the

wings without injury to his flying powers. He
has, besides, a faithful dog of pure German breed,

who accompanies him on his daily flights, and

entertains him with aU sorts of jumps and tricks.

* Probably the Fantasia for violin and orchestra in C, Op. 131,

dedicated to Joachim. [Tr.]



282 AT THE ZENITH

129.

To Joachim.

DiJssELDORF, October 13, 1853.

I have been busy, too, just now, over four

fantastic pieces for clarinet, viola, and pianoforte,^

which now anxiously await a visit from the first

viohnist of the royal Hanoverian Court and State

to gain them a hearing. Johannes seems very

industrious. These last three days he has been

practising a great deal, fired by my wife's example,

perhaps. We were amazed to hear him yesterday,

the difference was so great. He is capable of

putting ' a girdle round about the earth in forty

minutes.'

The other day I proposed a health in the form of

a charade. My first was one loved by a god, my
second and third one loved by many readers, and

my whole, one beloved of us all. Long life to the

whole in person I^

Yours in friendship,

R. ScH.

I have begun to collect and arrange my ideas on

the young eagle. Much as I should hke to assist

him in his first public flight, I fear that my personal

attachment is too great to admit of an impartial

consideration of the fights and shadows of his

plumage. When I come to a conclusion, which

1 Op. 132. [Tr.]

2 Joachim. First syllable lo, loved of Zeus ; second and third

Achim (von Arnira), the romantic poet (1781-1831). [Tr.]
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may be within a few days, I shall impart it to his

playmate and companion-in-arms, who knows him
even better than I.

October 14.

I have finished my essay, which I enclose.

Please return it as soon as possible, together with

the score of the concerto, as the parts have still to

be copied.

130.

To Joachim.

DtJssELDORF, February 6, 1854,

We have been away a whole week without

sending you or your companions a sign. But I

have often written to you in spirit, and there is an

invisible writing, to be revealed later, underlying

this letter.

I have even dreamed of you, my dear Joachim.

We were spending three days together, and cham-

pagne flowed from some heron's feathers which you

carried I How prosaic, but how true I

We often think of bygone days. Would we
might have more like them ! The friendly palace,^

the magnificent orchestra, and the two young

demons who fliit backwards and forwards between

them—oh ! we shall not forget them.

Meanwhile I have been working at my garden,^

1 In Hanover, where Joachim held an appointment.

^ The Poet's Garden, a collection of criticisms of music and

musicians.



284 AT THE ZENITH

which is growing more and more imposing. I have

added some sign-posts, to keep people from straying

—i.e., an explanatory text. I am at present occu-

pied with the ancients, Homer and the Greeks.

In Plato especially I have found some splendid

passages.

Music is silent forthe moment—to all appearances,

at least. How is it with you ?

The Leipzigers have shown more sense in the

matter of your PhantasiestUck'^ than these humdrum
old Rhinelanders. I think, too, that the grub,

virtuosity, wiU gradually die, and give place to the

beautiful butterfly of composition. But don't let

it be too much of a black butterfly ; let brighter

hues have their turn. When are you going to

Leipzig ? Please tell me. And is the Demetrius

overture finished ?

The cigars suit me admirably. They have a

Brahmsian flavour, which is strong, as usual, but

agreeable. I can see a smile steal over his face !

I will close now. It is growing dark. . . .

1 In G minor. Op. 3.



APPENDIX

THE DEEPENING TWILIGHT (1854-1856)

' I WILL close now. It is growing dark.' So the

last letter ended. It was indeed growing dark in

Schumann's mind, and he was soon to be compelled

to lay down his hfe-work for ever.

Ruppert Becker, a member of the Diisseldorf

orchestra, whose father had been Schumann's friend

in the days of his hardest struggle, gives in his

diary an account of his condition at that time.

I quote from Jansen's new series of Schumann's

letters (p. 533).

