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Author’s Introduction

			Female Composers

			The contribution of women to Western society has, for the most part, been ignored. This means that, in effect, females have been hidden from history. 

			Author Anne Laurence defines the term ‘hidden from history’ as follows:

			…The term ‘hidden from history’ is used when the history of a hitherto neglected group begins to appear as; for example…women’s history, lesbian and gay history…it also has an explicit message that these groups have lacked a history because society has been unwilling to see them as a separate group with particular rights. If a group does not exist, it can have no rights; equally, it can have no past and no history. Historians often accept these judgments, especially when they depend upon written sources generated by the rich, the powerful and the literate. Groups hidden from history are hidden for three reasons. They are hidden because of prejudices against the group in the past; because of modern prejudices; and because of the absence of records.1

			As an example of “…the absence of records”, right up to very modern times, the Grove Dictionary of Music2 listed only the male children of the twenty children fathered by Johann Sebastian Bach (1685-1750)—his eldest child was a daughter named Catharina Dorothea (1708–1774), but little detail is known of her life.

			Because records are so limited, there is still a great deal of mystery regarding the creative contribution made by the women, in their lives, to the compositions of many male composers. For example, Johann Sebastian Bach’s wife, Maria Barbara, was a trained musician. She was a singer as well as a composer, so what exactly was her contribution to the compositional output of her very famous husband? And what was the contribution made by Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart’s extremely talented elder sister, Marie Anne Mozart, to his compositional output? 

			It is known that women have composed music throughout modern history, from Hildegard of Bingen in the 12th century, through to Barbara Strozzi and Isabella Leonarda in the 17th and 18th centuries, and to Clara Schumann (née Wiek) and Fanny Mendelssohn in the 19th century. But we also know that Fanny Mendelssohn had to publish most of her music under her famous brother Felix Mendelssohn’s name, so we don’t know exactly what he composed and what she composed.3

			In many ways, the inspiration for this novel comes from my four sisters, all of whom are musical. Two of my sisters have composed music for much of their lives, some just for their own amusement and some for professional purposes. I also know other female composers, and I am well aware of the difficulty they have had, and still have, to receive commissions and gain recognition. 

			And as a direct result of writing my PhD thesis some 25 years or so ago, I have felt compelled to research and write about the musical contributions of female composers throughout modern times, in an attempt, as it were, to right the wrong. 

			Consequently, this novel delves into the musical contribution made by the mysterious Magdalena Wilcke, whose husband is still a very famous 18th century composer.

			My personal history with Bach’s music

			In 1966, at the age of 15, I was offered a scholarship to continue my studies of the violin at the Cardiff College of Music & Drama, now known as the Royal Welsh College of Music & Drama. My violin teacher at the College was Garfield Philipps, the Leader (Concert Master) of the BBC Welsh Symphony Orchestra. 

			With Garfield Philipps, I first studied the A minor Violin Concerto by Johann Sebastian Bach. After completing that, my teacher directed me to study the Giga4, an Italian-style lively dance, from the D minor Partita for Unaccompanied Violin, also by Bach. I had also performed in some of Bach’s Brandenburg Concertos, as well as playing the D minor Double Violin Concerto with my friend Tony. I also studied the E Major Violin Concerto also by Bach with my new teacher, the Acting Concert Master of the BBC Welsh Symphony Orchestra, David Llewellyn.

			In April 1971, I auditioned for a place at both the Royal College of Music and the Royal Academy of Music in London, the two greatest music institutions in the UK. And I was fortunate enough to be offered a place at both institutions, but I accepted the offer of a place at the Royal Academy of Music. 

			My violin teacher at the College in Cardiff, David Llewellyn, wanted me to accept the Royal College of Music offer because he had lined up for me to study with the great Lenard Hirsh. However, my father decided that I would accept the Royal Academy of Music (RAM) offer instead. Nobody argued with my father! 

			Later that same year, in mid-September, I moved to London to begin my studies at the RAM. In term one, with my Professor of Violin, Clarence Myerscough, I began studying the Adagio from the 1st Sonata, and after that, the Prelude from the 3rd Partita of the Unaccompanied Sonatas & Partitas by Bach. 

			At my RAM audition, I had been invited by the Head of Strings at the RAM, Professor of Violin Frederick Grinke to study the viola as my Second Study. My teacher was Professor of Viola Winifred Copperwheat—the renowned female protégé of the great violist Lionel Tertis. 

			In my first lesson, Professor Copperwheat asked me to obtain for my next lesson a copy of the Bach Six Unaccompanied Cello Suites, transcribed for the viola. Bach did not actually compose any music for solo viola. Consequently, viola players perform the Six Unaccompanied Cello Suites—this is because the cello and the viola use the same string names, that is, C, G, D, A, the viola being pitched an octave higher than the cello.

