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			Foreword

			This is a work of historical fiction.

			It is also, inevitably, a work of re-humanising.

			The Mozart family has been viewed for generations through the distorting lenses of genius and hindsight. From that distance, lives become symbols, choices become verdicts, and people are judged by outcomes they could not possibly have known. This story deliberately steps back from that vantage point and returns to the daily, uncertain world in which nothing was guaranteed — not health, not success, not safety, and certainly not immortality.

			What follows is not an argument and not a defence. It does not ask the reader to admire or condemn. Instead, it invites you to read a family as they lived: travelling endlessly across Europe, bound by affection and irritation in equal measure, sustained by faith, humour, stubbornness, and the shared labour of survival. Music here is not presented as legend or destiny, but as work — argued over, practised, improvised, worried about, and loved.

			This novel is grounded in historical sources, letters, and known events, but it remains a work of imagination. It seeks emotional truth rather than judgement, context rather than commentary. Modern categories and accusations are set aside in favour of something more difficult and more generous: seeing people in their own time, facing choices with limited knowledge and limited options.

			If there is a guiding intention, it is simple. Read slowly. Listen closely. Allow the extraordinary to emerge from the ordinary. And let the music be made, as it always was, by people.

		



Chapter 1

ST. Gilgen, Salzburg

IT was a fallacy that the only thing needed to make a fortune was a pretty face because Anna Maria had been told often enough that her eyes were too bright and her quick warm smile immodest in one kept alive by the efforts of other people.

Charity girl.

Her mother was still living and so she was not precisely an orphan but her late Father's position as District Superintendent and Revenue Officer had made her eligible for a place in the Orphanage School. Now she was past leaving age but allowed to stay on as an assistant.

"All right, all right," she murmured in fond mimicry of the cook as she went to answer a knock at the front door, "if you out there only knew how long this corridor is and how my old bones ache so I might as well be a penitent shuffling on my knees... "

She peered through the spy hole - butcher, baker, candlestick maker, (all of whom should have gone to the back door) rich man, poor man, beggar-man, thief (ditto), Bishop, King, Cardinal?

Only two young men with instrument cases under their arms. She opened the door and waited, too amused by their affrontry to send them to the back where they belonged.

One young man had an impudent eye which in turn registered surprise and delight while he pretended to fall backwards from the top step.

"Andreas Schachtner at your service," he said bowing, "I assume that I am addressing the Mother Superior? "

Unable for the moment to think of a suitable reply Anna Maria turned to his companion. He was a handsome young man, his mouth was shapely although his lips were folded rather severely -- perhaps for his friend's cheek -- his nose was straight and his brows winged. He looked back at her through intensely blue eyes.

"Leopold Mozart," he said in a pleasant, light voice and he too bowed.

She curtseyed. Never before had visitors bowed at her or even introduced themselves and she was almost overcome. "Anna Maria Pertl, spinster of this parish. " she said blushing at her own daring. Since it was certain

they had not come to make her acquaintance she should have sent them about their affairs but Schachtner was inclined to lean on the doorpost and talk.

"We are over from Salzburg University," he confided and she was not surprised for only students would have been so casual and cheeky, "I am reading music, and this fellow... " with an elbow jabbed in his friend's direction, "... is the real brain, Dux of Augsburg Lyceum last year,reading Theology Philosophy and -- what else Leop? "

"Jurisprudence. " Leopold Mozart said, frowning at him

"Law," Schachtner explained helpfully.

There were footsteps, somewhere in the building.

"Please go away," Anna Maria whispered, "I mustn't be found talking to you. "

"Come on, we don't want Miss Pertl to get into trouble," Leopold Mozart said, poking Schachtner, "we actually wished to see the superintendent if possible. " Schachtner however, hissed melodramatically, "Take us to your Commandant! "

Anna Maria preceded them along the corridor, her eyes sparkling with interest, their footsteps sounding behind her, uncompromisingly male in that largely female establishment.

"Who was that? " cook demanded when she returned to the kitchen, making no reference to the length of time it had taken to answer the knocking.