' February lUh.—Schumann was speaking to-day

of a curious illusion of which he has been conscious

for several days past. He hears inwardly exquisite

musical compositions, perfect in form. The sound

is generally that of distant wind-instruments, play-

ing partiqularly beautiful harmonies. His inward

concert actually began while we were sitting at

Junge's,^ forcing him to put awa;y the paper he

was reading. Heaven send this may mean nothing

serious ! So it would be, he said, in the other

world, when our souls have laid aside their bodily

vestment. It seems so strange that this curious

^ A restaurant.

285
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illusion should possess Schumann just now, when
he has composed nothing for two months or more.'

' February ^\st.—The blow of which I could not

trust myself to think has fallen ; Schumann has

been out of his mind for some days. I only heard

of it yesterday from Dietrich, who further informed

me that Frau Schumann is glad when anyone

comes to relieve her from her unceasing watch

over him. I went to see him to-day accordingly,

but should never have suspected his condition, had

not Dietrich assured me of it. I found him just

as usual ; chatted with him for half an hour, and

then took leave. Frau Schumann looks worse

than I have ever seen her. If no change comes,

the worst is to be feared for her. To think that in

her delicate condition^ she has not once been able

to close her eyes since his Ulness set in. Poor,

unhappy lady I She sits by the bedside all night,

listening for the least movement.'

Becker saw Schumann for the last time on

February 24. He writes :
' I called in the after-

noon, and Frau Schumann asked me to go for a

walk with him. During the hour I spent with

him, he talked quite sensibly, except when he told

me that Franz Schubert had appeared to him, and

had played him an exquisite melody ; he had, he

further assured me, written this down and composed

variations on it.'

When Becker returned to Diisseldorf on the 27th

after one or two days' absence, he wrote :
' What

' She was expecting her confinement.
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terrible news awaited me ! Schumann stole out of

his room about noon, in felt slippers, and, going

straight to the Rhine, walked on to the middle

of the bridge, and flung himself into the water.

Happily, he had attracted attention at the entrance

to the bridge by offering his silk handkerchief for

toll, having no money with him. Several fishermen

kept him in sight, and by pushing out in a boat,

immediately after his plunge, were able to save

him.'

Schumann was thereupon taken to Dr. Richarz's

asylum at Endenich, near Bonn. He never left it

again, although his condition lost its alarming

character, and developed into an incurable weari-

ness. The letters he wrote from there were the

testimony, not of a madman, but of a sleeper lost

in dreams of the past.

His love for Joachim and Brahms alone showed

no falling off. Brahms, especially, repaid the kind-

ness shown him by his faithful friendship for the

invalid's wife. Clara herself never showed the true

greatness of her womanhood in a higher degree

than during this hard trial. Her strenuous activity

and her efforts on behalf of others gave her strength

and courage to live.

Robert Schumann died on July 29, 1856, at four

in the aftemooin.

I have selected from this period three letters,

which will suffice to show the state of the invalid's
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mind. Let us rather form our estimate of him

from the days of health.

131.

To Ms Wife.

Endenich, September 14, 1854.

How pleased I was to see your handwriting,

dearest Clara.^ Thank you for writing on this

day of aU days, and for your loving remembrance of

me and that of the dear children. Give the httle

ones my love and kisses. Oh, that I could have a

sight of you, a word with you all 1 But the distance

is too great. I should be glad to know from you

how you are Uving, and where ; whether you play

as gloriously as ever ; whether Marie and Elise

continue to make progress, and whether they still

sing. Have you still the same Klemm piano ?

Where have my collection of (printed) scores and

my manuscripts (the Requierrfi and the Sdngers

Fluch^ for instance) been put? Where is our

album with the autographs of Goethe, Jean Paul,

Mozart, Beethoven, and Weber, and the various

letters addressed to you and myself? Where is the

Neue Zeitschriftfur Musik and my correspondence ?

