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Sergej Rachmaninow.

Like Mother Russia, there are some things about her son Sergei that are so strange and puzzling. The
gaunt, tall figure with the ascetic head of a Buddhist monk and the heavy, yet fascinating gaze is
shrouded in mystery. This art of piano playing is mysterious, this late flowering which, as is well
known, only developed into such virtuoso splendor when its owner was unusually advanced in life.
Virtuosic in his expression of everything technical, but otherwise just the opposite. From
Rachmaninoff’s Bach and Beethoven playing - Tausig's adaptation of Bach's Toccata and Fugue, as
well as Beethoven's D major Sonata Opus 10 were on the program of today's concert - one often thinks
that one can only hear the amazingly skilled piano composer Rachmaninoff, who does not seem to be
primarily interested in the pure instrumental part of his playing, although in this regard everything is
there. On the other hand, in some works by Chopin, Liszt, Dohnanyi, or in the performer's own
compositions, it occurs that, in addition to the spiritually specific weight of the reproduction, its
ravishing technical-mechanical momentum is overwhelming.

The tonal palette of only a few pianists - you could count them on the fingers of one hand - is as rich
in color as Rachmaninoff's. Furthermore, he can apply all of these colors at any strength and at any
exposure. Who would think of this pianissimi, in which Rachmaninoff only seems to be caressing the
keys, that it is, so to speak, a percussion instrument? And how deliciously Rachmaninoff connects the
keys together. Of course, his pedal technique also comes in handy, which usually turns from
exemplary restraint into too much, only in some rapid forte passages, such as in the first movement of
the Beethoven sonata. However, compared to the acoustics of the Redoutensaal, this is simply too
much. But how could Rachmaninoff know that this hall, hostile to anything that makes music, would
be particularly unfriendly to piano playing?

Rachmaninoff's appearance is ascetic, but his delivery is nothing less than ascetic. Acceleration and
deceleration, as well as rubati, appear in large numbers not only in the rendition of Chopin and other
Romantics, but also in his Bach and Beethoven. But only those who consciously concentrate their
attention on the technical presentation remember it. These rubati have so much internal logic, they
conform so much to what has gone before and nestle so naturally to what follows, that one only
becomes aware of the astonishingly rich imagination of the performer, the wealth of his ideas. What
speaks most clearly about the level of this art is that the volleys of applause that so often shook the
Redoutensaal, today were not just thanks to technical bravura achievements.
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