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PART V.

HE members of his household whom the Arch-
bishop took with him to Vienna were: The
Master of the Household, Count Arco ; the Director
of the Archives, Th. von Kleinmayrn ; the Private
Secretary, J. M. Bonike ; the Prince’s valets, An-
gerbauer and Schlauka; the Comptroller, Kéln-
berger; the Court Messenger, Zez; the musico
Cecarelli ; the erratic -violinist Brunetti, &c., &c.
This summons of Mozart to Vienna decided his
future life, for it was fated that he should never
more leave the Imperial city. He announces his
arrival to his father as follows : —

141.
Vienna, March 17, 1781.

YESTERDAY, the 16th, Iam happy to say I arrived
here all alone in a post-chaise. I forgot to mention
the hour — 9 o’clock in the morning. I reached
St. Polten on Thursday evening at seven o’clock,
as tired as a dog, slept till two o’clock in the morn-
ing, and then proceeded direct to Vienna. Where
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do you think I am writing this? In Mesmer’s
garden in the Landstrasse [see page 8]. The old
lady is not at home ; but Fraulein Frinzl is now
Frau von Lensch. Upon my word, I should scarcely
have known her, she is grown so stout and fat.
She has three children, (two girls and a boy.) One
of the girls is named Nannerl ; she is four years
old, but looks like six; the young gentleman is
three, and looks like seven ; and the child of nine
months might be taken for two years old — they
are all so strong, and robust, and well-grown.
Now as to the Archbishop. I have a charming
room in his house ; Brunetti and Cecarelli lodge in
another — che distinzione! My neighbor is Herr
von Kleinmayrn, who, on my arrival, loaded me
with all sorts of civilities, and really is a charming
man. We dine at eleven o’clock in the forenoon,

unluckily rather too early an hour for me. Our .

party consists of the two valets, the Comptroller,
Herr Zetti the confectioner, the two cooks, Ceca-
relli, Brunetti, and my insignificant self. — N. B.
The two valets sit at the head of the table. I
have, at all events, the honor to be placed above
the cooks ; I almost believe I am back in Salzburg!
At table all kinds of coarse silly joking go on; but
no one jokes with me, for I never say a word, or,
if I am obliged to speak, I do so with the utmost
gravity, and when I have dined I go away. There
is no supper-table at night, but we each receive
three ducats, so we cannot be very prodigal. The
Archbishop is so good as to add to his lustre by his
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household, whom he prevents earning their living,
and yet never pays them an equivalent. Yester-
day, at four o’clock, we had music ; at least twenty
persons of the highest rank were present. Ceca-
relli had previously sung at Palfi’s. We are to go
to-day to Prince Gallitzin’s, who was at the Arch-
bishop s yesterday. I shall now wait to see whether
I receive any remuneration ; if not, I mean to go
to the Archbishop and say to him, in a straightfor-
ward manner, that if he does not choose that I
should gain my own livelihood, he must supply me
with money, for I cannot live on my own means.
I must now conclude, as I intend to post this letter
myself in passing, for I am going now to Prince
Gallitzin’s.

P.S.—1I went to see the Fischers; I cannot
describe their joy. The whole family desire to be
remembered to you. I hear that they are giving
concerts at Salzburg. What a terrible loss for me !
Adieu! My address is, *Im Deutschen Hause,
Singerstrasse.”

142.
Vienna, March 24, 1781.

I HAVE received your letter of the 20th, and
hear with pleasure of your both being well and
having arrived safely. You must blame my pen
and ink if you are obliged to spell out this letter
rather than to read it. Basta! it must be written,
and my penmender, Herr von Lirzer, has on this
occasion left me in the lurch. You probably know
him better than I do; and I cannot describe him
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more appropriately than by saying that he is, I be-
lieve, a Salzburger, and that I never in my life saw
him, except once or twice at Robinig’s eleven-
o’clock music. He, however, paid me a visit forth-
with, and seems to me very civil (he mends my
pens) and a most courteous gentleman. I think

he is a secretary. I will tell you who surprised -

me by. a visit — Gilofsky, Katherl’s brother. Why
surprised me? Because I had quite forgotten that
he was in Vienna. How quickly a foreign city im-
proves a man! Gilofsky will certainly become an
upright, amiable person in his profession, as well as
in his demeanor. i

What you write as to my presence contributing
to the vanity of the Archbishop is in so far just;
but of what use is that to me? I cannot subsist
on’it. Believe me, I am right in saying that here
he serves only as a sereento me. What distinction,
pray, does he confer on me? Herr von Klein-
mayrn and Bonike have a table apart with the illus-
trious Count Arco. It would be a distinction were
I at this table ; but not where I now am with the
valets, who, when not occupying the first seats at
table, light the lustres, open the doors, and wait in
the anteroom (when I am within), and with cooks
too! If we are summoned to any house where
there is a concert, Herr Angerbauer has orders to
watch outside, and when the Salzburg gentlemen
arrive, he then calls a lacquey to precede them that
they may enter. On hearing Brunetti mention
this in the course of conversation, I thought to my-
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self, only wait till it is my turn! So the other
day, when we were desired to go to Prince Galli-
tzin’s, Brunetti said to me, in his usual polite man-
ner, “ You must be here this evening at seven
o’clock, that we may go together to Prince Galli-
tzin’s. Angerbauer will take us there.” I an-
swered, “ Very well ; but if I am not here exactly
at seven o’clock, pray proceed there yourself, and
don’t wait for me. I know where to find you;
and we are sure to see each other at the concert.”
I purposely went alone, because I really feel
ashamed to go about with him. When I arrived
I found Angerbauer waiting to direct the lacquey
to show me in. I, however, took no notice either
of Angerbauer or the lacquey, but passed straight
on through the rooms into the concert-room (all the
doors being open), and going up at once to the
Prince I made him my bow, and then remained
standing and conversing with him. I had totally
forgotten my friends Brunetti and Cecarelli, for
they were nowhere to be seen, inasmuch as they
were leaning on the wall hidden behind the orches-
tra, not daring to move a step in advance. If a
lady or a gentleman speaks to Cecarelli, he always
laughs ; and if any one addresses Brunetti, he col-
ors and gives the shortest possible reply. Oh! I
should have plenty to write about, if I cared to de-
scribe all the scenes that have occurred since I came
here with the Archbishop and Cecarelli and Bru-
netti. I only wonder that he is not ashamed of
Brunetti ; but I am, instead of him. The fellow,
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too, dislikes being here, for the whole thing is on
too mnoble a scale for his taste, except at dinner,
which is his happiest hour. Prince Gallitzin asked
Cecarelli to sing to-day ; next time, I suppose, my
turn will come. I am going this evening with
Herr von Kleinmayrn to one of his intimate friends,
Councillor Braun, whom we all consider to be one
of the greatest enthusiasts here for the piano. I
have dined twice with Countess Thun and go to see
her almost every day. I do think she is the most
charming and lovely person I ever saw in my life ;
and she has also a high opinion of me. Her hus-
band is just the same singular but well-meaning
honorable man that he always was. I also dined
with Count Cobenzl. I owe this to his aunt,
Countess von Rumbeck, sister of Cobenzl in the
Pagerie, who was in Salzburg with her husband.

My chief object here is to find my way in a be-

coming manner into the presence of the Emperor,

for I am quite resolved that he shall znow me. It

would be a great pleasure to me to play over my
opera to him, and then a lot of fugues, for these are
his chief favorites. [See No. 74.] Oh! if I had
only known that I was to be in Vienna at Easter,
I would have written a short oratorio, and had it
performed in the theatre for my benefit, as this is
what every one does here. I should have found
no difficulty in writing it previously, as I know all
the voices here. How gladly would I give a pub-
lic concert, which is customary in Vienna ; but I
know, only too well, that I could not obtain per-
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mission to do so. For just imagine! You are
aware that there is a society here which gives con-
certs for the benefit of the widows of musicians,
where every professional musician plays gratis.
The orchestra is a hundred and eighty strong. No
virtuoso, with any love for his neighbor, refuses to
give his services when the society applies to him ;
besides, in this way popularity is gained both with
the Emperor and with the public. Starzer was
commissioned to ask me to play, to which I at once
agreed, but said I must first take the good pleasure
of my Prince on the subject; but that I had no
doubt whatever of his consent, as it was an occasion
worthy the support of the Church, and I was not to
receive money but merely to perform a good work.
He would not permit it. All the nobility here have
taken this highly amiss. I regret it, because I did
not intend to have played any concerto, (as the
Emperor was to be in the proscenium box,) but as
Countess Thun was to lend me her fine Stein pi-
anoforte, I would have first extemponzed a fugue,
and then played the variations on ¢ Je suis Lindor.”

Whenever I have done so in public, I have gained
the greatest applause, as there is such a' contrast
between each variation, and because each has its
merit. But pazienza! Fiala stands at least two
thousand times higher in my opinion for refusing to
play for less than a ducat. Has my sister not yet
been asked to perform ? I hope she will ask two
ducats, for as we have always been so different
from the rest of the court musicians, I trust we
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shall be so on this occasion also. If they don’t
want her they may let it alone; but if they do,
they must pay the money. A propos, what of the
present from the Elector ? Has he sent anything
yet? Were you at Baumgarten’s before you left ?
[See No. 127.]

March 28th. —1I could not finish my letter be-
cause Herr von Kleinmayrn called for me in a car-
riage, to take me to a concert at Baron Braun’s. I
- mow write to say that the Archbishop has given me
permission to play in the concert for the widows. It
seems Starzer went to Gallitzin’s concert, and he
and all the nobility continued to urge the Prince
till he gave his consent. I am 8o glad. Since I
have been here I have only dined three times at
home ; the dinner-hour is too early and the dinners
too bad It is merely when the weather is very
detestable that I stay at home — as to-day for in-
stance.

Write to me all that is going on in Salzburg, for
I have been very closely cross-questioned on the
subject. These gentlemen have far greater curios-
ity about Salzburg news than I have. Madame
Mara is here, and gave a concert last Tuesday in
the theatre. Her husband took care not to show
himself, or else the orchestra would not have ac-
companied, because he published in the newspapers
that in all Vienna there was not a single person ca-
pable of accompanying. Herr von Moll paid me
a visit to-day; I am to breakfast with him to-mor-
row or next day, and to bring my opera with me.
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I intend to call on Herr von Aurnhammer and his
fat daughter, as soon as the weather improves. Old
Prince Colloredo (where we had a concert) gave
each of us five ducats. Countess Rumbeck is now
my pupil. Herr von Mesmer (normal-school in-
spector) and his wife and son send you their re-
membrances. The son plays magnificently, but
fancies that he knows quite enough already, so he
is idle ; he has also considerable genius for compo-
sition, only he is too indolent to study it as he
ought, which his father highly disapproves of.
Adieu!
143.
Vienna, April 4, 1780.

You wish to know how we are getting on in
Vienna — or rather, I hope, how J am getting on;
for the other two, Cecarelli and Brunetti, I don’t
count as having anything to do with me. I lately
wrote to you that the Archbishop is a great
drawback to me here — indeed, he injures me, at
all events to the extent of one hundred ducats,
avhich I could certainly realize by a concert in the
theatre, for the ladies have already offered to dis-
tribute the tickets themselves. I have good cause
to say that I was quite delighted with the Vienna
public yesterday. I played in the Kédrnthnerthor
Theatre in the concert for the widows. I was
obliged to begin all over again because there was
no end of applause. Now that the public knows
me, if I were to give a concert what a sum I should
make ! but our Archbishop will not allow it; he



12 MOZART'S LETTERS.

does not wish his people to have any profit — only
loss. But this he cannot effect with regard to me ;
for if T have even two pupils here, I am better off
than in Salzburg, and I don’t want his board and
lodging. Welll Brunetti said to-day, at dinner,
that Arco had announced to him, on the part of
the Archbishop, we were to receive money for our
travelling expenses by the diligence, and were to
leave this next Sunday ; but that those who wished
to remain (oh! how judicious!) might do so, but
must live at their own expense, as he would no
longer supply them with food and lodging. Bru-
netti, qui ne demanda pas mieuzx, was in the high-
ets glee; Cecarelli, who would like to stay, but
who is not so well known here, or so well acquainted
with the customs of the place as I am, means to
make a push to get an allowance, and if he does
not succeed he must depart in peace, for there is
not a house in all Vienna where he can either dine
or find a room without paying for it. When they
asked me what I intended to do, I answered, « I
entirely ignore as yet the idea of our going away,
for until Count Arco tells me so himself I shall
not believe it, and when he does so I will then let
him know my intentions.” Not a bad hit that?
Bonike was there, and smiled. Oh! I certainly
mean to play the Archbishop a nice little trick, to
my great delight, and with the utmost politeness,
for it seems he does not know me yet. In my
next letter I will write further on the subject. Rest
assured that unless I find my position a good one,
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and can see clearly that it is for my advantage, I
shall not remain here. But if it be so, why should °
I not profit by it? You draw in the mean time two
salaries, and I am not living at your expense. If
I stay here, you may rely on my soon being able
to send home money.! I speak seriously, and if it
be not so, I shall return. Now adieu! In my
next letter more of this and all that may occur.

P. S. —1 assure you this is a splendid place, and
for my profession the best place in the world.
Every one will tell you the same. I like being
here, but of course I strive, so far as I can, to de-
rive benefit from it also. Believe me that my sole
purpose is to make as much money as possible,
which, next to health, is best of all. Pray think
no more of my folly, of which I have indeed long
ago repented. Sorrow brings wisdom, and my
thoughts are now turned in a very different direc-
tion. Adieu! '

144.
Vienna, April 8, 1781.

I BEGAN an interesting long letter to you, but I
wrote too much about Brunetti in it, and was afraid
that his curiosity might tempt him to open the let-
ter, because Cecarelli is with me. I will send it
by the next post, and write more fully than I can
to-day. I wrote to you about the applause in the
theatre, but I must add that what most of all de-
lighted and surprised me was the extraordinary
silence, and also the cries of bravo ! while I was

1 Which he very soon did, as the following letters show.



14 MOZART'S LETTERS.

playing. This is certainly honor enough in
Vienna, where there are such numbers and numbers
of good pianists. To-day (for I am writing at
eleven at night) we had a concert, where three of
my pieces were performed, — new ones, of course.
The Rondo of a concerto for Brunetti, a sonata for
myself, with violin accompaniment, which I com-
- posed last night between eleven and twelve o’clock,
but in order to have it ready in time, I only wrote
out the accompaniment for Brunetti, and retained
my own part in my head. The third was a rondo
for Cecarelli, which was encored. I must now beg
you to send me a letter as soon as possible, and to
give me your fatherly and friendly advice on the
following point. It is reported that we are to re-
turn to Salzburg a fortnight hence; by remaining
here, I not only do myself no injury, but must
derive benefit from it. I have, therefore, some in-
tention of asking the Archbishop’s permission to
stay on here. Dearest father, I love you truly,
which is proved by my renouncing for your sake
my every wish and desire ; for, were it not on your
account, I give you my honor that I would not
hesitate for a moment to give up my situation. I
would announce a grand concert, take pupils, and,
in the course of a twelvemonth, prosper so much in
Vienna that I could make an income of 1000 tha-
lers. T assure you it often weighs on my mind
heavily enough that I should thus throw away my
luck. I am still young, as you say. True, but
to squander one’s youth away in such a beggarly
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place in inactivity is really too sad, besides being
unprofitable also. I therefore entreat your kind
and paternal counsel about this, and soon too, for I
must decide. Above all, place confidence in me,
for I think more prudently now. Farewell!

145.
Vienna, April 11, 1781.

Tz DeuM LAUDAMUS ! at last that coarse, mean
Brunetti is off, who disgraces his master, himself, and
all the musicidns ; so say Cecarelli and I. Not a
word of truth in any of the Vienna news, except
that Cecarelli is to sing at the opera in Venice dur- -
ing the ensuing Carnival. Potz Himmel! and all
sorts of devils! I hope this is not swearing, for if so,
I must at once go to confession again, from which I
have just returned, because to-morrow (Maunday
Thursday) the Archbishop is to administer the
Sacrament to the whole court in his own gracious
person.

Cecarelli and I went to the Theatine monastery to
try to find Pater Froschauer, as he can speak Ital-
ian. A pater or frater, who was at the altar trim-
ming the lights, assured us that the Pater, as well
as another who perfectly knows Italian, were not
at home, and would not return till four o’clock. So
I resolved to take care of myself, and was shown
up to a gentleman, while Cecarelli waited for me
in the court below. What did please me was that,
on my saying to the clerical candle-snuffer that
eight years ago I had played a violin concerto in
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this very choir, he instantly named me. Now, so
far as swearing goes, this letter is only ‘a pendant to
my former one, to which I hope to receive an an-
swer by the next post. In short, next Sunday
week, the 22d, Cecarelli and-I must go home!
When I think that I must leave Vienna without
bringing home at least 1000 florins, I own it does
. go to my heart! So, for the sake of a malevolent
Prince, who daily maltreats me for a pitiful salary
of 400 gulden, I must actually throw away 1000 !
for I should make that sum at least if I were to give
a concert. When we had our first grand concert
here at home, the Archbishop sent us each four
ducats. At the last, for which I composed a new
rondo for Brunetti, a sonata for myself, and a rondo
for Cecarelli, I received nothing. What, however,
made me perfectly desperate was, that the very
evening we had this music at home, we were in-
vited to Countess Thun’s, but of course could not
go; and who should be there but the Emperor !
Adamberger and Madame Weigl sang, and each
received fifty ducats. Besides, what an opportu-
nity ! I cannot, of course, suggest to the Emperor
that if he wishes to hear me he must do so without
delay, as I leave this in a few days. Such a thing
must be waited for ; and I neither can nor will
remain unless I am to give a concert. Still, I am
better off here with only two pupils than at Salz-
burg; but if T had 1000 or 1200 florins in my
pocket, I could afford both to be a little more so-
licited and also to exact better terms. Yet that
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misanthrope will not allow it! I must call him
thus, for he is so, and all the nobility say the same
of him ; but enough. Oh! I do hope to hear by
the next post whether I am to bury my youthful
days and talents in Salzburg, or to be permitted to
follow up my good fortune, and not wait till it is
too late. * I have, to be sure, as little chance of in-
suring success in the course of a fortnight or three
weeks, as I should have in a thousand years in
Salzburg ; still it is more agreeable to wait and
hope with 1000 gulden a year than with 400 ; for
that I am now certain of when I choose. I have
only to say that I am to remain here ; for what I
may compose is not included. Then look at the
contrast— Vienna and Salzburg! When Bono
dies, [Capellmeister,] Salieri becomes Capellmeister,
and then Starzer will take his place in conducting
the practice; there is no one to do so but Starzer.
Basta! 1 leave it all to you, my kind father.
Have I called on Bono? We tried over my
symphony there for the second time. I quite for-
got to let you know, by the by, that the symphony
went magnificently,. and had all possible success.
There were forty violins, the wind instruments all
doubled, ten tenors, ten double basses, eight violon-
cellos, and six bassoons. The Bono family send
you their remembrances. They are sincerely glad
to see me again; he is just the same as ever, a
worthy honorable old man. Fridulein Nanette
is married, and I have dined with her twice ; she
lives near me. A thousand compliments from the
VOL. 1. 2
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Fischers, on whom I called on my way from the
Theatines. Farewell, and remember that your
son’s sole object is to establish himself permanently ;
for he can get 400 florins anywhere. Adieu!

P. S.—Be so good as to say to M. d"Yppold
[Nannerl’s unlucky wooer] that I will answer his
letter by next post, and that I duly received it from
his friend. My compliments to all who are not
quite too Salzburgisch. Councillor Gilofsky cer-
tainly played Katherl a regular Salzburg trick.

146.
Vienna, April 18, 1781.

I cAN'T write much to-day, because it is nearly
six o’clock, and I must forthwith deliver my letter
to Zetti. I have just come from the Aurnham-,
mers, with whom I dined, and where we all drank
your health. With regard to your long letter, I
can only say that you are both right and wrong;
but the points where you are wrong far outweigh
those in which you are right. Still I shall cer-
tainly come, and with the greatest pleasure too, as
I am fully convinced that you will never interfere
to mar my fortune. Up to this moment I have not
heard a word as to the day fixed for our journey.
I positively will not go on Sunday, for from the
first I declared that I would not travel by the dil-
igence, but intend that my individual self shall go
by the regular post-carriage. If Cecarelli will keep
me company, so much the more agreeable for me,
as then we might take extra post. The whole dif-
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ference (so small as to be laughable) consists in a
very few gulden ; for we should travel day and night,
in which case we should have to spend very little
on the road. I make out that it is even dearer by
the diligence, at all events about the same, as it is
the custom to treat the conductor at all the inns.
There is no hope of doing much at Linz, for Ceca-
relli tells me he only made forty florins, and had to
pay more than forty for the orchestra. It would
peither be creditable nor worth the trouble, to give
anything in so small a town, for the sake of such a
bagatelle ; better go straight on, unless the nobility
were to get up something to make it worth while.
You can send me the addresses.

I must now close, or I shall miss the parcel. As
for Schachtner’s operetta [* Zaide ”: see first par-
agraph, Part IV.], nothing has come of it, from the
same cause which I have so often told you. Ste-
phanie junior [an actor] is to supply me with a new
and, as he declares, good libretto, [* Die Entfihrung
aus dem Serail,”’] and if I am no longer here, he is
to forward it to me. I could not be ungracious to
Stephanie ; I only said that, with the exception of
the long dialogues, which can, however, be easily
altered, the piece is very good, but not suitable to
Vienna, where they prefer ¢omic pieces. Now
adieu !

147.
Vieuna, April 28, 1781.
- You are joyfully expecting my return, dearest
father, which is the only thing that could induce
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me to leave Vienna. I write this all in our native
German tongue,! for the whole world may know,
and I hope will know, that the Archbishop of Salz-
burg has only you to thank, my excellent father, that
he did not yesterday lose me forever — I mean as
attached to his service. We had a grand concert
yesterday, probably the last, which went off admi-
rably, and, in spite of all the impediments thrown in
the way by his Grace the Archbishop, I had a bet-
ter orchestra than Brunetti ; Cecarelli will tell you
the same ; though I have had no end of vexation
about this arrangement. Baut it is better to talk
than to write about it. If anything similar, how-
ever, should occur, (which I hope may not be the
case,) I do not hesitate to say that I must infallibly
lose all patience, and you must forgive me for do-
ing so. I do entreat you, dearest father, to allow
me to return to Vienna next Easter, towards the
end of the Carnival. This depends on you alone,
and not on the Archbishop, for whether he thinks
fit to grant me permission or not, I shall certainly
go ; mno fear of its doing me any injury — assuredly
not. Oh! if he could only read this, it would be
just what I should like! You must promise me
what I ask, in your next letter, for it is only on this
condition that I return to Salzburg; and it must
be a faithful promise, so that I may pledge myself
to the ladies here to return. - Stephanie is to give
me a German opera to compose. I shall eagerly

1 Usually, when things were discussed which the family wished to
be private, they all wrote in a cipher invented by themselves; for
many letters were opened ut the post-office in Salzburg.
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expect your reply. I cannot yetsay when or how I
am to travel. It is so tiresome that nothing can
ever be found out from this master of ours. All of
a sudden we shall hear allons ! and be off. At one
time we hear that a carriage is at the coachmaker’s,
in which the Comptroller, Cecarelli, and I are to
travel home, and then we are told we are to go by
the diligence, and again that each is to receive
money for the diligence fare, and may travel as he
likes best ; and this last 1 should very much prefer.
Sometimes we hear that we are to go in a week,
and then in a fortnight or three weeks, or perhaps
sooner. It is so difficult to know either what to do
or what to believe ; we can, in fact, do nothing.
I trust, however, by the next post to be able to
write @ peu prés what day we start.