1 For six months Schumann had not asked after his wife.

Suddenly, on his wedding-day (September 12), he expressed a

wish to hear from her. Her letter reached him on the 13th,

' this day of all days,' her birthday.

2 Bequiem fur Mignon, Op. 98. [Tr.]

8 Ballad for solos, chorus, and orchestra. Op. 139, published

after his death. [Tr.]
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Have you still all the letters I wrote you, and the

love-verses I sent to you in Paris from Vienna ?

Could you send me anjrthing to read? Seheren-

berg's poems, for instance, some back volumes of

my paper, and the Musikalische Haus- und Lebetis-

regeln ?^ I also feel the want of manuscript-paper,

as I sometimes feel inclined to write a little music.

My life here is very simple. I take my chief

pleasure in the view of Bonn, and, when I am there,

in the Siebengebirge and Godesberg. You will

remember sitting there in the glare of the sun, and

being seized with cramp as you worked at the

' Page.'^ I should like to know too, dear Clara,

whether you have by chance sent me clothes or

cigars ? I particularly want to know this. Tell

me more details about the children. Do they still

play Beethoven, Mozart, and pieces out of my
Jugendalhum 1 Does Julie keep up her playing,

and how are Ludwig, Ferdinand and sweet Eugenie

shaping? How I wish I could hsten to your

beautifiil playing again ! Was it all a dream—our

tour in Holland last winter, your brilliant reception

everywhere, particularly at Rotterdam, and the

torches carried in our honour? You played the

E flat concerto, Beethoven's sonatas in C major and

F minor, Chopin's studies, Mendelssohn's Songs

without Words, and my new Konzertstuck in D in

1 The Advice to Young Musicians, published as a supple-

ment to the Albumfor the Young. [Tr.]

2 A song of Schumann's, Vom Pagen und der K'dnigstockter,

Op. 140.

19
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such glorious fashion. Do you remember how I

once heard, in the night, a theme in E flat, on

which I composed variations ? Will you send

them, and perhaps a few of your own compositions

with the rest.

I am full of questions and petitions. If I could

but come and voice them in person ! If you think

it desirable to draw a veil over any of the questions

I have raised, please do so.

And now, good-bye, dearest Clara, and dear

children aU. Write to me soon.

Your faithful

Robert.

132.

Endenich, September 18> 1854.

Dearest Clara,

What joyful tidings you have again sent

me 1 The birth of a fine boy—and in June,^ too

;

the way in which the dear girls, Marie and Elise,

celebrated your birthday by playing you the Bilder

aus Osterfi to your own surprise and mine ; Brahms's

removal to Diisseldorf for good (please give him

my kindest remembrances)—these are indeed joyful

tidings ! If you wish to consult me in the matter

of a name, you wiU easily guess my choice—the

name of the unforgettable one.^ I was pleased to

1 The boy was bom on June 11. Schumann's bu:thday was

June 8.

2 Op. Q6.

8 Mendelssohn. The boy was called Felix. He died in 1879.
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hear that a complete collection of my writings, the

concerto for violoncello, the fantasia for violin

(which Joachim plays so magnificently), and the

Fughetten, had been published. Can you, since you

offer your services so lovingly, send me any of

th^m ? Please remember me to Joachim when you

write to him. What have Brahms and Joachim

been composing ? Has the Hamlet overture made

its appearance, and has he finished the other ? You
tell me you give your lessons in the music-room.

What pupils have you now, and which are the

best ? Do you not find it very fatiguing, dear

Clara ?

8 p.m.— I have just returned from Bonn,

where I paid my customary visit to Beethoven's

statue, which always delights me. As I was

standing before it, the organ in the cathedral

church began to play. I am much stronger again,

and look younger than I did in Dusseldorf Now
I have a request to make. Will you write and ask

Dr. Peters to give me some money now and then

when I want it, and let you pay it back to him?

It makes me so sad to have none to give to a

beggar. My life is less eventful than it was.

