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ESQUIRE

Le Dernier Cri

The concierge seemed both pleased

and alarmed when asked about the

mystery of the so-called Baroness

WIIAT a weird idyll it was!—that provin-

al Austrian watering-place and its rep-
resentative hotel—the Bellevue. 1 don't re-
member who had recommended the dreary
place to me, nor \\'l];\.' I st -'I,'-‘I'd there for a fort-
night or even longer—instead of rushing to
the next train at once when I had glimpsed
the dull promenade, the sleepy Kurhaus, the
dusty palm trees adorning the deszerted lobby
of the Bellevue.

There was something uneannily depressing
about that hotel in all ite faded splendor. The
whole establishment—Iluridly pompous as i
was, with its marble staireages, wvast ball-
rooms, sultry chambres séparédes, and secret
corridors—exhaled the most penetrating
noztalgia for those legendary days of abomin-
able taste and tremendous fun—when Rus-
sian Grand Dukes, roaring with savage laugh-
ter, used to chase buxom chambermaids;
Austrian officers sipped champagne out of a
lady's slipper, while handsome prinees of the
House of Hapsburg kept their “incognito”
abstinately, though their true identity was

well known to ove :_':.'I'..,d_‘.‘; the i.-”m:——

"".!."' t e
ing doorman—very Franz Joseph-like with
his magnificent pair of whiskers- had a sar-
donic smirk when he addressed his Imperial
Highness simply as Herr Baron. . . . How re-
mote it seems! how unreal'—this withered
glamor of forgotten festivals—the weightless

by KLAUS MANN
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merriment of laughs and waltzes long died
AWLY . . . 1 recognized the charm and the ab-
surdity of that sunken-down world as I gazed
dreamily into one of the dingy mirrors deco-
rating the walls of the Bellevue Bar,

It was in that gold-framed mirror that I
caught the first glimpse of the Baroness, Her
fragile figure gradually emerged from the
shady depth of the glass as a mermaid slowly
rises from her chilly hiding place. Bhe en-
tered the bar on the arm of her ungainly
cavalier, She lnnghed. She was very attractive,

What I noticed first of all were her eyes-
disproportionately big: inconsolably sad un-
der & sauey hat. My heart smote me as |
watehed her erossing the empty bar—royally
erect; shrouded in the proveeative sweetness
of her perfume and the trinmphant cascades
of her pearly laugh. I was struck, ravished,
bewildered—hby the glimmering pallor of her
ageless face, the strange elegance of her
clothes, and above all, by the disquieting
conirast between the elated melody of her
laugh and the unfathomable melancholy of
her eyes,

Never shall T forget this first performance
of her repertoire I witnessed. Her companion
was o middle-aged fellow—hook-nosed,
swarthy and greasy—probably a minor busi-
neszman from the Balkans. They drank cham-
pagne—what else could they possibly drink?
Champagne i= an indispensable ingredient of
the traditional setup: it just belongs to the
show—as Ophelin’s flowers or the death’s-
head are essential for any Hamlet production,

Everything was perfeetly comme tl faut—
arranged and acted according to the rituals of
a classie pattern. His trivial jokes and her sil-
very gigele; the naughty refrains of dated
French chansons that she recited with a pro-
voking nonchalance; his delight and elumsy
efforts to be sparkling too: it was altogether
like a =cene out of & musical comedy—Ilong-
rehearsed, often-tested.

While she flirted with him, and ecalled him
mon chowz and mon petil coco, she wanted me
to know how disgusted szhe really was with
his poor manners and his ugliness. She made
faces behind his back and darted seornful
glances—just to inform me that she thought
him a bore and that he annoyed her to mad-
ness, Her disgust was, of eourse, more honest
and authentie than her artificial merriment.
Yet, strangely enough, even this tragic atti-
tude of hers was not guite sincere. The suffer-
ing that she seemingly tried to coneeal, was
really just another aspect of the traditional
pattern: Here T am, in all my sordid deprav-
ity!—my poor heart bleeding, corroded with
shame and pain—while I pretend to have a
wonderful time with that hideous moron . . .