I must now conclude, for I must go to Countess
Schonborn’s.  After the concert was over yester-
day, the ladies detained me a whole hour at the
piano; I believe that if I had not stolen away I
should still be there. I thought I really had played
quite enough for nothing !

148.
Vienna, May 9, 1781.

I an still filled with the gall of bitterness; and I
feel sure that you, my good kind father, will sym-
pathize with me. My patience has been so long
tried that it has at last given way. I have no
longer the misfortune to be in the Salzburg service,
and to-day is a happy day for me.
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Three times already has this — I know not what
to call him — said the most insulting and imperti-
nent things to my face, which I did not repeat to
you, from the wish to spare your feelings, and [
only refrained from taking my revenge on the spot
because I always had you, my dear father, before
my eyes. He called me a knave and a dissolute
fellow, and told me to take myself off. And I en-
dured it all, though I felt that not only my own
honor but yours was aggrieved by this ; but as you
would have it so, I was silent. Now hear what
passed. Eight days ago the messenger came to me
quite unexpectedly, and said I must mstantly leave
my lodgings. Due notice had been given to the
others, but not to me. I packed up my things
hurriedly, and old Madame Weber ! was so kind as
to take me into her house, where I have a pretty
room, and am with obliging people, ready to supply
me at once with all that I require, (not so easy to
procure when quite alone.) I fixed my journey
for Wednesday the 9th (this very day) with the
post-carriage. Not being able, however, in the in-
terim to collect the money I have yet to receive, I
postponed my journey till Saturday. When I went
to the Archbishop to-day, the valet told me that
the Prince meant to give me a packet to take
charge of. I asked whether it was pressing, on
which he said yes, that it was of great importance.
¢« Then I regret that I cannot have the honor of

1 Aloysia being engaged at the court theatre, the family were in
Vienna; but the father was now dead.
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being of use to his Highness on this occasion ; for,
owing to particular reasons, (which I mentioned,)
I am not to leave this till Saturday. I am no
longer living in this house, and must pay my own
way, so it is evident that I cannot set off 4ill I have
the means of doing so; for surely no one can wish
me to bea loser.” Kleinmayrn, Moll, Brunetti, and
the two valets, all said I was quite right. When I
went in to the Archbishop, — N. B., I must tell you
that Schlauka, one of the valets, advised me to
make the excuse that the post-carriage was full, for
that would be a valid reason in his eyes, — when I
entered the room, the first thing he said was,
“ Well! when are you going, young fellow ?”” I
replied, “I intehded to have gone to-night, but
every place in the post-carriage is already engaged.”
Then came all in a breath that I was the most dis-
sipated fellow he knew, no man served him so badly
as I did, and he recommended me to set off the
same day, or else he would write home to stop my
salary. It was impossible to get in a syllable, for
his words blazed away like a fire. I heard it all
with calmness; he actually told me to my face the
deliberate falsehood, that I had a salary of 500
florins — called me a ragamuffin; a scamp, a rogue.
Oh! Ireally cannot write all he said. At last my
blood began to boil, and I said, * Your Grace does
not appear to be satisfied with me.” ¢ How! do
you dare to threaten me, you rascal ? There is the
door, and I tell you I will have nothing more to do
with such a low fellow!” At last I said, ¢ Nor I
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with you.” ¢Begone!” said he; while I replied,
as I left the room, ¢ The thing is settled, and you
shall have it to-morrow in writing.” I put it to
you, my dear father, if I was not rather too late in
saying this than too soon. My honor is more precious
.to me than all else, and I know it is the same to
you. Be under no anxiety on my account; I am
so sure of success here, that for a much less cause
I would have given up my situation. I have, be-
sides, three different times had good reason to do so,
till such treatment seemed to become quite a matter
of course. I wastwice called a cowardly fellow, so
I was resolved not to deserve the name a third time.
So long as the Archbishop remains here, I will
not give a concert. Your fear that this will bring
me into bad odor with the Emperor and the nobil-
ity, is quite unfounded. The Archbishop is hated
here, and most of all by the Emperor. In fact,
not having been invited to Luxemburg is the very
cause of his rage. By next post I mean to send
you a little money, to show you that I am in no
difficulty here. Moreover, I beg you to be cheer-
ful, for my good fortune is now about to begin,
and I hope my good fortune will always be yours
also. Write to me by some private hand that you
are satisfied, —and in truth you may well be so, —
but publicly abuse me as much as you like, that
none of the blame may fall on you. _If, in spite of
this, the Archbishop should be guilty of the small-
est impertinence towards you, then I beg you and
my sister will come straight to me at Vienna, for I
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give you my word of honor that we can all three
live here perfectly well. Still I should be glad if
you could endure it for a year. Don’t write to me
again to the Deutsches Haus, nor enclose my letters
in their parcel. I want to have nothing more to do
with Salzburg. I hate the Archbishop to madness.
Write to me at Peter’s ¢ im Auge Gottes ” on the'
second floor. Let me soon have your approval, for
that alone is wanting to my present happiness.

149.
Vienna, May 12, 1781.

I~ the letter I sent by post, I wrote as if we
were in the presence of the Archbishop, but now
I am going to talk to you, dearest father, quite con-
fidentially. Let us say nothing whatever of all the
injustice with which the Archbishop has treated me
from the very beginning of his reign to the present
moment, of his incessant abuse, of all the imperti-
nences and insults which he lavished on me to my
face, nor of the undeniable right I have to leave
him, for it cannot be denied. But I wish to speak
of what would have induced me to leave him, even’
without any cause of offence. I have here the best
and most useful acquaintances in the world; I am
beloved and esteemed by the highest families; I
am treated with every possible consideration, and
well paid into the bargain; and am I to pine away
my life in Salzburg for the sake of 400 florins, to
linger on without remuneration or encouragement,
and unable to benefit you, which I shall certainly
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have it in my power to do here? What would be
the result? Ever and always the same, — I must
either fret myself to death, or again go away. I
need say no more, for you know it yourself. But
this I must tell you, that every one in Vienna has
heard the story, and all the nobility take my part,
and say that I ought no longer to allow myself to
be defrauded in this manner. Dearest father, no
doubt they will try to beguile you by many kind
words, but these people are snakes and vipers;
all base souls are so, — disgustingly proud, and
yet always ready to crawl. How odious! The
" two valets know the whole obnoxious affair, and
Schlauka in particular said to some one, ¢ As for me,
I really cannot say that I think Mozart wrong,— in
fact, I think he is quite right. Only suppose the
Archbishop had treated me in such a way! He
spoke to him as if he had been some miserable beg-
" gar. I heard it all, —infamous!” The Arch-
bishop acknowledges his injustice, but has he not
had frequent cause to do so? and has he ever be-
haved better in consequence ? Never! So let us
have done with it. If I had not been afraid of per-
haps injuring you, things should long since have
been on a very different footing ; but, in fact, what
can he do to you? — nothing! When you know
that all is going well with me, you can easily dis-
pense with the Archbishop’s favor. He cannot de-
prive you of your salary; besides, you always do
your duty. I pledge myself to succeed, or I never
would have taken this step, although I must confess
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to you that after such an insult I would have quitted
his service, even if forced to beg my bread. For
who would submit to be bullied, more especially
when you can do far better? In the mean time, if
you are afraid, pretend to be displeased with me,
scold me well in your letters, and we two alone
will know how the matter really stands; but do
not allow yourself to be misled by flattery, —be
on your guard.” By the next opportunity I shall
send you the portrait, the ribbons, and the lawn.
- Adieu !
150.
. Vienna, May 15, 1781.

You know by my last letter that I have de-
manded a formal dismission from the Prince, as in
fact he himself discharged me. Indeed, in my first
two audiences he said to me, ¢ If you can’t serve
me better, you may go about your business.” He
will no doubt deny it, but it is as true as that there
is a Providence above. Is it then surprising that
at last (irritated to madness by such respectable
epithets in the mouth of a Prince as rogue, rascal,
ragamuffin, base fellow) the ¢take yourself off”
should have been accepted by me in its literal sense ?
Next day I brought Count Arco a memorial to
present to the Archbishop, and also returned to
him the money for my travelling expenses, consist-
ing of 15 florins and 40 kreutzers for the diligence,
and two ducats for my board. He refused to ac-
cept either, and declared that I had not the power
to throw up my situation without your consent.
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He said, “ This is your duty.” I replied that I
knew my duty towards my father as well, and per-
haps better than he did, and I should very much
regret were I obliged to learn it from him. ¢ Very
well,” he replied, ¢if he is satisfied, you can re-
quest your discharge, and if not — why, you can
ask for it all the same.” A fine distinction! All
the edifying things that the Archbishop had said to
me in the last three audiences, especially in the
last, and the pious epithets this admirable man of
God applied to me afresh, had such an effect on my
bodily frame, that the same evening at the opera I
was obliged to go home in the middle of the first
act in order to lie down, for I was very feverish,
trembled in every limb, and staggered in the street
like a drunken man. I stayed in the house both the
following day and yesterday, and passed the whole
forenoon in bed, having taken tamarind water.
The Count was so fmendly as to write all sorts of
fine things about me to his father, which probably
you have been obliged to gulp down. His letter
no doubt contains many fabulous passages, but
those who write comedies must somewhat exagger-
_ ate if they wish to gain applause, and not adhere
too closely to actual truth; and you cannot fail
to appreciate the ‘officiousness of this gentleman !
Without flying into a passion, for I have too much
regard for my health and life to do so, (it pains me
enough when I am forced to it,) I will now tell
you the chief reproach brought against my service.
I did not know that I was a valet, and this was my

.
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ruin. I ought to have loitered every morning for
a couple of hours in the anteroom. Indeed, I was
often told that I ought to show myself more, but
somehow I never could understand that it was part
of my duty, so I only came punctually when the
Archbishop summoned me.

I confide to you briefly my unalterable resolution,
but still the whole world is welcome to hear it. If
the Archbishop of Salzburg were to offer me a sal-
ary of 2000 florins and any other person 1000, I
would accept the latter, because with the 1000 I
should enjoy health and peace of mind. By all the
fatherly love you have invariably shown me since
my childhood, and for which I never through life
can be sufficiently grateful, (though less so in Salz-
burg than elsewhere,) I adjure you, as you wish to
see your son enjoy health and happiness, not to
write to me any more on the subject, but to bury it
in the most profound oblivion, for one word more
would suffice to rouse both my spleen and yours.
You must yourself own this, Now farewell !

151.
Vienna, May, 1781.

I courp expect nothing else but that in your first
burst of anger, (having felt so sure of seeing me,)
the event having taken you quite by surprise, you
would write in the very strain which I have been
obliged to read. But by this time you must have
thought better of the matter, and as a man of honor
feel more strongly the insult, and must know and
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see that what you thought likely to occur had al-
ready occurred. To have got away from Salzburg
would have become every day more difficult, for
there ke is lord and master, but here — a nobody —
just as I am in his eyes ; besides, believe me, such
is my warm love for you that if the Archbishop had
given me 100 gulden more, I would have accepted
them, and then it would have been the old story
over again.

I assure you, my good father, I need all my
manly energy of mind to write to you what good
sense dictates. God knows what a heavy blow it
is to separate from you, but I would rather beg my
bread than any longer serve such a master ; so long
as I'live I can never forget the past. I implore
you —1I adjure you by all you hold dear in the
world, to strengthen me in this resolution, instead
* of trying to dissuade me from it, for it only makes
me miserable and idle. My wish and my hope is to
gain honor, fame, and money, and I have every
confidence that I shall be far more useful to"you in
Vienna than if I were still in Salzburg. What you
write of the Webers, I do assure you, is not the
fact. I was a fool about Madame Lange, I own,!
but what is a man not when he is in love? But I
did love her truly, and even now I feel that she is
not indifferent to me ; it is perhaps, therefore, for-
tunate that her husband is a jealous booby, and
never leaves her, so that I seldom have an oppor-
tunity of seeing her. Believe me when I say that

. 1 Aloysia had married the actor Lange, in Vienna.



. FINAL DECISION. 31

old Madame Weber is a very obliging person, and
I cannot serve her in return in proportion to her
kindness to me, for indeed I have not time to do so.

I eagerly expect a letter from you, my good kind
father. Cheer up your son, for the idea of displeas-
ing you can alone make him unhappy under such
promising circumstances. Adieu! A thousand
good wishes. If you can believe that I have stayed
here merely out of hatred to Salzburg and a foolish
infatuation for Vienna, then make inquiry. Herr
von Strack [in the service of the Emperor], who is
a great friend of mine, will no doubt write you the
truth.

152.
Vienna, May 19, 1781.

I rEaLLY don’t know how or what to write, my
dearest father, for I have not-yet recovered from
my astonishment, and never shall if you persist in
thinking and writing as you do. I must confess
that I do not recognize one feature of my father in
your letter! A father, indeed — but not a kind
loving father, concerned for the honor of his children
and his own,—in short, not my father. But it
must have been a dream. You are now once more |,
awake, and require no reply to your observations to
be fully convinced that I shall now more than ever
abide by my decision. Still, as my honor and my
character are so grievously assailed in various quar-
ters, I must allude to some points. *“ You can
never approve of my having given up my situation
while in Vienna.” I think, if I had so been disposed,
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(which I really was not at the time, or I would have
taken this step previously,) it was the most judicious
thing to do so in a place where I am liked, and have
the finest prospects in the world. It is very possi-
ble that you could not sanction this in the presence
of the Archbishop, but to me you cannot do other-
wise than approve. “I can in no other way re-
deem my honor than by retracting my resolution.”
How could you write such a fallacy ? It did not
occur to you when you did so, that such a revoca-
tion would prove me to be the most dastardly man
living. All Vienna knows that I have left the
Archbishop, and also knows why — from my honor
“having been attacked, and for the third time too,
and I am publicly to prove the contrary ; thus mak-
ing myself out a pitiful sneak, and the Archbishop
a worthy Prince! The former no man would like
to do, and least of all would I. The latter God
alone can accomplish, if it be His will to enlighten
him. ¢I have never shown any love for you, and
therefore ought to show it on this occasion.” Can
you really say this? ¢ I have never sacrificed my
own pleasures to yours.” What pleasures have I
here ? To be in trouble and anxiety to fill my
‘purse. It seems to me that you really think I am
revelling in pleasures and amusements. Oh! how
completely are you mistaken —at all events, as
matters now are! I have no more to spend than I
absolutely require. The subscription for my six
sonatas is going on, and then I shall get some
money. It is all right, too, about the opera [* Die
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Entfiihrung ], and in Advent I am to give a con-
cert; after that, things will by degrees go on bet-
ter, for a great deal is to be done here in winter.
iIf pleasure means to have got away from a Prince
who paid me badly and constantly bullied me, then
it is true that my pleasure is great. IfI were to
do nothing but think and work from early dawn till
night, I would gladly do so, rather than live on the
favor of such a—but I will not trust myself to
give him his right name. I was forced to take this
step, and I will never deviate from it by a single
hair’s-breadth — impossible ! All that I can say te
you is, how much f regret (for your sake — for
yours alone, father) having been so badly treated ;
and I wish that‘the Archbishop had acted more
judiciously,” solely that I might have devoted my
whole life to you. To please you, my kind father,
1 was prepared to sacrifice my health, my happiness,
and my life ; but honor is to me, and ought to be to
you, beyond allelse. You may show this to Count
Arco, and to all Balzburg too. After such an in-
sult — such a threefold insult — if the Archbishop
in propria persona were to offer me 1200 florins,
I would not accept them. I am no low fellow, no
rascal ; and had it not been for your sake, I would
not have waited for him to say to me the third tiwme,
« Take yourself off,” without showing that I un-
derstood it to be final en both sides. What do
say — waited? I would have said it first myself,
instead of him. ‘I am only surprised that the
Archbishop should behave so indiscreetly in such a

YOL. IL 3
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place as Vienna; but he shall one day see how en-
tirely he was mistaken. Prince Breiner and Count
Arco stand in need of the Archbishop, but I do
not ; and if it comes to the worst, and he forgets
all the duties of a prince —a spiritual prince —
then come to me at Vienna. You can get 400
florins anywhere. Only think how he would dis-
grace himself in the eyes of the Emperor, who al-
ready hates him, if he were to agt thus. This
place too would suit my sister far better than Salz-
burg ; there are many distinguished families here
. who are reluctant to engage a male teacher, but
would give handsome terms to a lady. ' This may
all come to pass some day.

The next time that Herr von Kleinmayrn, Bé-
nike, or Zetti is going to Salzburg, I will send pay-
ment by them for the matter in question. The
Comptroller, who set off to-day, is to take the lawn
to my sister. My dearest and kindest father, ask
me what you will, only not that — anything but
that. The very thoughts of it make me tremble
with rage.

158. 2
Vieuna, May 25, 178/,

I must really snatch a little time, that you may
_not wait too long for a letter. To-morrow our first
concert takes place in the Augarten [Imperial
pleasure grounds], and at half-past eight o’clock
Martin is to come [Phil. Jac. Martin arranged the
Augarten concerts with Mozart], and we have
still six visits to make. I must get them over by
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eleven o’clock, as I then go to Countess Rumbeck’s
[his pupil]. Afterwards I dine with Countess
Thun.— N. B,, in her garden. The rehearsal of
the music is to be in the evening ; a symphony of
Von Swieten’s [Director of the Court Library],
and one of mine, are to be given. A dilettante,
Madlle. Berger, is to sing; a boy of the name of
Tiirk is to play a violin concerto; and Friulein
von Aurnhammer and I are to play my concerto
duet in E flat. [Constance Webler continues the
letter.] * Your good son has just been summoned
by Countess Thun, and he has not time to finish
the letter to his dear father, which he much regrets,
and requests me to let you know this, for, being
post-day, he does not wish you to be without a let-
ter from him. Next post he will write again. I
hope you will excuse my P. S., which cannot be
so agreeable to you as what your son would have
written. I beg my compliments to your amiable '
daughter. I am your obedient friend,

¢ CoNSTANCE WEBER.”

154.
Vienna, May 26, 1781.

Yovu are quite right, and I am quite right too,
dearest father. I know and admit all my faults,
but.why should not a man reform? May he in-
deed not have reformed already? Let me reflect
as I will on this matter, I see that I can best serve
you, my kind father, and my dear sister, by re-
maining in Vienna. It seems as if good fortune
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awaited me here, and as if I must stay. Indeed,
such was my feeling before I left Munich ; I always
looked forward with delight to Vienna, without
knowing why. You must have a little patience,
for there is no doubt that I shall soon prove to
you how beneficial Vienna is to us all. Be assured
that I am entirely changed ; next to health I think
nothing so indispensable as money. I certainly am
.no miser, as it would be difficult for me to become
stingy, yet the people here consider me more dis-
posed to be a niggard than a spendthrift, — which is
enough surely for a beginning. As for pupils, I
can have as many as I choose, but I do not choose
to-take many. I intend to be better paid tham
others, and so I wish to have fewer scholars. Itis
advisable to hang back a little at first, or it is all
over with you, and you must pursue the common
highway with the rest. The subscription [for the
sonatas] goes on well, and I don’t know why I
should make any difficulties about the opera.
Count Rosenberg [Intendant of the Court Theatre]
received me most politely when I twice called on
him, and he heard my opera [‘“Idomeneo”] at
Countess Thun’s. Herr von Swieten and Herr
von Sormenfels were also present ; and as Stephanie
is one of my intimate friends, all will go smoothly.
Believe me, I do not like idleness, but work. I
must confess that in Salzburg it did cost me an ef-
fort, and I could scarcely force myself to it— bat
why ? Because my mind was mnot cheerful, and
you cannot deny that in Salzburg (for me at least)
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there is not the smallest recreation. With many
there I do not choose to associate, and most of the
others do not think me good enough. No encour-
agement besides for my talent. When I play, or
when any of my compositions are given, it is just as
if the audience were all chairs and tables. If there
was even a tolerable theatre — my sole amusement
here! It is true that in Munich I involuntarily
showed myself to you in a false light, for I had too
much amusement there. But I pledge you my
word that till my opera had been given, I had
never been in any theatre, or gone anywhere but
to the Cannabichs. It is true enough that at the
last I had most severe and trying work to get
through, though not from idleness or negligence,
but from being fourteen days without writing a
note, simply because I found it to be impossible. 1
did indeed write, but not a fair copy. Much time
was of course lost by this; but I do not regret it.
That I was afterwards too merry arose only from
youthful folly. I thought to myself, where am I
going ? —to Salzburg! Let me enjoy myself till
then! I admit that Ilonged for a hundred amuse-
ments in Salzburg, but here not for ane. To be in
Vienna is in itself pleasure enough. You may
safely trust me; I am no longer a fool, and still
less can you believe that I am either a godless or
an ungrateful son. You must now entirely rely
on my head and on my good heart, and you shall
never repent it. * Where could I have learned
the value of money, having had so little hitherto
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‘through my hands?” T know that at one time
when I had twenty ducats I thought myself quite
rich. Farewell, my dear kind father! My duty
is, by my care and industry, to supply and to com-
pensate what you believe you have lost by this oc-
currence. I shall certainly do so, and with great
joy too.

P.S.— As soon as any of the Archbishop’s
people go to Salzburg, I will send the portrait. Ho
Jatto fare la sopra scritta & un altro, espresaments
perché non st puo sapere. You can be sure of no
one. -

155. .
Vienna, end of May, 1781,

THE day before yesterday Count Arco sent me a

message to call on him at twelve o’clock, at which

hour he would expect to see me. He repeatedly

let me know he wished to see me, and so did
Schlauka, but as I hate discussions when almost
every word to which I am forced to listen is a lie,
I punctually — avoided going, and I should have
continued to do the same, if he had not said that
he had aletter from you. I went there accordingly.
I cannot detail the whole conversation, but (at my.
urgent request) it passed off without irritation on
either side. In short, he placed everything before
me 1 so friendly a manner, that really one could
have sworn it all came from his heart. I believe,
however, that on his part he would not swear that
it came from mine. In reply to his plausible
speeches, I told him with perfect calmness and
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courtesy, and in the most good-humored way in
the world, the simple truth ; and he had not a word
to say against it. The end of it all was, that 1
pressed him to take the memorial and the journey-
money, (both of which I brought with me,) but he
assured me that it would be too distressing to him
to interfere in such matters, so I had better give the
memorial to one of the valets, and as for the money,
he would not take it till all was finally settled.
The Archbishop disparages me to every human
being, and has not the sense to perceive that such
a proceeding does him no credit; for I am more
highly prized than he is in Vienna. He is only
known as an arrogant, presumptuous priest, despis-
ing every one, ‘whereas I am considered an oblig-
ing person. Itis true that Iam haughty when I see
that any one wishes to treat me with contempt and
en bagatelle ; which is what the Archbishop invaria-
bly does towards me, while by kind words he could
have made me do what he pleased. This is what
I said to Count Arco also, and among other things
that the Archbishop did not deserve you should
think so highly of him; and at the close I added,
what good would it do were I now to agree to re-
turn home ? In the course of a-few months (with-
out any fresh insult) I was resolved to demand my
discharge, for I neither would nor could serve any
longer for such a salary. ¢ And pray why not?”
¢ Because,” said I, ¢ I never could live happily or
contentedly in a place where I am so badly paid
that I should constantly be thinking, ¢ Oh, if I
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were only there, or elsewhere | But if I were te
be paid in such a manner that I should not require
to think of other places, then I should be perfectly
satisfied ; and if the Archbishop chooses to pay me
ot that rate, I am ready to set off to-day.” But
how I rejoice that the Archbishop does not take me
at my word ! for there ean be no doubt that my
being here is both for your advantage and my own 3
and you will one day see thatit is so. Now farewell,
my dear kind father! all will yet go well. Iam
not writing in a dream, for my own welfare alsa
depends on it. Adien !

