from the later moments of Wagner's Ring - but the beauty and seriousness of its
expression, building as it does to a true sense of grandeur, is wholly the composer's own.

The finale begins with a blast of ferocious energy, in which quivering strings and
woodwinds compete with a new trumpet solo and its portent of doom; the Wagnerian
torpor increases, with a murky theme in the cellos and bass. But all this soon collides into
a new idea, another chorale - but this one is pure Chausson, a burst of Provencal sunshine
in a badly-needed D major. A very impressionistic development section ensues, in which
earlier themes form the Symphony are recalled with a nimble sense of rhythm and color.
The recapitulation brings renewed orchestral torments, all built into frenzy - whereupon
the Symphony's quiet opening chorale is suddenly recalled, in the brass. This time,
though, the tune's earlier sense of tragedy has been left behind, replaced by a mood of
quiet optimism; the funeral rite of the Symphony's opening has now been changed into a
noble epitaph.

Maurice Ravel (1875-1937): Tzigane, Concert Rhapsody for Violin and Orchestra
(1924).

To bring us all back to life, as it were, we finish our musical evening in Paris with the
greatest of all French showpieces for violin and orchestra, Ravel's Tzigane of 1924. We
in North America are finally at the stage where we no longer see Ravel as Debussy's
slightly "less profound but more colorful" Impressionist colleague, but rather as an
equally towering master in his own right, blending a compositional sense of color worthy
of'a Gaugin or a Matisse with a classical, Gallic restraint he inherited from Fauré and
Saint-Saéns. Moreover, here we have /ate Ravel, the Maurice Ravel permanently shaken
by the horrors of the First World War, in whom the splashiness of Daphnis and Chloe has
been exchanged for something more austere; life is not so much sensually celebrated, as
before, but held onto with a stoic passion.

In 7Tzigane elegance is not the watchword (though it is always present), but rather
unbelievable solo virtuosity, and Gypsy fire. Ravel often proved his talents as the greatest
"non-Spanish-Spanish" composer, in masterpieces such as his Bolero; here, from the very
beginning of the almost unbearably long solo cadenza which opens the work, this most
fastidious of French gentlemen gives us the ultimate Gypsy tour de force.
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noble melancholy. The finale is a furious cauldron of ideas: part Gypsy dance, part Verdi
aria, part Wagner chorale. A very Hungarian-hued cadenza for the soloist serves as the
movement's twin peaks, culminating in a final burst of ardor.

Ernest Chausson (1855-1899): Symphony in B flat, Op.20 (1890)

If Camille Saint-Saéns is perennially celebrated in another backhanded compliment as "a
minor genius", the music of his younger colleague Ernest Chausson has always
languished on the fringes of the repertoire. Aside from his justly famous Poeme for violin
and orchestra, he remains a glorified footnote in standard music histories, as one of the
more talented pupils of the great Belgian master César Franck (1822-1890). As with most
of Franck's celebrated band of followers at the Paris Conservatoire (who, incidentally,
tended to not get along too well with Saint-Saéns), Chausson shared three distinct
qualities: a heady, sometimes overbearing enthusiasm for Wagner; a noble or well-to-do
upbringing, with a resulting private income; and lastly, often a bizarrely early demise.
The young Alexis de Castillon, for example, died of his wounds from the Franco-
Prussian War; Alberic Magnard died while single-handedly defending his estate from
German troops in the early days of World War I; Henri Duparc suffered a mental
breakdown in his thirties, and wrote not another note for the next 50 years; the 24 year-
old Guillaume Lekeu died of food poisoning; and Chausson, perhaps the most talented of
them all, died suddenly at forty-four, when he lost control of the bicycle he was riding
and smashed into a stone wall.

What may be most compelling about Chausson's music, in its tragically small catalogue,
is not simply that he was the most gifted of the Franck circle; rather, it is how his music
formed a bridge between that of Wagner, the Teutonic giant, and the infinitely more
Gallic contours of the Impressionists (it is of no mean significance that Claude Debussy,
whom Chausson sometimes supported financially, was a close and trusted friend).
Chausson's only symphony demonstrates this dual nature with consummate mastery, and
the few American audiences who have the fortune to hear it tend to come away stunned
by its nobility, eloquence, and emotional heft. Like the equally great single symphony of
his master César Franck (and the Mozart "Paris" Symphony with which we began), the
work is in only three movements; it also employs the "cyclic" idea of recurring themes
that are transformed through the course of the piece, a concept composers like Franck,
Liszt and Schumann had already pioneered.

The Symphony in B flat does indeed open with this Wagnerian feel, of a rather funereal
cast - notice the dignified pessimism of the trumpet solo in the chorale. On the other
hand, the main theme of the allegro, scored for solo horn and shimmering strings, is
music that only a Frenchman could write - a summer's day in the meadow, a Monet
landscape come to life. Chausson develops his themes in a turbulent climax, but one in
which a Gallic sense of refinement is always evident. The central slow movement,
admittedly, is "French Wagner" at its most intense - the opening idea sounds as if culled



Symphony - and it is a testament not only to his genius, but to his character - is that,
within weeks of his mother's death, he could so urbanely turn out a symphony so perfect,
so "public", and so radiant in sunshine.