"Two young men from Salzburg University. "

"Ah, them students, we get their like every year about term end, asking for work to help pay their fees most likely. "

"They had music cases. "

"Yes, the music students come the oftenest. Probably wanting to teach the children to dance although what orphans would be wanting with dancing or learning to play the harpsichord I can't imagine. "

"Of course not," agreed Anna Maria who had always wanted to do both, "only one was a music student, the other was doing theology I think. "

The cook, who dearly loved to talk, leaned her hands heavily on the table, propped her bosom on her arms and said comfortably (for she was fond of Anna Maria) "For the Priesthood then, bless him. Take my advice and stay away from them students and any more as may come knocking. Them musicians are an unreliable lot though charming, with a power of growing up to do. And as for the theology one, there's not much future there

I'm thinking. Now you had better do the vegetables for tomorrow as I suppose you would like to spend the day with your poor mother, it being your name day and all. "

Peeling vegetables left a lot of time for thought -- time to be considering the cheeky and likeable Schachtner, for recalling the quiet manner and surprisingly blue eyes of his friend.

It was a blue and golden day, the best day to be free of the orphanage, her Name Day, shared with all the thousands of Anna Marias, Maria Annas, -- or Mariannes the world over. There was music in the next street. Two little boys ran past, followed by a scatter of dogs which formed the usual entree and side-dish to a procession and Anna Maria leaned further from the window as the first of the musicians came into view.

Ribbons, flowers, music. All the brightness of a Tyrolean wedding. Bagpipes, a hurdy-gurdy winding out its lovely spirals of sound, oboes, horns, a drum. Behind them came a decorated wagon carrying the bride, with a trumpeter standing on the seat behind her. In the well of the wagon were three violins and a man plucking the strings of a double bass.

The trumpeter glanced up at Anna Maria, raised his eyebrows in recognition and blew a greeting. It was Schachtner having apparently found work. She smiled and waved, surprised then (having forgotten the second music case) to see Leopold Mozart among the violinists. His stern expression had relaxed so she saw he was much younger than she had thought, much nearer possibly to her own seventeen years.

The procession was slow and the wagon remained beneath her window for some minutes.. the ruffles of his shirt hid his bowing hand but they had fallen back from the other and so she could see his well shaped fingers, place themselves dexterously on the strings. He held the violin higher than did the village fiddlers, tucked under his chin and not against his breast bone...

He looked up to see what Schachtner was making all the noise about, and acknowledged her with a trill, smiling so that his whole expression was changed. She had just been given two bouquets -- one of rich red trumpet notes, the other of gold and silver violin trills.

In the middle of the night a trumpet and a violin sounded briefly beneath her window..

At term's end the following summer Schachtner came to St Gilgen alone.

Anna Maria had been to the shop and as she passed the church he was there, leaning against the wall with his trumpet case at his feet. His hands were in his pockets and as she approached he smiled his lazy, cheeky smile. He took her basket and put it on the low wall, bowing her politely to a seat, hitching himself up so they had the basket between them for chaperone.

The sun was warm and there were lizards. Anna Maria had left the orphanage to care for her mother, and so there was no--one to tell her not to talk to young men on church walls, or to chide her for looking sun--kissed and pretty.

"Where is your friend? " she asked when silence had run companionably out.

"Leopold? He got sent down at half term. "

"What do you mean? "

"The dean called him into his office and they had a 'heart to heart'"

"Then Leopold's voice was heard no more in the land. "

Anna Maria looked at him anxiously.

"But that is a disgrace, surely? What could he possibly have done? "

"The utmost disgrace. But I don't much care for the suggestion that you wouldn't have been surprised had I been sent down. "

"Of course I wouldn't." She said in what she hoped was a suitably dampening tone. Schachtner sighed.

"Leopold is an ass," he declared, "He topped his class last year in everything - physics, anatomy, theology, juris- " he stumbled amusingly over Leopold's pompous word, "but he had been skipping classes this year and when the Dean roasted him he wouldn't say where he had been which infuriated the old chap more than anything. "

"What had he been doing? " Or didn't one ask. (That nice quiet fellow?)