			The following week, at my next viola lesson, before I began to play the Prelude of the 1st Suite, Professor Copperwheat, using a pencil, made a few changes to the music in the edition of the Six Cello Suites I had purchased.

			I asked her why she was doing this, and Professor Copperwheat told me that there was no original manuscript of the Six Cello Suites in Bach’s handwriting, but only a very poor copy written in the handwriting of Bach’s wife. 

			Professor Copperwheat told me that Bach’s wife had obviously made many copying errors. So, before I began to play through the Prelude, she needed to make notational corrections to ensure the music sounded like Bach. I thought this was very odd because none of my violin teachers changed a single note in any of the Bach compositions I had studied with them. 

			However, once I started playing through the Prelude of the Suite 1, I was immediately struck by the musical difference between that Prelude and all the other works of Bach that I had studied and or performed. The Prelude seemed to me to be rather musically simple, and somewhat repetitive, as if it were composed for a beginner cellist. Whereas the Prelude to E Major Partita was clearly written for a virtuoso violinist. And when, some months later, I raised the issue of the musical dissimilarity between the Six Unaccompanied Cello Suites when compared with the Six Unaccompanied Violin Sonatas & Partitas, Professor Copperwheat said that Bach was a musical genius and could compose in many different styles. 

			The Forensic Research

			The narrative told in this novel is based on a Forensic Handwriting Examination of some of the music attributed to Johann Sebastian Bach, including the Six Unaccompanied Cello Suites. This research was initially undertaken only by me, Professor Martin W B Jarvis5, of Charles Darwin University, Darwin, Australia, from 2000 onward as a necessary part of my PhD investigation. Nobody at the time had undertaken such scientific investigation of the manuscripts of any composer. 

			Two years later, towards the end of 2002, I was joined in my investigation by Dr Bryan Found6, an internationally acclaimed Forensic Document Examiner based at La Trobe University in Melbourne, Australia, at the time. Some years later, Dr Found became the Chief Scientist for the Victoria Police Force based in Melbourne. Dr Found was also one of my PhD supervisors.

			In 2007, I was awarded a PhD for my research into the Six Unaccompanied Cello Suites, which provided evidence to support the proposition that they were not composed by Johann Sebastian Bach.

			In 2009, I was joined in my research by Affiliate Professor Heidi Harralson, a Forensic Document Examiner and lecturer in the Department of Criminal Justice and Criminology, East Tennessee State University, USA. In 2014, Professor Harralson also appeared in the BBC documentary, based on my PhD Thesis7, ‘Written by Mrs. Bach—Music Under the Microscope’8. 

			The forensic investigation exposed the involvement of Bach’s wife in Bach’s compositional output. The broader historical research in this novel was undertaken by me alone.9 

			The Novel

			While fictionalised, what follows is deeply rooted in forensic evidence. My novel is not intended as a love story, but rather it offers a compelling opportunity to reinterpret the story of Bach’s life and music, his musical relationships, his professional struggles, and his difficulty with his eyesight, which ultimately led to his death. The novel, I believe, comes closer to the truth of his life than the usual highly romanticised versions.

			I am deeply indebted to my wife, Erna, who has patiently read and reread the numerous versions of this novel over many years. She has also made many helpful suggestions throughout that process.

			



	

Prelude I

			July 6th, 1720

			Leipzig, the bedroom of Johann Sebastian Bach’s wife

			Friedelena Margaretha pleaded with her sister. “Barbara, I implore you, for your own sake, eat something.” But when Friedelena Margaretha again offered Maria Barbara a cup of broth, she shook her head violently and once again she refused to drink any of it.

			Doctor Wolff said, “You must eat something, woman! I am now informing you, Frau Bach, that it is my intention, on the morrow, to undertake a force-feeding. I now bid you good day.” 

			0-0-0-0-0

			



	

Prelude II

			Thirty Years Later

			July 25th, 1750

			Leipzig, the bedroom of Johann Sebastian Bach

			John Taylor, the English eye surgeon, stood in Johann Sebastian Bach’s bedroom on a humid summer day in Leipzig. Already dripping with sweat, he waited impatiently and with a degree of anxiety to begin the operation. 

			The good Burghers of the town paid the eye surgeon to come to Leipzig to perform a cataract operation on the eyes of their employee, Johann Sebastian Bach, in an attempt to restore his failing sight. 

			Since his late twenties, Sebastian’s eyesight had gradually worsened. For years now, he had been unable to see clearly enough to write down his own compositions. And composing was an essential part of his role as a Cantor at St. Thomas School in Leipzig, so he increasingly relied on his wife to write down his music by dictation. Luckily, because she was a composer herself, writing out music from aural instruction was not difficult for her.

			Sebastian had been told the operation would involve the insertion of a very sharp, needle-like metal implement into the side of his eye to push the cloudy, useless lens away from the iris.