When she had left, not without having
prgx.'pnii;‘[] me with a ]'1:!i1|ti1'(‘ but promising

sked the barman if he knew who

smile, 1 &
she was, “That dame?’ he shrugged his
shoulders and seemed slightly shocked, either
wwance or else by my frivolous

v

by my gt
. “Why, of course, it's the Baroness,
he said, not very enthusiastieally; then added,
while he kept moving his eocktail ghaker in
a hored, mechanieal way: "“She’s been living
here for many years.” I was not gquite sure 1f
thiz meant, in his opinion, & fact that spoke
for the Baroness, or rather if he disapproved
of her long stay at the Bellevue Hotel. While
T waz still musing on this puzzling question,
he informed me, casually but in the dis-
creatly lowered voiee of an experienced bawd:
“Apartment Thirty-six, in ease you're inter-

ested . .. But you'd better give her a ring
before you drop by to see her. She is pretty
busy sometimes, . )"

I assured him, rather indignantly, that I
certainly had no such intentions, whereupon
he shrugged his shoulders again and retired.

A date with her? What a ludicrous idea!
True, 1 liked the dainty oval of her pallid
faee, and there was something in her voice
and smile that She had been
rather exciting, indeed, when she gave me
thase treacherous looks, behind the back of
her lover...But—a date? It would prob-
ably be expensive—and hardly worth the
price, . .

Yet, when T crossed the lobby I stopped
at the desk from where the concierge, Herr
Tulpitz, majestically supervised all goings-
on of the Bellevue, He was an imposing old
fellow, Herr Tulpitz—; in faet, an ideal
CONCIErge— dignified, thoughtful and kind. He
would tell me, in & plain and vet tactful way,
if it was advisable to make friends with that
ao-called Baroness,

His reaction to my casual question was
apt to astonish if not to frighten me. He

affected me.
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seemed unduly pleased and at the same time
alnrmed, tickled as well as puzzled, and al-
together muddled and overwhelmed with ex-
citement. “The Baronessz de La Motte-
Tribolidre?'’ he asked—pronouncing the
grandicse name with a certain solemn ten-
derness. There was a long, stony pause be-
fore he added—all severity and serious dis-
approval—: *I am surprised, Sir. Very much
surprised, indeed."

I smiled uncomfortably, feeling rather fool-
ish and guilty. Finally I ventured to say,
very timidly: “She is sort of famous, I sup-
pose?™

“Sort of famous?"—Now he seemed
dened rather than angry. His eyes, 1
with gorrowful love, stared through me with-
out seeing me,—"She is the Pride of the
Bellevue," he stated at last, nodding gravely.
“His Imperial Highness uzed to eall her ‘my
darling butterfly’ . . ."—How soft his voice
sounded now! He shook his head—absorbed
in memories, *“The Pride of the Bellevue . . .""
he repeated musingly. “The Pride of the
Bellevue—{or twenty-seven years, . ."

* For twenty-seven ‘.',.'r-ur;:.‘"

He started as if awakening from a ghastly
dream.—*You'll exeuse me, Sir,”" he said
briefly, in a strangely peremptory tone it
was almost ronde—I had never seen him in
sich a state. I am very busy.”

He concluded the conversation as a mon-
arch eoncludes an audience,

When I passed by the next morning, how-
ever, he beekoned graciously, and as I stopped
in front of his throne-like desk, he whispered
to me with a sort of restrained passion:
How are you this morning, Herr Baron?"
(He knew, of course, that I am no Baron,
and had never called me so before.) *'1 hope
vou had a good night and have forgotten
all about that rubbish I told you yester-
day."”

I pretended not to understand.—*The
Baroness de La Motte-Tribolidre,” he mur-
mured, enjoying, this time, the pleasure of
pronouneing her name with a certain appre-
hensive hastiness as if disturbed by a feeling
of guilt. “How foolish I was to say that she
has been living here for twenty-five years!”

“Twenty-seven years,” I corrected him.

“What's the difference?”’ he
gave a tormented chuckle, “It's
a silly line, anyway. I just tried
to be funny—that's all. I have
no idea, really, how long the
Baroness lives here, at the Belle-

Bad

siudl-
st

vue. It may be five years, or
nine—or thirty. .. In any ecase,
I should be more careful about
what I say. That stupid twaddle
of mine could do harm to her
raputation.”