Schachtner laughed. "Attending all the music lectures. He didn't sign the register or send any work in for marking (Just got my corrected work and compared) so none of the tutors knew he was there. He attended every class, first and second year together. "

Anna Maria digested this astonishing news in silence. Then, remembering the strong, competent hand on the violin asked, "Where did he learn to play? "

"He was Jesuit educated in Augsburg. Singing, violin and harpsichord are taught there as a matter of course. "

"What will he do now, he hasn't a diploma so he can't be a Priest, can he? "

"He never intended to be one. He always wanted to study music, but his family had collective fits... be a musician, they said. A Mozart a musician! or words to that effect, the only way he could do it was to study to become a Priest, accept the assistance of his Godfather and then do both courses. He is brilliant and managed last year but the work for this year is much more advanced and he began to drop back in the non-musical subjects, especially as the classes often coincided so that he actually missed some. When the said Godfather got the dean's letter all kinds of hell broke out at home and the money was stopped. "

"What is he doing now? "

"He has a post as music-master in a noble's house -- mind you, he probably has to clean all the shoes as well - the wretch is even composing, something I have awful trouble with. "

Why should she feel so glad that the young man she has seen twice was not going to be a priest?

Schachtner was looking at her with consideration.

"There is a Fair here tomorrow. I had intended to look for work but I feel like a holiday, I suppose you wouldn't care to come with me? "

Anna Maria watched an ant diligently carry a crumb along the handle of the basket, wondering what she could say. Had it not been for the news he had just imparted, she might have encouraged him to ask permission of her mother, for she liked him well enough.

After a few moments he said softly, "I supposed right" his three cornered grin touched his face and he jumped down from the wall, passing her the basket.

"Bye, Anne Maria, I'll see you next year. "

Had her mother not decided, three years later, to move to Salzburg, Anna Maria may have forgotten both young men. From the Getreidegasse apartment however she could see the University church spire and remember the chirpy Schachtner and serious Leopold whose smile had tipped her heart upside down.

She loved Salzburg. Its ancient buildings, the Fortress, and the beautiful Mirabell Gardens. To take a basket and go shopping was a delight, to push through crowds catching odd snatches of speech, bursts of laughter which made her smile without even knowing what another found funny, and to window shop. There were always sounds - carriage wheels on cobbles, voices, drifts of music, and everywhere bells (some ringing Nones

or Vespers, others seeming to chime just because and over all the purling of fountains as they threw water up to catch rainbows.

Normally she kept to the sunny side of the Getreidegasse as the shade could remain treacherously icy for hours, but congestion made her cross and she turned her ankle painfully. A man caught her arm to steady her and she thanked him, smiling her delighted recognition.

"Why, good morning, Andreas. "

"Why, good morning, Anna Maria" he replied, reversing neatly to accompany her. "What are you doing in town? "

"Mother and I live here now, and you, not still at University surely? "

"No, indeed not. I am attached to the Archbishop's orchestra and, Guess who is Court Composer! "

She shook her head, smiling at the thought that it would not be Andreas himself unless he had got the better of composition.

"Leopold Mozart. He knows exactly what he wants and goes to it. Let me tell you, he will end up being Music-director one of these days. "

There was nothing but admiration in Schachtner's words.

"I'm glad he -- you are both doing well," Anna Maria said "This is where I live, Andreas, Goodbye. "

Schachtner looked up at the number on the building, raising his eyebrows to impress it on his brain, lifted his hat, and strode back down the street.

Only two days later Anna Maria dropped a small package in a shop doorway. A man entering picked it up, handing it to her with a bow. Leopold Mozart and Anna Maria Pertl stood in that shop doorway and smiled at each other until someone pushed impatiently between them.





Chapter 2

PART TWO
~ 1760 - 1766
Salzburg

ANNA MARIA had left the kitchen door ajar so she could hear the children across the landing. Eight-year-old Marianne was practicing the clavichord but little Wolfgang was out of her sight and most likely to be found sitting underneath it. She was almost out of sugar and she would have to send Marianne downstairs to the shop owned by their landlord Lorenz Hagenauer.

Marianne was frowning a little in concentration but looked up as Anna Maria said, "Run downstairs, Nannerl, please and get some sugar. "

Marianne played two more notes with her bottom lip protruding, and then said in a sulky voice, "Why can't Theresa go! " Anna Maria put a warning hand on the clavichord.

"Now look here, young lady, you may have learnt from some of your friends that servants have their place, but I have told you before that Therese is an old and dear friend. She has her hands all covered in flour at the moment, it would be a nuisance and quite unnecessary for her to have to stop what she is doing. "

"I'll go for you, Mama," said Wolfgang from beneath the clavichord.

