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After Midnight Thoughts on Leopold Godowsky, etc. By Paul Howard.

To The Members of The International Godows ci

Thursday, 7th, March, 1946

Dear Apostle,

Many thanks for wonderful evening last night. No need to

say how much we all enjoyed-itt  The Pavane (Ravel); and-the
Balakirew (Au Jardin) were inexpressible beautiful - they open
-windews-in the-soul that-otherwise-remain-clesed. ¥-ourand
Mary’s Impromptu - “Days of Yore”, (Godowsky’s Miniatures)
canjtbe described.

Sorry that duty calls me tonight. ButI have collected here some
letters which you-might use for Instalment9. Ithink they-are
among the best of your letters - and stress important points - (and
are ce-related, e.g. Pavia, Austin), and you can intersperse with.
comiments. '

I have been working on the 4 Poems which could be Instalment
10;:eh? Hope you-will'be able.to. get me that copy of letter to.
Leonard re. 4th Poem. Another Instalment we can get up is
“The Story of Delia Portham™ “Lavender.and ©ld-¥.ace”—not
Arsenic. (Although I think we had better do “Transcendent-
“alizations” No: 11: abd No. 12 be Delia Portham and Rose Widder?),

Till next Thursday then, God bless you.
(Sgd). Mountain.

P.S. Some parts of the letters I have queried. You may or may
not wish to omet these parts.

(If it weren’t for Mountain nothing would get done. Mohammed - that’s me)

Instalment 9.
Many Letters—some-blisters.
Supplement re. Wrong Addresses.
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Dr. Clarence Adler to Paul Howard.

Mr. Paul Howard,
Box 919, G.P.O.
ADELAIDE, S.A.

My dear Paul Howard,

Perhaps I appear to an ungrateful wretch in your eyes, for not writing to you sooner, for your
letters have given me an unlimited amount of pleasure. Though we are seperated by many
thousands of miles, and though I may never have the pleasure of meeting you or your family face to
face, I feel that there exists a communion between us and that I know you very well.

We both have the same devotion and humility to the great master Leopold Godfé}’ski, but you do
more about it. You have my greatest admiration and respect for the marvellous work you are so
unselfishly carrying on. I am amazed at your energy and cannot understand that you can find the
strength to do it all.

Godowski constantly sought contact with the unknown and he most assuredly believed in an after
life. Godowski was born a Jew and remained one as long as he lived, though he was not a firm
believer in rituals. He carried his religion in the house in which he lived and the milk of human
kindness never flowed more abundantly through anyone than it did thru him. Iam also a Jew but
the essance of my religion which I try to live up to is, do unto others as you would have done unto
you. A number of my most devoted friends are devout Catholics. I sent my sister to a catholic
school for a number of years. While I was a boy one of my dearest friends was Father Mackay
(Cincinatti, Ohio). I used to visit him very often at the cathedral and he was responsible for my
interest in the organ. The influence which Father Mackay exerted-on me was very helpful and
lasting; I feel it today. I knew Cardinal Hayes quite well and he was a wonderful man.

Regarding your friend Rosa Widder of Cleveland, I only know of her. She heard my pupil Marilyn
Mayer a year or so and was very enthusiastic about her playing.

I am not very far, as yet, with the broadcasting of the entire works of Godowski. It is a terrific
undertaking and not easy to interest artists in this work. I will not give up, but some day I hope to
be able to write you that the work has begun.

J
Last Thursday evening I played Mozart’s Concerto in C Minor with orchestra an/é\ used the
Godowski cadenzas. At one of the rehearsals the conductor tried to persuade me not to use this
number as he thought it was out of the frame of the Mozart style. Just to please the conductor I
looked through the Beinicke Cadenza, but it was too insipid. I cannot stomach it after knowing
Godowski. Do you happen to play this particular number?

I would love to hear you play - will that ever happen? Would it be possible for you to visit the
U.S.A. sometime?

You ask about Godowski’s version of the “Invitation to the Weber Waltz”. I have played the

e
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version for two pianos and three pianos in public, and played it for him hour after hour under his
battalion of damaging criticism. He was finally delighted with it. As far as ensemble is concerned,
it is one of the most trying things I have ever played.

I want to thank you for your photographs of yourself and your beautiful and charming family. I
wish I could peep in on you and share some of that happiness. As soon as I get some photographs
of my wife and boy I will send them on. I have not been married as long as you. I believe you
have a five year edge on me, but on april 25, 1941, we will celebrate our twenty-fifth anniversary.
To give you an idea of how well my wife looks she gets frightfully insulted if anyone thinks that
she is over twenty-eight.