Her reputation?—I couldn’t
help smiling somewhat sardon-
ically, Herr Tulpitz, guessing
my thoughts, nodded gloomily.
“I know, I know—people are
malicious nowadays—neasty and
narrowminded—that's what
they are. All that sordid gossip
—1I know it only too well. . ."—
There was a silence while he

epemed to brood over some de-

pressing mystery—caressing the
silky silver of his magmficent
whiskers, Finally he pulled him-
self together as if he had come
to a grim but imperative con-

elusion, *'I may as well tell you right away
he began, his voice trembling with grave
emotion. He paused, then continued with a
sort of desperate bluntness: *‘She is no Bar-
oness, really. She may have been married,
of course, to a Baron de La Motte-Tribolidre
—somewhere, in Monte Carlo or Cairo—
many years ago. . . But now—under the pres-
ent circumstances—she
1% just a woman, who,.."”
—He didn't find the
right word, and an-
nouneed at last: A cour-
that’'s what she
really is.”

“A epurtesan’’ ...
What a queer, preten-
tious designation! It
sounded old-fashioned
and somehow fantastic.
..." S0 she is simply a
wh. ..

He interrupted me
with a seathing look and
a majestio gesture.
“Now, listen to me,
young man!’ he said
slowly, in an ominously
lowered voice, “When 1
say ‘a courtesan,’ | mean
a courtesan—nothing

fesan

else, T am 20TV Lo Se0
that you—as most
young men nowadays—
don't know the difference
between a cheap prosti-
tute and a grande cocolle,
The Baroness de La
Motte-Tribolidre is a
master in her profession
—ijugt as Bignor Carnso or Madame Sarah
Bernhardt are masters in their own respeec-
tive realms, Gentlemen of great fortune and
reputation flock to her attractive personality.
I eould tell you stories about men in the
highest positions whom she has bewitched,
dominated—and ruined. . .”" He faltered and
blushed—which made @ pathetic impres-
sion——: this wrinkled, paternal face, glowing
with that momentary flush. Then he con-
tinned—onece more composed and dignified:

29

“However, she is a lady of great talents and
eonsiderable background. I daresay, indeed,
that she is the last ono—the last worthy rep-
resentative of the great style, the suthentice
tradition. I have seen many of them in my
time; but only few who matched the Baron-
@35 de La Motte-Tribolidre—and none, actu-
ally none, who surpassed her—My word of
honor!” he coneluded
in a firm, though slight-
ly trembling voice,
“*She is absolutely first-
rate. Believe an old
connoisseur who def-
initely knows what he
is talking about.”

Mr. Tulpitz's solemn
little harangue had
]IIIHII' i l'll]l‘-]li"[‘-‘illll‘
impression on me, 1 re-
called his words while
I kept watehing the
Baroness—ineressingly
attracted by her ap-
pearance. So that's
what she looks like—1I
wondered as I gazed at
her—: the last of the
Ir,lr.'”.'r.rr'.le cocoflles, . .

It 50 happened, time
and again, that she and
I were the only persons
present in thelobby orin
the bar—foran hour, or
even longer. Bhe would
sit there—numbed
with boredom or mel-
ancholy, absorbed in
bleak and mysterious
dreams. She was much
alone—dallying her time with yellowed mag-
azines or just staring in front of her with un-
seeing emply eves. Sometimes she smiled at
me—a  momentary,
she gave me a hasty glance, full of suffering
and seduction,

How did she manage to make her living,
being so0 extremely languid and inactive?
How could a professionanl ecourtesan afford to
wnste valuable hourzin an armehair—supine,

meaningless smile—or

lethargie, motionless like o brittle statue—a
precious doll made of glass, silk,
and o very delicate, almost trans-
parent marhle?

She changed, of course, and
suddenly turned sparkling and
animated, when she received vis-
itors—which oceurred but rarely;
about onee every other day, in
late afternoon, Then she showed
off and glittered—quivering with
alluring ecaprices and pearly
laughter. How enthralling she
was!—how delightful, with the
swilt elepanee of her nimble
movements! At the same time,
however, the dazzling perform-
ance she gave was apt to depress
me o little, Her
perfunctory verve—a routine frol-
icsomeness as one may detect in

3 WAas @& oPr

the feats and smiles of an aging
prima ballerina—still eelebrated,
though already weary—who exe-
eutes the same ballet for the thou-
sandth time.—It was due partly
to the appearanee of her cav-
aliers, I suppose, that the whole
pieture seemed so sinister. Most

Continued on page 17
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of them were rather dreary, in-
deed—elderly chaps with worn-
out, flaceid faces, nasty old dé-
bauchés, grotesque figures with
monoeles and ridieulous wigs,
trying desperately to look dash-
ing and youthfully wicked. Where
did they eome from, and why did
they gather just here? Did the
Baroness pick up her lovers in
hospitals and asylums? Had she no
hoy friends under seventy? There
wassomething wrong—undeniably.