Although he was past three Wolfgang had not been speaking long, and they had worried, fearing that he was backward. The trouble had been surely that Marianne had anticipated every request and there had been little need for him to talk. He had certainly made up for it now.

"No darling, you couldn't carry the bag up the stairs,"

She put the money on the table and went back to the kitchen but hearing the sound of the clavichord again she went back to the door saying sharply, "Marianne I told you... "

It was not Marianne but Wolfgang, standing on tip-toes to reach the keyboard. Smiling at her, two adorable dimples deep in his cheeks, he said "I can make the clavier sing too, Mama," as he poked out the melody in the little minuet. "Nannerl left it in the middle and it sounded untidy. " He had started at the exact point she left off and was completing it.

Anna Maria sat down and lifted him onto her knee, "Could you play it again for me? " she whispered, unable to speak aloud in case she broke the thin, wonderful thread. He nodded and leaned forward from her knee.

"Will you be able to remember it for Papa when he comes home? "

"Yes of course," said Wolfgang and she did not doubt him in the least.

She asked, rubbing her cheek against the baby soft hair, "Did papa teach you as a surprise for me? "

"No, he said my hands are too young yet so I just had to listen while he taught Nannerl. "

Anna Maria held him close, savoring the aliveness of the compact little body and puzzling over his ability to transfer what he had heard to the correct keys. Deep in thought she failed to hear the bump and rustle of the basket being unpacked in the kitchen and jumped when Marianne spoke.

"Don't speak with your mouth full," she said automatically, Therese having rewarded her with candied peel as usual, "Woferl, play again for Marianne. "

He played the minuet through again, pausing long enough to say, "Nannerl always gets this bit wrong, listen carefully Nannerl, it should go like this. "

Marianne peered at the book, "Why it does too" she said, "I had never noticed. "

Wolfgang clapped his hands, "I've thought of a new game, Nannerl plays down there and I'll play up here. It sounds the same don't you know, only littler,"

Marianne fetched another chair while Anna Maria put the biggest book she could find on his and lifted Wolfgang onto it.

"One two three," she counted, smiling to see him begin ahead of Marianne as he commenced as soon as he felt her fingers tense, although only for one note which he held until she caught up. Then they changed ends and played again -- and again.

At last Anna Maria had to stop them. Like a baby who has just learned to walk, Wolfgang had a compulsion to play on even though tears were very near to the surface. She closed the clavichord lid and picked him up, He put his thumb in his mouth and gazed round-eyed, his eyes gradually closing as he sucked.

When Leopold came home from Court she was still rocking Wolfgang and had quite forgotten that Schachtner had been invited to dinner.

"What is the matter with him," Leopold asked, "is he ill? "

She shook her head and burst into tears. Between kisses and impatient little shakes (Leopold always found it safer to be irritated than concerned) she told him while Wolfgang slept on peacefully.

Leopold lit a lamp and held it up, taking one of the child's hands he turned it over, Wolfgang was small for his age and his baby hand seemed not right for a musician, being square of palm with short stubby fingers. "I don't see how he could" Leopold whispered.

As Marianne came into the room Wolfgang woke up, disoriented and grumbling until he noticed his father and Schachtner. He wriggled from Anna Maria's arms and went straight to the clavichord, trying to lift the lid on his own. Leopold did it for him.

When he had played a little minuet through twice Schachtner said doubtfully, "He certainly is clever to have learned it so well, Leopold, but I am surprised you even tried while his hands are so small. "

"But Leopold didn't," said Anna Maria, still tearful, "don't you see Andréas, that is the whole point, he wanted lessons but Leopold refuses, he hasn't even touched the clavichord before. He knows perfectly well he isn't allowed to, it is just that today Nannerl left the lid up when I sent her to the shop.

"Yes I have," said Wolfgang with disarming honesty, "one other day the lid was up and I made it sing in threes like this. " He carefully picked out thirds the length of the keyboard, momentarily fazed by the short octave in the bass and shuddering at the resultant discord then he and Marianne played the Minuet again -- Wolfgang once crossed her hands to play in the treble.

At a skirmish and exchange of pulled hair, Anna Maria scooped him from his chair, closed the keyboard lid and stood in front of the clavichord, daring Leopold to lift the lid again. Leopold and Schachtner laughed. She took Wolfgang to the kitchen for his supper and then put him to bed, sitting with the door ajar while she waited for him to fall asleep.