How very different it used to be ! Do teU me all

about our relations and our friends in Cologne,

Leipzig, Dresden and Berlin; about Woldemar^

and Dr. Hartel—^you know them all. And now

let me evoke some memories for you : think of the

old bUssftil days, of our journey to Switzerland, of

* Woldemar Bargiel, Clara's stepbrother.

19—2
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Heidelberg, Lausanne, Chamouni; then of our

visits to the Hague (where you reaped such

triumphs), Antwerp, and Brussels ; then of the

Diisseldorf festival, with the first pCTformance of

my fourth symphony, your splendid playing, on the

second day, of my A major concerto, which was so

enthusiastically received, and the less enthusiastic

reception of the Rhine overture. Do you re-

member, too, our first glimpse of the Alps in aU

their glory, and your alarm when the driver put his

horse to a quick trot? I kept notes of all my
journeys, including those of my school and coUege

days, but it would give me even more pleasure if

you would send me a volume of your diary, with

perhaps a copy of the love-verses I sent to you in

Paris from Vienna. Have you stiU the Uttle

double portrait, taken by Rietschel in Dresden ?

It would make me very happy to have it. I should

also be glad to know the children's birthdays ; they

were written down in the Uttle blue book.

Now I am going to write to Marie and Elise,

who sent me such loving messages. So good-bye,

darling Clara. Don't forget me, and write soon.

Your

Robert.
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133.

To Johannes Brahms.

Endenich, November 27, 1854.

How I long to see you, dear friend, and hear

your lovely Variations'^ played either by you or by
Clara, of whose beautiful rendering Joachim told

me in his letter. There is an exquisite coherence

about the whole work, a wealth of fantastic glamour

peculiarly your own, and, moreover, evidence of

what is to me a new development on your part—

I

mean the profound skill with which you introduce

the theme at odd moments, mysteriously, passion-

ately, and again let it disappear completely. Then
the wonderful close to the 14th variation, with its

ingenious imitation in the second above ; the 15th in

G flat, with its glorious second part ; and the last 1

Thank you, too, my dear Johannes, for all your

kindness to my Clara. She speaks of it constantly

in her letters. Yesterday, as perhaps you know, she

sent me two volumes of my compositions and Jean

Paul's Flegeljahre, to my great delight. I shaU

hope soon to see your handwriting in another sense,

much as I treasure your manuscript. The winter

is fairly mild. You know the neighbourhood of

Bonn. I can always find pleasure in Beethoven's

statue and the charming view over the Sieben-

1 Op. 9. [Tr.J
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gebirge. It was at Hanover that we last met.

Be sure and write soon to your admiring and

loving Mend,

R. Schumann.
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Pasta, 43
Pilgrimage of the Base, 270
Pohl, B., letters to, 268, 271
Poppe, 244

Backemann, 223
Baro, XV, 86
Eeichmann, 41
Beinecke, Karl, 261, 262
Beinick, B., 254
Beissiger, K., 237
Bellstab, 132, 133
Eenter.M. E., 103, 230
Bichter, Jean Paul : quoted, 2, 3,

and 15 ; 5-9, 14 note, 20, 44, 97,

98, 101, 125, 128, 132, 243, 273,

288, 293
Bienzi, 251
Bies, Mrs. Ferdinand, 25
Eietschel, 292
Bietz, J., 244, 263, 264, 265
Eochlitz, J. F., 97

Bosen, Q., letter to, 20, 30
Bossini, Gioachino, 43, 44

Sachs, Hans, 269
Scarlatti, A., 110
Schilling, Dr. G., 130, 150
Sohlenuner, Dr. F., 103, 105
Schonburg, Prince, 120
Schott, 128, 129
Schubert, Franz, 42, 44, 113, 129,

133, 181, 185, 222, 286
Schumann, Clara, xvi,xvli, 41 note,

67 ; on tour, 70, 71 ; letter to,

71; 80, 81, 83-84; letter to, 84 ;

as composer, 84 note, 113, 130

;

