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Author’s Introduction

			Introduction

			This may come as a shock. It has been known since 1907 that Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart’s Symphony No. 37 was not composed by him but rather by Johann Michael Haydn, the younger brother of Joseph Haydn. It was Michael Haydn’s Symphony No. 251.

			The question is: Are there other compositions falsely attributed to Mozart?

			My personal history with Mozart’s music

			In the mid-1960s, as a 15-year-old, when I was living in the market town of Abergavenny in Monmouthshire, South Wales, I won a scholarship to study the violin at the Royal Welsh College of Music in Cardiff. My violin teacher at the College was Garfield Phillips, the Concert Master of the BBC Welsh Symphony Orchestra. With Garfield Phillips, I first studied the 4th Violin Concerto, in D Major, by Mozart. After completing that, my teacher directed me to study the 2nd Violin Concerto, also by Mozart, and again in D Major. When I started to play the 2nd Violin Concerto, I was immediately struck by the musical difference between the two D Major concertos. It is hard to explain why I felt that the two Concertos were so different, but the 2nd Concerto seemed very simple in its rhythmic style and prosaic in comparison to 4th Concerto - to me, the 2nd Concerto seemed, in style, very odd. 

			A few years later, in September 1971, I became a violin student at the Royal Academy of Music in London. In term one, I began studying, with Violin Professor Clarence Myerscough, the 3rd Violin Concerto, in G Major, by Mozart. I was told by Professor Myerscough that in 1775, Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart composed all five of the Violin Concertos. Despite the obvious musical differences of the 3rd Concerto in G Major with the two other Mozart Violin Concertos in D Major that I had already studied, I simply accepted that what Professor Myerscough had said to me was true. At the time, this claim that Mozart had composed five violin concertos in one year seemed to me to be a remarkable achievement. But Mozart, I had previously been told, was a genius, so I accepted Professor Myerscough’s statement as a fact. However, this apparent and incontrovertible truth turned out not to be true at all. 

			So, my question is: Had Professor Myerscough told me a deliberate lie? I don’t think so. I am positive that Professor Myerscough was simply repeating, unchallenged, what he had been told by his violin teacher. And that Professor Myerscough’s own violin teacher had been told the same by his own violin teacher. This same accepted truth goes all the way back in time to the first quarter of the 19th century, when the Mozart myth was created by his widow Constanze Mozart. 

			I first discovered the untruth about the five Violin Concertos back in 2006 when, as part of my research, I obtained a facsimile edition2 of the Mozart Violin Concertos. When I examined the manuscript, I noticed that only three of the Violin Concertos stated that they were composed by somebody called Wolfgango Amadeo Mozart; the other two stated that they were composed by a different person, someone called Amadeo Wolfgango Mozart! Yet, I could not find anywhere in the music literature any reference to a person called Amadeo Wolfgango Mozart. Initially, I wondered if the name Amadeo Wolfgango Mozart could possibly be a joke by Mozart, because he did fool around with his name in some of his letters of correspondence, for example he sometimes signed Trazom (Mozart backward). But further investigation showed that Mozart never referred to himself, nor signed himself, in any letters as Amadeo Wolfgango Mozart nor for that matter as Wolfgango Amadeo Mozart. He usually signed or referred to himself as Wolfgang Amadé Mozart, using the French form of the German Gottlieb, i.e. Amadé.

			So, who was Amadeo Wolfgango Mozart? And who, then, was Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart? 

			The narrative told in this novel is based on the investigation of the Mozart family through a Forensic Handwriting Examination undertaken since 2006 by me, Professor Martin W B Jarvis3, of Charles Darwin University, Darwin, Australia. A few years later, I was joined by two of my forensic science colleagues, Affiliate Professor Heidi Harralson, Forensic Document Examiner, Department of Criminal Justice and Criminology, East Tennessee State University, USA, and Dr Bryan Found, Forensic Document Examiner, La Trobe University, Melbourne, Australia, and former Chief Scientist for the Victoria Police Force in Victoria, Australia.4

			The broader historical research was undertaken only by me. 

			The forensic handwriting evidence we have found has revealed that the true story of Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart’s life and his compositions, following his death in December 1791, is not how it has been told.