Our boy is nineteen and is now home from college, spending his vacation with us. He is doing
exceptionally well at school and has the highest average of anyone in his grade, and there are eight
hundred and fifty boys in the same class. He is very handsome and likes the girls, in turn they

recipoficate. He was very m)/ch impressed with Mary’s picture, and he said he wished he had an
aeroplane.

Perhaps you would like to know a little bit of what I am doing? Iam teaching a class of very gifted
and promising pupils. I have been broadcasting every Sunday evening (sonata for piano and violin)
since October, and will continue during the winter. So far I have played all the Brahms Sonatas,
Richard Strauss, César Franck, Grieg, and all Beethoven’s.

This keeps me busy with the amount of teaching I have to do. It is hard for me to find time to
practise/, but the practicing and playing keep me from becoming a piano drudge.

Mrs. Adler and Richard join me in wishing you, your soul mate and your various opuses the best of
health, happiness and prosperity in the coming year and for many more years. Believe me,

Faithfully yours,
(Sgd). Clargnce Adler.
000

Here is a letter I wrote concerning the disadvantages of broadcasting, etc., and some hints on
pedaling.

1st. March, 1940
Dearest Louis, (L.G. Austin, alias Louis XIX)
Re. playing for A.B.C. - a few years ago when the A B.C. wrote asking me to play again, I declined.
My previous experience had been unpleasant. Small piano without sufficient range of tone, etc.,

and the way the stuff goes over is to my mind not attractive. Only a 9 ft. grand of the very best
kind, and in a condition of absolute perfection is adequate for perfect playing.
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It would be worse with the works I play now and the subtleties I have developed, because none of
that could go over.

Further than this, their craven fear of displeasing the low taste of so many listeners impells them to
allow the pianist 10 minutes, which they call a “recital”, when they interpose some disgusting
rubbish for a few minutes, when the pianist gives another “recital” of 10 minutes. This is not only
degrading to the artist, but degrading to the art and to the station, which means death to any effort
to educate the public. It is the same with the A.B.C. in all the States.

Then what is the good? The public does not want perfection. You must not try to make them
attentive and thoughtful, to appreciate the beautiful, the exquisite, “to listen to the song of the new
voice in music”- (Schwerke). They want a dial twirler’s holiday, the sensationalism of the concerto
with orchestra, the same old tit-bits played faster and faster, )to the music of the frying pan and the
canary), in fact they want to go to the trots, musical trots, just that and nothing more.

Then again the shop window does not attract me; thepublic exhibition with the spruiker in the
newspaper and the bilboards is abhorrent. Music played for sale must please the buyer.

Home or the large room is the place for sublime beauty, not the market place. And the large room
or the home is the only place where the full value of tone subtleties can be heard. There are no
instruments large enough for colour and warmth in upper registers to develop and show their charm
in a big hall. Few, if any, have the acoustics.

My 6 ft. Lipp, I have two in my music room 25 th. square, gives perfection of tone, colour,
warmth, but would sound like a banjo in the Town Hall. And all the difference between a 6 ft. and
a9 ft. is not much compared with the size of the chamber. But America has some miracle
auditoriums for piano recital, miracles acoustically and in sumptuousness.

Re. pianos, even when one is good to start with, it is almost impossible to keep it good, because
there is not enough work of the sort demanded to keep in Australia a number of men capable of the
fine and exact adjustments.

The pressure of the sustaining pedal must send the dampers up with a precision only known to the
most delicate scientific instruments, just as though the whole row of dampers were made of one
piece.

Use your foot on the pedal and watch the dampers and you will see they rise irregularly, usually
with shocking inaccuracy. Then there must be no lost motion. The touch of the foot on the pedal
without any pressure must make a perceptible tremor on the wood top of the damper felts.

The slightest pressure of the foot must raise the wood, but the felts, if they are really the felts they
should be, are expansive, and you could send the wood up a 64th. and the felts expand but do not
leave the string.

A sharp touch on a note instead of being stacatto, then has a slight warmth, an after tone of perhaps
half a second, the slightest additional pressure of the foot raises the weight of the wood a fraction
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more, and a sharp touch on a note, leaves an after tone of say a second.

And so you continue to increase the after tone till it is two or more seconds long and then trails into
silence.

Still the dampers have not left the strings.

A little more pressure and there is perhaps room between the dampers and the strings for a sheet of
tissue paper. That allows for a long after tone.

The foot must be as skilled as the fingers and as sensitive as a seismograph.

To press the pedal right down, lifting the dampers off the strings produces only pandemonium to
the really listening ear, just a vulgar noise inartistic and inexcusable as a boy spilling the ink over his
homew;iﬂc

How many pianists in the world trouble themselves tuppence about such delicacy? There is no
market for it, The pedal is on or off. On and off expertly, yes, but only in such a way as
necessary for old time playing of Beethoven and others who did not write for the subtleties of tone
on their instrument which they knew was capable of no subtleties.

