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" MUSIC

. By James Gibbons Huneker

A Hachmaninoff Ralses the Roolf.

No, lLie did not play It at Carnegie
11all yesterday afternoon. That is, Serge
Rachmaninoff, the doubly distinguished
vomposer and piznist, did not play his
cuzlebrated Prelude in C sharp minor,
though the Rachmaninoif * fans'—and
there were thousands of them in the
sudience—clamored 1or  the 1avorite

olece of Flatbush *“flappers.”  They
surged toward Serge in serried masses.
They clustered about the stage. They
raised wloft their arms as they sup-
plicated the Russian to give them his
recollection of the Henselt concerto. But
10 no avail. He played five encore num-
bery, one of them being the Prelude in G
minor, first made known here by Josef
Hoimann, who does not play it so rapid-
1y, thereby getting & more sonorous
tone.  {t ig dangerous, however, to criti-
vlse the interpretatlon of & composer.
tle ought to know' what he wishes. So
plense do not accept our opinion as
uificial, e also played his own
* Humoreske,” which we didn't know till
o friend prompted us. It is trily humor-
vuy, with more than a molety of the
deviliry that lurks in the dark forest
c¢alled the Russian soul. The other three
encores  were sgalon music, clever, pot
very orlginal, though effective. But the
chlef thing {8 the fact that Rachmani-
noff did not play It. All Flapperdom
sorrowed last night, for there are
amlable fanatles who follow this pianist
srom place to place hoping to hear him
in this particular P’relude; like the Eng-
lishman who attended every performe-
ance of the lady lion tamer hoping to
vee her swallowed by one of her pets,

Otherwise the program was far from
szelting—old-fashioned, it could have.
been called. Mozart's fomiliar variations
i1 D, and the D major Sonata. of Beetho-
ven, -opus 10, No. 3, begen the afternoon.
The oldsters were remind~l of ven Bii- |
low.,  The same cold white light of
2nelyslg, the incisive touch, the strongly !
inarked rhythms, the interlectual grasp
o the musical ideas, and the sense of
1ee relative fmiportance In phrasc-group-
ugs proclaimed that Rachmaninoff is a
cerebral, not an emotienal, artist. Not
Woodrow Wilson himself could have
neld the academic balance so dispassion-
ntely. IGven the staccato Princeton touch
was not absent.  Nevertheless, there
¥ere some  disquieting  detafls in  the
reading to censervative Beethoven stu-
aents. The princlpal one hinged on the
vdestion of tempo. The first movement
is @ Presto. It was taken at a prestis-
<imo, plus a prestissimo. Not a blurred
rutline was there, yvet the speed detract-
=+l from the ecssentlal weightiness of
Beethoven’s proclamation. The Largo
was better, the Menuetto most Ingratiat-
:ng, the Ronde full of the quizzical hu-
man interest in its challonging theme.
3oth the Mozart and the Ieethoven were
n8 clear as o dry-point etching. (But we
wished that he would have discarded
the double-bars.)

We have sauld that Tlachmaninoff s
not emotional, but that must be taken
e Hmited sense. Jozlo Hofmann s
not emotional, as was his master, Anton
Rubinstein, yet there is a color, a glow,
not fn Rachmaninoff, whose touch is|
like 2 boulder of granite In chord play-
ing, whose piano volce in cantilena is
itot velvety. The C sharp minor noc-
turne (Opus 27, No. 1) by Chopin was
thoroughly satisfactory because of s
=uperlatively fine adjustment of tonal
Jdynamiecs with the tragfe mood-picture.
It reached the head, not the heart. The
\ rflat Valse Opus 42 was brilliant, while
ihe best of the group was the Polonalse:
in (' minor, Opus 40, seldom heard—
Paderewski loved it—and when heard
cldom played in the profoundly slgnifi-!
ant manner that the virtunso delivered |
its moving measures yesterday, It is a.
nendant to the popular Polonalse Mill-
‘afre, and might be the obverse of the
heroic medal: after the bugle - blasts,
{he proud panoply of war, follows fast
ithe awful - penalty. ‘“Home they
brought her warrior dead!’ is the
molto of this processional elegiac polo-
nalxe, {ts melancholy muted, its resigna-
i'on worn Hke crépe in every bar.
Nnehmaninef? play~d the work nobly.

His own compositions were enjoyable,
and  the € sharp minor rhapsedy of
Asat dazzling,  He gave u polka that
made one Jong to be up and dancing.
Rubinstein in *‘ T.e Bal’ has a fetch-
‘ng polka, and the form is almost of
vi.c vragtirne persuasion.  After the Cho-
nin polonalse we were most impressed
by the encore, which appropriately trod
~n the heels of the Deethoven sonate.
It, ton, was from a Beethoven sonata in
A flat: Opus 31, No. 3, the scherzo-like
vitegretto, which von Blllow played so |
averwhelmingly.,  Rachmaninoff {ook it
quicker than the nimble little Hans and|
vith the same clarity and electric pre-;
4sfon, 'The Russian is 4 master etcher
rn the keyboard,
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