156.
Vienna, June 2, 178L

My last letter has told you that I had an inter-
view with Count Arco, and, thank God! every-
thing passed off well. Do not be uneasy; you
have nothing whatever to fear from the Archbishop,
for Count Arce did not say one word as to my
weighing the matter well from the risk of injuring
you, and when he told me that you had written to
him complaining of my conduct, I interrupted him
by saying, ¢ And have I not heard from him also?
He has written to me in such a manner that I
thought it would drive me crazy ; but, reflect as I
will, I find it impossible, &e., &c.” On this he
said, ¢ Believe me, you allow yourself to be too
easily dazeled ; & man’s fame here is of very short
duration. At first you will have praise enough, and
make a great deal too, no doubt ; but how long will
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this last? After some months have elapsed, the
Viennese will want something new.” ¢ You are
right, Count,” said I; “ you don’t sappose that I
mean to settle in Vienna ? Quite the reverse — I
know where to go. This occurrence having taken
place in Vienna is the fault of the Archbishop and
not mine, and if he had known how to conduct him-
self towards men of talent, it never would have
happened at all. I am the best-tempered fellow in
the world, Count Arco, when people are so with
me.” ¢ Yet the Archbishop,” said he, ¢ considers
you to be a most self-sufficient young man.” ¢I
dare say he does,” rejoined I, ¢ for I am so towards
him ; just as people behave to me, so do I behave
to them. When I see that a person despises me
and treats me with contempt, I can be as proud as
any peacock.”

Among other things, he asked me whether I was
not aware that he was himself often obliged to
swallow very disagreeable words. I .shrugged my
shoulders, saying, * You have no doubt your own
reasons for submitting to such a thing, but I have
also mine for refusing to do so.” All the rest you
know from my last letter. Do not doubt, dearest
father, that it is all for the best for me, and there-
fore for you also. The Viennese are certainly a
fickle race, but only at the theatre, and my phase of
art is so much liked here, that I feel I am on a sure
basis. This is certainly the Pianoforte land! But
even supposing they were to tire of me, it would
certainly not be the case for some years, at all events.
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By that time I shall have gained both renown and
money ; there are many other places, and who can
tell what opportunities may occur before then? I
have already spoken to Herr Zetti, who will be the
bearer to you of a small sum ; you must be satisfied
with a little money this time, for I cannot send you
more than thirty ducats. If I could have foreseen
this event, I would have accepted the pupils for-
merly offered to me, but at that time I thought I
was to leave Vienna in a week, and now they are
all in the country. The portrait shall follow.

157.
Vienna, June 9, 1781.

A PRETTY business Count Arco has now made
.of it! So this is the way to persuade me to follow
his advice, — to refuse to present a memorial through
inborn stupidity, — not to venture to say one word
to his master from want of spirit and love of toady-
ism, — to keep me in suspense for four weeks, and
at last compel me to present the memorial myself,
and instead of at least giving me free access to the
Prince, to turn me out of doors with a kick! Such
then is Count Arco, who (according to your last
letter) has my interest so much at heart; such is
the court I serve! When I arrive with a written
document to present, instead of my wish being fa-
cilitated, I am maltreated! The scene took place
in the anteroom. Of course there was nothing to
be done but to be gone with all speed, not wishing
to show disrespect for the Prince’s apartments,
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though Arco had not scrupled to do so. I have
written three different memorials, and which I five
times endeavored to present, and each time they
have been refused. I have carefully preserved
them, and whoever ‘wishes to read them may do so,
to convince himself that they do not contain any-
thing at all offensive. At last, on receiving back -
my memorial from Herr von Kleinmayrn in the
evening, (for this is his office,) and the Archbishop’s
departure being fixed for the following day, I was
perfectly frantic with rage; I could not possibly
allow him to set off thus, and as I was told by Arco
(at least so he assured me) that the Prince knew
nothing of it, I felt how angry the Archbishop
would be with me for being so long here, and then
at the last moment coming with such a document.
I therefore wrote another, in which I mentioned
that it was now five weeks since I had prepared a
similar paper, but finding myself, why I did not
know, always put off, I was now forced to present
it myself, though at the very last moment. This
memorial procured me my discharge in the pleasant
way I have above described, and who knows
whether it was not done by command of the Arch-
bishop himself? Herr von Kleinmayrn, if he still
wishes to maintain the character of an honest man,
and also the Archbishop’s servants, can testify that
his commands were fulfilled. I need forward no
petition ; the thing is at an end. I shall write no
more on the subject, and if the Archbishop were
now to offer me 1200 florins of salary, I would
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never serve him again after such treatment. How
easily I might have been persuaded to remain ! —
by kindness, but not by insolence and violence. I
sent a message to Count Arco, that Jwould have
nothing to say to him, because he spoke so harshly,
behaving to me as if I had been a rogue, which he
had no right to do; and, by heavens ! as I already
wrote to you, I never would have gone near him,
if he had not sent me a message that he had a let-
ter from you; but it is the last time. What is it
to him if I wish to get my discharge ? And if he
bad really been disposed to do me a good turn, he
ought to have reasoned quietly with me, and allowed
the affair to take its course, but not to bandy such
words with me as clown and saucy fellow, and turn
me out of the room with a kick; but I forget that
this was probably by archiepiscopal command.

I shall now very briefly reply to your letter, for
I am so sick of the whole affair that I never wish
to hear a word more about it. As for the original
cause of my leaving, (which you know well,) no
father could possibly be displeased with his son for
what I did; on the contrary, he must have been so
had I acted otherwise. Moreover, you are well aware
that even without any particular cause I had every
inclination to leave. You cannot be in earnest, so
I conclude you dissemble your real sentiments on
account of the court, but I beg you, my dear father,
not to be too obsequious, for the Archbishop can
do you no harm; but let him do his worst. I al-
most wish he would; for this would be a scandal,
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a fresh scandal, which would be his finishing stroke
in the Emperor’s estimation, who at this moment
not only does not like him, but positively hates him.
I you were to come to Vienna after such conduct
towards you, and relate the story to the Emperor,
you would at all events receive from him the same
salary you now have, for in such cases the Emperor
is much to be admired. Your comparing me to
Madame Lange [ Aloysia] causes me much surprise,
and made me feel sad all day. This girl was a bur-
den to her parents, when she could as yet earn
nothing. Scarcely had the time arrived when she
could show her gratitude to her parents, (N. B., her
father died before she could make anything here,)
when she deserted her poor mother, became at-
tached to an actor, married him, and the mother
never received a farthing from her.l God knows
my only aim is to assist you and us all. Must I
repeat it a hundred times that I can be of more
use to you here than in Salzburg? I do beg, my
dear good father, that you will spare me such
letters in future. I conjure you to do so, for they
only serve to irritate my mind, and to disturb my
heart and spirit; and as I am now constantly occu-
pied. in composig, I require both a cheerful mind
and a heart at rest. The Emperor is not here, nor
is Count Rosenberg. The latter has commissioned
Schroder [the celebrated actor] to look out for a
good libretto, and to give it to me to compose.

1 Lange, however, in his autobiography, mentions that he gave his
mother-in-law an allowance of 700 gulden & year.
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Herr von Zetti was unexpectedly obliged, by
command, to set off so very early that I could
neither send the portrait nor the ribbons for my sis-
ter, and what you know of), till to-morrow week by
the diligence.

158.
Vienna, June 13, 1781.

My kindest of all fathers! How gladly would I
still further sacrifice my best years to youin a place
where I am so badly paid, if that were the only
evil! But to be badly paid and scoffed at into the
bargain, is really rather too much. For the Arch-
bishop’s concert I wrote a sonata for myself, a rondo
for Brunetti, and one for Cecarelli. I played at
each of the concerts twice, and the last time when
all was over, I played variations for a whole hour
(the Archbishop gave me the thema) with -such
universal applause, that if the Archbishop had any
vestige of kindly feeling, he certainly must have
been gratified ; whereas, instead of expressing (or
not expressing, if he thought fit) his satisfaction
and pleasure, he treats me like a scamp, tells me
to my face to take myself off, for that he could get
a hundred to serve him better than I, —and why ?
because I could not set off the very day he wished.
I was obliged to leave his house, to live at my
own expense, and not even be at liberty to delay
my journey till my means admitted of travelling.
Besides, I was not required in Salzburg, and the
whole difference was only two days. The Arch-
bishop twice said the most insulting things to me,
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and I never said a word to him in return; nay,
more, I played for him with the same zeal and as-
siduity as if nothing had occurred; and instead of
acknowledging my exertions and my endeavors to
please him, at the very moment when I might have
expected very different conduct, he behaves to ma
for the third time in the most revolting manner im-
aginable. Still, to remove as it were even the least
appearance of wrong on my part, they act as if re-
solved to get rid of me by force. Well, if they do
not want me, that is exactly what I wish. Instead
of Count Arco taking my memorial, or procuring
me an audience, or advising me to forward the doc-
ument afterwards, or persnading me to leave the
matter as it was, and to reflect upon it, — enfin,
whatever he chose, — he sends me off with a kick !
I think this was a pretty broad hint that Salzburg
was no longer a place for me, except to give me
some favorable opportunity to return Count Arco’s
kick with interest, even should I meet him in the .
public street. I do not demand any satisfaction for
such an insult from the Archbishop; he cannot
procure it for me as well as I can for myself, but I
intend to write to the Count to tell him what he
may confidently expect as soon as fortune favors
me by allowing me to meet him, wherever it may
be — if not in a place that I am bound to respect.
Do not be uneasy, dear father, about the state of
my soul. I am a fallible young man, like others,
but I can safely say that I wish all were as little so
as myself. You perhaps believe things of me which
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I am not guilty of. My chief fault is that I some-
times act apparently as I ought not to act. It is not
true that I boasted of eating meat on fast-days;
but I did say that I cared little about it, and con-
sidered it no sin, for by fasting I understand short
allowance, and eating less than usual. I attend mass
" every Sunday and every festival, and on week-days
also, when I can; and you know, dear father, that
such is the case. My whole acquaintance with the
person you mention was confined to the ball, and I
talked to her long before I knew her character,
solely with a view to securing a partner for the con-
tredanse; and I could not afterwards suddenly
avoid her without giving any reason, and whe
could give the real one to a person’s face? Did I
not at last pass her by, and dance with others ? —
on which account I also sincerely rejoiced when
the Carnival was at an end. At all events, no
one can say that I ever saw her elsewhere, or went
to her house, without uttering a vile falsehood.
Moreover, rest assured that I have certainly a real
sense of religion ; and if I ever have the misfortune
(which may God forbid !) to fall into evil courses,
I shall always absolve you, dearest father, from all
responsibility. For, in such a case, I alone should
be to blame ; as I have to thank you for all the
good that is in me, and for your care of my spirit-
ual as well as temporal welfare,
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159.
Vienna, June 16, 1781.

To-morrow the portrait and the ribbons for my
sister are to be dispatched. I don’t know whether
the ribbons will suit her taste, but they are in the
very last fashion. If she wishes to have some
more, or perhaps some plain ones, she has only to
let me know, and if there is anything else that she
thinks may be got better in Vienna, she must write
to me. I hope she did not pay for the cloth, as it
is already paid for. I forgot to mention this, for I
had so much to write about that scandalous affair.
I will remit the money as you direct.

I can at length write you something about Vien-
na, for hitherto I have been obliged to fill my let-
ters with that vile history ; but it is now over, God
be praised! This present season is, as you know,
the worst for any one who wishes to make money.
The most distinguished families are in the country,
so all I can do at this moment is to work, to be in
readiness for the winter, when there is less time to
do so. Assoon as the sonatas are finished, I will look
out for a short Italian cantata and write it, so that
it may be given at the theatre during Advent, of
course for my own benefit. There is a little-cun-
ning in this, for then I can give it twice, and with
double profit, for when® performed the second time
I shall also perform on the piano. I have only one
pupil at present — Countess Rumbeck, Cobenzl’s

cousin. I could indeed have had many more if I
VoL. 1. 4
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had chosen to lower my terms, but by doing so I
should have injured my credit. My terms are six
ducats for twelve lessons, and I also make it under-
stood that I do even this from complaisance. I
would rather have three pupils who pay me well
than six who pay badly. I can just get on by
means of this one pupil, and that is enough for the
present. I mention this that you may not think me
guilty of selfishness in sending you only thirty duc-
ats. Believe me, I would gladly deprive myself of
everything, if I only had it; but it is sure to come
in time, and it is best never to let people know how
one really stands.

About the theatre. I think I wrote to you lately
that Count Rosenberg, before his departure, re-
quested Schroder to hunt out a libretto for me. It
is now come, and Stephanie [junior] has it in his
hands as supervisor of the opera. Bergobzoomer, -
a true and kind friend both of mine and Schréder’s,
gave me an immediate hint of the fact. So I went
to Stephanie at once, as if for, a mere visit, for we
thought it possible that his partiality for Umlauf
[court musician] might induce him to play me
false ; this suspicion proved, however, quite un-
founded, for I afterwards heard by chance that he
had begged some one to ask me to call on him, as
he wished to speak to me ; and the moment I came
in he said, “ Here you come in the very nick of
time!” The opera is in four acts, and he tells me
the first act is incomparable, but that it falls off very
much, If Schroder will allow it to be altered as we
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think advisable, a good libretto may be made out of
it. Stephanie does not like to give it to the direct-
ors as it now is, before having talked to Schrider
on the subject, knowing beforehand that it would
be rejected ; so these two may settle the matter be-
tween them. After what Stephanie said, I did not
express any desire to read it, for if it does not please
me, I must say so plainly, or I should be the vic-
tim, and I do not wish to ake Schrider unfriendly
towards me, as he has great esteem for me at pres-
ent{ and as it is, I can always make the excuse
that I have not read it.

I must explain why we were suspicious of Ste-
phanie. I regret to say that he bears the worst
reputation in Vienna, as a rude, false, calumnious
person, not scrupling to commit the grossest injus-
tice towards any one ; but I don’t mix myself up
with such matters. There may be some truth in it,
as he is found fault with by every one, but he is in
great favor with the Emperor, and towards my-
self he was most friendly the very first time I saw
him, saying, ¢ We are already old friends, and I
shall be very glad if it be in my power to serve
you in any way.” I believe and hope that he may -
write the libretto of an opera himself for me.
Whether he wrote his own comedies, or did so with
the aid of others, whether he plagiarized or orig-
inated, still he understands the stage, and his
plays are invariably popular. I have lately seen
two new pieces of his, which are certainly excel-
lent, ¢ Das Loch in der Thiire,” and ¢ Der Ober-

’
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amtmann und die Soldaten.” In the mean time,
I will compose the cantata, for even if I had a
libretto, I would not put pen to paper, as Count
Rosenberg is not here ; and if at the last moment he
did not approve of the book, I should have had the
honor of writing for nothing, so I mean to steer
clear of it at present. I don’t care what the sub-
ject is, provided the libretto be only good. Do
you really suppose that I am likely to write an
opera comique in the same style as an opera seria ?
There should be as little sprightliness in an opera
seria, and as much learning and solidity, as there
should be little learning in an opera buffa, but all
the more sprightliness and gayety. That people
like to have a little comic music in an opera seria 1
cannot help ; but here they draw the proper dis-
tinction on this point. I do certainly find that in
music the merry-andrew is not yet got rid of, and
in this respect the French are right.

I hope to receive my clothes safely by the next
diligence. I don’t know when it goes, but I think
this letter will reach you first, so I beg you will
keep the cane to oblige me. "Canes are used here,
but why ? — to walk with, and for that purpose any
one will do. So pray lean on the cane instead of
on me, and always take it with you when you can.
Who knows whether it may not by your hand
avenge its former master on Arco? — of course I
mean accidentally, by mere chance ! My very prac-
tical reply shall not fail that arrogant jackass, were
it twenty years hence ; for to see him and to re-
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‘turn his kick without an instant’s delay, will be
one and the same thing, unless I am so unlucky as-
to see him first in some sacred place. .

160.
Vienna, June 20, 1781,

THAT the court minions look at you askance I
can easily believe, but what have you to do with
such miserable menials ? the more inimical they are
to you, the more proudly and contemptuously ought
you to look down on them. As for Arco, I take
counsel solely from my own heart and good sense,
and require no interference on the part of any
lady or person of rank, to make me do what is right
and fitting ; neither too much nor too little.! It <8
the heart that ennobles @ man ; and though I am no
Count, I have perhaps more honorable feeling than
many a Count. But whether a man be a house-
porter or a Count, from the moment that he insults
me I consider him to be a scoundrel. Though I
intend at first to represent to him quite coolly how
badly and basely he managed the affair, yet I shall
feel bound to add both a kick and a couple of boxes
on the ear from me; for if any one offends me I
must have my revenge ; and if I did no more to
him than he has done to me, it would only be re-
taliation .and not punishment, and I should more-
over thus place myself on a level with him ; but I
really am too proud to measure myself with such a
stupid oaf.

1 The father had suggested that, in this manner, the thing might be
smoothed over.
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Unless something very pressing occurs, I shall
now only write to you once a week, being at pres-
ent so very much occupied. I must stop, as I have
some variations to finish for my pupil. Adieu!

161.
Vienna, June 27, 1781.

As for Madame Rosa, I must tell you that I
called on her three times, till at length I was so
fortunate as to find her at home. You would
scarcely know her again, she is grown so thin.
When I inquired about the portrait, she offered to
make me a present of it, and would send it the fol-
lowing day. Three weeks however passed, and no
portrait came. I went three times in vain, but one
day so very early that I found her and her plebeian
husband at breakfast. Instead of making me a
present of the portrait, she had suddenly resolved
not to let me have it at all. It occurred to me that
in similar cases the best plan with Italians is to be
very plain-spoken, so I told her that her defects
were the same as ever, but that I did not choose to
play the part of a fool in my father’s eyes, owing
to her inborn failings, one day saying white and the
next black, and that I could assure her I did not in
the least want the portrait. She then spoke very
civilly, and promised to send it the next day, which
she did; but you must return it by the first oppor-
tunity.

I have just come from Herr von Hippe, Prince
Kaunitz’s private secretary, who is a thoroughly
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amiable man, and a very good friend of mine. He
first came to visit me, when I played to him. We
have two grand pianos in the house where I lodge,
— one for florid pieces, the other a machine which
is tuned throughout to the low octave, like the
one we had in London, consequently like an organ,
so I played fugues, and extemporized on it. Tam
almost every afternoon with Herr von Aurnham-
mer. The young lady is a fright, but plays en-
chantingly, though in the cantabile she loses sight
of true refined expression; she does not play
smoothly. - She (privately) told me her plan, which
is, to study music steadily for two or three years,
and then to go to Paris and make it her profession.
She says, “ I am not handsome; on the contrary,
Iam ugly. I have no wish to marry some clerk
with 800 or 400 florins, and I have no chance of
any one else, so I prefer remaining as I am, and
gaining my livelihood by my talents.” And there
she is right. She begged me to assist her in car-
rying out her project, but she will not mention it
to any one.as yet. :

I will send you the opera [* Idomeneo "] as soon
as possible. Countess Thun still has it, and she is
in the country at present. Pray have copied for
me the sonata in B flat, @ quatre mains, and the
two concertos for two pianos, and send them here
without delay ; I shall be very glad, too, to receive
my masses by-and-by. Gluck has had a paralytic
stroke, and his health seems to be in a precarious
state.) Write to me whether it is true that a dog

1 Gluck did not die till November 15, 1787.
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in Munich has nearly bitten Becke to death? I
must now conclude, for I am going to dine with the
Aurnhammers. Adieu!

Madame Bernasconi is here [a prima donna who
was a particular favorite with Gluck. —See No.
168.] She has 500 ducats of salary, from being
able to sing all arias an interval higher~than others.
This is really a talent, for she is always in tune.
She has now promised to sing a quarter of a tone
higher still, but she expects to be paid extra for
that. '

162. |
Vienna, July 4, 1781.

I HAVE not written to Couht Arco, and shall not
do so, as you beg me to desist on account of your
peace of mind. It is just as I suspected; you
really are too timid, and yet have nothing whatever
to fear ; but you are as much insulted as myself.

"I do not ask you to make a piece of work on the
subject, or at all to inconvenience yourself, but the
Archbishop and his minions must dread speaking to
you on the subject. You need have no scruples,
my dear father, in saying boldly (if you are driven
to it) that you would have felt ashamed of having
educated a son who would have permitted such an
infamous scoundrel as Arco to insult him so grossly
with impunity ; and you may assure every one that,
when I have the good fortune to meet him, I will
treat him as he deserves, and he shall have cause to
remember me as long as he lives. All I desire is,
that the whole world should see that you have no
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cause for fear. Be silent if you choose ; "but when
necessary I wish you to speak, and to speak to the
purpose too. The Archbishop has privately offered
Kozeluch [a favorite composer and pianist in Vien-
na, subsequently a zealous opponent of Mozart’s]
1000 florins ; he, however, declined, saying that he
was better off here, and unless he could improve
his condition he would never leave Vienna. But
to his friends he added, ¢ It is the affair with Mo-
zart that chiefly deters me. When the Archbishop
allows such a man as that to leave him, what might
not I expect?” So you see how he knows me and
appreciates my talents.

