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Rachmaninoff, or the icy magnificence.  

I remember a phrase of “Azorin” which seems to be the formula of art of this great writer: "the 
romantic restlessness within the classic line". This is: the passionate mood should not exceed, the pure 
contour of harmonious forms, to express itself artistically. I saw this very well interpreted by a painter 
who drew a scene in 1830 - pale faces, fiery looks, sighing lips, feminine carvings linked by visible 
hands, ringlets, mane, and in the background the gothic silhouettes of cypresses - with a classic arcade. 
Well, if this rule is valid in terms of interpreters, it can be applied to this magnificent pianist who is 
Serge Rachmaninoff. With one warning: here the romantic restlessness is so tight and tamed by the 
classic way [rules] that it suffocates all exuberance. Magnificent pianist I say; but icy in his 
magnificence. The technique of the famous Russian artist is astounding. His mastery of the piano 
unique. His dry precision too. In the audience this results in an almost amazing admiration, although 
not because of their enthusiasm but the fury with which the pianist play "exabundantia cordis" [out of 
the abundance of the heart] - like a Rubinstein or a Brailowsky. Overwhelmed by the mastery of the 
virtuoso, the audience applauded him for a long time, to the point of breaking his will, apparently very 



firm, of not lengthening the program that comprised  Mozart, Beethoven, Chopin, Liszt and 
Rachmaninoff himself.  
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