Camille Saint-Saéns (1835-1921): Violin Concerto No.3 in B Minor, Op.61 (1880)

Saint-Saéns, like Joseph Haydn one of those perennially under-rated composers, suffers
from a kind of stereotyping-by-anecdote. We all know the stories: that as a child he was
hailed as another Mozart (able to play, on request, any of Beethoven's piano sonatas by
memory), but lived long enough to be vilified as a reactionary, walking out of the
premiere of Stravinsky's The Rite of Spring; that as boy he hung out at Paris salons with
Rossini and Berlioz, but lived long enough to give advice to the young Aaron Copland
(yes, Aaron Copland), then a scholarship student in the City of Light; and aside from the
"Organ" Symphony, the lurid "Bacchanale" from Samson and Delilah and the humorous
romp The Carnival of the Animals, there's not much else worth hearing from this most
Gallic of composers -- "style above substance" being the backhanded compliment he
most often receives.

Of course, a far more complex situation lay behind the facade. As with his friend
Tchaikovsky, a brief, disastrous marriage was the sole interruption in a life that was
homosexual by nature; but whereas Tchaikovsky's agonies gushed forth in his music,
Saint-Saéns' art rarely departed from a style of "clarity and order" which in its serene
maturity only seems to get better with age. This was no doubt inspired by his typically
French, reticent nature, unwilling to "wear one's heart on one's sleeve"; his famously
wide-ranging intellectual pursuits, resulting in a life of solitary travel; and, as with
Brahms, an inherently antiquarian outlook - at his concerts he was a pioneer in re-
introducing the music of such "ancient" masters as Bach, Handel and Rameau. Indeed,
with his very Mendelssohnian "clarity and order" he rescued French music from its
fashionable vulgarities of the Second Empire, and Debussy and the Impressionists - the
composers who loved to hate him - actually owed him an incalculable debt.

Saint-Saéns' Third Violin Concerto has long been one of the few works by which he's
always been remembered - if you want to know the real Saint-Saéns, get to know all the
concertos, and the haunting late cycle of woodwind sonatas - and it's not hard to see why:
the Concerto is abundant in its solo acrobatics, its tunefulness, and an easy charm. Not
one but two great performers inspired the work: first, the African "mulatto" virtuoso
Augustus Bridgetower, for whom Beethoven, no less, had written his Kreutzer Sonata
and who visited Paris as an old man; and later, the 15 year-old phenomenon Pablo de
Sarasate, without doubt the greatest violinist of his day. And indeed, it is this double
sense of history and innovation, of order and excitement, that marks the Concerto with a
quiet genius. There is no orchestral introduction, as is traditional: jarringly, the solo violin
announces itself, and the first movement proceeds in an impassioned conversation
between violin and orchestra. The slow movement, on the other hand, is pure song,
worthy of a Bellini aria: in a debt, no doubt, to Mozart, the violin eventually trades
phrases with the solo woodwinds, giving a dash of color to a piece of restrained and



Program Notes
Mozart a Paris

Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart (1756-1791): Symphony No.31 in D Major,
"Paris" (1778)

In this 250th anniversary year of Mozart's birth, we at the Waukesha Symphony aim not
just to mark such a milestone with the usual smattering of masterpieces, but rather to
place those masterpieces - and maybe a forgotten gem or two - in a variety of (we hope)
fascinating contexts; think of it as comparing looking down a hallway to looking through
a kaleidoscope. Given the pre-eminence of Paris as a musical hub during Mozart's
lifetime, as well as the deep link between Mozart's style and the ideals of the Age of
Enlightenment, which of course began in France and quickly spread to the nascent
America, having Mozart be the musical host of an evening in Paris seems a natural
choice.

In 1777, the 21 year-old Mozart set out from Salzburg on a second visit to Paris, in the
hopes of securing a post which would free him from his famously contentious one in that
Austrian cathedral town(where, it must be noted, Mozart was less than blameless for his
socio-political difficulties). On his earlier visit, made while a mere boy, Mozart was feted
as a god-like prodigy. But now, little more than a teenager, he more or less
"underwhelmed" the jaded Parisian elite of the pre-Revolutionary Ancien Regime. What
is more, the trip soon became a disaster, as Mozart's beloved mother died there on tour;
Mozart's letters to his father, in which he gradually tries to break the news to him from
Paris, contain some of the most touching moments in one of the great father-and-son
correspondences in history.

Along with the Symphony No.29 (which we'll be performing on our November concerts),
the Symphony No.31 is the first of Mozart's symphonies that can be called an out-and-out
masterpiece, and what never ceases to startle us is how the two works are undeniably
great in undeniably different ways. With the 29th, the teenage Mozart left us the epitome
of the Austrian chamber symphony, with its open-hearted lyricism and simple
orchestration; but with the "Paris" Symphony, he gives us the French classical symphony
par excellence - essentially beating the Parisians at their own game(though I don't think
they knew it). And in both instances, Mozart, like his artistic brother-in-arms Joseph
Haydn (whose anniversary we'll hopefully celebrate in 2009), shows an uncanny knack
for knowing the aesthetic limits of his audience.

Light, sophisticated entertainment is the order of the day, and yet I know of no piece in
which the complexities of sonata form are engaged in a more succinct and subtle manner.
In the first of the work's three movements, phrases of tender lyricism are announced by
fanfare-like motives of - and this is very French - a certain cold, hard brilliance; the slow
movement, one of his most beautiful, moves along with an unforgettably limpid grace.
And in the finale, Mozart expertly judges his audience's need for sensational effects with
that famous beginning of hushed second violins, which suddenly explodes into a
fortissimo of good humor. Perhaps the most amazing thing about Mozart's "Paris"