If M. Marchal or the Syndic of the Chapter
come to Vienna, pray send me my favorite watch
by them; I will return yours if you will let me
have the small one, which I should particularly like.
I wrote to you lately about the masses. I abso-
lutely require the three divertimentos, as I only
have those in F and B; you had better have the
one in D copied, and forwarded to me by some op-
portunity, the charge for copying here being so
very heavy; besides, they do write music too
atrociously. I must say a few words of Marchand,
so far as I know about him.! The youngest boy,
when his father one day corrected him at dinner,
seized a knife and said, *“ Look here, papa, if you
say another word I will cut the joints of my fingers,

1 Marchand had been director of the theatre in Mannheim. Mozart’s
father took charge of his son Henry, to cultivate his talents, and sub-
sequently also received the daughter Margarethe into his family.
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and then I shall be a cripple on your hands, and
you will have to feed me.” Both have repeatedly
spoken ill of their father to different people. You
no doubt well remember Madlle. Boudet, who is in
their house? The old gentleman is rather partial
to her, so these two youths speak most unbecom-
ingly of her. When Hennerle was eight years old,
he made a formal declaration of love and proposal
of marriage to a girl, saying, “I cannot exactly
marry you at present, but when my father dies I
shall have money, for he has plenty, and then we
can live merrily together.” I know, too, that in
Mannheim no one ever allowed their boys to go
where the Marchands were. It is very sad, too, for
the sake of the lad himself; but I believe, my dear
father, that you might entirely reform him. Their
father and mother being actors, they hear nothing
all day but rhapsodies about love, despair, murder,
and death. The father is too indiscreet for his age,
and sets the boys no good example.

163.
Vienna, July 13, 1781.

I canwvor write much, for Count Cobenzl is just
going to drive to the town, and I must give him
this letter if I wish it to be posted. I am writ-
ing to you at an hour’s distance from Vienna, at a
place called Reisenberg. I was once before here
for a night, and now I am to stay some days. The
house is no great things, but nothing can be more
charming or more splendid than the landscape, and
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the forest, where a grotto has been made, which looks
just as if placed there by Nature. I got your last
letter. I have long intended to leave the Webers,
and I shall now certainly do so. But I give you
my honor that it is quite news to me to hear that I
am to live with Herr von Aurnhammer. It is the
fect that I did think of lodging with Mesmer, the
writing-master, but rather than do so I would con-
tinue with the Webers. Mesmer has Righini in
his house, [formerly an opera buffo singer, and at
that time a composer,] and is his great friend and
patron, but still more so of his lady. Until I can
find a good, reasonable, and comfortable lodging,
I shall not leave my present one ; and even then I
shall have to invent some plausible pretext to satisfy
the excellent woman, for I really have no cause to
go away. Herr von Moll [a Salzburg acquaint~
ance] has, I know not why, a very malicious
tongue, which surprises me in him. He said that
he hoped I would reflect, and soon return to Salz-
burg, for I should scarcely find things so agreeable
here ; but that I only stayed on account of the
ladies. Friiulein von Aurnhammer repeated this to
me, but the answers he everywhere receives on this
point are very plain. I can pretty well guess why
he talks in this strain ; he is a very great patron of
Kozeluch’s. Oh! how silly! The story of Herr
von Molk caused me the most profound astonish-
ment ; I thought him capable of much, but I never
could have believed him to be a rogue ; I pity the
poor family from my heart. -
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164.

» Vienna, July 25, 1781.

I rEPEAT that I have long had it in my head to
remove to another lodging, solely from people’s gos-
sip, and very much do I regret being obliged to go
on account of such nonsense, in which there is not
a word of truth. I should really be glad to know
why certain people take pleasure in spreading
groundless reports. Because I live with them, I
am to marry the daughter.! Nothing was said as
to my being in love with her; that was entirely
passed over — merely that I lodge in their house
and am to be married! If ever there was a time
when I thought less of marriage in my life, it is at
the present moment. I have no wish whatever to
have a rich wife, but even if I could make my for-
tune by marriage, I could not pay my court to any
one at present, having very different things in my
head. God has not bestowed talents on me to in-
vest them in a rich wife, and to waste my youth in
idleness. I am just beginning to live, and shall I
myself embitter my life ? I certainly have nothing
to say against matrimony, but it would be a misfor-
tunte to me at this time. To avoid then even the
appearance of such a thing, (false as it is,) I must
leave them; though even the appearance rests on
nothing but the fact that I live there, for those who
do not frequent the house cannot even say that I
have as much intercourse with her as with the rest

1 Constanze, Aloysia’s second sister, eventually Mozart’s wife.
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of God’s creatures. The girls seldom go out, in-
deed never, except to the theatre, and I never
escort them there, because generally I am not at
home when the play begins. We went together
twice to the Prater, but her mother was with us,
and as I chanced to be in the house I could not
well refuse to accompany them ; besides, at that
time I had heard none of these foolish rumors. I
must also tell you that I was only allowed to pay my
own share ; and the mother having since then heard
these reports from others, as well as from myself,
does not wish us to go anywhere together, and her-
self advised me to remove to another house, in
order to avoid any further unpleasantness. She
says it would grieve her to be the innocent cause
of annoyance to me. This is the sole reason why I
have for some little time (since people began to gos-
sip) thought of changing my residence. So far as
truth goes, I have as yet no other. These gossip-
ing people are the only cause of the change; were
it not for these reports, I should hardly think of
going; for though I might easily procure a better
room, I can scarcely expect so much comfort, and
to meet with such friendly, obliging people. I will
not say that, living in the same house with the
young lady to whom people have married me, I
am ill-bred and do not speak to her, but I am not
in love with her. I banter and jest with her when
time permits, (which is only in the evenings when I
chance to be at home, for in the morning I write in
my room, and in the afternoon am rarely in the
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house,) but nothing more. If I were obliged to
marry all those with whom I have jested, I should
have at least two hundred wives.

Now as to money. My pupil remained three
weeks in the country, so I received nothing, while
my own expenses went on ; so I could not send you
the thirty ducats — only twenty. But as I was
very sanguine about the subscription, I thought I
would wait till I could make up the promised sum.
Countess Thun, however, tells me that it is in vain
to think of any subscription till the autumn, for all
moneyed people are in the country: she has only
got ten names for me as yet, and my pupil seven.
In the mean time I am having six sonatas engraved.
Arataria, the music publisher, has already under-
taken them, and as soon as their sale brings me any
money I will send it to you. .

I must now beg my sister to. forgive me for not
baving written to congratulate her on her name-
day, but the letter is lying half finished in my desk.
After I had begun it on Saturday, Countess Rum-
beck sent ‘her servant to say that they were all go-
ing to the country, and to ask whether I would
not also go. As I do not like to refuse any wish of
Cobenzl’s, I left my letter lying, got together my
things hurriedly, and went with them. I thought to
myself my sister will not take it amiss. I now wish
her, before the festive week has passed away, all
the possible good and advantage that a sincere and
loving brother can from his heart desire for his sis-
ter, and embrace her most tenderly. I drove back

Y
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here to-day with the Count, and I return with him
to-morrow. Farewell, dear father! Have faith .
and trust in your son, who certainly has the most
kindly feelings towards all good people, so why
should he not have the same sentiments for his dear
father and sister ? Believe in him, and rely on
him, more than on certain individuals who have no
better occupation than to slander honest people.

165.
Vienna, August 1, 1781,

I WENT at once to get the sonatas arranged as
duets, as Frau von Schindl lives just opposite the
Auge Gottes [the Webers’ house]. If Madame
Duschek [a singer and friend of Mozart’s] happens
to be in Salzburg, I beg you will give her my very
kind regards, and ask whether, before she left
Prague, a gentleman called on her, the bearer of a
letter from me ; if not, I shall write to him forth-
with to forward it to Salzburg. I mean Rossi, of
Munich, who begged me to assist him by a letter

.of introduction; he took some good letters with
him from here to Prague. If my letter only con-
ceined his introduction, I should certainly leave it
at his disposal, but I asked Madame Duschek in it
to assist me in my subscription for the six sonatas.
I was glad to do this little service to Rossi, as he
wrote the poetry of the cantata which I am to give
for my benefitin Advent.

Stephanie brought me a libretto the day before yes-
“terday to compose. I must say that if he does be-
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have badly to other people, about which I know
nothing, he is at all events a very kind friend to me.
The libretto is very good indeed ; the subject Turk-
ish, and the title ¢ Belmont und Konstanze, oder
die Verfilhrung aus dem Serail.” I intend to
write the symphony, the chorus in the first act,
and the final chorus, with Turkish instrumentation.
Madame Cavalieri, Madlle. Teyber, M. Fischer,
M. Adamberger, and M. Walter, are to sing in it.
I am so delighted to write the opera, that I have
already finished Cavalieri’s first air, and that of
Adamberger, as well as the terzett which closes
the first act. No doubt the time is short, for it
is to be performed in the middle of September ;
but the circumstances connected with the period
when it is to be given, and in fact every other
prospect, gladden my spirit to such an extent, that
I eagerly hurry off to my writing-table, and remain
seated there in the greatest delight. The Grand-
Duke of Russia is coming here; so Stephanie en-
treated me, if possible, to complete the opera in
that short space of time, for the Emperor and Count
Rosenberg are soon expected, and their first ques-
tion will be whether anything new is in prepara-
tion; when he can have the satisfaction of being
able to reply that Umlauf will by that time have
finished his opera, (on which he has been long en-
gaged,) and that I am writing one for the occasion.
No doubt, too, he will make it a merit on my part
to have undertaken on this account to write it in so
short a time. No one knows of this except Adam-"
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berger and Fischer ; for Stephanie begged us to say
nothmg, inasmuch as, Rosenberg not being here, it
might give rise to a great deal of gossip. Stephanie
does not wish it to be thought that he has done this
from being so very kind a friend of mine, but rather
because Count Rosenberg desires it, who certainly,
at the time he left this, charged him to look out for
a libretto.

I have nothing more to write about, for I have
no news to give you. The lodging to which I am
about to move is now ready, and I am going out to
hire a piano, for until it is in my room I cannot
live in it, having so much to write that I cannot
afford a moment’s delay. I shall miss a great many
comforts in my new apartment, especially as to eat-
ing. When I had anything very urgent to finish,
the Webers always waited dinner for me as long as
I chose, and I could go on writing without dressing,
and also go to dinner and supper through an inner
door ; whereas now, unless I pay additional, and
have dinner served in my own room, I lose at least
half an hour by dressing, (which was usually my
afternoon’s task,) and must go out, particularly for
supper. You know that writing usually makes me
very hungry, and the kind friends with whom I
could sup do so at eight o’clock, or half-past eight
at latest. Where I now am we have no supper till
ten o’clock. Adien! I must conclude, as I have to
go in search of a piano.

VOL. II, b
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166.
Vienna, August 8, 1781.

I must write quickly, for I have only this in-
stant finished the Janissary chorus; it is past
twelve o’clock, and I have promised to drive with
the Aurnhammers and Cavalieri, at two o’clock pre-
cisely, to Mingendorf, near Luxemburg, where the
camp is. Adamberger, Cavalieri, and Fischer are
exceedingly pleased with their arias. I dined yes-
terday with Countess Thun, and am to do so again
to-morrow. I played to her the portions I have
completed, and at the end she said she would stake
her life that. what I have written so far cannot fail to
please. In a point of this kind I place no value on
any man’s praise or censure, before people hear and
see it as a whole, and I continue simply to follow
my own feelings. You may, however, see from
this how pleased people must be to speak in such a
manner. .

As I have nothing of any consequence to write
about, I will tell you a dreadful history ; but per-
haps you have heard it. It is called the Tyrolese
story ; it particularly interests me because I knew
the unfortunate person to whom it occurred when
I was in Munich, and he is also in the habit of com-
ing to see us here every day. His name is Herr

" von Wiedmer, and he is a nobleman. Whether
owing to misfortunes or to a natural inclination for
the stage I know not, but some months ago he col-
lected a company, with whom he went to Inn-
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spruck. One Sunday afternoon this worthy man
was going quietly along the street, and some gen-
tlemen were walking close behind him; one of
these, a Baron Buffa, began to abuse the Director,
saying, ¢ That impostor ought to teach his dancer

. to walk before he produces her on the stage,” using

all sorts of epithets. Herr von Wiedmer, having
heard this for some time, at last naturally looked
round; on which Buffa asked him what he was
looking at. The former answered quite good-hu-
moredly, “ Why, you are also looking at me ; the
street is free, any one can look round who chooses,”
and went on his way. Baron Buffa, however, per-
sisted in his abuse, which at last proving too much
for the good man’s patience, he asked him to whom
he applied such terms. ¢ To you, you rascal!”
was the reply, accompanied by a violent box on the
ear, which Herr von Wiedmer instantly returned
with interest. Neither had a sword, or Wiedmer
would not have given blow for blow. Wiedmer
went quietly home to arrange his hair, (as Baron
Buffa had seized him by it,) intending to bring the
case before the President, (Count Wolkenstein.)
But he found his house filled with soldiers, who
carried him off to the guard-house, and say what
he would it was of no avail, he was condemned to
receive twenty-five lashes on his back. At last he
said, “ I am a nobleman, and will not submit to be
struck when I am guiltless; I would rather enlist
as a soldier that I may revenge myself.” For in
Innspruck the stupid Tyrolese custom is, that no
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man can with impunity strike a privileged person,
whatever provocation he may have received. On
this they took him to the house of correction, where
he received not only the twenty-five lashes, but
fifty. Before they were inflicted he said, “I am
innocent, and I shall appeal publicly to the Em-
peror.” But the corporal answered with a sneer,
¢ The gentleman must first receive his fifty lashes,
and he can appeal afterwards.,” The whole affair
was over in two hours— that is, by two o’clock.
It was a marvel that he was able to endure such a
punishment, and indeed, when conveyed away, he
was in a fainting state, and afterwards three weeks
confined to bed. As soon as he was cured he went
off straight to Vienna, where he now is, anxiously
awaiting the arrival of the Emperor, who has al-
ready been informed of the whole case, not only by
people here, but by his sister the Archduchess
Elizabeth in Innspruck. Wiedmer is himself the
bearer of a letter from her to the Emperor. The
day previous to this occurrence, the President had
received orders to punish no one, be they who and
what they might, without first apprising the author-
ities here, — which makes the case still worse. The
President must indeed be a stupid, malicious dolt.
But how can this poor man'ever procure adequate
compensation ? The lashes must always remain.
If I were Wiedmer, I would demand the following
satisfaction from the Emperor: that the President
should receive fifty lashes while I was present, and
likewise pay me 6000 ducats; and if I could not
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obtain this demand in full, I would accept no other,
and stab him to the heart at the very first opportu-
nity. — (N. B. Wiedmer has already been offered
8000 ducats to stay away from Vienna and to hush
up the affair.) No soul can bear the President,
and his house has been guarded the whole time.
There is a pamphlet out about hxm, and nothing is
talked of but this affair.

I pity poor Wiedmer very much, for he is never
well now, and complains of constant headaches and
pains in his breast.

167.
Vienna, August 23, 1781.

I cannor send you the address of my new lodg-
ing, because I have not yet got one. I have heard
of two, but am at issue about the price; one of
these I must take, as I cannot stay here next month,
and shall certainly have to move. It appears that
Herr von Aurnhammer wrote to you that I had
actually engaged his lodging. I certainly did take
it, but such a one it was — fit for rats and mice,
but not for human beings. At twelve o’clock at
noon a lantern was required to light me up-stairs.
The room might be called a closet, and to get at
it I had to pass through the kitchen, and above
my door there was a small window ; they, indeed,
promised to put up a curtain, at the same time re-
questing me to draw it aside again as soon as I was
dressed, otherwise they could not see at all, either
in the kitchen or in the adjoining rooms. The
woman herself called the house a rat’s nest, —in
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short, it was miserable to behold. This would
have been a fine place for me to live in, when so
many people of distinction come to see me. The
worthy man certainly thought of nothing but him-
self and his daughter, who is the most tiresome
creature I ever knew. As in your last letter you
pass such a eulogium (in Count Daun’s style) on
this family, I must really give you further particu-
lars of it. I would have passed over in silence all
you are about to read as a matter of indifference,
and only a private and personal annoyance, but as
your letter shows me that you place reliance on
this family, I think myself bound to tell you hon-
estly both its good and bad aspect. He is the best-
tempered man in the world — indeed, only too
much so, for his wife, the most stupid, gossiping
woman imaginable, has quite the upper hand, so
that when she speaks he does not venture to say a
word. As we often went out to walk together, he
begged me not to say before his wife that we had
taken a flacre, or gone to drink a glass of beer.
Now really I can place no confidence in a man so
utterly insignificant in his own family. He is a
worthy creature and a kind friend of mine, and T
could constantly dine with him, but I am always
averse to my obligingness being paid for; though,
indeed, I think it would be no payment. Such
people, however, always make a marvel of what
they do. I de not go to see them for my own ben-
efit, but for theirs, for I can discover no good that
it does me, and I never met one single person there
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worth. even naming on this paper. In other re-
spects, worthy people, but nothing more, and who
have sufficient shrewdness to see how useful my
acquaintance is to their daughter, for all those who
heard her play formerly declare that since I have.
taught her, her playing is quite changed. I give
no description of thé mother ; let it suffice to say
that at dinner it is hard work not to burst out
laughing in her face. Basta! You know Frau
Adlgasserin? [See No. 78.] Well, this woman is
still more aggravating, for she is slanderous into the
bargain, so that she is both stupid and malicious.
As for the daughter, if a painter wished to depict
the devil according to nature, he could not do better
than have recourse to her face. She is as clumsy
as a peasant-girl, revolting to look at, dirty and un-
tidy. I wrote to you how she plays the piano, and
why she asked me to give her my assistance. I am
happy to oblige people, but not to be plagued inces-
santly. She is not satisfied with my being two
hours every day with her, —1I am to sit there the
livelong day while she tries to be agreeable. But,
worse still, she is Seriously smitten with me. I
thought at first it was a joke, but now I know it
to be the fact. When I first observed it — by her
beginning to take liberties, such as reproaching me
tenderly if I came later than usual, or could not
stay long, and similar things —1I was obliged, to
prevent her making a fool of herself| to tell her the
truth in a civil manner. This, however, did no
good, and she became more loving than ever. At
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last I was always very polite, except when she be-
gan any of her pranks, and then I snubbed her
bluntly ; but one day she took my hand and said,
“ Dear Mozart, don’t be so cross; you may say
what you please, but I shall always like you.” All
the people here say that we are to be married, and
great surprise is expressed at'my choosing such a
face. She told me that when she heard anything
of the sort she always laughed at it. I know, how-
ever, from a third person, that she confirms it, add-
ing that we are to travel immediately afterwards.
This did enrage me. I told her my opinion pretty
plainly, and warned her not to take advantage of
my good nature. Now I no longer go there every
day, but only every two days, so the report will
gradually die away. She is nothing but an amor-
ous fool ; for, before she was acquainted with me,
on hearing me play in the theatre, she said, ¢ He is
to call on me to-morrow, and then I will play his
variations for him in the very same style.” On
this account I did not go, for it was not only a con-
ceited speech, but utterly untrue, as I never had
heard a word about calling on her next day.
Adieu! my paper is full. The first act of the
opera is finished.
168. :
Vienna, August 29, 1781.

I wiLL now answer your questions. Madame
Bernasconi [see No. 161] receives 500 ducats
from the directors, or, so far as I can tell, from the
Emperor, but only for one year.—N.B. She
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grambles, and has long been wishing herself away,
but that is all her Italian duplicity ; no doubt she
thinks that the more she grumbles the more they
will want her to stay here, or she would scarcely
have left London to come to Vienna, for no one
could guess why or how she came. I believe that
Count Dietrichstein, (Master of the Horse,) her
patron, knew about it previously, and Gluck also
(wishing to have his French operas performed in
German) lent her a helping hand. There is no
doubt that she was in some degree forced on the
Emperor. Most of the nobility are very well dis-
posed towards her, but not the Emperor in. his
heart, as little as to Gluck. Nor is she a favorite
with the public. It is true that in grand tragic
parts she will always remain Bernasconi, but in
small operettas she is a failure, (for they no longer
suit her;) and then, as she herself admits, she is
more an Italian than a German, and her accent on
the stage is as thoroughly Viennese, as in the inter-
course of daily life, —so now you can picture her
to yourself, — and when she occasionally strives to
counteract this, it is like hearing a Princess declaim
in a puppet-show. Her singing, too, is now so bad
that no one will write anything for her. But in
order to do something for her 500 ducats, she has
(with much difficulty) prevailed on the Emperor
to have Gluck’s ¢ Iphigenie’ and ¢ Alceste ” per-
formed, — the former in German, the latter in Ital-
ian. I know nothing of Signor Righini’s circum-
stances ; he makes a great deal by teaching, and
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last Easter his cantata was successful, for he gave
it twice in succession, and had good receipts on
both occasions. He writes very prettily, though
not very deep, and is a monstrous thief; he offers
his stolen things again and again to the public in
such profusion, and to such an extent, that people
can really scarcely digest them. The Grand-Duke
of Russia does not come till November, so I can
write my opera more deliberately. I am delighted
at this. I will not have it performed before All
Saints Day, for that is the best time, as so many
people come in from the country then.

I have now engaged a very prettily furnished
apartment in the Graben, and shall be in it when
you receive this. I purposely chose one not look-
ing on the street, on account of its quietness. As
for Duschek, I already named in my letter the
price of the sonatas — three ducats.

169.
Vienna, Sept. 1781.

I aM writing to you in my new room ¢ auf den
Graben,” No. 1175, third floor. I can unbappily
discover from your answer to my last letter that
(just asif I were an arch-reprobate, or blockhead,
or both combined) you place entire faith in the
written gossip of others, and thus show no confi-
dence in me. But I do assure you such things do
not distarb me ; people may write till they are
blind, and you may approve of it as much as you
please, but it will not make me alter one hair’s-
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breadth ; I shall remain the same honest fellow that
I have everbeen. I give you my honor, that if you
had not insisted on my engaging another apartment,
I would never have left my former one ; I feel just
like a person who leaves his own comfortable trav-
elling-carriage for the diligence. But not another
word, as it is all of no use, for the nonsense that
God knows who put into your head, always out-
weighs my assurances. - One thing I must beg:
when you find fault with me, and when I write you
my ideas in return, (as I shall always think that any
discussion between father and son ought to be pri-
vate, and not be made known to others,) I beg you
will consider such matters as sacred to ourselves, and
do not discuss them with others ; for, by heavens!
I would not give the smallest account of my ac-
tions to others— no, nqt if it were the Emperor
himself! Always place confidence in me, for I de-
- serve it; I have anxiety and worry enough here to.
maintain myself, and to read vexatious letters be-
sides is very hard upon me. From the first mo-
ment I came here I have been obliged to live en-
tirely on my own means, that is, by what I could
make through my own exertions ; my companions
invariably drew their salary in addition. Cecarelli
made more money than I did, but spent it all freely
here ; had I done the same, I could not possibly
have given up my situnation. It is certainly not
my fault, dearest father, that you have not hitherto
got any money from me, but that of the present
unproductive season. Only have patience, which
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I must also have, and trust me I never will forget
you. -

At the time of my affair with the Archbishop 1
wrote for clothes, having nothing with me but my
black suit. The mourning was over, the weather
hot, and no clothes came ; so I was obliged to order
some heré, for I could not go about Vienna like a
pauper, particularly at that time. My linen, too,
was pitiful to see ; no house-porter had shirts so
coarse as mine, which is certainly the most unseemly
thing of all in a man ; so this was a fresh expense.
I had only one pupil, and she stayed away three
weeks, so there I lost again. The grand principle
here is not to make one’s self too cheap, for that is
utter ruin. The most pretentious always obtain the
preference. From all your letters I see that you
believe I do nothing but amuse myself, but in this
you are utterly mistaken. I can with truth say
that I have no pleasures, not one except that of
being no longer in Salzburg. I hope that all will
go well in winter, and then, dearest father, I shall
certainly not forget you. If I see that any good is
to be done, I shall remain longer here; if not, I
have some idea of going straight to Paris, and I
hope you will give me your opinion on this point.
P.S. — My compliments to the Duscheks. I beg
you will send me by the first opportunity the aria
that I wrote for Madame Baumgarten [see No.
127], the rondo for Madame Duschek, and Ceca~
relli’s also.
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170.
Vienna, Sept. 12, 1781.