			Though he was terrified by the thought of the operation, Sebastian had agreed to have the procedure because he hoped it would restore his vision. He had been told and believed that with the removal of the opaque lenses, his sight would be restored. And with the aid of spectacles, the great joy for him was that he would be able to write down his own music once again. This thought gave Sebastian the courage to face the operation. 

			As he nervously sat waiting, his fingers worried the crease in the sheet. His wife stood beside him with one arm around him and a glass of apple schnapps in the other, the liquid catching the flickering light of the bedside candle flame. She offered him the glass, saying, “Here, my dear Sebastian, drink this schnapps. Dr Taylor says this will help you cope with the operation.”

			Sebastian turned to look at his wife and said, “Cope? My dearest wife, I doubt anything can do that now.”

			Taking the first large glass of schnapps in his shaking hands, Sebastian gulped it down. His wife quickly refilled the glass, then another, and after that, another; each glass filled to the brim with extremely rough but strong German schnapps. 

			As he quaffed back each of the glasses of the schnapps, he thought, this is awful stuff, it’s burning my throat and he coughed harshly. But very soon, the alcohol took effect. “Oh my God,” he suddenly called out. “The room is spinning inside my head.” 

			Now that the alcohol had had time to make him feel extremely groggy, his wife said, “Come, Sebastian, let me take you by the arm.” So, the drunk and essentially blind Sebastian Bach was led by his wife from his bed, across the room to the appropriately positioned and sturdy wooden upright armchair, provided by the oculist and brought to Sebastian’s bedroom for the purposes of the operation. 

			Once seated, Sebastian gripped the chair so firmly that his knuckles whitened, and he fixed his eyes on the floorboards. His forearms were tightly strapped with leather belts to the arms of the chair by Taylor’s assistant, who, using a large and wide leather belt, firmly secured it around his upper torso to hold him, as far as possible, motionless during the ensuing operation. Even though Sebastian’s head was secured by Taylor’s assistant to the headrest with another leather strap, but to ensure that he could not move his head at all, two additional burly men stood, one on either side of him, and they held his head with a vise-like grip. 

			“Now, gentlemen, hold him very tightly, please,” Taylor said in a gruff voice. “Are you ready, gentlemen?” 

			The two men nodded. The oculist mopped the sweat from his forehead with a cloth, wiped his hands with the same cloth, and made his way across the room to the armchair to begin his craft. 

			Sebastian’s wife looked away as Taylor approached the armchair, saying quietly, “This is terrifying. Oh God, please let the operation be successful.” 

			Taylor, using a scissor-shaped, tweezer-like device, pulled open the upper and lower eyelids of Sebastian’s right eye, exposing a significant amount of the white of his eyeball to undertake the procedure. 

			Sebastian’s terrified wife looked on in horror as Taylor prepared for the next step in operation. She could not bear to watch the operation, so she covered her eyes with her hands.

			The sweaty oculist once again mopped his brow with the cloth and, turning to his assistant, nervously shouted, “Quickly, quickly, man, I say, pass me the cataract prod!” His assistant hurriedly located the prod from Taylor’s instrument equipment case, and Taylor shouted impatiently, “Now, damn it! Give it to me now, you idiot! I must act fast!” 

			Taking the prod in his hand, Taylor took a deep breath and immediately thrust the pointed blade into the right side of Sebastian’s right eye, just below the iris, and pushed the cloudy lens away into the aqueous fluid that fills all eyes. 

			As soon as Taylor was satisfied that he had achieved his aim, he quickly withdrew his surgical implement from Bach’s eye. The whole process had only taken a matter of seconds, but Sebastian screamed in agony as the prod entered and was withdrawn from his eye. He briefly passed out.

			Sebastian had not yet returned to full consciousness when the operation was repeated on the left eye. When the prod was removed, Taylor’s now sweaty hand caused the sharp cataract prod to slip momentarily from his hand, and it cut Sebastian’s left cheek. In his semiconscious state, Sebastian winced with the pain, and blood immediately trickled out. Taylor wiped the blood away with the same cloth he had used to mop his sweaty brow, as he said, “I do apologise, Maestro Bach.” 

			After only a few minutes, when Sebastian returned to full consciousness, and Taylor asked him, “Maestro Bach, can you see?” 

			His wife leaned in, whilst the surgeon held his breath. Sebastian blinked and looked around, saying, “Yes, things are very blurry, but I can see. It’s a miracle.”

			



	

Prelude III

			Three Days Later

			July 28th, 1750

			Leipzig, the bedroom of Johann Sebastian Bach 

			Over the next few days, Sebastian occasionally screamed in agony. The inflammation in his eyes had caused his eyeball to swell and throb with pain. The resultant swelling caused his retinas to detach, and everything went totally black in his head. 

			Lying in bed, Sebastian had quickly developed a serious infection. 