The apartment was so small - the size of a modest snail shell, Leopold had assured her when he first took the lease that she could hear every word clearly in the next room.

"What will you do about the child? " Schachtner asked.

"Teach him" Leopold said. There was a rustle of papers and he added. "I thought I had really achieved something when I saw the first proofs of my violin manual 'violin school'. Strange to realise that it was published the year Wolfgang was born, and now the child reminds us that God knows how to reduce our heads back to our proper hat size. I was excited enough over Marianne's progress and now this little boy not four years old has done it between breakfast and dinner. "

He sounded near tears.

Anna Maria had always known that there was something different about Wolfgang, but not being able to put a finger on it. She had feared he would join the other five babies in the graveyard. He had been as frail and beautiful as porcelain. So frighteningly frail that Leopold had not sent for a priest but wrapped him in a blanket and run with the newborn to the church for immediate baptism (Johannes Chrysostamus Wolfgang Gottleib Mozart, - such big names for such a tiny baby). Leopold had sat by her bedside through all the days and nights following when she had fought for her own life, holding the baby, holding him up for her to see every time she rallied a little so that she might have something to live for. Once she had begun the long, slow recovery, the cradle had remained beside the clavichord, and so there had always been music for Wolfgang.

The child fell asleep and she went quietly out to call the men to the dinner which the indispensable Theresa had cooked while she was dreaming.

The following evening being a Wednesday, brought Schachtner again. It was the night for the weekly target-shoot, calling for fairly original hand-painted targets - for which six households were rostered, and for some reason Schachtner came in half an hour before Leopold.

Wolfgang was lying on his stomach under the clavichord with a music book open in front of him and Schachtner said jocularly, "What are you doing Wolfgang? Reading? "

"Yes," said Wolfgang seriously. Anna Maria gave up her attempts to coax him out and to bed before the others arrived, and went back to the kitchen, smiling as she heard him add, "Learning to read music. "

When she next glanced in to her considerable amusement Schachtner had joined him on the floor and Wolfgang had moved politely to make room, saying, "You see, this is what we were playing the other night. What I am doing is singing it in my head and reading the little dots to see how you write them down. Look how they climb up and down the lines. "

"Ah yes," said Schachtner, affording the subject the correct degree of solemnity, "My word, if my teachers had explained it this way I wouldn't have had the trouble I did. " He had obviously not thought to suggest they put the book up onto the table, "Do you know that I have worked out that the different sorts mean how long you give them. These ones say 'Ta', then the ones holding hands say 'tatata', and the ones you can see through say 'Taa'. Isn't that cunning of them! "

"Now, what say we go and play it," Schachtner said, rising with a groan from his cramped position, "theories must always be tested. "

"No, that wouldn't be fair, I already know it by heart. Can you find me something else to try? This is Nannerl's book. Papa teaches her from it. "

"Shall we try the first one then? "

Wolfgang looked at the first page, turned to the back for comparison with the one he had been studying, and looked up.

"It might be cheating a little but could you play the first note?"

Schachtner nodded, smiling he pointed to the page and said, "Here is another helpful 'cheat', see that note there? Every time you come to it play the next black note up. "

Not the time to attempt to explain key signatures obviously but Wolfgang would be distressed if it sounded discordant.

The melody plodded into the room, helped on its way by the tip of Wolfgang's tongue which protruded from the corner of his mouth.

"Now," Schachtner said, "Do you know your alphabet? "

"Yes, Nannerl taught me. I even know my name but she said I put some of it back to front. W's are wobbly letters aren't they. Ha, a joke, W for wobbly. "

Schachtner agreed that yes, Ws sometimes gave him trouble. Passing Wolfgang a piece of paper and a stub of chalk he said, "Here, write your name and let me see. "

Wolfgang took the chalk in his left hand and turned the paper sideways.

"Wrong hand, "Anna Maria prompted from the doorway. The chalk changed hands, wrote the first four letters, changed back and wrote the last four. Schachtner changed his laugh into a cough.

When Leopold came in Marianne had been in bed for quarter of an hour (why do I have to go when he is allowed to stay up and he's nearly five years younger?) Anna Maria was sewing, and Wolfgang leaned against Schachtner's knee while he played the notes and sang the scale, "ABCDEFGA"

'Why not H? " Schachtner teased.