Why did she never go out?

This was the weirdest leature
of her puzzling conduct thit
she never left the hotel; never
breathed a bit of open air, never
set foot on the street. She seemed
a prisoner of the Hotel Bellevue
doomed to spend the rest of her
sinful days in that gloomy lobby,
ruarded by the grim tenderness
of Herr Tulpitz. Like a nun, bound
by a solemn vow never to leave
the convent, she kept wandering,
4 spectral and perfumed saint, be-
tween the dusty lobby, the sultry
bar, and her own apartment,
Number Thirty-six: seandalously
opened to a vicious publie, but,
for some mysterious reason, in-
accessible to me . . .

Was she wanted by the police,
and The Bellevue, was it the only
place where she felt out of reach—
as, in the pious days of antiquity,
safety used to be granted even to
murderers, as long as they re-
mained within the walls of a sane-
tuary? Or was she bound by con-
tract with the management,
obliring her to restriet her activ-
itieg to the rooms of this hotel?
Or, perhaps, she had to avoid any
contact with the outside world,
hecanze the artifieinl mnsk of her
faee could not stand the natural
touch of sun, wind, and rain? Even
the mild breezes of & spring day
might prove fatal to the perish-
able substance of her delicite
flesh: it would diszolve presently
under the earesses of the lively
pir—just as certain mummies, ex-
cellently preserved in the dark
eoxiness of their grave chambers,
dissolve promptly when expozed
to humidity, eold and heat. Or
was she simply frightened by the
ugliness and eruel sobriety of our
modern world?

I had started to jot down some
fragmentary notes coneerning her
character and plight—the intri-
cate phenomenon of her existenece,
It was a thorough analyvsis of that
odd charneter—ithe last eourtesan

I was pondering on. The grad-
ual dizappearance of that female
type, called la grande cocotle or
great courtesan—wasn't this a faet
that deserved the most serious
eonsideration? She just died away

like eertain gigantic salaman-
ders, dwarfish dogs, or dated lit-
erary mannerizms. How could
chronielers of eurrent history neg-
lect so stirring a development—so
bitter and eruel a los=? After all,
they used to play a crueial role in
world history—those eolorful
ladies, from Aspasia to the aristo-
eratie vamps of the Renaissance,

from Pompadour and Du Barry
to the splendid demi-mondnines of
the Nineteenth Century—half-
outensts, Illllf—i‘llt't"ll_‘u: living in
glamor, dying in misery, and fi-
nally immortalized by Balzae and
Heinrich Heine, Maupassant and
Zola, Renoir and Toulouse-Lau-
tree. Nowadays, of course, there
still are lndies of dubious reputa-
tion—kept women, des femmes
SJatales of many different shades
“gomph girls,” greedy adventur-
esses, But their style and taste,
their tricks and their ambitions
have changed deplorably. Now,
they want to make a enreer in the
movies or in the seeret serviee of a
Totalitarian State. The whole
gFame become  business-like
and prosaic—no romanticism, any
longer.

A world convulsed by the fever
of a permanent erisis has no room
or time for the luxurious whims
of individuals. These are bad days,
indead, for the ars amandi, A new
militant pathos, noisy, erude, and
relentless, sweeps away the sins
and eharms of & more settled so-
ciety, A new perfunctory libertin-
ism deprecintes the traditional
rites and subtle circumstantialities
of costly viees: the odd morality
of 1940 has mo objection to the
bombing of open eities, but disap-
proves strietly of sensual refine-
ments that might be pernicious to
the national strength. The rich
finanes politieal parties instead of
expensive women; the poor get
intoxicated by the thudding elo-
e of dictators; byrants turn
ascetic—youngsters murderous
and the Baroness de La Motte-
Triboliére spends her days in
gloomy loneliness—muszing upon
the cruel change of all worldly
things. . . Doesn’t she resemble,
indeed, those tragie witches whom
we meet oceasionally in the sophis-
ticated fairy tales of a baroque
German romanticism? They are
very lonely, too—those last sor-
coresses—terribly forsaken in a
world from which the philosophy
of Enlightenment and the inven-
tion of the electric light have ban-
ished all mystery and magic . . .