			Eventually, fever took over, and a delirious Sebastian screamed out, “I can’t see anything at all. It’s total darkness! Where is that mongrel quack, Doctor Taylor? Did he cause this?” Once again, Sebastian passed out, but this time in sheer terror.

			The operation to remove the cloudy lenses had, in fact, been a total disaster. Sebastian could not now sense any variation in light at all. His dream of seeing again was totally crushed. 

			He was now completely blind and very ill indeed. He knew he was dying because of the infection. 

			0-0-0-0-0

			It was once again an exceedingly hot and sultry summer’s day in Leipzig. 

			To keep out the heat of the day, the heavy green velvet curtains that were hanging over the bedroom window were drawn closed. 

			Sebastian Bach’s wife, wearing her yellow cotton summer dress, sat next to the bed of her blind and dying husband. Her eyes were red from weeping and the lack of sleep. She was worried about the uncertain future that she, and those of her four children still living at their home, would face once Sebastian’s journey to death was complete. 

			As beads of sweat formed on her husband’s brow, his wife mopped them away with a cool, damp face cloth. 

			Lying in total darkness, Sebastian could feel that whatever was causing his grave sickness was, minute by minute, draining his life force away. 

			While holding the hand of his beloved and precious wife, he knew that his end was very near. 

			Sebastian could no longer see his wife—the woman who had possessed his heart and soul for the past thirty-three years. She was the love of his life. She was his inspiration and, very importantly, his musical companion. 

			He thought about all the beautiful music they had composed in their wonderful musical partnership. They had composed so much music together for the keyboard, the violin, and, of course, the cello. Ah! he thought. The wonderful Cello Suites—her favourite and her most beloved composition! And as he thought about her, the sweet melodies of the two Menuets in the 1st Cello Suite ran through his head once again.

			Sebastian’s mind was now filled with thoughts of way back in August 1713, and his first meeting of the young girl, who was eventually to be his beloved wife. She was a pretty, demure twelve-year-old soprano. Her father, Kasper, a court trumpet player and a very good friend of his, had brought her to Weimar to sing for Duke Wilhelm Ernst’s birthday celebrations. She had sung the aria ‘Alles Mit Gott’, that he had composed specially for the birthday celebrations, beautifully. So, the aria ‘Alles Mit Gott’ now held a very special place in his heart. 

			He thought about how he had shown her the full score of the aria on which the vocal line was written. She copied it out and carefully wrote the words on the score so she could sing the aria while reading her own handwriting. 

			He recalled that while they were still in Weimar, how eager his friend Kasper had been to show him his daughter’s skills in composition. And how Kasper had persuaded him to give her a composition lesson. In that lesson, even though she was only twelve years old, he had recognised her great musical potential. 

			As he continued to think about that first lesson, and how he had watched her copy out his own work, ‘A Perpetual Canon for Four Voices’, the very thought of her innocence and musical naivety caused a gentle smile to break out on his gaunt and agonised face. 

			Since their brief encounter at Weimar in 1713, he had not seen her until nearly five years later, in early January 1718, when they met again at his new home in Köthen. 

			He relived the moment when he had next set eyes on her, but now she was no longer a demure twelve-year-old. She had grown into a stunningly beautiful young woman of sixteen. 

			As she had walked into the music room of his home, he knew from that first moment that he wanted her more than life itself. Her loveliness entranced him as she stood in a simple blue smock dress, with her brunette curls framing her face, the innocent twinkle in her blue eyes, and a broad smile.

			Lost in thought, he recalled how, as she stood before him, he had, in an instant, fallen head-over-heels in love with her. He remembered thinking at the time, even though he had no idea how it would ever be possible for him to possess her, that she had to be his ultimate destiny. 

			So, regardless of whatever the consequences might be for him, his family, and his family’s happiness, he knew that he had, ultimately, to make her his wife. 

			As Sebastian’s life force was draining completely away, he focused his mind on an image of her when she was just sixteen years old. And finally, as he breathed his last breath, he took the image of his beautiful wife with him to eternity.

			0-0-0-0-0

			



	

Prelude IV

			10 Years Later

			March 1st, 1760

			Hain Strasse, Leipzig, a residence owned by the Graff Family

			Dora looked at Freddy and said with great hatred and bitterness, “So, let’s take the portrait and burn it, too! By the time we have finished, it will be as if she never existed.”

			0-0-0-0-0

			



	

Part One

			The Mysterious Portrait

			



	

Chapter One

			December 13th, 1788 

			Carl Philipp Emanuel Bach’s home, Hamburg 

			After a few moments of silence, Johann Sebastian Bach’s seventy-four-year-old son, Carl Philipp Emanuel, turned away from the portrait above the blazing log fire. The portrait was of a beautiful, thirty-something woman, dressed in blue, with auburn hair, seated at the harpsichord.

			Emanuel turned his head, raised his right arm and pointed at the portrait. Bernhard Romberg, a handsome, blue-eyed, blond-headed young man, and Nikolaus Forkel, a thickset man with blond hair and a roundish face, had no idea who this unknown woman was.