87 note, 95, 95 note, 99, 102,

103-104, 106, 112; prospects
in Vienna, 114, 115, 116; ap-
pointed Court pianist, Vienna,
117-118; father's harsh treat-

ment of, 122, 123, 124; success

in Vienna, 124, 179-180; at

Dresden, 125 ; decides to visit

Paris and London ; 126, 131 note,
132, 134, 136, 137-138, 140;
concert at Jena, 141 note, 142-

143 ; coartship and marriage,
father's opposition, 146-154

;

love-letters, 154-229 ; from her
diary, 230 ; plays before the
Emperor in Vienna, 179 ; an-
nounces her engagement, 215;
development as vroman and
artist, 234 ; 235-236, 237 ; her
children, 240 note; reconciled
to her father, 245-246 ; plays at

Gewandhaus, 248-250 ; recitals

at Dresden, 266; 274, 275-276,

282 ; nurses her husband, 286

;

friendship with Brahms, 287;
letters from her husband during
his iUness, 288, 290; birth of

youngest boy, 290; concert
tours, reference to, 292

Schumann, Eduard, 30 note, 32,

34, 81, 83, 93, 102; letter to,

114 ; death, 204-205, 206, 207,

note
Schumann, Elise, 288, 290, 292
Schumann, Emilia (nee Lorenz),

30 note, 39, 46
Schumann, Emilia, 30 note
Schumann, Eugenie, 289
Schumann, Felk, 290
Schumann, Ferdinand, 289
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Schumann, Friedrich August
Gottlob, xlii, 65

Schumann, Johanne Christiane,

xiii, xiv, 14 note ; letters to, 14,

15, 16, 17, 23, 30, 33, 34, 45, 49,

50, 55, 68, 59, 60, 63, 69, 74, 78,

80, 81, 90, 91, 93 ; death of, 155
Schumann, Julius, 30, 32, 46

;

letter to, 68 ; death, 90, 92
Schumarm, Karl, 30 note, 93, 146;

letter to, 114 ; 206
Schumann, Ludwig, 289
Schumann, Marie, 288, 290, 292
Schumann, Pauline (nee Colditz),

30 note
Schumann, Robert Alexander

:

biographical note, xiii-xviii

;

romanticism of, 3-11 ; J. P.

Eichter's influence on, 7-9, 13,

98, 128, 243; student days at

Leipzig, 15 et seq. ; journey to

Heidelberg, 28 et seq.; studies

law at Heidelberg, 80 et seq.

;

Swiss-Italian tour, 33-41 ; pupil

of Wieck, 41, 53, 66-67, 70-71

;

exchanges law for- music, 55 ;

studies music at Leipzig, 58
et seq. ; lamed hand, xiv, 78-79,

81, 82, 128, 195 ; Florestan and
Eusebins, 58 ; early composi-
tions, 67; early friendship for

Clara Wieck, 71, 83, 151;
Da/oidshimd, 86 et seq. ; founds

the Neue Zeitsch/rift fur Musilc,

86 et seq. ; plans for Vienna,
115 ; in Vienna, 122 et seq. ;

doctor's degree, 186-138, 140;
courtship and marriage, 147-

154 ; love - letters, 164-229

;

symptoms of nervous illness,

183 ; relations with Wieck, 158,

161-164, 208-212 ; legal proceed-

ings, 215-221 ; marriage, 230 ;

at Leipzig Conservatoruim, 233;

conductor at Dtisseldorf, 283;

correspondence with other

musicians, 235-284; his chil-

dren, 240 note ; nervous illness,

247, 285-287 ; death, 287
His works : Ad/oice to Young

Musidcms, 289 ; Allegro Op. 8,

100-101 ; Ambeske, 128 ; Bilder
aus Osten, 290 ; BVwmenstiick,

128; Bvmte Blatter, '2QX; Qfift-

naval, 99, 190 ; Chamisso

Songs, 95 note ; Concerto in A,
292 ; Concert sans orchestre,

112; Damdstamee, 179, 181;
Eichendorff Song Cycle, 227

;