Thus I speculated and dreamed
—writing down, from time to time,
a few sporadie words and sentences
—when the Baroness hl]llfll'lll:\'
stood behind me. She had ap-
proached—noiseless and feline: 1
only notieed her as 1 felt, with a
slight and rather pleasant shud-
der, the icy tenderness of her fin-
gertips on my glowing temples,
This was her silvery laugh-
melodious, though somewhat
forced. **How shockingly busy yvou
are! I can't stand this any more.
For half an hour I have been
watching you. It makes me in-
eredibly nervous to see a man
working with such ugly zeal. What
are you seribbling there, anvhow?
Iz it about me? Naughty boy you
are!” She lifted a white, brittle
finger, waving it with playful
severity, an unsuitable and rather
ludicrous gesture. Never before
had 1 seen her so completely de-

Continued on page 148
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prived of all charm and dignity.

**And, besides, what do you
know about me?'" she inquired,
full of anxious suspicion. ** Nothing,
I suppose—except those ridiculous
tales: of Herr Tulpitz—poor old
thing.” The Iast words she pro-
nounced slowly, with a strangely
lurking twinkle in her eyes.

I assured her hastilv: “Herr
Tulpitz is as disereet as he counld
be, I never heard a single word of
i.{l!.‘i.‘iip from him."”

She shrugged her shoulders and
seemed slightly disappointed.
“Poor old thing," she repeated;
and then—while she began to ex-
amine her make-up in a tiny mir-
ror: “He is nuts,” she added.
“Mad as hell. Poor old darling."

There was something surpris-
ingly hard and vulgar in her words
and the abrupt little laugh that
followed. Her smile and voice,
however, turned softer as she con-
tinued: “He lives in a world of
his own. I am sure he believes,
really, that he used te be very
rich, and people called him Exesel-
leney, and that we lived in o fine
apartment in Paris—he and 1
many years ago. [1's guite a story.
[ was the great eourtesan—and he
the nobleman who had decided to
save me , . . But I fell in love with
the Imperial Prinee, and there was
a seandal in Vienna—a tremon-
dous seandal, with foud le monde
talking about 1t . . . 50 we fled to
Paris, and there [ betrayed him
again; for [ was the incorrigible
O :Illd ]H' !ll'\.'!‘[l me, llrlil 1'“'[!
there was a war, and he lost all his
money, and his title: all he kept
was hig love for me—his eternal
love—and I made money for
him., He was not jealous anyv-
more—simply couldn’t afford it.
But he still did love me. We had
a wonderful time before we got
stranded in this dreary place. ..
But this, of course, was a long,
long time apo. . .""

Her voics had assumed the sing-
ing and drowsy rhythm in which
mothers recite fairy tales to their
children. But then again there was
that hard, aggressive little elink
of her nervous laugh. “It's all
sheer invention, of eourse,” she
concluded, *'But he really believes
it., And why shouldn™t he, after
all? If it makes him feel better . . "

Then she asked me, very cas-
ually, if I eared to take her out
for dinner tonight,

When 1| met her
lobby, only two or thres hours
later, she had changed elothes and
looked strikingly handsome, jn-
decd—with that delicate face of
hers, shining in its translueent
pallor under the heavy erown of
her rich, auburn hair, I asked her
where she wanted to go, where-
upon she piereed me with a sad,
n-prumlhl’ul Ei:l[lr'{', I-'i.}“'ﬂ‘ l"-- no
place to go." She shuddered as if
an iey wind had touched her bare
shoulders. There =he stood, her
lips tightly eclosad—haunted by
mysterious fears or bound by se-
eret vows and obligations, frail
and beautiful in her porgeous cos-

agnin in the

tume, It was the most astounding
sort of an evening gown she wore

a complicated ereation with an
endless train; overloaded with
fenthers, jewels, colored laces, all
kinds of faney draperies. It might
have been s eurious model of 1800

or the sauey en ['lrirv of & Buper-
maodern dressmaker . . . Her fingers
twisted nervously about the pur-
ple feathers of an enormous fan.
I said to her: “You look more ex-
citing than ever,”—which made
her emile agnin presently.