			Emanuel said, “Now, when Forkel wrote to me, he said you wanted to know more about the Cello Suites. So, young Romberg, you must tell me all about how you found the manuscript of her beloved Cello Suites, and why you have come to see me.”

			The renowned virtuoso cellist, Bernhard Romberg, wearing a linen shirt, with a cravat and breeches, looked at Emanuel Bach and began to tell his tale, saying, “Well, Maestro Bach, it all started a few months ago when I was in Leipzig…” 

			



	

Chapter Two

			December 13th, 1788 

			Carl Philipp Emanuel Bach’s home, Hamburg 

			Romberg shifted about in his chair and continued. “It was September 18th, and I was visiting Leipzig to perform, that very evening, at the Gohlis Palace, the magnificent home of the Leipzig businessman and City Burger, Johann Kasper Richter.

			“The afternoon’s rehearsal, with Richter’s own small orchestra, had been held in the Grand Ballroom, but by four o’clock it had finished. Consequently, there were quite a few empty hours for me to fill before I needed to make final preparations for the 9:00 p.m. performance. So, I decided to go for a short walk, to look around the town of Leipzig.

			“It was mid-September, but autumn had come in early, so it was cold and damp as I walked along the dirt road. The leaves had turned golden and some had already fallen from the trees. Eventually, having arrived in Leipzig town, I walked up and down the narrow, cobbled streets and around the town square. My mind, in part, was on the demanding music I was to perform later in the evening.” 

			Romberg looked across at Emanuel and added, “Maestro Bach, the D Major Cello Concerto composed by Joseph Haydn, is a work which is not to be underestimated in its virtuosic requirements.” Emanuel nodded as he looked at Romberg. 

			Romberg continued. “Anyway, I was feeling bored as I wandered around, and I was also getting quite cold because it had begun to drizzle. I was about to turn around and head back to the palace when I noticed the welcoming candlelight in the bay window of a stationer’s shop. I walked towards the building, with the idea that I might while away some of the remaining empty hours in the warmth and dryness of the shop.

			“When I reached the shop entrance, I twisted the brass knob and pushed the door open. A bell above it clanged loudly as I stepped inside.

			“There was an elderly white-haired bespectacled gentleman, sitting at the cashier’s desk, who looked up at me briefly, and quickly returned his gaze to the pile of papers in front of him. As I walked by him, he picked up his quill, dipped it into the inkpot, and began writing; and the faint sound of the badly cut quill, scratching on the coarse paper, disturbed the dusty silence.

			“The sound irritated my sensitive hearing and set my teeth on edge!” As he said this, Romberg again looked at Emanuel and smiled.

			“I looked around the shop, and saw, in the fading light, that on the large dark wooden shelves were reams of precut paper, writing equipment and many leather-bound books. In the dimming light, at the far end of the shop, I could see that there were piles of roughly stacked papers.

			“Anyway, at first, I went to spend some time looking at the books on the shelves. However, eventually my curiosity got the better of me, and I decided to find out what was contained within the piles of old papers. So, I made my way to the far end of the shop.” 

			Emanuel Bach suddenly coughed and leant forward to warm his hands in front of the fire, as Romberg continued.

			“I walked over to one of the piles and began to look at its contents. And as I rummaged through the pile, I was surprised, and very pleased to discover that much of the loose paper was in fact music manuscript paper, with music written on it, in various hands.

			“There were some complete manuscripts of various works of music, and lots of odd instrumental parts from incomplete sets of music. I spent only a few minutes thumbing through the pile, and I was about to give up investigating when I noticed a set of manuscript papers carefully bound together to form a single volume of music.” 

			Suddenly, Romberg’s tale was interrupted by a knock on the door, and a servant girl brought in the refreshments that Frau Bach had promised to prepare for the guests. She placed them in front of the three gentlemen without saying a word. After pouring the coffee, she departed the room. The three gentlemen each took a biscuit and Romberg continued his tale. 

			“As I looked more closely at the manuscript, I was even more thrilled when I read the rather ornate script, which said that the music was composed by J S Bach!

			“I excitedly asked myself, was this really a piece of music composed by ‘Old Bach’ that I now held in my own hand!?

			“Of course, I knew that ‘Old Bach’ was your father, Johann Sebastian Bach.” As he said this, Romberg bowed his head respectfully, looking directly at Emanuel, and then continued. “With due respect to you, Maestro Emanuel Bach, but ‘Old Bach’ is how your father is known to all of us musicians these days. This, of course, is to distinguish him from you, Maestro Emanuel, his illustrious son and the very greatest of our living composers.”

			Emanuel smiled and nodded his approbation at the words Romberg had just spoken, and he said, “You are indeed very generous with your compliments, young man. I thank you. Please continue.” 