			The research has exposed the involvement of Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart’s elder sister, Marie Anne, also known as Nannerl, in Wolfgang Amadeus’ compositional output. In addition, the forensic research has uncovered evidence of what we would today call fraud, carried out by Mozart’s widow, Constanze. This is particularly true regarding what is usually referred to as Mozart’s ‘Thematic Catalogue’5 but also in other works as well, such as Mozart’s Requiem.

			The novel also exposes evidence that it may well have been his direct involvement in the Rosicrucian Brotherhood,6 and his involvement in the creation of the libretto, plus composing the music of ‘The Magic Flute’,7 which was Mozart’s final opera, and which was the probable reason that he was murdered.

			The Novel

			In this novel, the story of the Mozart family is told principally via the voice of Wolfgang Amadeus’ elder sister, Marie Anne Mozart. The narrative unfolds through the discovery of a fictional notebook or testament. I chose to use Marie Anne’s voice because she lived until 1829, nearly four decades after her brother Wolfgang’s death on December 5th, 1791. Marie Anne’s voice can tell the story from inside the family, from their early childhood onwards. She can also recount what happened to her and her brother’s compositions after Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart died8. 

			So, as such, this is not a novel about Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart’s life, but rather it is about how his life and his elder sister’s lives were manipulated, first by their father, Leopold, from their early childhood, and then by the variety of circumstances they found themselves in after their father Leopold’s death in 1787. 

			While fictionalised, what follows is deeply rooted in forensic evidence. It offers a compelling reinterpretation of the story of Mozart’s life and music, his struggles, and his untimely death. Perhaps it is closer to the truth?

			I am deeply indebted to my wife, Erna, who has patiently read the various versions of this novel over the years and made many helpful suggestions throughout that process. I am also most grateful for the comments provided by my daughter-in-law, Emma Reid, who holds a BA in English Literature. 

			



	

Northern Territory University, Darwin, February 1995

			The office of Professor Timothy Martin

			When it all began, he was in his mid-thirties. He was, at the time, a professor of music and a researcher working at the Northern Territory University. But music performance wasn’t the field of research for which Professor of Music, Dr. Timothy Martin, PhD, had become world-renowned. Rather, it was his research in the field of Forensic Handwriting Examination, where he specialised in the forensic examination of the handwriting on 18th century music manuscripts.

			Initially, it was particularly for his work on the manuscripts of Johann Sebastian Bach and the Cello Suites, where he became infamous. His research has been well-received by the forensic science community around the world. However, because Professor Martin’s conclusions were musically controversial, he was reviled by some musicians and many musicologists. He had, over the years since his work was first published, received many anonymous aggressive emails and even death threats!

			On this particular day, Dr Martin was sitting at his desk at the university, in the comfortable cool of the air-conditioning; outside, it was a typical thirty-plus degrees in the very steamy early afternoon. After all, it was February, during Darwin’s Wet Season. A sudden flash of lightning, followed by a distant thunder-crack, caused him to look up from his computer—a big storm was on its way for sure. As he gazed out of the window, the sky had already been darkened by huge thunderclouds. He could also see that it had already begun to rain—typical large tropical water droplets were splashing to the ground. The wind had quickly picked up and was now howling, causing the palm trees to bend and wildly gyrate their giant green fronds. Then it started pouring with rain, and the wind drummed the rain against the office window. The approaching storm, the darkening of the sky, and yet more brilliant flashes of lightning followed by increasingly loud peels of thunder made for a very dramatic scene on the campus. But this was normal for Darwin in the wet season. So, Tim Martin gave no more thought to it, and he turned back to his work, only hoping there wouldn’t be any power outages during the storm—an annoyingly and all too common occurrence for those working on a computer during that time of year.

			He quickly got back into deep thought, reading through, for the nth time, a PowerPoint presentation of a paper on the handwriting in the five Violin Concertos attributed to Mozart that he was to present at the forthcoming USA Academy of the Forensic Sciences conference in Denver, Colorado. As he read through his paper, he thought, Life is full of relative and sometimes perverse perspectives. So, when does a convenient untruth—a white lie—become a black lie—a deliberate deception? And when is Mozart’s music not by Mozart? 