“The restaurant of our charm-
ing hotel,” she announesd with a
grandiose gesture toward the din-
ing room that lay in gloomy dark-
ness. It still is the most dandy
spot far and wide.'" Then she
added, with that false note of
jclr-ulurill'.' that sometimes made
her conversation g0 embarrassing:
“Unless you think it eompromis-
ing to dine in full view of your
friende with o wicked girl like me.”

I replied that I did not expect to
meet many acquaintances in that
desolate place. But she insisted,
with disquieting merriment: “Oh,
there are plenty of them. You'll
see, mon ami—you’ll see,”

But all I saw as we entered the
restaurant, were empty tables and
chairs. Only one table was set and
dimly lit by an old-fashioned lamp.

“Claston hag reserved my favor-
ite eorner for us!" eooed the Bar-
oness, et charmant! The Duch-
ess will explode with rage. .
Don't look now! There she is, . "

1 felt rather alarmed as she sent
her haughty, distracted smile
through the murky twilight of the
deserted room. “The Duke cuts
me too,” she whispered, very close
to me—angry and amused. *Ah,
comme ¢ est ]-,-'Irlr,,.{"_" But what else
coild he do, after all? She would
eertainly kil him if he dared to
have a glimps=e at me. . ."

No doubt, her mind wandered
a little. She saw this deserted
place swarming with enemies and
admirers, rivalz, lovers and bawds

she heard the familisr whirr of
gossip and intrigues, the whisper
of desire, envy and disapproval,
a8 she had heard it at the same
place before—how many years
ago?—*""La petite Lolotee!” she gig-
gled. “Mon dien! All dressed up
like s cireus horse. [ wonder, really,
what the colonel finds in her.”

She ealmed down a little as we
finally resnched our table. “The
food iz lousy here.' she ohserved,
and suddenly had, in the flicker-
ing shine of the lamp, the sullen
and weary face of a very old wom-
an. Then, rather abruptly, she
plunged into a swift and elegant
conversation, I histened to her
winged and empty chatter—half-
amused, half-bewildered, as most
of the names and events she pe-
ferred to sounded strangely un-
familinr to me. Besides, it strock
me a5 somewhat weird that she
should be so t|1||rnl.‘||._rh]_‘.' fbe e rand
as to the gosszip of the smart set
in Venice, Cannes and Paris, the
races in Auteuil and Monte Carlo,
the opera season in London, the

Continued at top of page 150




latest seandals of Biarritz and
Baden-Baden—though she never
left this provineial place nor even
this hotel . . . There was a natural
sophiztication in her way of talk-
ing—something suave and bril-
liant, but at the same time stala,
frozen, deprived of authentie life.
As I finally ventured a few re-
marks about recent Hollywood
films, she grew silent and seemed
hurt—her face drooping as if T had
offended her by endless tirades
on a subject entirely beyond her
understanding. *“These flowers,"
she interrupted me at last. “These
lilacs . . . gorgeous, aren't they?
You don't know what flowers mean
to me, my friend.’”’ She had a wan,
mawlkish smile, and the gesture
was a fumbling one, as she pointed
to those flowers she saw, I adore
them,” she whispered. But the
table was empty. It was a barren
table she smiled at.

“There are no flowers," I said,
rather eruelly.

sShe nodded sadly, “1 know, I
know . . . No flowers—alas! No
flowers, any more..."