			“That being said, Maestro, I knew that your father had written a great deal of music, including for accompanied violin, and it would now appear that he also composed for unaccompanied violin as well. But, as I said, the manuscript I was now holding was music only for unaccompanied cello. And I wondered why it was that I had never heard of this set of suites of music for the cello…” 

			Romberg paused and looked at Emanuel’s face to see if there was any sign of recognition.

			Emanuel shrugged his shoulders and said, “I think I know the answer, but please continue with your story.” That was a curious response by Maestro Bach, thought Romberg, but he continued without interrogating, saying, “Maestro Bach, I was quite astonished by my discovery, and I quickly flicked through the rest of the pages. Having satisfied myself that I had found something very special, I quickly closed the manuscript and walked over to the counter to purchase my precious find.

			“I didn’t realise at the time that the elderly shopkeeper had been watching me rummaging through the pile of manuscripts. So, when I arrived at the desk, he greeted me with a wry smile, which said to me that the shopkeeper was thinking something like, I know you have found something in that rubbish that you really want, young man—so how much can I make you pay for it?”

			Smiling once again at Emanuel, Romberg added, “The shopkeeper, of course, had no idea of the nature of the manuscript, nor its real value or musical importance, but he was sure it was worth something to me. Clearly, he was determined not to let the manuscript go for next to nothing. So, he asked me, ‘How much is it worth to you, Mein Herr?’”

			Romberg chuckled as he said, “So, I offered him five Thalers, Maestro, but reluctantly I had to part with ten Thalers to acquire the manuscript.

			“As I opened the shop door and returned to the dampness of the late afternoon, with evening approaching fast, I thought, I hope it’s worth the money!”

			



	

Chapter Three

			September 18th, 1788 

			Three Months Earlier

			The Gohlis Palace, Leipzig 

			Romberg, having walked back out of the shop, placed the manuscript inside his greatcoat to protect it from the wet weather, which was now much worse than when he had arrived. Rain had now started, and he hurried back through the streets towards the Gohlis Palace. 

			The Gohlis Palace had pale yellow walls, a terracotta-tiled roof, and a tall central tower topped by a Russian-style onion-shaped dome. The Louis XV-style building, once completed, had quickly become a significant local landmark within the Leipzig community, the fact of which Richter was exceedingly proud. 

			Richter had made his massive fortune through his business in the relatively new printing industry, for which Leipzig had become an important centre. And he wished to ostentatiously demonstrate his wealth by building a home as luxurious and opulent as any that would normally be associated with the royalty or aristocracy of the German-speaking states. 

			As Romberg made his way back to the palace, he endeavoured to focus again on what he would face later in the evening in his performance of the Haydn Cello Concerto, and to push aside any thoughts of the new cello music that he had just found. But as he hurried along in the miserable cold rain, the excitement of his discovery kept overwhelming his thoughts. 

			He walked for about twenty minutes, finally making his way back to the entrance gate to the palace, and he hurried up the wide tree-lined approach to the great building. 

			Despite his fame, Romberg knew that, to the rich, he was still just a lowly musician. So, he did not enter through the great double front door of the palace, but rather he had to find his way to the rear of the palace to gain access to the building via the servants’ entrance. 

			Now quite out of breath from his hurried return, and more than a little wet, Romberg rushed past the palace flunkies who were also rushing about in preparation for the evening’s activities. 

			Eventually, he found his way back to the musicians’ dressing room at the back of the Grand Ballroom, where he had earlier left his cello in its heavy black wooden case. He took off his dark blue greatcoat and shook the damp from his wet, blond hair. 

			He quickly put his new purchase into his brown leather music-case, which lay in his holdall. He opened his wooden cello case, and like a baby being lifted from its cradle, he gently lifted out his cello. The candlelight gleamed on the cello’s smooth surfaces and along its slender neck, which rose to the curved scrollwork near his shoulder. 

			He gently plucked the ‘A’ string and listened to its mellow sound. Taking up the bow, he tightened up the horsehair and found an appropriate chair on which to perch. He pulled a tuning fork from his pocket, struck it on his knee, and placed it on the bridge of the cello. The cello sang the note ‘A’ as he turned the pegs until his cello was in tune. 

			Once he was satisfied that his cello was well in tune, he frowned in concentration as he drew the bow slowly over each string; ‘C’, ‘G’, ‘D’, and finally the ‘A’ string. And as he listened to the open strings, feeling their vibrations through his cello, a rich, mellow sound boomed and filled the small room. 

			His fingers began to move through his scales as soon as he focused his mind on his music, in readiness to play the two concertos he was to perform. After a few minutes of playing, he was satisfied that his concentration had returned and his head was full of music again.

			He could now get washed and dressed in his formal concert attire of a black tailcoat with a white shirt and white silk cravat. He returned to the same dressing room to sit and wait for his moment to shine in front of Richter and his guests. 