And it is the playing with these microscopic shades of overtone from note to note that makes the
playing of Godowsky works, that opens up a new world of music, of tinted an 4nisty atmosphere,
the glory and charm of the landscape, the softness and hushed beauty of inner thought, thoughts
crossing in soft conversation, refined speech, the speech that calls for acute listening, the thrill given
by beautiful repartee, innuendo, the sparkling colouring among thelbianississimos.

But a public pianoforte recitalist seldom attempts to deal with these things. The traveller’s
pianissime is a forte, the piano is overplayed, the tone forced and vulgarity is the order of the day.

To make people listen to sensitive playing, or rather to keep their interest, de Pachmann had to add
a side-show of monkey tricks. He was one of the few. Borwick was one who would not pander
to the hoi polloi, but went his way, played his recitals in a sac suit, and did not care whether they
were pleased of not. But he was a rich man; Baking Powder brought his fortune.

I very carefully read your fine article of the 20th. January, and must compliment you on it. New
Zealand is fortunate to possess your enthusiasm, outlook and pen.

(Sgd). Paul Howard.

P.S. For a test of damper precision, (not only uniformity of the row in rise and fall, but uniformity
of the expansive quality of the felts), is to roll a forte arpeggio or succession of chords from base to
middle treble with wide open pedal, remove the hands from the piano, and damp the chord out
slowly with the foot. If you can trail out that entire sound, every note equally, it will be pretty
good, but you will be sure to get some notes lasting longer than others, some may even squak under
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the slow gradual fall of the dampers.
000

On the need for perfect damper felts, here is a thought - the quality of tone is influenced by the
quality of the damper felt above it.

What? All right, you replace one with a slice of turnip and see the difference, without contact. Of
course the same applies to the Nth. degree in the hammer felts, to many of which are little better
than turnips. But that’s another story.

000

18th. November, 1941.

My der Louis XTX. (what a pity I had to guillotine him later)

So many thanks for your praise and publication of my notes a couple of issues back. Just timely
for dear Popsy’s anniversary, 21st. November. His last letter to Liebling, another copy enclosed,
becomes more and more true every day.

Charming letter from Rose arrived yesterday, copy enclosed. Her first line, “The sweetest flower
that blows” refers to a gorgeous pansy I enclosed to her, a fabulous bloom from my garden, a new
strain out this season, the the one I sent her was the first bloom out; it was on a toddy plant,
nothing near the size of the bloom, the plant Jjust struggling to not manhood, but pansyhood. That
was four months ago.

The plants now of course are larger and robust, and sending forth thousands of unbelievable blooms.
The amazing thing is the colouring. They attain every conceivable colour, and many colours utterly
inconceivable, quite unbelieveable. Other blooms will take these bewildering new truths and use
them in suffusion, streak and daub. My son Leo says, “When it rains, the colours run.”

The most innocent, perfectly white white, such a white as to make Persil blush, will steal another’s
bonnet of brown or pink, gold, or black, spread out fanwise behind her lovely hed with floppy
double-decker effect. The white too, is so soft to look at, and so opaque. Some white with the
palest blue faces suggest heavenly innocence. Some are edged with a red thread and the bonnet
flushed with azure, and shot over with cerise; a lavender with lemon decorations and golden brown
coiffure, the deepest snuff brown dials with gold and magenta parasol; an all blue with so many
sorts of blue, deck on deck, that one blinks and wonder what really may be called blue. They all
persist in stealing one another’s garments, and sometimes a bloom will take something from every
card in the pack and look up at you laughingly to say, “Isn’t that funny,” and some have gathered
so many frills and furbelows that they suggest some lovely damsel of a more graceful day hiding in a
large bonnet as she hurred by. And some of these blooms are the size of the palm of my hand.

For a table decoration I pick a few score of these riches, and arrange them on a floating bowl helped
with one of these glass pyramids full of holes. This entrancing sight of a chorus of lovely faces,
saucy, pleading, impudent, coy, proud by turn, seeming to be all climbing over each other on the
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table centre, is profitable, because last Sunday visitors just sat and stared at them all the time and
forgot to eat, leaving us much fodder for the coming week.

Near the 40 ft. semi-circle pansy row in the garden there is a 200 Et%traight row of giant Iceland
Poppies, pastel-tinted backed by Canterbury Bells, and behind that the same length of cherry-red
Larkspurs in full bloom. Diagonally with them is a 30 ft. row, a yard wide of amethyst Larkspurs,
bordered by Calliopsis - golden Buttercup-like flowers. The ensemble is inspiring and uplifting in a
world where a daily uplift is so much needed. While I am out tending them in the early morning
round 6 o’clock, the sweet plump angel within hands me my slightly frugal breakfast, one cup of tea
- it is tea - and a little sandwich, or sometimes half a sandwich of crisp toast with a slice of bacon
between, and I have it out there with Cerberus attentively and diligently watching so and calculating
his chances of getting a bit. I say to him, “Get the newspaper, Cerberus!” and off he flashes to the
other side of the house and looks for it under a big tree and brings it along, and disputes my right to
take it from him. Then one or another of my turbulent family grabs it from me so I don’t see it at
all. Then I do a record shave, dress, get some practice in, and catch the ‘bus, as the motor has been
jacked up for over 18 months.