There was a silence, while her
eves wandered with the smoke of
her cigarette. When she finally
spoke again, her voiee sounded
hollow, infinitely sad. “No flow-
ers, any more,” she insisted, and
then assumed the bleak dignity
of Cassandra, the prophetess.
“There will be hard times, my
poor friend,” she predicted, her
voice tolling like the great bells
of the Last Judpment. “Cruel

nation’s 389,762 exclusive =sub-
seription societies. You ean also
register the order of your choice for
Bela Bartok's Quartet No. &
Louis Grinberg's Dandel Jazz
Aaron Copland’s Sextet for Piano,

Clarinet and String Quartet
Mare Blitzstein's No For An An-

swer (excerpts)
Paul Hindemith's Das Marienleben
Charles Ives's “Conecord" Sonata
Frederick Jacobi’s Sonata No, 2
Prokofieff's Sonata for Two Violins
Schinberg’s String Quartet No. 2
Roger Sessions’ Piano Sonata
Stravinsky's Concerto for Two

Pianos
Virgil Thomson's Stabat Mater for

String Quartet and Voice,

They will record your preference
first, but want it understood the
Leagne of Composers assumes no
linbility for broken vases or black-
ened eyes in your apartment.
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Perhaps while you are in the
joining mood, you might like to
enroll in the Broadeast Recording
Club, a non-profit organization de-
voted to the preservation, via
phonograph dises, of outstanding
radio broadeasts, The Club eon-
zists of & group of musie lovers
who wish to possess recordings of
fine musie and fine performances
heard over the radio but not avail-
able commercially, Membership
entitles you to records at cost; but

Le Dernier Cri
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times and bloody tribulations! The
great ordeal—I ean see its ap-
proach , ., We are doomed—all of
us. You, and I, and all theze lusty
men and women. The flowers, the
champagne, the beautiful girls;
artists, ecourtesans, princes, ad-
venturers, and poets—doomed.
No games any more, no luxury, no
joy, no tenderness. Only discipline,
and boredom, eruelty, and death.

“You seem in high spirits,
Madame la. Comtesse,” This was
the paternal bass of Herr Tulpitz,
the concierge, While she lnmented,
he had slowly approached from
the shedowy background.

“Hello, dear old little Exeel-
leney!" cooed the Baronmess—ab-
ruptly renouncing her Cassandra-
like attitude. “Enchantée de vous
voir, cher amil™

He kissed her fingertips: “*How
are you tonight, Madame? Enjoy-
ing yourself, I presume?"

She nodded, with a faint, con-
ventional smile. “The Baron is
good company,” she observed,
rather vaguely—whereupon Herr
Tulpitz, with a swift and surpris-
ing motion, produced an object
that he had hidden behind his
back. It was a bunch of lilacs,
completely withered and faded.

“These beautiful flowers,” he
announced with a tender solem-
nity, “were just delivered.”™

“Where do they come from?"
she asked, snatching the withered
blooms, “from fim!*"

“From His Imperial Highness,
Lo -eonfirmed; and smirked as he

¥

"

saw the beatifie smile upon her
mouth. *“Thanks,” she whispered
—hiding her radiant face between
the faded flowers.

What a nightmarish—what an
enchanting scene! Herr Tulpitz—
more Franz Joseph-like than ever
in a baroque and pompous uni-
form with broad epaulets and daz-
zling decorations—had started to
perform a sort of fantastic pan-
tomime—Tfrisking and tripping
with the unguinly grace of a
trained bear around that bediz-
ened and bejewelled figure, the
Baroness de La Motte-Tribolidre,
Pride of the Bellevue, the last one
of the great courtesans. There she
stood, askanee under the faring
light, an amazing bird—over-
londed with glaring feathers, bau-
bles, and the tremendous weight
of her years. Was she ninety yvears
old? Or a hundred? In any e
aexcellently preserved by insanity.

Was Herr Tulpits mad too? Was
he her lover? Her doctor? Or sim-
ply her employ & whom she paid for
his role in this macabre show?

Now he capers, takes little bows
—surprisingly elastie despite his
age; all in raptures about her col-
orful setup. “My darling butter-
fiy!" he excloims. " Ma chérie! Ah!
'Irfhm ravissanle qm.'_?'mnuie::"' And
ghe acknowledges his compliment
with the dreadful smile of lunacy.

Maybethe whole setupis a clever
trick to eatch the imaginntion of
travelers. Herr Tulpitz may have
had the idea of luring wvictims,
this way, to the eostly debauches
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no records are sold individually
ginee the elub was not or; mmm-:l to
sell dises on a commercial basis.

Alongside each of the available

records are notes piving an honest
estimate of the technical quality
and condition. Would that com-
mercial companies were as frank!