THE serenata of Rust [a Salzburg musician]
must have had a fine effect in the Rock Theatre
[in Heilbrunn], especially as all the singers were
seated, and sang from the music, which would not
have been practicable in a hall or in a large room.
I cannot help laughing when I hear the projects of
concerts to be given in honor of the Grand-Duke,
and no doubt the Grand-Duke will arrive here all
of a sudden, and then we shall have no Rock Thea-
tre. Herr Lipp [organist in Salzburg] must have
made a fine exhibition before all the great dignita-
ries, a degree worse than even Haydn [Michael]
if possible. The valor that Haydn displayed in the
Lazareth grove was of no little benefit to my health.
I pity the poor sufferers in Redstatt from my heart.
Speaking of fire, I must tell you that the Magdalen
Chapel in Stephan’s Church has been blazing
throughout the whole night. The smoke awoke
the watchmen of the town at five o’clock in the
morning, but till half-past five no one came to try
to extinguish it, and it was fully six o’clock before
they brought water and engines where it was blazing
most fiercely ; the whole altar with all its decora-
tions, and the chairs, and everything in the chapel,
is burnt. They were obliged to drive the people
with blows to assist in putting out the fire, and as
no one seemed willing to help, gentlemen in laced
coats and embroidered waistcoats volunteered their
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aid. It is said that since Vienna was a city, there
never was seen such a disgraceful want of regula-
tion as on this occasion. Of course the Emperor
is not here. I do wish that Daubrawaick may soon
arrive, so that I may get my music. Fraulein von
Aurnhammer torments me incessantly about the
double concerto. We have now rehearsals on re-
hearsals in the theatre ; the ballet-master Antoine
has been summoned from Munich, and figurantes are
sought in all Vienna and its suburbs, for there is now
only a melancholy residuum left of Noverre’s troop
[see No. 101] ; besides, during the last eight years
they have never danced a step, so their legs are now
like actual sticks. I think I wrote to you lately
that Gluck’s ¢ Iphigénie ” is to be given in Geerman,
and his ¢ Alceste ” in Italian. If one of the two
is performed, I shall think it all right, but both
would annoy me, and I will tell you why: the per-
son who has translated ¢ Iphigénie” into German
is an admirable poet, and I would fain have given
him my Munich opera to translate. I meant to
have entirely rewritten the part of Idomeneo, and
altered it to a bass part for Fischer, and would have
made many other alterations, and arranged it more
in the French style. Bernasconi, Adamberger, and
Fischer would all have been glad to sing in it, but
as they have now two operas to study, and most
difficult operas they are, I must give up this idea;
besides, a third opera would be too much.
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171,
Vienna, Sept. 19, 1781.
MA TRES-CHERE S®EUR,—

By my dear father’s last letter I find that you
are ill, which causes me no little sorrow and anxi-
ety; indeed, as you have been drinking mineral
waters for the last fortnight, you must have been
unwell for some time, and yet I never heard a
word of it. Your frequently recurring indisposi-
tion induces me to write to you in all sincerity.
Believe me, dearest sister, that I am quite in ear-
nest when I say that I wish you had a good hus-
band, for your state of mind influences your health
very much ; so I hope you may soon be married.
You let me off only too easily in your.last letter,
and did not scold me as I deserved. I am ashamed
when I think of my neglect, and can allege no single
excuse, except that the last time I heard from you
I began to write to you, but left the letter lying un-
finished till I tore it up; for the time is not arrived
when I may be able to give you more sure comfort ;
but I hope, and do not doubt, that it will come.
Now listen to my suggestions.
. You are aware that I'am writing an opera ; those

portions that are already finished have met with
universal praise. I know the nation, and I hope it
will prove successful. If this be the case, I shall
be as much esteemed here for my compositions as
for my pianoforte-playing. ~'When I have got
through this winter, I shall know better what my
circumstances really are, and I do not doubt that’
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they will be good. I think it hardly possible that
anything should turn up in Salzburg for you and
D’Yppold [her lover],— indeed, I feel certain of
this. Could not D’Yppold manage to get some-
thing here ? I suppose he has some means? Ask
him about this, and if he thinks the thing might be
brought about, he has only to point out to me
what steps to take, and I will do my utmost, feeling
so deeply interested in the result. If this were ac-
complished, you might marry at once, for I have
no doubt that you would make a good deal of
money here by playing, for instance, at private
concerts, and be solicited to give lessons, and be
well paid for them. In that case my father must
also leave Salzburg and come with you, and then
we might once more live happily together. I see
no other expedient; and before I was aware that
your affair with D’Yppold was serious, I had al-
ways this scheme in my head for you. Our dear
father was the only obstacle, for I am anxious that
he should enjoy rest and tranquillity, and no longer
plague and torment himself; but I think in this
way it might be managed, for by your husband’s
earnings, your own, and mine, we could surely gain
a livelihood, and procure for our father rest and an
agreeable life. Do speak to D’Yppold about this
at once, and send me your instructions without de-
lay, for the sooner I begin to press forward the mat-
ter the better. I can do most by means of the
Cobenzls, but D’Yppold must write how and what.

M. Marchal sends you his compliments, and more
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particularly to D’Yppold, and begs again to return
him his grateful thanks for his friendly services at
the time he left. I must conclude, for I have still
to write to papa. Farewell, dearest sister ! I hope
to have better accounts of your health in papa’s
next letter, and to see them confirmed soon by your
own hand. Adieu! I embrace you a thousand
times, and am ever your unalterably attached and
loving brother.
172.
Vienna, Sept. 26, 1781.
THE opera began with my monologue, so I asked

‘Herr Stephanie to write an arietta for it, and then,

after Osmin’s little song, when the two talk together,
to substitute a duet. We intend the part of Osmin
for Herr Fischer, who certainly has a grand bass
voice, (although the Archbishop once assured me
that he sang too low for a bass, and I in return
promised that he should sing higher next time,) so
we must take advantage of this, especially as he
has the whole public in his favor here. In the
original libretto Osmin has only one song, and
nothing else to sing except in the terzetto and finale ;
so now he has an aria in the first act, and also
one in the second. I have already indicated to
Stephanie the words that I require for that air, the
chief part of the music being finished before Ste-
phanie heard a word on the subject. There is only
a beginning and an end, which must have a good
effect, and Osmin’s rage is made comical by the ac-
companiment of the Turkish music. In working
VOL. I 6
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out the aria, I have given full scope to Fischer’s
fine deep tones to vibrate. The *“ D’rum beim
Barte des Propheten ” is indeed in the same time,
but with quick notes, and as his wrath gradually
increases, (when the aria appears to be at an end,)
the allegro assai follows in quite another measure
and key, which must insure the best effect ; for as
a man in such a violent fit of passion transgresses
all the bounds of order and propriety, and forgets
himself in his fury, the same must be the case with
the music too. But as the passions, whether vio-
lent or not, must never be expressed so as to be-
come revolting, and the music even in the most ap-
palling situations never offend the ear, but continue
to please and be melodious, I did not go from F, in
which the air is written, into a remote key, but into
an analogous one, not however into its nearest rela-
tive ‘D minor, but into the more remote A minor.
Do you know how I have expressed Belmonte’s
aria in A major, “ O wie #ngstlich, o wie feurig,”
and the ¢ throbbing heart ”’ ?— by octaves on the
violins., This is the favorite aria of all those who
have heard it, and mine also, and written expressly
to suit Adamberger’s voice. You hear the trem-
bling, throbbing, swelling breast expressed by a cres-
cendo ; while the whispers and sighs are rendered
by the first violins with sordini, and a flute in unison.
The Janissary chorus is, as such, all that can be
desired — short and lively, and written entirely to
please the Viennese. I have rather sacrificed Con-
stanze’s aria to the flexible throat of Madlle. Cava-
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lieri, — ¢ Trennung war mein banges Loos ”’ I have
endeavored to express so far as an Italian bravura
air will admit of it. I have changed the Hui into
schnell, so it now stands thus, — ¢ Doch wie schnell
schwand meine Freude!” I don’t know what our
German poets think ; even if they do mot under-
stand the theatre, or at all events operas, still they
should not make their personages talk as if they
were addressing a herd of swine.

Now about the terzetto at the close of the first
act. Pedrillo has passed off his master as an archi-
tect, to give him an opportunity to meet his Con-
stanze in the garden. The Pacha has taken him
into his service. Osmin the superintendent knows
nothing of this, and being a rude churl and a sworn
foe to all strangers, he is insolent, and refuses to let
them enter the garden. This beginning is very
short, and as the words admitted of it I wrote it
very passably for the three voices; then comes the
major at once pianissimo ; it must go very quick,
and wind up noisily at the close, which is always
appropriate at the conclusion of an act; the more
noise the better, the shorter the better, so that the
people may not have time to cool in their applause.
The overture is quite short, with alternate pianos
and fortes, the Turkish music always coming in
at the fortes. It is modulated through different
keys, and I think no one can well go to sleep over
it, even if his previous night has been a sleepless
one.

Now comes the rub! The first act has been
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ready for three weeks past, and likewise an aria in
the second act, and the drunken duet, which in
fact consists entirely of my Turkish tatoo, but I
cannot go on with it just now, as the whole story
is being altered, and by my own desire. At the
beginning of the third act there is a charming quin-
tet, or rather finale, but I should prefer baving it
at the end of the second act. In order to make
this practicable, great changes must be made, and
in fact an entirely new plot introduced; but Ste-
phanie is already over head and ears in other work.

173.
Vienna, Oct. 6, 1781.

THERE was a rumor that the Archbishop intended
to come here this month, (with a numerous suite,
t0o,) but it is now contradicted. As for Cecarelli,
I believe there is no doubt that he will get his ap-
pointment, and indeed I don’t know where a bet-
ter singer could be had for the money. You perhaps
already know what occurred to two of the Salzburg
travelling students on their arrival at Strassburg ?
They were actually refused permission to pass
through the gates, because they looked not only
like beggars, but scamps. Herr von Aurnhammer
told me that a cousin of one of these youths (who
brought him a letter of introduction) related this
to him, adding that he said to them, “ My good
young men, you must stay in the house for four or
five days with me, that I may bave you decently
dressed, for you cannot go out as you are, without
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the risk of the boys in the street mobbing you and

- pelting you with mud.” A flattering testimonial to
his illustrious Highness! I must now ez commds-
sione ask you a question just as it was put to me:
Who are the Counts of Klesheim? and what is
become of them? Schmidt, (my cousin’s poor un-
fortunate adorer,) who is now with Trattner the
bookseller, begged me very urgently to obtain infor-
mation for him on the point.

I have now lost all patience at not being able to
continue my opera. I am, indeed, in the interim-
writing other things, but my passion is fixed on it,
and what would at other times require fourteen
days to write, I could now do in four. I composed
in one day Adamberger’s aria in A, that of Cava-
lieri in B, and the terzett, and wrote them out in a
day and a half. It would, however, be of no avail
if the whole opera were finished, for it would only
be left on the shelf till Gluck has brought out his
two operas, and the singers have a vast deal yet to
study in them. Umlauf is also obliged to wait with
his opera, — ¢ Die Bergknappen,”— which is com-
pleted, and which took him a whole year to write.
you need not take it for granted, however, that
having taken a whole year it must be good, (entre
nous.) I should have supposed (between our-
selves) that this opera had been the fruits of four- -
teen or fifteen days’ work, especially as the man
has evidently learnt so many operas by heart, so all
he had to do was to write out the music, which is
precisely what he did, — you can hear at once that
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it is so. You must know that he invited me to visit
him in the most polite manner (c’est @ dire, in his
own fashion) that I might hear his opera, saying,
“You must not think that it is worth your hear-
ing ; I am not so far advanced as that, but I make
it as good as I can.” I heard he afterwards said,
¢ That Mozart is the very devil, both in head, body,
and fingers; he played my opera (which is so
wretchedly transcribed that I myself cannot read
it) as if he had composed it himself.” Now adieu!
I hope my dear sister, whom I cordially embrace,
may speedily recover. As for you, my dear father,
take some cart-grease, wrap it in paper, and wear it
on your chest. Bruise the bone of a leg of veal,
and add a kreutzer’s worth of leopard’s-bane in pa-
per, and carry it in your pocket. I hope this will
certainly cure you. Adieu!

174.
Vienna, Oct. 13, 1781.

Borr Friulein von Aurnhammer and I thank
you for the concertos. M. Marchal brought young
Herr von Mayer to my room yesterday morning,
and in the afternoon I drove to his house and fetched
my things. M. Marchal is in hopes of being placed
as tutor in Count Jean Esterhazy’s family. Count
Cobenzl gave him a written recommendation to
Count Esterhazy. He said to me, “I gavea letter
to your protégé,” and when he next saw Marchal
he said, *““As soon as I have an answer, I will men-
tion it to your friend M. Mozart.”
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Now ag to the libretto of the opera. So far as
regards Stephanie’s work, you are quite right ; still
the poetry is strictly in keeping with the character
of the stupid, surly, malicious Osmin. I am well
aware that this species of verse is not the best, but
it chimed in so admirably with my musical ideas
(previously rambling about in my head) that it
could not fail to please me, and I would lay a wa-
ger that when it is performed no deficiencies will
be found. As for the poetry in the piece itself, I
really do not consider it at all despicable. The aria
of Belmonte, ¢ O wie dngstlich |’ could not possibly
be better written for the music. The *“ Hui” and
¢ Kummer ruht in meinem Schooss ™ excepted, (as
grief and repose are incompatible,) the air is not
badly written, particularly the first part, and I should
say that in an opera the poetry must necessarily be
the obedient daughter of the music. Why do the
Italian comic operas everywhere please, — with all
their wretched poetry,—even in Paris, where I
myself witnessed the fact? Because music rules
there supreme, and all else is forgotten. An opera
is certain to become popular when the plot is well
worked out, the verse written expressly for the
music, and not merely to suit some miserable rhyme,
(which never enhances the value of any theatrical
. performance, be it what it may, but rather detracts
from it,) bringing in words, or even entire verses,
which completely ruin the whole ideas of the com-
poser. Versification is, indeed, indispensable for
music, but rhyme, solely for rhyming’s sake, most



88 MOZART'S LETTERS.

pernicious. Those gentlemen who set to work in
this pedantic fashion will always insure the failure
both of their book and of the music. It would be
well if a good composer could be found who under-
stood the stage, with talent enough to make sugges-
tions, and combined with that true Phcenix — an
intellectual poet ; then no misgivings would be en-
tertained about the applause even of the unlearned.
Poets seem to me somewhat like trumpeters with
their mechanical tricks! If we musical composers
were to adhere as faithfully to our rules, (which
were very good at a time when no one knew any
better,) we should compose music as worthless as
their libretti. But I think I have given you a
pretty long digression, so I must now inquire about
what I have always most at heart — your health,
dearest father. I proposed in my last letter two
remedies for your vertigo, which, if you do not
know them, you may not value, but I have been
assured that they are certain to have a good effect ;

and the pleasure of thinking you might get quite -

well made me so entirely believe this assurance
that I could not resist naming them to you at once.
My most sincere wish is that you may not require
them ; but, on the other hand, they might contrib-
ute to your entire recovery. I trust my sister is
now daily improving in health.
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175.
Vienna, Nov. 3, 1781.

Pray forgive my not having acknowledged by
the last post the receipt of the cadenzas, for which
I thank you much. It was my name-day, so I per-
formed my religious duties very early in the morn-
ing, and just as I was going to write to you, a
number of congratulating friends besieged me. At
twelve o’clock I drove to Baroness Waldstddten, in
the Leopold Stadt,! where I spent my name-day.
At eleven o’clock at night I was treated to a sere-
nade of two clarionets, two horns, and two bassoons,
and indeed it was a composition of my own which
I wrote for the Theresa-day, for Frau von Hickl,
sister-in-law of Herr von Hickl, (court painter,)
where it was produced for the first time. The six"
men who executed it are poor fellows, but play
right well together, particularly the first clarionet-
player and two of the horn-players. The chief
reason why I composed it was that I wished Herr
von Strack [one of the Emperor’s gentlemen] (who
goes there daily) to hear something of mine; so I
wrote it rather carefully. It met with great ap-
plause, and was played in three different places on
the Theresa-day ; for after having finished in one
place, they were paid to proceed to another and play

1 Né¢e von Schiifer, one of the most distinguished pianistes in
Vienna, and a kind patroness of Mozart’s. Indeed, in order to for-
ward his love-affair, and to rescue Constanze from her mother’s ill-

usage, she, at that time, repeatedly asked the girl to stay with her.
See No. 182. This serenade is marked by Kéochel as No. 875.
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it again. The musicians begged that the gates might
be thrown open, and, placing themselves in the
centre of the court-yard, surprised me (just about
to undress) in the most agreeable way in the world
by the first chord in E flat.

It would be a good thing if my opera were ready,
for Umlauf cannot give his at present, Madlle. Weiss
and Madlle. Schindler being both indisposed. I
must go off to Stephanie at once, as he says that
- he has at last something ready for me. I have
nothing new to write about, for trifles are not likely
to interest you, and more important matters you
know quite as well as we do in Vienna. It is
striking three, so I must hurry off to Stephanie, or
I may miss him, and then have to wait again. I
hope you every day feel yourself better, and my
dear sister also, whom I fondly embrace.

176.
Vienna, Nov. 16, 1781.

I THANK you a thousand times for your congrat-
ulations on my name-day, and send you mine for
Leopold-day. My dedrest and kindest father, I wish
you every imaginable good that can be devised, and
‘indeed I do so for my own sake, even more than for
yours. Sol wish ( for my own sake) that you may
continue in health, and live for countless years to
the increase of my peace and happiness. I wish
that all I do and undertake may be in accordance
with your desire and pleasure, or rather that I may
never do anything which does not ultimately cause
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you happiness. I hope it may be so, for whatever
contributes to your son’s happiness must of course
be welcpme to you also. Herr von Aurnhammer,
(in whose house I am now writing,) his wife, and
the two young ladies, also send you their best wishes.
The Duke of Wiirtemberg is expected to-day, so
to-morrow there is to be a masked ball, and on the
25th a public Redoute at Schonbrunn. A consid-
erable emberras has arisen about this, for according
to general report the Grand-Duke is to remain here
only ten days, whereas St. Catharine’s day, (for
which the ball has been fixed,) according to the
Greek calendar, falls on the 6th of December. No
one knows yet what will be done. I must tell you
a diverting incident. The actors were commanded
by the Emperor each to select a part to perform
before the Grand-Duke. Lange [Aloysia’s hus-
band] applied for that of Hamlet, but Count Ro-
senberg, who does not like Lange, said that could
not be, because Brockmann had always played
the part here. When this was repeated to Brock-
mann, he went to Rosenberg, and told him that he
could not appear in the part, and that the play
could not be performed at all. And why? Be-
cause the Grand-Duke himself had all along played
the part of Hamlet too well! The Emperor (they
say — they say — they say) sent Brockmann fifty
ducats on hearing it. Now I have no more news.
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177,
Vienna, Nov. 17, 1781,

As for Cecarelli, it is quite out of the question.
I cannot offer him a bed even for a single night ;
for I have only one room, which is not large, and
so crammed with a chest of drawers, a table, and a
piano, that I really don’t know where a bed could
be placed, but I could find a cheap lodging for him
if I only knew precisely when he was to arrive.

All this time I have never seen Countess Schon-
born [the Archbishop’s sister]. I had no inclina-
tion to go to her, and I still feel just the same. I
know her well ; she would (to a certainty) say
something that I could not digest or leave unan-
swered, and it is always better to avoid such things.
At all events, she knows that I am here, and if she
wishes to see me she can send for me. Czernin
could not refrain from alluding to the Molk affair
[see No. 168], and asked Molk publicly at table
what news he had of his brother the Councillor.
Milk was taken aback, and could not reply. I
should certainly have given him some answer. He
was corrupted in a house which the two brothers
often frequented.

I have at last got something to work at for my
opera. If we were always to trust and believe
talebearers, how often should we injure ourselves!
I cannot tell you how eagerly people strove to
prejudice me against Stephanie. I really became
quite uneasy on the subject, and if I had acted as
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I was advised, I should have converted a good
friend into an enemy, who might have done me a
great deal of harm, and certainly without any just
cause.

Yesterday the Archduke Maximilian?! sent for
me at three o’clock in the afternoon. When I
went in, he was standing beside the stove in the
inner room, waiting for me. He came straight up
to me and asked if I had anything particular to do.
¢« Nothing, your Royal Highness, nothing what-
ever ; and if I had, I should always esteem it a fa-
vor to be allowed to wait on your Royal Highness.”
“No, I never wish to inconvenience any man.”
He then told me that he purposed giving a concert
the same evening to the illustrious -Wiirtemberg
visitors, so he wished me to play and also to accom-
pany the singing; that I was to come back at six
o’clock, when all the others would be assembled.
I therefore played there yesterday. When God
gives a man a sacred office, He generally gives him
understanding, and so it will be, I hope, in the
case of the Archduke ; but before he became a
priest he was far wittier and more intellectual, and
spoke less, but more to the purpose. You should
see him now! Stupidity peers out of his eyes, he .
talks and holds forth incessantly, and always in
falsetto, — he has an enlarged throat,—in short,
the whole man seems entirely transformed. The
Duke of Wiirtemberg is most charming, and so are

1 See note to Letter 100. He became Archbishop of Cologne, and
was Beethoven's chief patron.
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the Duchess and the Princess; the Prince is a
stick of eighteen, a regular calf. I must now con-
clude. Farewell, and be as cheerful as you can.

178.
Vienna, Nov. 24, 1781,

I was' at a concert yesterday at Aurnhammer’s,
when Cecarelli called at my lodgings with the letter,
but as he did not find me he left it with the We-
bers, who sent it to me directly.” Countess Thun
was at the concert, (invited by me,) Baron von
Swieten, Baron Godenus, the rich converted Jew,
Wetzlar, Count Firmian, and Herr von Daubra-
waick and his son. We played the concerto a due,
and a sonata a due, which I composed expressly for
the occasion, and it was very successful [the short
one in D major, Kéchel, No. 881]. I will send you
this sonata by Herr von Daubrawaick, who said he
would be proud to place it in his portmantetu. It
was the son who said so, and, nota bene, a Salz-
burger! The father, however, when he was going
away, said aloud to me, ¢ I am proud of being your
countryman. You are doing Salzburg great hon-
or, and I hope the times may change so that we
may have you among us again, when we certainly
shall not allow you to leave us.” I merely replied,
“ My own country will always have the first claim
upon me.” The Grand-Duke is now here, as large
as life. To-morrow ¢ Alceste ” is to be given (in
Italian) at Schonbrunn, and a public ball. I have
looked out some favorite Russian airs, and intend
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to play variations on them. My sonatas are pub-
lished, and I will send them to you by the first
opportunity [Kdochel, Nos. 376—-380].