			A loud thud rattled the office door, shattering his thoughts. His computer mouse jumped in his hand as another thump, louder this time, brought him fully back into the moment. “Enter,” he said. It was probably just one of his students, but the door didn’t open. So, after a few moments he walked over to the office door to see who it was who had knocked. He opened the door, but nobody was there. So, he looked left and right along the corridor and could see no one. He looked down, and at his feet lay a small package wrapped in plain brown paper, tied with coarse string and sealed with a blot of red wax, Have I ordered something? I’m sure I haven’t, he thought. He looked again at the seal; it bore an unfamiliar crest—a symbol he couldn’t place. Professor Martin hesitated, his hand hovering above the parcel. The air grew heavier, and the faint hum of the overhead strip lights became more noticeable. He glanced around the empty corridor as if expecting someone to appear and explain parcel’s presence. But there was no one, nor any sounds of anyone either.

			Crouching, he picked up the parcel. It was lighter than he expected. His name was handwritten on the front in blue texture: ‘Professor Martin, Music Department.’ He looked at the parcel No return address. No postmark. His stomach tightened. Who would leave this here? And why? And what does it contain? Professor Martin was intrigued but a little nervous. Is it a bomb? It certainly doesn’t look like one. Should I call the University Security to check it out before I open it?

			He decided that he was being more than a little hysterical and so carried the package to his desk, the rough, coarse string scratching against his palm as he set it down on his desk. He then sat down on his swivel chair and looked in the desk drawer for scissors.

			With a careful snip, he cut the string. The wax seal cracked under his fingers. Then, the string and the wax seal fell away with a soft thud on the desk. He peeled back the brown paper, his movements slow, deliberate. The parcel was indeed the size of a small book. A musty smell of old paper emanated from within as he unwrapped the package. Once unwrapped, he saw an old notebook, on which a small envelope was carefully sellotaped. It was also addressed to him. He removed it and opened the envelope. Inside the envelope was a piece of folded notepaper. He unfolded the note and saw that there was a typewritten message on it:

			Dear Professor Martin, my name is not important, so I will not give it to you for reasons that I hope will become clear.

			I am employed as a junior academic researcher at the Mozarteum in Mozart’s hometown, Salzburg. I have brought the enclosed notebook to you because I believe that it is very important that you should read it.

			Professor Martin suddenly stopped reading. He thought he heard a noise outside his office—was the person who dropped the parcel at his door returning to check that the parcel had been found? He waited momentarily, listening out for the sound of footsteps, but the sound stopped. It must have been the wind, he thought.

			As he returned to looking at the note. What an amazing coincidence that it’s from someone in Mozart’s hometown, Salzburg. And what is more, it has come from somebody who works at the famous Mozarteum. He continued reading.

			I found the notebook after I had been asked by my supervisor to create some space in an old storeroom of the Mozarteum University’s library—a storeroom that was full of boxes of material considered to be of no use to the institution and the space was now needed.

			As I worked my way through the boxes, I came across a small packing case filled with old clothing and trivial items. I pulled out all the contents of the case and discovered, right at the bottom, the notebook, which I have enclosed for your interest. The notebook’s placement within the case struck me as obviously deliberate.

			It had been wrapped in old clothes by somebody, it seemed to me, many years ago. I thought, initially, that it might date back as far back as the mid-19th century when the Salzburg Cathedral Music Society and Mozarteum were founded to commemorate the 50th anniversary of Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart’s death.

			But when I read the front cover, where the date was clearly written, I realised I had found something exceedingly significant. As an academic, I was intrigued to find out what the notebook was about, so I decided to take the notebook with me back to my office to read it later, but then I decided to take it home with me. So, I secreted the notebook in the lining of my overcoat and took it away from the Mozarteum to my home—knowing full well that if what I was doing was discovered, it would certainly cost me my job and probably my career as a researcher.

			Since that time only a few weeks ago, I have read the entire notebook, which is written in a kind of diary form. I was, to say the least, shocked by what I read! This is because the notebook, quite literally, challenges everything I had believed about Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart! The notebook appears to have been written by Mozart’s sister, with the final words written only hours before she died.

			Once again, Professor Martin stopped reading, this time because he was also shocked by what he had read so far, thinking, Is this really a genuine notebook written by Mozart’s elder sister, or is it a fake? He decided to read on.