"Because it is the same note as the first only higher up, don't you see. " Wolfgang answered in the patient tone reserved for the instruction of dunces (a miniature echo of Leopold).

"Here you are Papa," Schachtner said to Leopold, "We have just had our first lesson in notation. "

Anna Maria dusted the top of the clavichord, putting the duster under her arm halfway across the top and taking Leopold's diary. She flipped through it. Marianne's progress was charted in his methodical way and then Wolfgang's catching up and overtaking. Learned and ticked off, examples in Marianne's exercise book, mastered apparently in brief half hours as Leopold's notes never mentioned a longer time. From the night he had first surprised them till now. Four years of age, Five and then six -- that diary was a record of growth just as surely as was the back of the kitchen door where Wolfgang's marks stepped behind Marianne's. Age for age he was not as tall because she could open doors by herself at five, but even at six Wolfgang unlatched them by jumping up and making a grab for the handle.

In a red folder in the cupboard were Wolfgang's compositions. At first he had entertained them with a magpie collection of bright snippets gathered elsewhere, little drifts of whatever the men were practicing at the time, swatches of popular songs and dances. Anna Maria stood motionless as she remembered. "Where did you hear that? That is a Landler, isn't it? "

"Oh, papa took us out to St. Gilgen that day and the band played it,"

"But, Wolfgang. Uncle Wolfgang has been dead for three years, you couldn't possibly remember it from then! "

Then he had begun to compose his own melodies, making one or other of his family write them down for him. He was discovered (covered in ink and about to be spanked for the state of Leopold's desk) to have written a "concerto" which Leopold said later was a perfect minuet. Caught with slipper raised Leopold said, 'But no one could play it, it is much too hard. "

"Of course it is," Wolfgang had replied, twisting round from the discomfort of being stretched over Leopold's knee, "That is why it is a concerto, you have to practice until you can play it. "

The perfect logic of five years old and in exactly the same tone he had used when asked if he had walked across the kitchen floor. "Of course I did, that is the only way I could get across it. "

Anna Maria put the book down and crossed to the window, looking down on the square. How strange it was to think of living barely a dozen doors from where she had lived with her mother.

The view of the University was only slightly different, and they looked straight onto the Square instead of across the Getreidegasse. She watched the women gossiping round the fountain and a couple of students cross the square with Folios under their arms.... dear Schachtner, their best man, Nannerl's godfather, the dearest unofficial uncle... always there when anything exciting happened, like the day Wolfgang unaccountably dug his

toes in at being sent to bed when Leopold, Schachtner and their friend Wendzel were preparing to play a new trio.

"Please Papa, may I play with you? "

"You certainly may not, go to bed. "

"Pu-leese - "

"Not on that ghastly tin fiddle you have there. "

"No, not on that, you can't even tune it, Couldn't I use Mr. Wendzel's pochette?'

Wendzel laughed as he took the miniature violin from his greatcoat pocket. "How did you know I had it with me? "

"By the bulge," Wolfgang said.

"But you haven't had any lessons. "

"You don't need lessons to play second fiddle," Wolfgang said scornfully.

"Wolfgang, I told you to go to bed," Leopold thundered.

Wolfgang's eyes filled with tears and Schachtner intervened, spoiling him. "Let him play Leopold, I'll keep an eye on him. I promise you won't even hear him. If he makes too much noise I'll put a pillow on his head and sit on it, won't I Woferl. "

Wolfgang stood beside Schachtner to read from his copy and as they began Leopold frowned but as he could not hear him he turned his attention to his own part.

After some minutes Schachtner put his violin down although the trio continued to sound in all three parts as Wolfgang was maintaining his own easily. Schachtner's shoulders were shaking, he was not laughing but crying. Tears were rolling down Leopold's cheeks and Wendzel had to stop to wipe his spectacles.

Wolfgang was only five years old.

Anna Maria turned. Her own eyes wet. She took her duster again but was unable to settle. Tomorrow morning Leopold was taking the children to Munich to play before the Elector.

They had been away three weeks but now they were safely home. There had been tears, Wolfgang over-excited, Marianne fractious with a headache.