Cecarelli will probably wish to give a concert
with me ; but that must not be, for I do not admire
going shares with any one. All that I can do, as I
shall give a concert in Easter, is to let him sing in it,
and also to play for him gratis in his own. I must
conclude, as I have to go to Fraulein von Trattner
[his pupil].

179.
Vienna, Dec. 5, 1781.

I BHAVE no letter from you to-day, but I will write
you all the news I have heard, which is, indeed,
little enough, and that little consists chiefly of lies,
—and so I do not write you any, fearing to bring
myself into disgrace, — as, for instance, that Gen-
eral Laudon was really dead, but (happily for the
House of Austria) is now resuscitated. The Grand-
Duke is to remain here till the new year, and the
Emperor is concerned as to how he is to be amused
for such a long period ; so, to avoid all tribulation,
he does not amuse him at all. He thinks it quite
enough if he can amuse the Grand-Duchess; and
for that purpose he himself suffices. There was a
horrible confusion at the Schonbrunn ball. As such
a result of the admirable arrangements could be
easily foreseen without any witchcraft, Herr Ego
did not go at all, not being partial to crowds, push-
ing, and blows, even if they chance to be Imperial
ones. The court messenger, Strobel, had the dis-
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tribution of the tickets ; there were 8000 ‘applica-
tions. It was publicly announced that any one
could be placed on the list by applying to Strobel.
Everybody went, and Strobel wrote down the
names, and all people had to do was to send for
their tickets. Some, who were too well known,
had their tickets sent to their own houses, this com-
mission being intrusted to any boys loitering about.
It so happened that a boy on the stairs asked a
passer-by whether his name was go-and-so, who, in
fun, said that it was, so he got the ticket. I know
two families who, owing to this want of proper reg-
. ulation, did not get any tickets; they were on the
list, but, on sending for them, Strobel replied that
they had long since been sent. In this way the
ball was full of hairdressers and housemaids. Now,
however, comes the finest thmtr of all, at which the
nobility are very indignant. The Emperor, the
whole of the time, had the Grand-Duchess on
his arm ; there were two sets of contredanses of the
nobility — Romans and Tartars. Into one of these
the Vienna populace, who are never over-civil,
pushed forward so rudely that they forced the
Grand-Duchess to let go the Emperor’s arm, shov-
ing her forward among the dancers. The Emperor
began to stamp furiously, swore like a lazzarone,
drove back a crowd of people, and struck out right
and left. Some of the Hungarian guards wished to
go with him to clear a space, but he sent them off.
He is very properly served, for it could not be
otherwise, — a mob will always be a mob.
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I have this moment received your letter of the
27th November. It is quite true that the Emperor
drove to meet the Duke of Wiirtemberg, out of love
for the Princess. No soul here affects to make a
mystery of this, but no one knows whether she is
to be a prize for himself or for a Tuscan prince.
The latter is the most probable. The Emperor is
really too absurdly loving towards her, kissing her
hands constantly, first one and then the other, and
often both at once. This surprises me much, as she
is still in fact a mere child ; but if it be true, and
what people predict takes place, (and I suspect
that with him ¢ charity begins at home,”) that she
is to reside in a convent here for two years, prob-
ably if no evil spell intervenes she will become
my pupil on the piano.

I know the bassoon-player well whom they wish
to foist on the Archbishop. He plays second to
Ritter at the opera. You write that I must not
forget you. That you rejoice to think I do not,
gives me great pleasure ; but if you could believe
it possible I should forget you, it would indeed
cause me the greatest pain. I am toremember that
I have an immortal soul? Not only do I think of
this, but I firmly believe in it. Were it not so, in
what would consist the distinction between men
and animals ? Just because I both know and be-
lieve in this, have I been unable to fulfil all your
wishes in the way you expected. . Now farewell !

VOL. 11 7
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180.
' Vienna, Dec. 15, 1781. .°

I HAvVE this moment received yours of the 12th.
*Herr von Daubrawaick will convey this letter to
you, the watch, the Munich opera, the six published
sonatas, the sonata for two pianos, and the cadenzas.
All is over, so far as my hopes are concerned, as to
the Princess of Wiirtemberg. The Emperor has
entirely putan end to them, for he thinks Salieri all-
in-all. The Archduke Maximilian suggested me
as teacher to the Princess, and she replied that, had
it depended on her, she would have engaged mno
other master, but the Emperor had recommended
her to take Salieri on account of her singing, which
she very much regretted. What you write about
the House of Wiirtemberg and yourself might pos-
sibly be of use to me.

My very dearest father, you demand an explana-
tion of the words in the closing sentence of my last
letter. Oh! how gladly would I long ago have
opened my heart to you, but I was deterred by the
reproaches I dreaded for even thinking of such a

thing at so unseasonable a time, although merely

thinking can never be unseasonable. My endeav-
ors are directed at present to securing a small but
certain income, which, together with what chance
may put in my way, may enable me to live and —
to marry! You are alarmed at this idea; but I
entreat you, my dearest, kindest father, to listen to
me. I have been obliged to disclose to you my
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pufpose ; you must therefore allow me to disclose
to you my reasons also, and very well-grounded
reasons they are. My feelings are strong, but I
cannot live as many other young men do. In the
first place, I have too great a sense of religion, too
much love for my neighbor to do so, and too high
a feeling of honor to deceive any innocent girl.
[See No. 109.] My disposition has always inclined
me more to domestic life than to excitement; I
never from my youth upwards have been in the
habit of taking any charge of my linen or clothes,
&o., and I think nothing is more desirable for me
than a wife. I assure you I am forced to spend a
good deal owing to the want of Proper care of what
T possess. Iam quite convinced that I should be
far better off with a wife, (and the same income I
now have,) for how many other superfluous ex-
penses would it save! Others come, to be sure, in

their place, but I know what they are, and can

regulate accordingly, and, in short, lead on orderly
life. An unmarried man, in my opinion, enjoys
only half alife. Such are my views, and such they
will always remain. I have thought and reflected
sufficiently, and I shall ever continue to think the
same. But now, who is the object of my love?
Do not be stas'?.led, I entreat. Not one of the
Webers, surely 7 Yes, one of the Webers,— not
Josepha, not Sophie, but the third daughter, Con-
stanze. I never met with such diversity of dis-
positions in any family. The eldest is idle, coarse,
and deceitful — crafty and cunning as a fox; Ma-
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dame Lange (Aloysia) is false and unprincipled, #nd
a coquette ; the youngest is still too childish to have
her character defined, — she is merely a good-hu-
mored, frivolous girl; may God guard her from
temptation ! The third, however, namely, my good
and beloved Constanze, is the martyr of the family,
and probably on this very account the kindest-
- hearted, the cleverest, and, in short, the best of
them all ; she takes charge of the whole house, and
yet does nothing right in their eyes. Oh! my
dear-father, I could write you pages were I to de-
scribe to you all the scenes that I have witnessed in
that house ; but if you wish it I will do so in my
‘next letter. Before, however, releasing you from
this subject, I must make you better acquainted
with the character of my Constanze. She is not
plain, but at the same time far from being hand-
some ; her whole beauty consists in a pair of bright
black eyes and a pretty figure. Sheis not witty, but
has enough sound good sense to enable her to fulfil
her duties as a wife and mother. It is utterly false
that she is inclined to be extravagant ; on the con-
trary, she is invariably very plainly dressed, for the
little her mother can spend on her children she
gives to the two others, but to Constanze nothing.
It is true that her dress is always neat and nice,
however simple, and she can herself make most of
the things requisite for a young lady. She dresses
her own hair, understands housekeeping, and has
the best heart in the world. I love her with my
whole soul, as she does me. Tell me if I could wish
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for a better wife. I must add that, at the time I
gave up my situation, my love had not begun; it
first arose (while living with them) from her ten-
der care and attentions. All I now wish is, that I
may procure some permanent situation, (and this,
thank God, I have good hopes of,) and then Ishall
never cease entreating your consent to my rescuing
this poor girl, and thus making, I may say, all of us
quite happy, as well as Constanze and myself; for,
if I am happy, you are sure to be so, dearest father,
and one half of the proceeds of my situation shall be
yours.

I have thus opened my heart to you, and fully
explained my words. I in turn beg you to explain
those in your last letter : * Yoy do not believe that
I was aware of a proposal made to you, but to
which you have given no answer?” I don’t un-
derstand one word of this. I know of no proposal.
Pray, have compassion on your son. Ever your
dutiful son.

181.
_ Vienna, Dec. 15-22, 1781,
MA TRRS-CHRERE SQUR,—

I thank you for all the news you have written to
me. I send you my six sonatas, but only four of
these are unknown to you. It was impossible to
send you the variations, for the copyist had too
much to do, but as soon as I can manage it I will
forward them to you.

22d. — You no doubt received the envelope in
whicli I enclosed my letter to my father. Herr
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von Daubrawaick has sent me back the opera, so I
must look out for some other opportunity. Ceca-
relli would have been not a little perplexed had you
accepted his offer, for when I spoke to him about
it he replied, ¢“ Oh! certainly;.I would have
brought her with me gladly.” So, when I asked
him why then he did not do so, he could give no
better reason than ¢ Where could I have deposited
her here ?? ¢ Oh! as to that,”” said I, ¢ there
would have been no difficulty, for I know plenty
of houses where she would have been joyfully re-
ceived.” And indeed it is quite true. If you
can meet with a good opportunity to come here
for a time, let me know a little beforehand. Is
not *“ Das Loch in.der Thiir” [by Stephanie] a
good comedy? But you ought to see it acted here.
“Die Gefahren der Verfithrung” is also a capital
piece. ¢ Das offentliche Geheimniss”’ ought only
to be regarded as an Italian play, for the conde-
scension of the Princess to her servant.is both un-
seemly and unnatural. The best part of the play
is the offentliche Geheimniss ™ itself [ the public
secret ’] — I mean the way in which the two lovers,
though preserving their secret, still contrive openly
to communicate with each other.

I cannot write you any news, dear sister, because
I don’t know any. I must tell you, as to some of
our old acquaintances, that I have only been once
at Frau von Mesmer’s ; the house is no longer
what it was. If my object were only to dine free
of expense, I need not drive out to the Landstrasse
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for that purpose ; there are plenty of places in the
town where I am urged to go. The Fischers [also
old friends of the year 1766] live in the tiefen
Graben, where I scarcely ever chance to be, but
when my way does lead me there I pay them a
visit of a few minutes, for longer I could not en-
dure the small over-heated room, and the wine on
the table. I am well aware that people of that
class consider this as the greatest possible compli-
ment, but I am no admirer of such compliments,
and still less of such people. As for my shooting
fund [for the Salzburg Crossbow Club] I don’t
know what is to be done ; the money, no doubt,
must be the interest of the 100 gulden. Perhaps
next year I may be more fortunate. What of the
target ?

Good heavens! I have this instant received such
a letter from my dear good father! What mon-
sters there are in the world in the shape of ‘men !
But patience! My anger and fury are such that
I can write no more, except that I will answer the
letter by the next post, and prove to my father
that there are men who are worse than devils. He.
may in the mean time be easy in his mind ; his son
is perhaps more worthy of him than he thinks.!

1 The young composer, Peter Winter, (who afterwards composed
the opera, the * Unterbrochene Opferfest,”) returned from Vienna to
Munich by way of Salzburg, and told the father all kinds of evil re-
ports about Mozart, but more especially about Constanze. The letters
Wolfgang wrote from Mannheim showed what he thought of the
Abbé Vogler; nor did he probably seek to conceal his opinion from
the public. So Winter, being a pupil of Vogler, was never very par-
tial to Mozart.
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182.
Vienna, Dec, 22, 1781.

I am still full of wrath and indignation at the
shameless lies of that arch-villain Winter. At the
same time I feel calm and composed, becaunse they
do not affect me, and I am pleased and satisfied
with you, my dearest and kindest of fathers. I
never could expect anything else, however, from
your good sense, and your kindness and love to-
wards me. You have no doubt by this time re-
ceived my last letter, with the confession of my
love and my intentions, and you will see by it that
I am not sach a fool as at the age of five-and-
twenty to marry rashly without possessing any cer-
tain income. My reasons for wishing to marry
soon are well grounded, and the picture I have
drawn of my dear Constanze must show you how
well fitted she is to become my wife, for she is just
as I have described her, neither an atom better
nor worse. As for the contract of marriage, I
will make the most candid confession about it,
thoroughly persuaded that you will forgive me this
_step, for had you been in my place you would most
assuredly have done the same. For one thing
alone I entreat your pardon, — that is, for not hav-
ing long ago written to you en the subject. In my
last letter I apologized for the delay, and told you
the cause that deterred me from writing. I do
hope you will grant me your forgiveness, especially
as no one was made more miserable by it than
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myself. * Indeed, if you had not by your last letter
given me an inducement to enter on the subject, I
intended to have written to you and confessed
everything ; for no longer, no longer, by heavens !

. could I bear it.

But now in reference to the marriage contract,
or rather to the written pledge of my honorable
intentions with regard to the girl. You are well
aware that, her father being no longer alive, (un-
happily for the whole family as well as for Con-
stanze and myself,) a guardian stands in his place.
To him (who is not acquainted with me) busy-
bodies and officious gentlemen like Winter and
others must have mno doubt brought all sorts of
reports, such as, that he must beware of me, that
I had no fixed income, that I frequented her so-
ciety too much, that I would perhaps leave her in
the lurch, and thus make the girl miserable, &c.,
&c. The guardian became very uneasy at these
insinuations. The mother, however, who, knows
me and my integrity, was: perfectly satisfied, and
never saida word to him. My whole intercourse
consisted in living in the same house with her, and
afterwards calling every day. No one ever saw
me with her elsewhere. The guardian besieged
the mother with his remonstrances till she told me
of them, and begged me to speak to him myself,
- a3 he was to be there shortly. He came, and we
conversed together, and the result was (as I did
not explain myself so clearly as he desired) that
he insisted on the mother putting an end to all
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intercourse between her daughter and myself until
I had settled the affair with him in writing. The
mother said, “ His whole intercourse consists in
his calling here; I cannot forbid him my house ;
he is too good a friend of ours, and one to whom
I am under great obligations. I am satisfied; I
trust him. Settle it with him yourself.” So he
forbade my seeing her at all, unless I gave him a
written engagement. What could I do? I was
forced either to give a contract in writing or re-
nounce the girl. "Who that sincerely and truly
loves can forsake his beloved ? Would not the
mother of the girl herselfshave placed the worst
interpretation on such conduct? Such was my
position. The contract was in this form: ¢ I bind
myself to marry Madlle. Constanze Weber in the
course of three years, and if it should so happen,
which I consider impossible, that I change my
mind, she shall be entitled to draw on me every
year for 800 florins.” Nothing in the world could
be easier than to write this, for I knew that the
payment of the 800 florins never would be ex-
acted, because I could never forsake her ; and if
unhappily I altered my views, I would only be too
glad to get rid of her by paying the 800 florins ;
and Constanze, as I know her, would be too proud
to let herself be sold in this way. But what did
the angelic girl do when her guardian was gone ?
She desired her mother to give her the written
paper, and saying to me, ¢ Dear Mozart, I require
no written contract from you, I rely on your prom-
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ise,” she tore up the paper. This trait endeared
Constange still more to me, and by the destruction
of the contract, and the faithful promise of the
guardian to keep the affair secret, I was in so far
at ease about you, dearest father. I was not un-
easy about your consent to my marriage when the
proper time arrived, (as the girl has everything but
money,) for I know your rational ideas on these
subjects. Will you then forgive me ? I hope so.
I do not doubt it.

I must now (however repugnant to me) speak
of those vile slanderers. - I believe Herr Reiner’s
sole malady must have consisted in having gone
wrong in the head. I saw him by chance in the
theatre, where he gave me a letter from Ramm
[formerly hautboy-player in Mannheim, and now
in Munich]. I asked him where he lodged, but he
could neither tell me the street nor the house, and
grumbled at having been over-persuaded to come
here. I offered to present him to the Countess and
‘wherever I had the entrée, and told him that if he
found he could not give a concert, I would present -
him to the Grand-Duke, He said, ¢ Pooh ! noth-
ing is to be done here; I shall go away at once.”
“Only have a little patience,” said I; ¢ as you
can’t tell me where your lodging is, I shall at all
events tell you mine, which is easily found.” He
never came to see me; I inquired where to find
him, but when I at last discovered his address, he
was gone. So much for this gentleman! As for
Winter, I can with truth say that on account of
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Vogler he has always been my greatest enemy. In
his manners he resembles the brutes, and,in the
rest of his conduct and actions he is a mere child ;
80 I really feel ashamed to write a single word
about him, for he thoroughly deserves the contempt
of every man of honor. I shall not, therefore, tell
infamous truths of him in return for the infamous
lies he told about me, but rather give you an ac-
count of my general mode of life.

Every morning at six o’clock comes my hair-
dresser and wakes me. I have finished dressing
by seven, when I write till ten ; I then give a les-
son to Frau von Trattner. At eleven I go to
Countess Rumbeck ; each of these pupils gives me
six ducats for twelve lessons, and I go there every
day, unless they send to put me off, which always
annoys me. I have settled with the Countess that
she is never to put me off, — that is, if she cannot
receive me, I am to count the lesson all the same,
— but Frau von Trattner is too- economical to do
so. Idon’t owe any man a. farthing. I never
heard a word of any amateur concert where two
persons played the piano beautifully, and I must
frankly say that I do not think it worth while to
answer all the trash repeated by such a miserable
blockhead and gossip. If you can believe that I
am hated at court and by all the nobility, or any
part of them, you have only to write to Herr von
Strack, Countess Thun, Countess Rumbeck, Bar-
oness Waldstidten, Herr von Sonnenfels, Frau von
Trattner, —in short, to whom you choose. For
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the present I shall only say that recently during
dinner the Emperor praised me to the highest de-
gree, adding these words, * c’est un talent déeidé ;
and the day before yesterday, the 14th, I played
at court. Another pianist has arrived here, an
Italian, whose name is Clementi, and he was also
engaged to play. I received fifty ducats yesterday
for this, which I at present stand greatly in need
of. My dear kind father, you will see that things
now daily go better with me. What avails a great
excitement ? Sudden success is never lasting —
chi va piano va sano. Let each cut his coat ac-
cording to his cloth. Among all the shameful cal-
umnies of Winter, the only thing that enrages me
is that he disparages my Constanze! I have de-
scribed her to you as she really is, and if you wish
to know the opinion of others, write to Herr von
-‘Aurnhammer, where she occasionally visits ; she
“once dined there. Write to Baroness Waldstidten,
with whom she was (unluckily) only one month,
the Baroness being ill, and now her mother refuses
to part with her. God grant I may soon be able
to marry her! Cecarelli sends you his regards ;
he sang at court yesterday. Adieu!

183.
Vienna, Jan. 9, 1782,

I BAVE as yet no answer to my last letter, which
is the reason I did not write to you by the last post.
I still hope to hear from you to-day. In my letter
of the 28th I had partly answered yours beforehand,
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(without being aware of it,) so I must wait for your
reply. I must inform you that the Pope is coming
here, and the whole town is full of the news. I,
however, don’t believe it, for Count Cobenzl told
me that the Emperor meant to decline his visit.
The Bavarian court left this on the 5th. I have
just been myself to Peisser’s to see if there was any
letter from you, and have sent again ; it is nearly
five o’clock. I cannot understand why I do not
hear from you. Can it be that you are too angry
with me to write? You have a right to be dis-
pleased at my having so long concealed the affair
from you — a perfect right; but if you have read
my justification, I do think you might forgive me.
My wish to marry, surely cannot cause you dis-
pleasure ? I believe that you appreciate my relig-
ious feelings and proper mode of thinking on this
subject. Oh! I could still say a great deal in re-
ply to your last letter, and make many remon-
strances, but my maxim is not to take the trouble to
allude to anything that does not in the least apply
tome; I cannot help it —such is my disposition.
I feel quite ashamed to defend myself when T am
falsely accused. I always think that the truth is
sure to come to light one day. I shall now write
no more on the subject, not having yet an answer
to my last letter. I have no news. Farewell! I
once more ask your forgiveness, and beg you to be
indulgent and merciful towards me. I never can
be happy or contented without my beloved Con-
stanze, but without your cordial consent I shall
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only be partly happy. Make me wholly so, my
dearest and best father, I entreat.

184.
Viennas, Jan. 12, 1782.

I BAD begun an answer to your letter of the Tth,
but I cannot possibly finish it, as a servant of Count-
ess Rumbeck’s has just come to invite me to a
small musical party at her house. I must have my
hair dressed, and change my dress ; but although I
did not like to leave you entirely without any tid-
ings of me, I cannot write much.

Clementi plays well, so far as execution with the
right hand goes. His greatest strength is his pas-
sages in thirds, but he has not an atom of feeling or
taste, —in short, he is a mere machine. The hair-
dresser is come, so I must conclude. I implore you
to make me happy by your consent,— I implore it
of you. I am quite convinced that you will love my
dearest Constanze. Farewell !

185.
| Vienna, Jan. 12, 1782."

I THANK you for your long affectionate letter.
If I were to give detailed answers on every point,
I must fill a quire of paper. As this is impossible,
I shall only reply to what is most necessary. The
guardian’s name is Herr von Thorwarth; he is
inspector of theatrical properties; in short, every-
thing connected with the theatre must pass through
his bands; the fifty ducats the Emperor gave me
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were sent through him ; I applied to him also about
my concert in the theatre, as all this chiefly depends
on him, and he is highly considered by Count Ro-
senberg and Baron Kleinmayrn. I own that I
thought he would have informed you of the whole
affair, without saying a word to me on the subject.
That he did not do so, but (notwithstanding his
promise) told the fact to the whole of Vienna, has
very much shaken the good opinion I once had of
him. I quite agree with you in thinking that Ma-
dame Weber and Herr von Thorwarth have been
to blame in showing too much regard for their own
interests, though Madame Weber is no longer her
own mistress, above all in such matters, but must
submit entirely to the guardian, who (not knowing
me) was by no means bound to place any confi-
dence in me. But that he was too hasty in de-
manding from me a written obligation is undeni-
able, especially when I told him that as yet youm
knew nothing of the affair, and I could not possibly
acquaint you with it then. I begged him to have
a little patience for a short time till my circum-
stances took another turn, when I would at once write
to you, and the whole matter wonld be settled.
"Still the thing is over now, and love must plead my
excuse. Herr von Thorwarth did not behave well,
but not so badly that he and Madame Weber.
¢ should sweep the streets in irons like criminals,
and a tablet round their necks with the words Se-
ducers of Youth.” This would really be rather too
severe ; and even if what you write were true, that..
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for my sake the house was always open to me, thus
giving me every opportunity, &c., &c., the punish-
ment even in that case would be rather startling.
But I need scarcely tell you such is not the fact,
and the very suspicion is grievous to me. How
could you believe your son capable of frequenting a
house where such things went on? This much
only will I say, that you may believe precisely the
reverse of all you have been told. But enough of
As to Clementi, he is a good player, and when
this is said, all is said. He has great facility with
his right hand ; his principal passages are thirds ; but
in other respects he has not an atom of taste or feel-
ing — all is mere mechanism. The Emperor (after
we had stood on ceremony long enough) com-
manded him to begin. ¢ The Holy Catholic
Church first! ”” said he, Clementi being a Roman.
He played a prelude and then a sonata, when the
Emperor said to me, “Allons, d'rauf los !’ [+ Come,
fire away!””] I also played a prelude and some
-variations. The Grand-Duchess handed us some
sonatas by Paesiello, (wretchedly written out by
himself,) of which I was to play the allegro, and
Clementi the andante and rondo. We then selected
a theme from them and executed it on two pianos.
It is rather remarkable that though I had borrowed
Countess Thun’s piano, I only played my solos on it
by the Emperor’s desire. — N. B. * The other was
out of tune, and three of the keys stuck fast.  * No
matter,” said the Emperor. I take it in' this light,
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which is indeed its best aspect, that the Emperor,
knowing now my skill and science in music, only
wished to have a little sport with the foreigner. I
know from good authority that he was much pleased
with me. He was very gracious, spoke to me a
great deal privately, and even alluded to my mar-

riage. Who knows? Perhaps — what do youm .

think ? — at all events I might make the attempt.
More as to this next time.