Godowsky’s later works, the Poems, the Capriccio (Patetico), and some of the Java suite, are the
ultimate in Pianoforte composition. “They are the quintessence of my lyric muse”, the Master
told me, and in them he carried musical expression further than any composer carried it in any form.

He has added a third dimension - depth of focus, of stage, perspective - and all this emotionally,
technically,} polyphonically, and rhythmically, by which power and content of his composition has
multiplied to the nth. degree, and it is no wonder that those who have the enterprise, fortitude, and
the stamina to learn some of his original works, one after another say, “I find no other music so
satisfying”. That expression has come to me from all quarters of this “wobbly planet” as the
Master called it, and from players and listeners alike.

Earlier composers could not achieve what Godowsky achieved because the instrument didn’t exist;
even Chopin played on a two-stringed square box. That is why earlier composers, immort for their
string ensemble and orchestral works, are of far less importance in their piano works which are
comparitively tiresome and empty, containing superfluency of notes to keep continuous sound, and
many scale passages, etc., quite foreign to true musical expression.

Bach did better than any of them because he had the polyphonic brain and was able to write music
that plays very well on today’s pianos, (in his writings for the Klavier, Bach sometimes seemed to
think organ-wise, or even as though he foresaw the piano of today), but no such contrapuntal genius
again appeared till Godowsky, who had all Bach’s qualities, plus other qualities peculiar to himself,
and plus several centuries and plus today’s piano. And, oh boy! How he drew upon it.

I give you the Gardens of Buitenzorg, the 4th Poem, and the Capriccio (Patetico) as an utterl/xz
incomparable bracket of three.

He who does not know Godowsky and will absorb these three works, will bow down in greatest
reverence. He will, with me, say, “Oh Master, let me rest my frayed soul and torn heart upon this
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infinite and fathomless loveliness, as though God took my head upon his comforting bosom. God,
please rest the soul of Leopold Godowsky, for he was surely Your wonder child.”

Love from us all,
(Sgd). Paul.
P.S. I ought to tell you the Pansy seed came from Mrs. Merton G. Ellis at Canby, OREGON.
000

19th December, 1941.

My dear friend Pavia,

Lam entirely with you in.your. admiration for Jane Austen, for not only is she an outstanding
literary genius, but I think too that she is our greatest humourist. Just fancy in “Emma”, after Mr.
Knightly’s impassioned love declaration, which to Emma was so utterly unexpected, and as it
proceeded she decided that she had known it always... “She spoke then on being so entreated.
What did she say? Just what she ought of course. A lady always does”. and “would she not call
him by some other name than Mr. Knightly? ...impossible! but I promise to call you once by
your Christian name; 1 do-not-say when, but perhaps you may-guess-where:-inthe building in
which N takes M for better, for worse.”

I think I took about a year to read Emma, using only a few minutes in bed every night and reading
every page many times, which is so necessary with Jane to savour her inimitable style. “Pride and
Prejudice” ook me longer bui the advantage is (Ha( orié réally absorbs, afid in afler yegrs-has
something left to pay for the time spent in reading. -

Fam . very distressed over your misforiunes and I hope your present good luck will hold. Through
the late fearful depresion there was again a touch of the horrors of the sixties and seventies in'the
‘midlands so-wonderfully porirayed by Arnold Beanel (who, as of course you know, was ajoily
fine pianist) in‘his “Clayhanger family” and “The grim smile of the five towns.”

T'avr delighted to hear of your other composilions and maybe some day shall see them:

Tt ofien happess thal 2 man is net 2 judge of his own works - while 1 admire yeur Landier it does
not rival your Fandango Triste;:and Iam still of the same opinion conceming the close of
Godowsky’s Weir, Weib und Gesang, whick youo feel after-all its-delicate tracery and polyphony; -
should descend to-the vulgarity of a fanfare close or bang bang, to bring it down to the very low
“levelof Eiszt.--Godowsky s mighty Sonata ends witha-five page fade out 1o PPPP, as the sofi
shades falling over olympic mountains.

And-do Tunderstand; dear Leo; thatyouare “letting me” on the maiter of Don Juan? WhenI was.
very young I worshipped Liszt, and having some of his works ordered his entire compositions.



















































