
 

 

 

PESTER LLOYD 1929-12-11  

Rachmaninoff’s concert 
 
Last year, we devoted an article in which the essential on his individuality was said, his incomparable 
art, that wanders in solitary heights. This time too, he overwhelmed us with the monumentality of his 
perfectly trained skills, the clarity of his inner vision and the richness of his pianistic colors. This time 
too, the impression of his playing was royal: an austere nobility surrounds his crystalline musical 
figures, which, through their ultimate simplicity and transparency, create both community and distance 
from the grand form. This simplicity is conscious and intentional down to the last fibre; it lies beyond, 
not below, complexity and means overcoming it. That's why it always seems so rich, that's why with 
this devoted, almost ascetic servant of his instrument, we experience a range of tonal colors that no 
“sensual” or “instinctive” artist could offer in a more varied way. 
His program included Mozart, Chopin, Liszt and his own compositions. The impression of Chopin's 
Sonata in B flat minor: the demonically flashing lights, the unbearable inner tension of the second 
movement, the chiaroscuro, the brazen tenderness of the funeral march and the lively pearling of the 
finale. In Mozart's Sonata in D major we also appreciated the purity of form, developed down to the 
smallest details, although here the almost impersonal objectivity of the conception sometimes masked 
the sincerity of Mozart's spirit. But we still prefer to hear Mozart in this voluntary simplification rather 
than disguised as “feeling”. There was Liszt's spirit in the interpretation of Petrarch's 104th sonnet: 
great verses, broad pathos, romantic momentum. Chopin's ballad in G minor and waltz in A flat major 
as well as three virtuoso original pieces completed the artist's program, which was celebrated by an 
emotional audience. 
 
[Translation: J. Falleyn] 