186.
Vienna, Jan. 23, 1782.

NorniNe more disagreeable than to be obliged to
live in uncertainty, not knowing what is to happen.
Such is my case with regard to the concert, and it
is the same with every one who wishes to give one.
Last year the Emperor was strongly disposed to
continue the plays all through Lent ; perhaps it
may be so this year. Basta! At all eventsI have
secured the days for my concerts, (if there is no act-
ing,) viz., the three Sundays in Lent. If I know it
a fortnight beforehand, it will be sufficient; other-
wise my whole programme would be deranged, or
I should be obliged to incur needless expense.
Countess Thun, Adamberger, and other good
friends of mine, advise me to select the best things
out of my Munich opera [ Idomeneo ], and to
have them performed in the theatre, to play only
one concerto, and to extemporize at the close. I
had this already in my head, and now I have made
up my mind to do so, particularly as Clementi



SOURCES OF INCOME. 115

means also to give a concert, and this gives me a
little advantage over him, the more so that I can
perhaps give mine twice. '

I must give you my opinion as to the probable
sources I may look to for a small income. My
eyes are directed to three things. The first is not
certain, and, even if it were, probably would not be
much ; the second would be the best, but God
knows whether it may ever come to pass; and the
third would be far from -despicable, but unluckily it
applies to the future, and not to the present. The
first is young Prince Lichtenstein, (who wishes it
to be kept secret as yet.) He intends to establish
a military band, for which I am to write the music ;
this might prove no great things, but it would be
at least something certain, and I would not sign
the contract unless it were to be for life. The sec-
ond (the first, however, in my estimation) is the
Emperor himself. Who knows ? I intend to speak
to Herr von Strack, and I don’t doubt that he will
do all he can, for he has shown himself to be a good
friend of mine ; but courtiers are never to be trusted.
The manner in which the Emperor speaks of me
inspires me with some hope. Great gentlemen
about court do not relish hearing such speeches,
much less do they usually make them; they are
always in expectation of attacks themselves, and are
great adepts in eluding these. The third is the
Archduke Maximilian. I may boldly say that he
esteems me highly ; he takes every opportunity of
praising me, and I think I may safely assert that if
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he were actually Elector of Cologne, I should be at
this moment his Capellmeister. It is'a pity that
these grandees will make no arrangements before-
hand. I could easily manage to extract a simple
promise from him, but how would that benefit me
at present? Ready money is better. My dear
good father, if I knew for certain that a kind Prov-
idence would ordain that I should continue to enjoy
good health, and exempt me from illness, oh! then I
would marry my dear faithful Constanze this very
day. I have now three pupils, which brings me
eighteen ducats a month ; for I no longer count by
twelve lessons, but by the month. I have learned,
to my own loss, that my pupils often suspend their
lessons for whole weeks ; now, however, they may
learn or not, but each of them must pay me six
ducats. I could get several more on these terms,
but I only want one other, four being quite enough,
‘which would make twenty-four ducats, or 102
florins 24 kreutzers. With this sum a man and his
wife (in the retired quiet way we wish to live)
might contrive to get on ; only, if I were to be ill,
we should receive nothing. I can write, it is true,
at least one opera every. year, give an annual con-
cert, and publish my works, bringing out some by
subscription ; there are also other concerts, where
they pay, particularly if you are established long in
a place and have a certain reputation. But then I
should like to look on such things merely as acces-
sories, and not as essentials ; but if the bow will not
bend, it must break, and I will rather make the
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venture than continue to wait for a long period.
Things cannot go worse with me, and will no doubt
every day gradually go better. My reason for
wishing to avoid delay is not so mach on my own
account as on hers. I must rescue her as soon as
possible ; but more of this in my next letter.

187. ‘
Vienna, Jan. 30, 1782,

I wrrTE humedly, and at half-past ten at night,
as I intended to have delayed writing till Saturday,
but having an urgent request to make to you, I
hope you will not take it amiss if I even now write
very briefly. I wish you, along with your next
letter, to send me the libretto of ¢ Idomeneo,”:
either in German or untranslated. 1 sent one to
Countess Thun, who has since removed and cannot
find it, so probably it is lost. Madame Aurnham-
mer had the other, but though she has searched she
cannot find it; perhaps she may still do so, but if
it is not forthcoming, especially at this moment
when I absolutely require it, I shall be left in the
lurch. To make quite sure of the matter, there-
fore, bég you will forward it to me at once, what»
ever the cost may be, for I must have it instantly
to arrange my concert, which is to take place the
third Sunday in Lent ; so-don’t fail to send it off
directly. . The sonatas are to be dispa‘ched on the
next post-day. My opera is not gone to sleep, but
is deferred on account of Gluck’s great operas and
the various alterations in the poetry, but it is to be
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given immediately after Easter. I must now con-
clude. One thing more, (for without it I could not
sleep in peace :) do not suspect my Constanze of so
base a disposition. Believe me, if she was capable
of such sentiments, I could not possibly love her.
She and I long ago were aware of her mother’s
designs, but she will discover her mistake, for she
wishes us (when we are married) to live with her,
as she has apartments to let ; but this shall never
. be, for on no account would I consent to it,and my
Constanze still less; on the contrary, she does not
wish to be much with her mother, and I shall do
all T can to prevent it,— we know her too well.
My kind father, my dearest wish is that we may
soon meet, and that you may see her and love her,
for you love those who have good hearts — that I
know.

)

188,
. Vienna, Feb. 13, 1782.
Ma TEkS-CHERE S®UR, — '

Thank you for the little book, which I eagerly
expected. I conclude, as you got my letter, that
our dear good father is now. with you again. You
must not suppose, from my not answering you, that
you and your letters are troublesome. I shall al-
ways, dearest sister, with the utmost delight re-
ceive a letter from you ; and if indispensable busi-
ness (in pursuit of my livelihood) permitted it,
God knows I would answer you at once. Did I
then never reply to your letters, my silence cannot
proceed either from forgetfulness or negligence, but
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" from positive hinderances — from actual impossibil-
ity! Do I not write seldom enough to my father ?
and very wrong, too, you will say! But you both
know Vienna. Is not a man (who has not a far-
thing of settled income) obliged in such a place to
think and to work day and night? Our father
when he has finished his duties in church, and you
when you have done with your few pupils, cari both
do as you please for the rest of the day, and write
letters full of doleful litanies; but not so with me.
I lately described my course of life to my father,
and now I will repeat it to you:— At six o’clock
in the morning I have my hair dressed, and have
finished my toilet by seven o’clock. I write till
nine. From nine to one I give lessons. I then
dine, unless I am invited out, when dinner is usu-
ally at two o’clock, sometimes at three, as it was
to-day, and will be to-morrow at Countess Zichi’s
and Countess Thun’s. I cannot begin to work be-
fore five or six o’clock in the evening, and I am
often prevented doing so by some concert ; other-
wise I write till nine o’clock. I then go to my
dear Constanze, though our pleasure in meeting is
frequently embittered by the unkind speeches of
her mother, which I will explain to my father in my
next letter. Thence comes my wish to liberate and
rescue her as soon as possible. At half-past ten or
eleven 1 go home, but this depends on the mother’s
humor, or on my patience in bearing it. Owing to
the number of concerts, and also the uncertainty
whether I may not be summoned to one place or
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another, I cannot rely on my evening writing, so it
is my custom (especially when I come home early)
to write for a time before going to bed. I often sit
up writing till one, and rise again at six. Dearest
sister, if you believe that I can ever forget you and
my beloved father, then — but I say no more;
God knows my heart, which ought to tranquillize
me, and He would punish me were I to do so.
Adieu!
189.
_ Vienna, March 23, 1783.

I rEGRET very much having only yesterday heard
that a son of Leitgeb’s was going to Salzburg in the
diligence, which would have been a capital oppor-
tunity of sending you many things, (free of ex-
pense,) but in these two days it was hopeless to get
the variations copied, so I could only forward by him
two copies of my sonatas. I send you also the last
rondo — I mean the one composed for the concerto
in D, and which makes quite a sensation here ; but
I beg you to guard it like a jewel ; and net to give
it to a soul —not even to Marchand and his sister
[see No. 162]. Ihave composed it specially for my-
self, and no one else but my darling sister must play
it. T also take the liberty of presenting you with a
snuff-box and a couple of watch-ribbons. The box
is very pretty ; the painting represents an English
scene. The watch-ribbons are of no great value,
but quite the fashion at present. I send my dear
sister two caps of the newest Vienna make ; both
are the work of my beloved Constanze’s hands.
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She begs her regards to you, and affectionately em-
braces my sister. She hopes to be excused if the
caps are not as pretty as she could have wished,
but the time was too short. Pray return the band-
box by the next diligence, for I borrowed it; but
that the foolish thing may not make the journey all
alone, be so good as to put the rondo into it, (after
you have had it transcribed,) and the last scena,
if possible, for Countess Baumgarten [see No. 127],
also some of the scores of my masses, —in short,
whatever you may find or think would be welcome
to me. I must now conclude. I must not forget
to say that the Pope arrived here yesterday after-
noon at half-past three o’clock, — an agreeable piece
of news; but now for a sad one. Frau von Aurn-
hammer has at last, with her bigotry, succeeded in
worrying her good husband to death. He died yester-
day at half-past six o’clock. He had been ailing for
some time, but his death was not expected so soon.
He passed away in a moment. May God have
mercy on his soul! He was a kind, friendly man.
I must conclude, for Leitgeb is waiting for my let-
ter. I recommend the lad particularly to you, dear
father ; he wishes to get into some shop, or into a
printer’s. Pray lend him a helping hand.

My dear Constanze has just asked me whether
she may venture to send my sister a little souvenir.
At the same time I am to apologize for her, and to
say that, being poor, she has nothing worth sending,
but she hopes my sister may take the will for the
deed. The little cross is of no value, but quite the
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fashion in Vienna. The heart transfixed by an
arrow is sometimes Like my sister’s heart with the
arrow, and will please her the more on that account.
Farewell |

) 190.

Vienna, April 10, 1782.

I sk from your letter of the 2d that you have
received everything safely, and I rejoice to find
that you are so pleased with the watch-ribbons and
the box, and my sister also with the caps. I gave
both your messages to my dear Constanze, who
kisses your hand, dear father, in return, and warmly
embraces my sister, and hopes she will be her
friend. She was delighted to hear that she liked
the caps, for she wished it so much. The report
about her mother is only so far well founded that
she rather likes wine, and perhaps more than a
woman ought. Still, I never saw her at all intoxi-
cated ; it would be false were I to say so. The
children drink nothing but water, and although the
mother always insists on their taking wine, she
never succeeds; so there is often great wrangling
on the subject. Can any one conceive a mother
quarrelling with her children on such a point ?

I observe what you write as to the report of my
being certainly taken into the Emperor’s service.
The reason why I never named it to you is, that T -
know nothing of it myself, though it is the fact that
the whole town talks of it, and a number of people
have already congratulated me. It has also been
mentioned in the Emperor’s presence. I would
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fain hope that he may possibly intend such a thing,
but up to this moment I have not heard one syllable
about it. At all events, matters are so far ad-
vanced that the Emperor has it in his head, and
this without my taking a single step towards it. I
have gone occasionally to Herr von Strack, (who is
certainly my kind friend,) merely to see him, and
because I like his society, but still not too often,
from the fear of being in his way, or suggesting in
his mind the idea of my having my own views in
these visits. If he speaks ltke an honest man, he
must say that he never heard a word from me which
would give him reason to think that I wished to re-
main here, far less to enter the Emperor’s service.
We talked of nothing but music. In praising me,
therefore, so highly to the Emperor, he does it of
his own free will, and without any interested mo-
tives. As the affair has gone so far without any
application on my part, it may probably be con-
cluded in the same way. If I were to stir in
the matter, I should only get a smaller salary, for
the Emperor is known to be a niggard. If he
wants to have me, he must pay me well, for in my
opinion the honor of being in the Imperial service
does not suffice. Indeed, if the Emperor were to
offer me 1000 florins, and a Count 2000, I should
decline the former proposal with thanks, and close
with the Count, — that is, of course, on a certain
engagement. By the by, I must ask you, when
you return me the rondo, to send me also the six
fugues of Handel, and Eberlin’s toccatas and
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fugues. I go every Sunday at twelve o’clock to
Baron von Swieten, where nothing is played but .
Handel and Bach. I am now making a collection
of the Bach fugues (Sebastian’s), and also those of .
Emmanuel and Friedemann Bach, and likewise of .
Handel ; but those I mentioned are still wanting.
I should like the Baron to hear Eberlin’s. I sup-
pose you know that the English Bach is dead ? He
is a sad loss to the musical world. :

191,

Vienna, April 20, 1782.
MY DEAREST SISTER,— .

My darling Constanze has at last summoned up
courage to follow the impulse of her kind heart,
and to write to you. If you are so good, dear sis-
ter, as to answer her, (which I hope you will, that
I may see the joy in this dear creature’s face,).I
beg you will enclose your letter to me. I mention
this as a precaution, to warn you that her mother
and sisters are not aware that she has written to
you. I enclose a prelude and a three-part fogue
[Kochel, No. 894]. The reason that I did not
write to you before was not being able to finish the
music sooner, owing to the great trouble of writing
out such small notes. It is awkwardly done, for
the prelude ought to come first and the fugue to
follow, — the cause being that I composed the fugue
first, and while writing it out I devised the prelude.
I only hope you may be able to read it, as it is
written so very small, but above all that it may
please you. Another time I will send you some-
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thing better for the piano. My dear Constanze is,
in fact, the origin of this fugue coming into the
world. Baron von Swieten, to whom I go every
Sunday, gives me all Handel’s and Sebastian Bach’s
fugues (after I have played them to him) to take
home with me. 'When Constanze heard these, she
fell in love with them at once; she will listen to
nothing but fugues, and particularly the works (in
this style) of Handel and Bach. As she had often
heard me play fugues out of my head, she asked
me if I never wrote them down ; and when I said
I never did, she reproached me for not having com-
posed this most artistic and beautiful style of music,
and never ceased her entreaties till I wrote a fugue -
for her. So thisis its origin. I have purposely timed
+it andante maestoso, that it may not be played too
quick ; for if a fugue is not rather slowly played,
the subject as it comes in cannot be distinctly and
clearly heard, and thus naturally produces no effect.
In the course of time, and when I have a favorable
opportunity, I intend to write five others, and pre-
sent them to Baron von Swieten, whose collection
of music, though small in numbers, is great in
value. So on this account I beg you to adhere to
your promise not to show it to a soul. Learn it by
heart and play it. A fugue is not easily caught by
another person from merely hearing it. If papa
has not yet had Eberlin’s works transcribed, so
much the better, for I got them from a friend, (as I
could not quite remember them,) and now, unhap-
pily, I see that they are too trivial to deserve a
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place beside Handel and Bach. I would speak
with all due respect of his four-part writings, but
his pianoforte fugues are nothing but interludes.
drawn out to a great length. Good-bye! I am
glad you find the two caps suit you.

MY DEAR AND VALUED FRIEND,—

¢ I never should have been so bold as to yield to
my wish and longing to write to you direct, if your
brother had not assured me that you would not take
amiss this step on my part. I do so from my ear-
. nest desire to make acquaintance, by writing at
least, with a person who, though as yet unknown
to me, bears the name of Mozart, a name so pre-
cious to me. May I venture to say, that, though I
have not had the pleasure of seeing you, I already
love and esteem you as the sister of so excellent a
brother ? I therefore presume to ask for your
friendship. Without undue pride I think I may
say that I partly deserve it, and shall strive wholly
to do so. I venture to offer you mine, which, in-
deed, has long been yours in my secret heart. I
trust I may do so, and in this hope I remain your
faithful friend, ConsTaNzE WEBER.

« My compliments to your papa.”

Not only his father and his future mother-in-law,
but Constanze herself, by her thoughtless conduct,
and scornful hasty passion, such as young girls are
apt to give way to, frequently caused Mozart sor-
row and vexation, which gave rise to the following
letter : —




A LOVER'S QUARREL. 127

192.

MY DEAR AND BELOVED FRIEND,—

You still, I hope, allow me to give you this
name ? Surely you do not hate me so much that
I may no longer be your friend, nor you mine ?
And even if you do not choose henceforth to be
called my friend, you cannot prevent my thinking
of you as tenderly as I have always done. Reflect
well on what you said to me to-day. In spite of
all my entreaties, you have met me on three occa-
sions with a flat refusal, and told me plainly that
you wished to have no more to do with me. Itis
not, however, a matter of the same indifference to
me that it seems to be to you, to lose the object of
my love; I am not, therefore, so passionate, so
rash, or so reckless, as to accept your refusal. I
love you too dearly for such a step. I beg you
then once more to weigh well and calmly the cause
of our quarrel, which arose from my being dis-
pleased at your telling your sisters (N.B., in my
presence) that at a game of forfeits you had al-
lowed the size of your leg to be measured by a
gentleman! No girl with becoming modesty
would have permitted such a thing. The maxim
to do as others do is well enough, but there are
many things to be considered besides, — whether

Vienna, April 29, 1782.

1 Jahn, jii. 1561. A fine at a game of forfeits, which testifies the
freedom and levity of the society of that day, and must be measured
according to the social tone and usages of that time rather than with
those of propriety. The reputation of Baroness Waldstddten, who, it
appears, had done the same, did not stand very high.
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only intimate friends and acquaintances are present,
~ whether you are a child, or a girl old enough to
be married, — more especially whether you are al-
ready betrothed, — but, above all, whether you are
with people of much higher rank than yourself.
If it be true that the Baroness [Waldstddten] did
the same, still it is quite another thing, because
she is a passée elderly woman, (who cannot possibly
any longer charm,) and is always rather flighty.
I hope, my dear friend, that you will never lead a
life like hers, even should you resolve never to be-
come my wife. But the thing is past, and a candid
avowal of your heedless conduct would have made
me at once overlook it, and allow me to say, if
you will not be offended, my dearest friend, will
still ‘make me do so. This will show you how
truly I love you. Ido not fly into a passion lLike
you. I think, I reflect, and I feel. If you feel,
and have feeling, then I know I shall be able this
very day to say with a tranquil mind : My Con-
stanze is the virtuous, honorable, discreet, and
faithful darling of her honest and kindly-disposed
Mozart.
193.
Vienna, May 8, 1783.

I RECEIVED your letter of the 80th of April, and
likewise my sister’s with the enclosure to my be-
loved Constanze, which I gave to her at once. It
caused her sincere pleasure, and she will write
again soon; in the mean time, as I cannot possibly
write to my sister to-day, I must ask her a question
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from Constanze, which is, whether fringe is worn
in Salzburg ? and does my sister wear it ? and can
she make it herself ? Constanze has just trimmed
two quilted dresses with it, for it is the height of
the fashion here. As she knows how to make it,
she would send my sister some, if she would say
what color she prefers, for they are worn in every
shade, white, black, green, blue, purple, &c. A
satin or gros de turc silk dress must have silk
fringe, like one of Constanze’s; but an ordinary
dress, of pretty Saxon quilting, is trimmed with
thread fringe, (which, unless you touch it, can
scarcely be distinguished from silk ;) it sits well,
and has one advantage, that it can be washed on
the dress.

Pray, do write to me how Salieri’s opera in
Munich went off. Probably you heard it yourself ;
bat, if not, you are sure to know how it was re-
ceived. I called twice at Count Daun’s, but did
not find him at home, but I sent for the music ; he
is only to be found in the forenoon, when I can
never go out, — indeed, I do not dress till later in
the day, having so very much to write,—but I
shall try to see him next Sunday. Perhaps he will
take with him not only the variations, but the
Munich opera.

I was yesterday at Countess Thun’s, and played
over my second act to her, with which she seems
no less pleased than with the first. I had Raaff’s
aria transcribed long ago and gave it to Fischer,
whom he desired to get it for him. You once
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wrote to me that you wished to have Robinig’s
music [No. 128]. Who has it? I have not.
I think Eck gave it back to you. I asked you for
it, and also those in F and B, in one of my letters.
Pray, let me have Baumgarten’s scena soon. There
is to be music daily in the Augarten this summer.
A certain Martin [see No. 153] established a set
of dilettante concerts this winter, which took place
every Friday in the Mehlgrube [a hall in the Meal
Market, now the New Market]. You are aware
that there are a great many dilettanti here, and
some very good ones too, both ladies and gentle-
men; but these concerts have never yet been
properly regulated. This Martin has now received
a license from the Emperor, granting him permis-
sion (with the assurance of his gracious approbation)
to give twelve concerts in the Augarten and four
grand evening performances in the most beautifal '
localities of the city. The subscription for the
whole summer is two ducats. You may therefore
imagine that we shall have plenty of subscribers,
and the more so, becanse I am forwarding the pro-
jeet, and am associated with it. Let us suppose
that we have only a hundred subscribers, then each
of us (calculating the expenses at 200 florins, which
they cannot possibly amount to) will have a profit
of 300 florins. Baron von Swieten and Countess.
Thun are very much interested about this. This
orchestra is entirely composed of dilettanti, with
the exception of the bassoons, trumpets, and kettle-
drums. I hear that Clementi is to leave this to-
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morrow. Have you seen his sonatas? Pray, have
a little patience with poor Leitgeb ; if you knew
his circumstances and the straits he is often reduced
to, you would be sorry for him. I will speak ta
him, and feel sure that he will pay you by instal-
ments. Now farewell! — P. S. I send my sister
a thouwsand kisses. My remembrances to Katherl
and to Thresel, who is to be my nursery-maid, but
she must practise her singing industriously. A
pinch of Spanish snuff to Pimperl.

194.
Vienna, May 29, 1783.

Brine prevented finishing my letter the other
day, I begged my dear Constanze to make my apol-
ogies to you: she hesitated for some time, fearing
that you might laugh at her orthography and style ;
so she gives me no peace till I write to you and
make her excuses.!