Fmost, 247, 261, 268 ; Fantasia
for violin, 281 ; Genoveva, 227
note, 247 note, 262, 266;
Hivmoreshe, 128 ; Jugendalhum,
264, 289 ; Emderszenen, 127,

133,187, 235, 242 ; Kreisleriana,

127, 128, 132, 241 ; Mcmfred, 268,

274; Maslcentcmz (Carntwal),

109; NacUUed, 275; Novel-
letien, 132, 153, 225, 241;
Papillons,97-98 ; Paradise amd
the Peri, 241, 245 ; Phantasie,

127, 225; PhantasiestiicTee, 179,
241-242 ; Requiem for Mignon,
288 ; Bomanisen, 241 ; Sdngers
Fluch, 288; Schon Hedwig,

277 ; Sonata in F | minor, 190

;

First Symphony, 236, 249;
Second Symphony, 249, 259

;

Symphonic Studies,109 ; Varia-

tions for two pianofortes, 244

;

Vom Pagen vmd der Konigs-
tochter, 289

Schumann, Rosalie {nee lUing),

30 note ; letter to, 89 ; death of,

90, 92, 182, 183
Schumann, Theresa (TO^e Semmel),
30 note, 115, 186, 204, 206;
letters to, 37, 102, 104, 116, 124

Schunke, L., xv, 87 note, 92, 94,

96 note, 99, 101
Sedhiitzky, Count, 119, 120
Semmel, M., 17, 21, 83
Semmel, Theresa. See Schumann,
Theresa

Shakespeare, W., 125, 137, 273
Sire, Simonin de, letters to. Ill,

127
Sontag, Henriette (Grafin Rossi),

155
Spohr, L., 131, 134 ; letter to, 238
Stamaty, C, 104 ; letter to, 285
Strobel, J., 150

TomnhSuser, 250, 251
Tausch, xvii

Thalberg, S., 126, 130, 195
Thibaut, A. F. J., xiv, 19, 31, 43,

45,49
Topken, Dr. T., letter to, 100,

223
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Ulex, W., 103
Universal German Society of

Musicians, 256 et seq.

Verhulst, J., 232 ; letter to, 243
Vienna, xvi, 102, 114 et seq., 193

et seq.

Voigt, H., 96

Wagner, Cosima, 147
Wagner, Eiohard, 147, 250, 278
Weber, K. M. von, 227, 288
' Wedel.' See Zuccalmaglio, A. W.

F. von
Wieck, Alwln, 72
Wieck, Cacilie, 95 note
Wieck, Clara. See Schumann,

Clara
Wieck, Clemens, 72
Wieck, Frau, letter to, 160
Wieck, Friedrich, xiv, xv, xvi, 52,

53, 57, 58, 63, 66-67, 68, 75, 76,

80, 81, 82, 87 note, 89, 94, 95,

99, 103, 114, 115, 116, 122, 132,

136, 148-150, 154, 155, 156, 161-

164, 166-168, 169, 171, 173,175-

178, 186, 187, 189, 190-191, 192,

193-194, 207 note, 208, 209, 211-

212, 215-218, 219-220, 221-222,

223 note, 229, 245-246 ; letters

to, 41, 53, 70, 86, 158, 210
Wieck, Gustav, 72
Wieck, Marie, 164
Wiest, 180
WUdenhahn, 230
Wilsing, F. B., 276 note

Zettwitz, Grafin von, 94
' Zilia.' Schumann's name for

Clara, 87 note
Zuccalmaglio, A. W. F. von, 87

note, 107 ; letters to, 106, 108, 130
Zwickau, xiii, xiv, xv, 19, 32, 47, 79,

80, 81, 91, 94, 98, 104, 105, 125

THE END
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