			Once I had read the notebook, I knew that its contents would threaten not only the existence of the Mozarteum University but also the viability of all the many Salzburg businesses that rely on the Mozart family story to maintain tourism in the city and, of course, their source of income. And it would certainly also threaten all those music publishers who, over the centuries since his death, have made fortunes from the sale of what we have come to believe is Mozart’s music. When I reached the end of the notebook, I immediately realised if I wanted the notebook’s contents to be made public, that I could not possibly share my findings with the staff of the Mozarteum University. Instead, I needed to find another way to let the world know the truth. Hence, my decision to pass it on to you—someone not afraid of controversy.

			From what I know about your research into Mozart’s music, I am certain that you will be very interested in its contents. I also know that your research has been condemned by the Mozarteum because your research challenges the very premise of their existence that not all the things we have been told about Mozart are true.

			So, should it come to be known that this notebook even exists and that I, as an employee of the Mozarteum, have passed it onto you rather than to my superiors, who most certainly would have destroyed it, both my future career and my freedom would be in great danger. I am sure I would be arrested for the theft and imprisoned or worse still!

			I am hopeful that my theft of the testament has gone unnoticed. But because there is extensive CCTV coverage everywhere in the Mozarteum buildings, I cannot be certain. And getting to Australia meant that I had to take leave at very short notice, which may also have brought suspicion upon me. I know that posting it would have been the safest option, but I wanted to ensure that you received it. However, what I don’t know is whether I was being followed or watched.

			I ask you that should you choose to make public the contents of the notebook, you must say that you found the notebook somewhere—and certainly not at the Mozarteum. And so it is essential that you make no mention of how you obtained it. Good luck.

			 

			Very kind regards, Anon.

			 

			Professor Martin sat back in his chair and gave a deep sigh. Of course, he was intrigued by what he had read. He put the accompanying note to one side and began examining the notebook itself. 

			It was a typical notebook from the first part of the 19th century, with a classic black and white marbled paper stuck on a cardboard-base cover that felt glassy-smooth to his touch. He noted that there was a white-label area in the upper centre of the cover. The label stated, in period German—that bold and angular Fraktur script—that the notebook was written by Marie Anne von Berchtold zu Sonnenburg, and beneath that was written her address: Kaltner Gasse, 7, Salzburg. He knew the name Marie Anne von Berchtold zu Sonnenburg very well, but surely it couldn’t be her? Sonnenburg was her married name. And she was usually known as Nannerl. Nannerl Mozart—the elder sister of Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart.

			The text in the notebook itself was written in old German script, known as Kurrentschrift, which made it, initially, a little difficult to decipher. So, even though he was only in his mid-thirties, he popped on his reading glasses to assist his sight. Fortunately, Professor Martin was very familiar with the German script of that period, and so his eye soon established the style of the scribe who had written the notebook. The first question he asked himself was whether it was a genuine document. He flicked quickly to the through the notebook and examined the signature at the end of the document, comparing it to his collection of Nannerl’s known and very readable signature exemplars.

			Fortunately, Nannerl had not signed the testament using her married name but had signed herself as Marie Anne Mozart. And, because of the unique manner in which Marie Anne wrote the name ‘Mozart’, he was able to quickly reach the conclusion that, yes, the anonymous sender of the notebook was correct; it was indeed a genuine document written by Marie Anne Mozart. Had she signed using her married name, this would have made the signature identification a lot more difficult, but not impossible.

			He then finally opened the very beginning of little book and found an enclosed message, written on a separate piece of expensive embossed paper, inserted in the front cover of the notebook, which was written by the author in red ink:

			Dear Reader, if you are reading this note, then I am dead, and you have found this testament of mine written in the attached notebook. I began writing my testament a few months ago, in September, and made entries from then on.

			I plan to hide the notebook at the bottom of one of the crates of my personal belongings. I will fill it with insignificant material, old clothes, etc. so that it will appear to contain nothing of interest to anyone casually who opens it. 

			I am hoping that the packing case—that my testament will be secreted at the bottom of—will be ignored by those who will soon come to clear my home. And that the box will be stored away somewhere and ignored for hopefully many decades, only to be found, at some time in the future, by you. Whomever you may be.