The first dilettante concert went off famously,
The Archduke Maxigilian was there, Countess
Thun, Wallenstein, Baron von Swieten, and many
others. I eagerly long for the arrival of the dili-
gence which is to bring me some music. As for
Robinig’s music, I can faithfully assure you that I
never took it with me, and that Eck must still have
it, for he had not given it back when I left Munich.
The entrepreneur of these dilettante concerts, Mar-

1 The letter hera alluded to, No. 153, hag, by mistake, been classed
among those of the year 1781, — the figures 1 and 2, in Mozart's writ-

ing, being at times difficult to dmmgmah-
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tin, is well acquainted with the Abbé Bullinger,
being a student in Munich in hisday. He is a very
worthy young man, who, by his music, good writing,
and, above all, by his talents, clever head, and good
sense, strives to make his way. When he arrived
here he had much to contend with, as, for fourteen
days, he had only half a gulden to spend. Adam-
berger (who knew him in Munich) has been of
great service to him here. He is a native of Ratis-
bon, and his father was physician to the Prince of
Taxis. To-morrow my dear Constanze and I are
to dine with Countess Thun, when I am to play
over my third act. I have now only the disagree-
able task of correcting ; on Monday next we are
to have our first rehearsal. I must confess that I
look forward with much pleasure to this opera.

By the by, some days ago I got a letter — from
whom? From Herr von Fiigele; and the con-
tents? That he was in love ; with whom ? With
my sister? Not at all— with my cousin! But
he must wait some time bdbre getting an answer
from me, for you know how little time I have for
writing. I am rather curious to know how long
this whim will last. - ]

Now for something that I heard by mere chance,
‘and which displeases me exceedingly in Count Kiin-
burg. Friulein von Aurnhammer told me yester-
day that Herr von Moll asked her if she was dis-
posed to enter a nobleman’s family in Salzburg,
with a salary of 800 florins a year. The name was
Kiinburg. What do you think of that? So it
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seems my sister is to be considered as nobody!
Make your own use of this. He was here only for
a day, but if he returns I shall find an opportunity
to speak to him on the subject. Now good-bye! I
send a couple of kisses to Madlle. Marchand (with
my dear Constanze’s permission). Ever yours. |

P. 8. —My Constanze kisses your hand, and
embraces my sister as her true friend and future
sister-in-law. .

Mozart had to contend against a very powerful
cabal about the production of the * Entfiihrung,”
and it required the positive command of the Em-
peror to bring about at last the performance of the
opera on the 12th of July. Unluckily, we only
possess the second report of its reception from the
pen of Mozart himself.

195.
Vienna, July 20, 1782.

I BoPE you safely received my last letter, in
which I gave you an account of the good reception
of my opera. It was given yesterday for the second
time, when perhaps you will scarcely believe that
there was even a stronger cabal against it than on
the first evening. The whole of the first act was
scrambled through, which, however, could not pre-
vent the loud shouts of bravo during the airs. My
hopes rested on the closing terzett, but my evil star
permitted Fischer to go wrong, which made Dauer
(Pedrillo) go wrong also ; and Adamberger alone
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could not sustain the whole, so that all the effect
was lost, and this time it was not encored. I wasin -
guch a rage (and so was Adamberger) that my
blood boiled, and I said that I never again would
allow the opera to be given without a ‘previous re-
hearsal for the singers. In the second act both the
duets were encored the same as the first night, and
also Belmonte’s rondo, * Wenn der Freude Thranen
fliessen.” The theatre. was almost more crowded
than on the previous evening. Not a stall was to
be had the day before, either in the pit or in the
third gallery, nor a box of any kind. The opera
has brought 1200 florins in the two days. I send
you herewith the original and two of the little
books, in which you will find a great many eras-
ures, knowing that the score would be instantly
copied out here; I therefore gave free course to
my thoughts, and before allowing it to be tran-
scribed, I first marked the different alterations and
curtailments, and it was performed just as you now
have it. I have missed out here and there the
trumpets and kettle-drums, the flutes, clarionets, and
Turkish music, because I could not get any music-
paper with a sufficient numbet of lines ; so they are
written on extra paper, which the copyist has no
doubt lost ; at all events, he could not find them.
The first act (when I was taking it to some one, I
forget who) unluckily fell into the mud, which
causes it to be so dirty.

I have now no little trouble in arranging my
opera for a band by Sunday week, or some one will
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anticipate me and secure the profits instead of me ;
and yet you propose to me to compose a new sym-
phony!? How is such a thing possible? You have
no idea of the difficulty of arranging a work of
this kind for a band, — to adapt it to the wind in-
struments, yet without detracting from the effect.
Well, all I can do is to devote the night to the
task, for it cannot be managed otherwise ; and to
you, dear father, I sacrifice it. You may rely on
having something from me by every post, and I
will write it as quickly as I can, and as well as
haste will permit.

Count Zichi has this moment sent to me to say
that he wishes me to drive with him to Saxenburg,
that he may present me to Prince Kaunitz. I must
therefore conclude, as I have yet to dress, for, when
I have no intention of going out, I always remain
en négligé. The copyist has this moment sent me
the other parts. Adieu!—DP.S. My dear Con-
stanze’s love to both.

196.
Vienna, July 27, 1782.

" You will be disappointed to see only the first
allegro, but more it was impossible to send, for I was
obliged to write a serenade in the greatest haste,
but only for a band, (or I could have made use of
it for you.) On the 81st I will send you the two
minuets, the andante, and the last movement, and,

1 The father had begged him fo gend a symphony in honor of a
famnily festival at Ha'ner’s house in Salzburg.
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if possible, a march also ; otherwise you must make
use of the one in the Hafner music [Kadchel, No.
249], (which is very little known.)

I wrote it in D because you prefer that key.

My opera was given yesterday [St. Anne’s Day]
with all possible applause, in honor of all the Nan-
nerls, for the third time ; and, in spite of the fright~
ful heat, the theatre was again crowded to suffoca-
tion. It is to be repeated next Friday; I have,
however, protested against this, for I do not wish it
to be worn threadbare at such a rate. I may really
say that people are quite wild about this opera. It
is very gratifying to receive such approbation. I
hope you duly received the original.

My dear kind father, I do implore you, by all
you hold dear in the world, to give me your consent
to my marrying my beloved Constanze. Do not
suppose that it is marriage alone I think of, —in
that case I would gladly submit to wait, — but I
see that it is absolutely necessary for my own
honor and also that of my Constanze, as well as for
my health and peace of mind ; my heart is troubled,
my head confused; in such a state how is it possi-
ble either to think or to work to any good purpose ?
And whence does this arise? Most people think
we are already married, which irritates the mother,
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and the poor girl (as well as myself) is tormented
to death. This can easily be obviated. Believe
me, it is as practicable to live in expensive Vienna
as anywhere else ; everything depends upon proper
housekeeping and management, which never can
be expected from a young man, especially when in
love. The man who gets such a wife as I shall
may well be happy. We intend to livein a most
private and retired manner. Do not be uneasy.
If T were this very day to be taken ill, which may
God forbid! I may venture to assert that (espe-
cially if married) the very highest of the nobility
here would take me under their protection. I can
say this with entire confidence. I know the way
in which Prince Kaunitz spoke of me to the Em-
peror, and to the Archduke Maximilian. I shall
anxiously expect your consent, my kind father. I
feel sure- that I shall receive it, for my honor and
my reputation are at stake. Do not too long defer
the pleasure of welcoming your son and his wife.

P. S.—1I embrace my dear sister. Constanze’s
love to you both.

The following note fully proves the difficulties in
which Mozart was placed, owing to the perverse
conduct of his future mother-in-law. It is written
in real ¢ anguish of soul ’ to Baroness Waldstidten.
The mother, howéver, owing to the reputation of
this lady, had at least a semblance of right, of which
she made the most malignant use, perceiving that
Constanze’s prolonged stay with the Baroness was
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intended to withdraw her daughter entirely from
her control.
197.

To BAROXESS WALDSTADTER.
HIGHLY ESTEEMED LADY,—

I received my music by a maid-servant of Ma-
dame Weber’s, and was obliged to give a written
receipt for it. The maid confided to me something
which I can scarcely believe, as it would entail such
disgrace on the family ; yet as, to those who know
the folly of Madame Weber, nothing seems impos-
sible, I feel very uneasy. Sophie came out in tears,
and when the maid asked her what was the matter,
she said, ¢ Tell Mozart privately to manage to
send Constanze home; otherwise my mother is
quite determined to make the police fetch her.”
Have the police really the power to enter any house
they please ? Perhaps this may only be a snare to
lure her home. Bat if it could be so, our only re-
source is that Constanze should marry me early to-
morrow, or this very day, if possible ; for I will not
expose my darling to such an insult, from which as
my wife she is secure. Another thing. Herr von
Thorwarth is to be at the Webers’ to-day. Pray
give me your kind advice, and lend a helping hand
to us poor creatures. I shall wait all day at home,
In the greatest haste. Constanze knows nothing
asyet of this. Did Herr von Thorwarth call on
you? Is it necessary that we should both go to see
him after dinner to-day ?
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198.
Vienna, July 31, 1783.

You see how willing I am to do as you wish, but
no one can do more than he can do! I do not
choose to write music helter-skelter, so I cannot
send you the entire symphony till next post. I
could have sent you the last movement, but prefer
its being complete, and then it will cost only one
postage. What you have received cost me already
three florins.

I to-day received your letter of the 26th. How
little did I anticipate such a cold indifferent letter
in return for the one in which I informed you of the
brilliant reception of my opera! I thought (judg-
ing by my own feelings) that, from your eagerness
to see your son’s work as quickly as possible, you
would scarcely have had patience to tear open the
parcel ; — a work which does not merely “ please,”
but makes such a commotion in Vienna that the
public will listen to nothing else, and the theatre
swarms with people. It was given yesterday for
the fourth time, and is to be repeated on Friday ; —
but — you had not sufficient time to spare! You
-say that the world declares I have made enemies
of all the professors of music, and many others, by
my boasting and criticisms. What world? Prob-
ably the Salzburg world, for people here cannot
fail to see and to know the exact reverse ; and this
shall be my reply. You have no doubt in the
mean time received my last letter, and I feel confi-



140 MOZART'S LETTERS.

dent that -you will give your consent to my mar-
riage in your next letter. You can have no possible
objection to offer, nor can there be any, and this
you admit in your letters. Constanze is a well-con-
ducted, good girl of respectable parentage, and I
am in a position to earn at least daily bread for her.
We love each other, and we are resolved to marry.
All that you have written or may possibly write on
this subject can be nothing but well-meant advice,
which, however good and sensible, can no longer
apply to a man who has gone so far with a girl.
There can therefore be no question of further delay.
Honesty is the best policy, and cannot fail to insure
the blessing of Providence. I am resolved to have
no cause for self-reproach. Now farewell |

199,
Vienna, August 7, 1782.

You are very much mistaken in your son if you
can believe him capable of base conduct. My be-
loved Constanze, now, thank God, at last my wife,
knew my circumstances long ago, and heard from me
that I had nothing whatever to expect from you;?
but her attachment and love for me were so great
that she gladly and joyfully sacrificed her future
life to share my fate. I thank you, with all the

- 1 The father, when he at last gave his consent to the marriage,
desired Wolfgang to observe that he (the father) could no longer ex-
pect assistance from his son in his distressed circumstances, caused by
his efforts to promote that son’s welfare; that Wolfgang, in return,
must not hope, either now or hereafter, to receive anything from his
father, and that he wished his bride to be told this.
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tender affection a son must always feel towards a
father, for your kind consent and blessing., I felt I
could rely on it ; and you knew that I was myself
only too well aware of all — all that could be said
against such a step ; but without injury to my con-
science and my honor I could not act otherwise,
and I knew I could place implicit confidence in
your consent. After waiting two posts in vain for
your answer, the day of our wedding having been
finally settled, (by which time your reply ought to
have arrived,) being quite assured of your consent,
I was married, by the blessing of God, to my be-
loved Constanze. Next day I received both your
letters at once. Now the event has taken place,
and I entreat your forgiveness for my perhaps too
hasty trust in your fatherly love. This candid con-
fession gives you a fresh proof of my regard for
truth, and ‘my detestation of falsehood. My dear
wife will herself by the next post write to her
kind father-in-law to entreat his blessing, and to her
beloved sister-in-law to solicit the continuance of
ber valued friendship. No one attended the mar-
riage but Constanze’s mother and youngest sister,
Herr von Thorwarth in his capacity of guardian,
Herr von Zetto (Landrath) who gave away the
bride, and Gilofsky [of Salzburg] as my best man.
‘When the ceremony was over, both my wife and I
shed tears; all present (even ‘the priest) were
touched on seeing the emotion of our hearts. Our
sole wedding festivities consisted of a supper, which
Baroness Waldstidten gave us, and indeed it was
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more princely than baronial. My darling is now a
hundred times more joyful at the idea of going to
Salzburg ; and I am willing to stake — ay, my
very life, that you will rejoice still more in my hap-
piness when you really know her; if, indeed, in
your estimation, as in mine, a high-principled, hon-
est, virtuous, and pleasing wife ought to make a
man happy.

I send you herewith a short march. I hope that
all will arrive in due time, and be to your taste.
The first allegro must be played with much fire, the
last as prestissimo as possible. My opera (by
Gluck’s desire) was given again yesterday. Gluck
was very complimentary to me about it. I dine
with him to-morrow. You see in what haste I
write. My dear wife and I kiss your hands a thou-
sand times. '
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PART VI
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200.
Vienna, August 17, 1782,

I roreor, when I wrote to you lately, to say
that on the feast of Portiuncula, my wife and I per-
formed our devotions at the Theatines. Even if a
sense of piety had not induced us to do so, we were
obliged to go on accougt of the certificate, without
which we could not have been married. Indeed,
previous to our marriage we had for some time past
attended mass together, as well as confessed and
taken the Holy Communion ; and I found that I
never prayed so fervently, nor confessed so piously,
as by her side, and she felt the same. In short, we
are made for each other, and God, who orders all
things, and consequently this also, will not forsake
us. We both thank you truly for your fatherly
blessing. I hope you have now received my wife’s
letter.

With regard to Gluck, my ideas are precisely
the same as yours, dear father; but I have some-
thing I wish to say to you. The Viennese gentle-
men (I more particularly allude to the Emperor)
must not believe that Vienna is my only resource.

YOL. II. 10
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There is no monarch whom I would be more glad
to serve than the Emperor, but I cannot humbly
solicit an appointment. I believe that I am fully
capable of doing honor to any court. If Germany,
my beloved fatherland, of which I am (as you
know) so proud, will not accept me, then in God’s
name let France or England be enriched by one
more German of talent, to the disgrace of the Ger-
man nation. You know well that the Germans
are the people who have always excelled most
in all the fine arts ; but where have they laid the
foundation of their success and their fame ? not in
Germany, certainly. Even Gluck — did Germany
make him the great manhe is? Alas! no. Count-
ess Thun, Count Zichi, Baron von Swieten, even
Prince Kaunitz, are all much dissatisfied with the
Emperor for not more highly prizing men of genius,
and for allowing them to leave his dominions. The
latter, in speaking of me to the Archduke Maxi-
milian, said, “Such people only come into the
world once in a hundred years, and must not be
driven away from Germany, more particularly when
we are so fortunate as actually to enjoy their pres-
ence in the capital.” You cannot think how kind
and courteous Prince Kaunitz was to me when I
was with him, and before I left he said, “ 1 am
much indebted to you, dear Mozart, for having
taken the trouble to pay me a visit.” I can’t tell
you what anxiety persons of rank, such as Countess
. Thun, Baron von Swieten, and others show to re-
tain me here; but I cannot afford to wait longer,
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and I do not choose to keep hanging on here till they
think fit to take pity on me. Moreover, it is my
- opinion that (even as regards the Emperor).I need
not so entirely depend on the favor of others. My
idea is to go to Paris next Easter, but of course not
at haphazard. I have therefore already written to
Le Gros [see No. 101], and daily expect his answer.
I have mentioned it in the course of conversation
with any of the nobility. It is, as you know, often
possible to throw out a hint of the kind in speaking,
which makes a greater impression than when dicta-
torially announced. I hope to get engagements at
the Concert Spirituel and the Concert des Ama-
teurs ; and in that event pupils will not fail me;
and having now a wife, I can superintend them
more easily and assiduously ; then I have my com-
positions, but I think chiefly of an opera. During
my stay here I have constantly spoken French, and
have now taken three lessons in English. I hope,
in the course of three months, to be able to read
and understand English books very tolerably.

201.
Vienna, August 24, 1782.
You have only suggested what I myself really
intended, and still intend. I must likewise confess
that my wife and I waited from day to day for some
‘sure information as to the arrival of the Russian
visitors, to decide whether to hasten our journey
or to delay it. Up to this hour we know nothing
_positive, so I could not write to you on the subject.
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Some say they are to arrive on the Tth of Septern-
ber ; others again, that they will not come at all. If
the latter be the case, we shall be in Salzburg by
the beginning of October. If, however, they do
come, it is not only very expedient that I should be
here, (according to the advice of my best friends,)
but my absence would be a great triumph to my
enemies, and therefore highly detrimental to me.
If I were to be appointed music-master to the
Princess of Wiirtemberg, (which is extremely prob-
able,) I could easily obtain permission to visit my
father for a time. If our project must be delayed,
no one will be more grieved than my wife and I,
for we are counting the hours till we can embrace
our kind beloved father and dear sister.

You are quite right about France and England,
but it is a step I can take when I please; it is cer-
tainly better to wait here for a little. In the in-
terim, too, things may change in those countries.
Last Tuesday (after, thank heavens! an intermis-
sion of a fortnight) my opera was again given with
great applause. I am glad that the symphony
[Kochel, No. 385] is to your taste. A propos, you
have no idea (but perhaps you do know ?) where I
live, — where do you think ? in the same house in
which we lodged fourteen years ago, on the Hohen
Briicke in Griinwald’s house, No. 387. Stephanie
junior arrived yesterday, and I went to see him to-
day. Elizabeth Wendling [see Nos. 76 and 96]
is also here. Forgive my writing any more, but I
wasted my time talking to Herr von Strack. I wish
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from my heart that those Russian people may not

come, that I may soon have the pleasure of embrac-

ing you. My wife sheds tears of joy when she

thinks of our Salzburg journey. Farewell! Your

dutiful children, W. A. Mozaer.
P. 8. — Man and wife are one.

202.
Vienna, Aug. 31, 1782.

You don’t know why I should flatter myself that
I am to be the Princess’s maestro? Salieri is not
capable of giving her instructions on the piano.
He might, to be sure, recommend some one else in
order to injure me, which is quite possible. Still,
the Emperor knows me ; on a previous occasion
the Princess said she wished to learn from me, and
I know that in the book where the names of all
those who are to be employed by her are entered,
my name is included.

You say I have not told you on what floor we
live. I intended to have done so, but will tell you
now, — on the second ; but how the idea could
enter your head that my highly honored mother-in-
law also lived there, I cannot conceive. I certainly
did not press forward my marriage to live in strife
and discord, but to enjoy rest and peace ; and the
only way to insure this was to leave that house at
once. We have paid her two visits since our mar-
riage. On the second, quarrelling and wrangling
began again, so that my poor wife at last burst into

tears ; but I put a stop to the thing at once by say-
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ing it was time to go, and we have not gone back
since, and do not intend to do so, except for a birth-
day or name-day of the mother or sisters. You
write that I did not say on what day our wedding
took place; but in this you are mistaken. Your
memory on this occasion has deceived you ; so you
must take the trouble to refer to my letter of the
Tth August, and you will find in it clearly and dis-
tinctly mentioned that on the Friday, Portiuncula-
day, we confessed, and were married on the ensu-
ing Sunday, the 4th. Perhaps you never got that
letter. Yet this is not at all likely, because yon
got the one I wrote in March, and answered me on
various points mentioned in it. I have a request
to make to you. Baron Waldstadten is going to
leave this, and wishes to get a good small piano-
forte. I cannot remember the name of the piano-
forte-maker in Zweibriicken, so I wish to ask you
to order one for him from there. It must, how-
ever, be ready in a month or six weeks at latest,
the price to be the same as that of the Archbishop.
Will you also let me have some Salzburg tongues
by the first opportunity, or by the diligence (if this
can be done without first going through the cus-
tom-house) ? I have received much courtesy from
the Baroness, and as we chanced to speak of
tongues, she said she should like to try those of
Salzburg, so I offered to procure her some. Should
there be anything else likely to be a rarity to her,
if you would send it, I should be particulgrly
obliged, being so glad to give her any pleasure. I
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can repay you the money through Peisser, or give
it to you when we meet. Can I get any Schwarz-
reuter ? When you write to my cousin [in Augs-
burg], pray give her our kind regards. Addio!

203.
Viefa, Sept. 11, 1782,

Many thanks for the tongues you sent; I gave
two to the Baroness, and kept two for myself, one
of which we are to have to-morrow. Be so good
as to let me know how you wish the payment to
be made. If you can also succeed in procuring
me some Schwarzreuter, you will oblige me exceed-
ingly.

The Jewess Eskeles has no doubt proved a very
good and useful tool in breaking up the friendship
between the Emperor and the Russian court, for
the day before yesterday she was escorted to Berlin
in order that the King might enjoy the felicity of
ber society. She is indeed a precious adventuress,
for she was the sole cause of Giinther's misfortune
also, if he could deem it a misfortune to be ar-
rested and confined for a couple of months in a
charming apartment, (retaining all his books and
his piano,) to lose his former post, but to be ap-
pointed to another with a salary of 1200 florins,
for he set off to Hermannstadt yesterday. Still,
such an occurrence distresses an honorable man,
and nothing in the world can compensate for it.
_Only this will show you that he has not committed
any great crime, his whole fault being thoughtless-
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ness — the absence, in short, of absolute discretion,
which is certainly a serious defect in a privy coun-
cillor. Although he did not divulge anything of
importance, still his enemies (one of the worst
being the ex-Stadtholder, Gr. von Herberstein)
cunningly contrived to place his conduct in so
suspicious a li®ht that the Emperor, who had such
confidence in him that he was to be seen for hours
walking arm in arm with him, on that very account
distrusted him now all the more. In addition to
all this came the Jewess Eskeles, (a former love of
Giinther’s,) and accused him in the most violent
terms. When the matter, however, was investi-
gated, the gentlemen looked very foolish, but a
great commotion had already been made about. the
affair. Great people never like to admit that they
have been in the wrong, and this was the cause of
poor Giinther’s downfall, which I Jament from my
heart, as he was an intimate friend of mine, and
(bad he maintained his former position) might
have done me good service with the Emperor.
Only think how strange -and unexpected it was to
us, and how closely concerned in it we were ; for
Stephanie, Adamberger, and I were supping with
him at night, and next morning he was placed
under arrest. I must now close for fear of missing
the post. My wife is in her nineteenth year.
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204.
Vienna, Sept. 25, 1782.

I BAVE received your letter of the 20th, and
hope you got the few lines I wrote you, merely
saying that we were well. A most singular occur-
rence, — who can foresee the strange coincidences
that come to pass ? Herr Gabel, who