			Of course, to Romberg, Richter’s guests and friends were just another audience, and, in his view, they should be feeling very privileged that he was going to perform just for them—and especially the opportunity for them to hear his virtuosity in the work by Joseph Haydn. 

			



	

Chapter Four

			The Same Day

			September 18th, 1788

			Herr Johann Kasper Richter was a man of great passions, one of which was art in any form. He was, therefore, an enthusiastic patron of all the visual arts, as well as the performing arts, including music. 

			In fact, Richter’s passion for music was such that he felt it befitted him, with such wealth as he now possessed, to have a small orchestra of his own. The fact that Richter had his own orchestra, small though it was, was a truly exceptional situation for someone who was not a member of the royalty nor indeed an unusually wealthy member of the aristocracy of the German-speaking states.

			For members of the palace staff who were also the orchestral musicians, playing in the salon orchestra formed only a small part of their duties. Their other roles were as footmen, gardeners, kitchen staff, and so on. But when required, they would be instructed to take their place in Richter’s orchestra. 

			On this specific evening, Richter had invited many of his friends to help him celebrate his fiftieth birthday, and Bernhard Romberg was the very special guest musician he had invited to perform for him and his guests. Romberg’s presence, of course, raised Richter’s status among his friends. 

			Richter had a particular love of the cello because he had learnt to play the cello as a youngster. Now that he had made his vast fortune, he had returned to playing the cello once again, as a very enthusiastic amateur. Unfortunately, along with so many amateur musicians, he was now delighting in his own, at best, mediocre level of cello playing. In fact, such was Richter’s musical and arrogant self-deception that he had even thought about performing in the small orchestra that very evening, but he had decided against the idea because there was always the risk of making himself look foolish in front of his guests—and that would never do. 

			0-0-0-0

			Richter had heard Romberg play at a performance held in a soirée at a Berlin salon some six months earlier, and he was very impressed by the elegance of Romberg’s playing and the glorious warmth of his tone. 

			Immediately after the performance, Richter sought out Romberg in the backstage area. Having spotted Romberg, he walked up to him and said, “My dear young man, what a wonderful performance! Please allow me to introduce myself. My name is Herr Johann Kasper Richter. I live in Leipzig. And, if you are available, I require to hire your services. I would very much like you to perform at my private birthday function on September 18th. For your favour, that is if you agree to perform, I will pay you handsomely in gold.” 

			Romberg, though startled by the request, had, fortunately, for Richter, agreed to perform— particularly after being offered a very generous fee in gold. 

			0-0-0-0

			Six months later, back in Leipzig, just prior to the beginning of the rehearsal, Richter walked into the ballroom, clapped his hands together to gain silence, and said, in a rich baritone voice that commanded everyone’s immediate attention, “Gentlemen of my orchestra, allow me to introduce to you the soloist for this evening’s concert. Virtuoso cellist Bernhard Romberg.” As he spoke, Romberg moved to his place beside Maestro Graupner, the conductor, and he remained standing there.

			To welcome Romberg, the string players tapped their bows gently on their instruments, and the wind players of the small orchestra applauded enthusiastically. As they did this, Romberg turned to face the orchestra and said, “Gentlemen, I am delighted to be here to perform with you today.” And gesticulating to Richter, Romberg added, “And I thank Herr Richter for the opportunity to perform.” Romberg politely nodded his head to the assembled performers. Richter gave a gesture of appreciation to Romberg by gently clapping his hands, turned around, and left the ballroom. 

			Maestro Graupner shook Romberg’s hand and gestured for him to take his seat, and Graupner called for an ‘A’ from the Principal Oboist, and the orchestra tuned up in readiness for the rehearsal. 

			The rehearsal began by working through the two concertos Romberg was to perform with the orchestra: the Cello Concerto in D major by Joseph Haydn, which Haydn had written for the great cellist Antonín Kraft a few years earlier, and which was to conclude the evening’s concert. But first, he was going to perform Boccherini’s 9th Cello Concerto in D minor, so they began rehearsal with that work. 

			Romberg, although still only twenty years old, had already become a famous cellist. He had been performing in public since the age of seven, and he was always in great demand around Europe to perform as a solo cellist. 

			However, this evening he was playing his cello at an after-dinner function. This kind of performing opportunity was not at all his favourite. This was because, all too often, some members of the audience would have had far too much to eat and drink during the dinner and would fall asleep soon after the music began. Inevitably, of course, they would snore loudly while he was playing his solo. 

			Romberg had been in similar performance situations many times before, so he had grown accustomed to this insult to his art. And, at the very least, concerts like this one, paid the bills, particularly when he played for such personages as Richter, who was going to pay him an extremely generous fee indeed for his services. 