			I am now ready to go to the Lord, and at last, my soul will be at peace. Today, I hope, I will die, because I am now completely exhausted.

			God Bless You!

			 

			Signed: Marie Anne Mozart

			Salzburg, Kaltner Gasse, 

			7, 29th of October, in the year of our Lord, 1829
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			The Testament of Marie Anne Mozart

			Salzburg, September 14, in the year of our Lord, 1829

			Dear Reader, today I was told by my doctor that I have only a little time left in my life, maybe only a few months. Before I die, I need to—no, Dear Reader—I must make a confession! I must tell the true story of both my life and that of my illustrious brother Wolfgang. There were many things that happened during our lives that you will soon read about. Some of those things were truly wonderful, and some of them will surely shock you—such as my brother’s murder. Yes, for I strongly believe he was murdered. But you need to know about these things because they are the truth. 

			I was born Maria Anna Walburga Ignatia Mozart, but I chose to call myself Marie Anne and signed myself as such since I was eight years old. My father nicknamed me Nannerl—Nannerl means ‘God is Merciful’ in the Hebrew language. I was born on July 30, 1751.

			My younger brother, Wolfgang, according to his Birth Certificate, was named (in the Latinised form) Johannes Chrysostomus Wolfgangus Theophilus Mozart. But he was known to Mama and me simply as Wolfie, and to our father as Wolfgangerl; but to you, Dear Reader, in the future, when you are reading this, he will be known to you as the child prodigy Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart—I know this because I, along with Wolfie’s widow Constanze, recreated my little brother’s name and reputation this way. We did this, as you will come to see, for our own purposes. But Wolfie signed his name as Wolfgang Amadé Mozart; he never used the name Johannes Chrysostomus and changed his name from Theophilus to Amadé—both versions meaning lover of God. 

			Before I begin to tell you my story, I will first give you some details of our family background.

			Our family home was in Salzburg, Austria. We lived in the Hagenauer House on Getreidegasse 9 from 1747 to 1773. The house was owned by the Hagenauer family, so Johann Laurenz Hagenauer was my father’s landlord but also his friend.

			We, the Mozart family, occupied an apartment on the third floor of what was an attractive five-storey, yellow-painted stone building. Our apartment consisted of a kitchen, a small storage room where my brother and I slept, a living room, a bedroom for my parents and a small room that my father, because he was a professional musician, used as his music room. 

			We were a family of four—my father, my mother and us two children. Our mother, Anna Maria, had given birth to three other children before I was born, but all three had died early in their lives. And then two additional children after me, who also died early in life. Then Wolfie was born.

			The head of our family was, of course, our father. Our Papa, as we called him, was Johann Georg Leopold Mozart. As was common practice at the time, Papa dropped the names Johann and Georg and simply referred to himself as Leopold Mozart.

			Papa told me, but given my father’s propensity for lying and exaggeration, I have no idea how much of what he told me about his early life was true, that he was born on November 14th, 1719, in the city of Augsburg in Bavaria. 

			As a young boy, Papa became a choir boy in the local Catholic Church, and at the same time, he was a pupil at the local Jesuit school called Saint Salvator Gymnasium, where he studied logic, science, and theology. He graduated from the Gymnasium in 1735 and then moved on to Saint Salvator Lyceum for higher-level studies. Whilst he was still a student in Augsburg, in addition to his formal training, Papa told me that he trained as a musician, eventually becoming a skilled violinist and organist. He also had some experience as an actor and singer in the Saint Salvator Lyceum student theatrical productions.

			However, even though our Papa showed considerable musical talent as a young boy, our grandparents thought that Papa would become a priest—which he most definitely did not want to become. As it transpired, Papa did not remain a student at the Lyceum for very long. And, after a period of only about a year, he moved to Salzburg, where, in late November 1737, at the age of eighteen years old, he enrolled at Benedictine University. His plan was to study philosophy and jurisprudence. 