RAY NOBLE

Mad About the Boy  Victor 25020
The Very Thought of ¥ou

Victor 24657
Moan Cver Burma
Columbia 'H‘\[H
Columbia 3
Columbia da‘\ﬁ’(l

r"\li'erJlffnm Gal
Faraway

TED WEEMS
Ghasl af Piccolo Pete Decen 2380
Nola (Elmo Tanner whistling)
Diecen 204
The Marting and the Coys
Diecea 810
I Wonder Who's Kizsing Her Now
Decen 2019
There'll Be Some Changes Made
Decen 3044

HENRY BUSSE
Hot Lips
Wang {|'u‘:|n§ Blies
When Day fa Done n 77
He's Just @ Horn-Tootin' .E'-mJ'
Descen T8O
Decea 2107

Begin the Beguine

Orechesira Leaders® Chelice

Asked for @ selection of faveriles from ameng their oun
recordings. those band leaders named the following discs:

DEL COURTNEY
Would You Be So Kindly
(Mkeh 5778
Now I Lay Me Down lo Dream
Ukeh 5720
I Wouldn't Take a Million
Okeh 5602
Lazy Lack-a-daisy Melody
Okeh 5662
It Wouldn't Be Love Okeh 5616
JACK TEAGARDEN
Octoraon Brunswick 8358
Waolverine Blues  Columbin 35297
I've Got a Right to Sing the Blues
Brunswick 8307
Peg of My Heart Columbia 35727
The Blues Varsity 8218

RAY KINNEY
Beneath the Banyan Treo
Decen 530
Hawaiian Hospitality Decen 858
Song u‘f the Islands  Vietor 26676
Hawait Across the Sea
Vietor 27200

Lovely Hula Hands  Vietor 26700

ESQUIRE

of Apartment Thirty-six . .. Who
could see through thc»-:* mr:[ui

i s? Who knows, really,
what Here T ulpitz means as he
8 out—fawning and bowing:
“This gown! It's a dream—rma foi!
These colors! What style! Just ar-
rived from Paris, I presume? One
ean easily see it. Dernier Cri
that's what it is! Dernier Cril"

“Dernier Cri!™ she repests-
and suddenly bursts into gales of
laughter. What an appalling laugh!

infinitely worse than any weep-
ing could be. How it distorts her
face, shakes her fragile body! And
her voice—how weaful it sounds!
“Dernier Cril"* she whimpers again
and again, eonvulsed with laugh-
ter and agony. *'You are right, my
friend! Oh, how right you are!
Our last seream—here it is! I am
the last seream—the Inst sigh
the last grin of an epoch ... Le
dernier eri—«¢ esl moi ., '

She raises her arms, spreads and
stretehes them—one of her hands
elasping the bloody purple of the
huge fan, while the other hand
holds the withered bouquet. Her
lnugh sounds like desperate ery-
ing; but they are dry—her beauti-
ful eyes, disproportionately big in
the dainty oval of her ageless face,

This tremendous pose of exuber-
ant despair lasts for several sec-
onds, Finally Herr Tulpitz, trans-
formed agnin into a sensible old
man, pats her trembling shoulders
with his heavy hand. “ Paure en-
SJant!" he murmurs, “Come, come!
It's time to go to bed . . " #

Interesting are comparisons of
Toscanini interpretations. For ex-
ample, Toscaning's performance of
Beethoven's Fifth on Vietor rec-
ords is strikingly different from
the performance he gave on his
October 22, 1938 broadeast, The
broadeast performance has an
abandon and drive not apparent
in the more restrained recorded
version. However, as the eclub
bulletin says, the reecrded per-
formanee is undoubtedly more
nearly what Toscanini wants. One's
preference depends on what he
expects of the symphony.

All performances in Studio 8-H
suffer from lack of resonanee,
Some of Toscanini's BBC record-
ings are over-monitored. His New
York Philharmonic H]'Il]i:]]u]l_\. P
ords are older but quite good when
not badly monitored. BEC records
have resonance and fine recorded
tone. His Philharmonie-Symphony
records present the best perform-
aneces, exeept for some of his latest
NB \m]:hu:n releases, like the
Brahms Piano Coneerto with
Horowitz, which he made in Car-
negie Hall, His dises made with
the NBC outfit, of course, have
the greatest elarity of detail.

In general, except when the
commercial recording is bad, club
members are urged to get commer-
cial records. There iz less likeli-
hood of mistakes in performance