			



	

Chapter Five

			The Same Day

			September 18th, 1788

			The formal birthday eight-course dinner was held in the banqueting room. Tables were covered with exquisite, coloured linen tablecloths and were laid with ornate silver cutlery that gleamed in the candlelight. Each place setting had crystal wine glasses and tumblers for the copious amounts of beer, wine, and schnapps to be served throughout their dinner. The meal was comprised of many dishes, including beef consommé, pâté de foie gras, a fish course, roast meats, and a range of desserts, including chocolate gateau. To finish the meal, there was a cheese platter. 

			After their sumptuous meal, Richter’s guests made their way from the dining room to the Grand Ballroom. 

			His guests were dressed in their finest clothes; women wore colourful silk and satin ballgowns, with exquisite jewels sparkling on their ears and fingers. The men were dressed in their fine formal suits. 

			As they slowly made their way into the Grand Ballroom, they gradually filled the one hundred or so chairs that had been placed in the room for the performance. The Grand Ballroom was now ablaze with the light from hundreds of candles and lanterns. A buzz of anticipation filled the air. 

			When everyone was seated, Richter stepped out in front of his guests. 

			Richter was himself a handsome man, with piercing blue eyes. He was six feet two inches in height, so somewhat taller than any other man present. He stood very erect because he was confident in his ability to demand his audience’s full attention when he wanted it. 

			He knew he cut a dashing figure, dressed in his beautifully tailored grey silk coat, with its full skirts and large cuffs, under which he wore a heavily embroidered satin waistcoat in pink and green. His shirt, of the finest muslin, fell in lacy folds over his hands, and on his perfectly tied cravat was a large diamond pin that twinkled in the candlelight. 

			But before he began to speak, he gazed with pleasure around the opulent Grand Ballroom, with its gold-painted cornice-work, and lavish, red-and-white striped wallpaper. 

			Finally, to gain the silence he required, without even speaking, he simply looked at his guests, politely raised a closed right fist to his mouth, and gently coughed into it, “Uh hum!” As he stared at the audience, the final rustle of fabric in the women’s dresses, the whispering and giggling died down, and his friends and guests fell silent. 

			Once the audience was still, Richter gave a signal with his left hand, and the orchestra, of twenty-eight players, entered the stage area and took their seats in silence. 

			The repertoire to be performed on this occasion needed an orchestra somewhat larger than his resident salon-sized one. Consequently, Richter had instructed Herr Graupner, the conductor of the orchestra, to increase the size of the ensemble by including musicians, mainly wind players, particularly French-horn players and a Timpanist. These musicians usually gained casual employment through opportunities to perform in and around the town of Leipzig. 

			0-0-0-0-0

			Herr Graupner, or Maestro Graupner, as he preferred to be called, was a short, dark-haired man with a ruddy complexion. Graupner’s complexion and his enlarged bulbous nose were probably caused by his overconsumption of various forms of alcohol. He was also substantially overweight, having consumed far too much pork, plus other fatty and sweet foods. 

			He had a very gruff temperament. His bad temper was mostly due to the fact that his father, now many years deceased, was the famous German composer and harpsichordist, Johann Christopher Graupner, a great favourite of the court of Darmstadt. Consequently, Graupner had always felt that he lived in the shadow of his father’s reputation and status. 

			The evening’s performance was to be directed by him, as the chief musician at the Gohlis Palace. But Graupner had persuaded Herr Richter that he deserved the much grander and more elevated title of Kapellmeister. Graupner asked for this title because he was the only musician employed in the palace solely to undertake musical duties. 

			His duties included playing the harpsichord at dinner to entertain Richter and playing the organ in religious services in Richter’s private family chapel. In addition, he composed his own music for those church services. He also taught the harpsichord to the children of the senior staff employed by Richter, in a manner similar to the practices of the royal courts of the German-speaking states, and he taught the newly developed forte-piano to interested pupils. 

			Even though he had finally achieved the title of Kapellmeister, as did his father before him, the fact was that the post of Kapellmeister at the Gohlis Palace was, in status, a much lesser position than a similar post at the palaces and royal courts of the German states and the aristocracy in Saxony. 

			Peter Graupner longed for the approbation of his own family, but most of all the professional approval from his fellow musicians, which, of course, they did not give. This was because the musicians viewed Herr Johann Kasper Richter as a rich nobody. In their view, he was just a common upstart who had made a fortune through his business and was, therefore, unworthy of their respect. And while they were very happy to accept the often very generous performance fees from the rich businessman, they did not value working for him as much as performing for a duke or prince. 

			Consequently, the musicians thought that Graupner was exceedingly arrogant for taking on the elevated and very pompous title of Kapellmeister—that title should be reserved for the royal or aristocratic courts and not a title to be abused at the lavish pseudo-courts of the likes of Herr Richter. The truth was that, for all his status as a Kapellmeister, this lack of respect from his colleagues made Graupner very bitter about his lot in life. 

			However, tonight, for once, while he sat at the harpsichord waiting for his call to stand and take
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