			In the following year he said he received the degree of Bachelor of Philosophy from the University. However, his academic career did not progress much further, mainly because Papa said he did not regularly attend lectures. Consequently, he was expelled from the University in 1739. Because Papa wanted to escape from his family, he had no intention of returning to Augsburg to live and had to find employment in Salzburg. So, the following year, in 1740, Papa began his career in music when he obtained a position as a violinist at the Court of Archbishop Leopold Anton Eleutherius Freiherr von Firmian. However, much to his irritation, but as was the usual practice at the time for musicians, Papa said that he also had to perform the lowly role of a valet or flunky at the Court—a role he detested. It was also in the same year, 1740, that Papa began his professional career as a composer when he composed his first work, titled ‘Six Sonatas for the Church.’ Papa told me that he was delighted and very proud that he was able to arrange for the works to be published, which was quite exceptional at the time. He also told me that he showed his skills as an engraver by undertaking the engraving of the copper plates for printing the music himself.

			At that time, Papa’s life and future career looked very bright indeed—he told me that he had been ambitious to become a famous composer.

			Our Mama was born on December 25th in 1720 in St Gilgern and christened Anna Maria Walburga Pertl. Papa had married her in 1747, so she became Frau Mozart. Her father and mother were both talented musicians, but of course, as she told me, she was never given the opportunity to work as a musician; she had only been permitted to play the keyboard in private situations and, like nearly all musicians of the time, she also composed music for own consumption. 

			Professor Martin looked away from the notebook for a few moments and watched the storm recede as he thought, How easy it is for us to forget that the reason she was never given the opportunity to work as a musician was simply that women were expected to play only for private enjoyment rather than pursue performing as a profession. How sad that was. He then returned to the task at hand and continued reading.

			Following their marriage, Mama’s role was to be a wife only and hopefully become a mother too. So, as I have already mentioned, from August 18th, 1748, to January 27th, 1756, Mama bore Papa a total of seven children, but only two of us survived through infancy. I, Maria Anna Walburga Ignatia, was born in 1751, and my younger brother by nearly five years, Johannes Chrysostomus Wolfgangus Theophilus, was born in 1756. Those seven births and the tragic loss of five infants had, emotionally and physically, taken their toll on Mama.

			Mama told me that since her childhood, she had been physically weak and subject to bouts of ill health. Consequently, because of the seven pregnancies, she was obviously no longer in the prime of her physical fitness or attractiveness. However, Mama still took great pride in her appearance and dressed herself as well as Papa could afford.

			Unfortunately, despite Papa’s ambitions, many years of frustration went by for our father. And now, nearly twenty years later, as I begin my story, in 1759, Papa was still only a relatively lowly positioned musician in the music establishment of Christoph Graf von Schrattenbach, the now ruling Prince-Archbishop of Salzburg’s Court. To me, it seemed that Papa was obviously very frustrated, bitter, and angry that he had failed in his ambition to become a famous composer. But Papa, of course, did not blame himself for his situation, nor did he blame his lack of original talent as a composer. Rather, he blamed his colleagues for not recognising his talent, and he blamed his superiors at the Court for overlooking him—Papa could never accept his own failures or his inadequacies as a musician.

			The travails and disappointments of Papa’s life and his career had turned him into a bad-tempered, haughty, and mean-minded man—and to cover up his insecurities, he took himself extremely seriously indeed.

			So, my story begins on July 30th, 1759, when Papa was forty years old and with not much to show for it. We were at our home in Salzburg on my eighth birthday. This was the very day when Wolfie first expressed his interest in learning to play the keyboard. I could see out of the corner of my eye that my three-year-old brother watched wistfully as I, Marie Anne, played the harpsichord for my devoted father, Leopold Mozart.

			[image: ]

			



	

Chapter 1

			Mozart family residence, July 30th, 1759

			On a sunny and warm morning in Salzburg, Leopold Mozart was seated on the double-width keyboard stool next to his daughter, Marie Anne, who was wearing a simple linen garment. He was sitting with his back to the window so daylight would make reading the music easier for himself and his daughter. Leopold was continuing to teach his daughter Nannerl to play the keyboard—a harpsichord in this case—during one of her regular lessons. Leopold was listening intently to her as she played. And as he sat there, with the index finger of his right hand gently resting on his lips and his thumb touching his chin, his mind was deep in thought: She plays so beautifully for someone so young. What an extraordinary talent she has. I wonder what her future might be.

			He adored his only daughter, Marie Anne—his little Nannerl, as he called her—his gift from God!

