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Orchestra of the Philharmonic Society (February 5). Filling a gap that has become something 
of a tradition, Mr. Alfred Cortot treated us on Wednesday to the rare satisfaction of a 
complete performance of the Faust Symphony. It is well known, and we recently lamented it 
here, that it has become customary to perform Liszt's grandiose work mutilated by the 
omission of its final male chorus. Here, a serious error has finally been rectified. The Faust 
Symphony appeared to us, under the fervent direction of Alfred Cortot, in all its majestic 
breadth, with its epilogue in the heavens. Proclaimed by the balanced mass of the excellent 
Russian choir of Vlassof responding to the solo tenor of Georges Cathelat, carried by the 
powerful pedals of the organ, the illustrious words of the Chorus Mysticus were restored to 
us: “All that passes is but appearance; Here imperfect things are accomplished, the ineffable 
is realized; the eternal charm of woman lifts us to the heavens.” This is the final vision upon 
which the composer of the two Fausts fixes our gaze at the end of a long life. Those with ill 
intentions will undoubtedly point out that it is clear that at seventy-four, Goethe had claimed 
to be marrying a young woman of less than twenty: Ulrike von Levetzow. They will observe 
that, in short, Franz Liszt, no less devoted to the Eternal Feminine, religiously followed the 
path indicated by his great predecessor and leaves us with the same teaching. 
Mr. Serge Rachmaninoff, for his part, revealed to us a Rhapsody of his own making, 
composed two years ago for piano and orchestra on a theme by Paganini. It is an essentially 
dynamic work, continuously unconcerned with melody, and which seems to linger on 
formulas elsewhere in decline. The form is, it must be acknowledged, brilliant and pure. It 
allows the composer to demonstrate the exceptional performing qualities for which he is 
known. One must admire without reservation the clear, delicate, precise, nuanced touch of 
this remarkable pianist whose mastery is flawless. One can hardly derive any other pleasure 
from his Rhapsody than that of a strict and rather arid technicality. Moreover 
the very choice of the generating theme does not allow one to expect anything more. That 
said, I need add that a "strepitoso" success went to this masterful artist, calm and 
distinguished. A mediocre performance of the Tannhäuser overture (don't we have other 
opportunities to hear it?) had begun the concert. 
Roger VINTEUIL 
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