At last they were in bed, Schachtner and the Hagenaurs had gone home, and there was time to talk. Anna Maria laced her fingers behind Leopold's neck and pulled his face down to her kissing him between questions.

"Good trip? "

"Mmmmmmmmmmmm"

"Glad to be home? "

"Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmm"

She kissed him on the nose and sat on the sofa. He seated himself beside her and pulled her close. "I wish you had been there too. " he said, "Other than the fact that we have never been apart for more than a day at a time, you would have enjoyed seeing the Elector with the children. He is a wonderfully comfortable man. Smoking cap, stockings with wrinkles like a flight of stairs. He has a marvelous collection of instruments both ancient and modern. A consort of Lutes, one of recorders, an excellent harpsichord and a... "

"Piano-for-te," said Wolfgang from the doorway, ghostly in a too-short flannel night shirt, "I played, and the Elector said... "

"That you must go back to bed," Leopold concluded descending on him. There was a giggle and the sound of Wolfgang's bed complaining as he jumped onto it from mid floor. Leopold returned to his place and settled Anna Maria's head against his shoulder. Kissing the top of her head he continued, "The afore-said pianoforte was a Cristofori, very fine. "

"What did it sound like? " she asked as he seemed likely to follow up with a lecture on the history of the new instrument.

"Completely different from other keyboard instruments, rather like a superior glockenspiel. I can't see though myself, that it will ever achieve the popularity of the harpsichord. "

"Did the children play well? "

"Very well indeed.... get back to bed Wolfgang! Don't want to have to speak to you again.... the Elector was so impressed that he tested Woferl and came up with the notion that he has perfect pitch. You and I knew all along of course but it is good to get an unbiased opinion. He only thought he had faulted him once when Wolfgang identified a note as E sharp when the Elector said he had played f natural but that they were both the same. Wolfgang argued that they might be the same for the sake of convenience (keyboards being of even temperament as you know) but that on the violin there was a definite difference. "

"How long did you actually spend in Munich? "

"About a week, most of it at the Nymphenberg palace. We had performances to other noble families. " In a chagrined voice Leopold added, "They were sick. "

"Who were? " Anna Maria asked sleepily.

"The children. "

"Leopold they weren't"

"Oh yes, they were. Jointly and Severally Nannerl gets sick in coaches but not Wolfgang. Nannerl also gets sick before a concert but not Wolfgang. He does not get sick in coaches or before concerts"

"Not during? "

"No, Afterwards. "

Anna Maria giggled.

"It wasn't at all funny, because several times I had Nannerl vomiting at the thought of the concert to come while Wolfgang was being sick over the one before. "

Anna Maria laughed.

"I am not going to travel alone with small children ever again. What with that and the inordinate number of times a child has to relieve itself!

The very thought of poor Leopold with a basin in one hand and a potty in the other: Anna Maria said cheerfully,

"And just whose idea was it that you should take them? I hope you are cured. "

"Definitely. Next time you shall come too! "





Chapter 3

Vienna

AND SO, only a couple of months later, Anna Maria came too. Such an amount of travel, such a distance, why no-one from St. Gilgen had ever been so far, and even Leopold himself - apart from the Munich journey - had only gone back and forth between Salzburg and Augsburg.

The trip by mailboat had been interminable, but at least it had been interesting. There had been views of farmhouses, of women on jetties washing clothes and once, to Wolfgang's loud appreciation of a group of boys swimming.

But Marianne had been sick.

And then the coach. Hour after hour in a box with fellow passengers who were not always congenial, and there was always more than enough to be frightened of. Once they had been overtaken by another coach belonging to the same company. Their driver had accepted a challenge and the two vehicles had raced neck and neck on the narrow road with the drivers whipping each other's horses and the posthorns strident.

Wolfgang had shouted with excitement but Anna Maria and Marianne had clung together in the teetering coach, rigid with terror. When their own drew ahead and slowed down, the other passengers including Leopold, (who quite obviously had been praying) were overcome by victory and leaned out to boo at the losers. Wolfgang blew a reverberant and vulgar noise.

Generally, however he was no trouble at all. He sat looking out the window while his face took on the rapt expression which they had

























































































































































































OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Semibold.otf


OEBPS/image/Mozarts_Mother_Cover.jpg





OEBPS/font/MinionPro-BoldIt.otf