			Leopold Mozart was of slim build—even scrawny—with a stern face, thin lips, and a sharp pointed chin. He stood about five feet four inches tall. He was dressed in a lightweight mauve satin smoking jacket with matching breeches, whitish stockings, and a slightly yellowing white silk cravat that had seen better days. His shoes were black with a highly polished silver buckle upon each one.

			As was Leopold’s custom, even at home, he wore a white day wig to cover his now balding scalp. 

			Nannerl was a pretty, round-faced little girl, about four feet in height. She was very precocious, mainly because of her father’s continuous obsessive attention. She smiled as she sat proudly upright on the harpsichord stool and played the exercise her father had given her in order to develop strength and dexterity in the fingers of both her hands. 

			Marie Anne was wearing her special pink cotton dress, specifically sewn by her mother for Nannerl to wear on her birthday from material her mother had purchased from a travelling milliner a few weeks earlier. Nannerl also wore long white cotton socks and powder-blue embroidered fabric shoes. She was incredibly happy that it was her birthday because she was the centre of the whole family’s attention. 

			Meanwhile, three-year-old Wolfgang was sitting close by on an upright chair, watching intensely as Nannerl played the harpsichord. He was wearing a simple small child’s tunic of white cotton and black fabric shoes.

			 

			Wolfgang was already short for his age. He was round-faced and rather pudgy-looking—he was not a good-looking child. His father, Leopold, kept him under strict control when he was at home, and it is sad to say that at this point in Wolfgang’s short life, his father didn’t much like his three-year-old son, Wolfgang. 

			But his mother worshipped Wolfgang and, by way of compensation for his father’s attitude, spoilt him rotten. As a result, Wolfgang had become a selfish little boy, and consequently, he was given much to tantrums, particularly when his father was at work. 

			The music room where Leopold and his two children were now seated and where Nannerl was practising was where their father gave her harpsichord lessons. It was also where Leopold practised his violin and the harpsichord and, on rare occasions, composed. 

			Leopold also used the room as his teaching room because to enhance his moderate income from the Court, he also gave private keyboard and violin lessons to other children from the community and to some older females, who were usually from the upper classes of Salzburg, and who wished to show off their musical skills to their friends. 

			Leopold’s music room had bare wooden floors except for a brightly coloured rug near the open window. On the rug stood a small mahogany desk paired with a simple chair. Nearby, Wolfgang sat on one of the upright-backed chairs with leather-upholstered seats. The dimensions of the large chair made Wolfgang look even smaller. 

			The family gathered around an Italian harpsichord, expertly crafted and painted with scenes of the countryside and Alpine mountains. On the desk was Leopold’s prized Amati violin, lying in a walnut wood case. Bow-maker, Tourte the elder, had made both the bows in the case.

			There was also some loose music-manuscript paper and quill pens scattered on the desk, with an inkpot resting in the indentation in the desk to prevent spillage. There was a marble fireplace, but because it was high Summer, it was not lit. 

			Through the window of the music room, some of the other brightly painted buildings of Salzburg could easily be seen, as well as the river Salzach, which flowed through the middle of the city of Salzburg, cutting it into two halves. And because there was no bridge across the river, ferries could be seen sailing back and forth, from riverbank to riverbank, all day long, carrying the Salzburg residents and cargo.

			Perched high above the city of Salzburg and overlooking the river Salzach, sitting on top of a sheer cliff face of Mount Festungsberg, sat the Hohensalzburg fortress castle, the residence and the Court of the Archbishop of Salzburg. The Hohensalzburg castle and Salzburg Cathedral were the principal places where Leopold worked.

			 

			Wolfgang thought as he sat next to his father watching his sister play the keyboard: Nannerl plays so pretty. I like the music. Papa sits with her a lot. I want to play, too. When I’m big, maybe Papa will teach me. I want to make music like Nannerl. And the violin, too. I want to play everything.

			Suddenly, and without warning, Wolfgang was so overcome with a desire to play the harpsichord, that he blurted out, whilst Marie Anne was still playing, “Papa, when can I start to play? I want play like my sister, Nannerl.”

			Leopold turned on the keyboard stool, looked directly at Wolfgang, and immediately scolded, “Be quiet, Wolfgangerl! Do not interrupt my darling Nannerl when she is playing. I will speak with you in a
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