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ENCHANTED WANDERER. The Ldfe 

of Carl Maria von Weber. By L/ucy 
Poate Stebbins and Richard Poate 
Stebbins. New York: G. P. Putnam's 
Sons. 1940. 345 pp., with index. $3.50. 

Reviewed by PAUL HENRY LANG 

IN his childhood, Weber journeyed 
to Salzburg and Vienna to study 
with the two Haydns, la ter con

sorting with Schubert, Beethoven, 
Rossini, Spontini, and E. T. A. Hoff
mann, and toward the end of his life, 
young Wagner watched with admira
tion his efforts on behalf of German 
opera, while Berlioz saw in him the 
embodiment of romanticism. Surely 
a musician of acknowledged stature 
whose life was spent amid so brilliant 
and varied a musical world offers a 
stimulating subject for the biogra
pher, and the authors of "Enchanted 
Wanderer" have met the challenge in 
a most rewarding manner. Unlike the 
ordinary run of musical biographies, 
this book is the result of laborious re
search, and this reviewer does not re
call such a conscientious and pain
staking essay in several years. The 
writing is vivid and convincing, events 
unfold in an effortless sequence, al
though here and there one is con
scious of a somewhat forced novelistic 
tone. But the man emerges from these 
pages with the plasticity of a portrait. 

The authors disclaim any intention 
of offering "a treatise on Weber's 
music." But is this a legitimate ap
proach? Weber was possessed by one 
absorbing mission, the future of Ger
man opera, and to this end he devoted 
all his energies. Surely the man's por
trait cannot be complete without his 
music, and the authors did in fact 
find a certain amount of musical dis
cussion impossible to avoid. In this 
they were less successful than in their 
purely biographical efforts. The cen
tral problem, Italian versus German 
opera, claims recognition in every 
chapter. Berating the Dresden court 
for its preference for Italian works, 
they fail to take into consideration 
the more than a century old tradition 
of Italian opera in the Saxon capital 
(and for that mat ter in the other Ger
man capitals), a tradition that could 
not be challenged for the very good 
reason that until the end of the 
eighteenth century, German opera 
was practically non-existent. Every
thing that is here credited to Weber 
came from the disparaged Italian 
opera, "the new dramatic coloring of 
the orchestration, his persistent and 
versatile use of the leitmotif . . . his 

noble characterization of women," etc. 
V i e w e d from this angle, Weber's 
purely musical contribution was not 
new and one certainly cannot call Der 
Freischilts "the first modern German 
opera," for it was a Singspiel pure 
and simple, such as were Killer's, Mo
zart 's and Beethoven's. The great mer
it of Weber's operatic works was pre
cisely their popular nature. I t was 
this quality, saturated with the ro
manticism of the German forest and 
fairy tale, that made them unmistak
ably and thoroughly German. 

One wonders why, among all their 
sources—the bibliograph in itself is a 

remarkable piece of work—the authors 
found a few bon mots of Ernest New
man alone worth quoting, whereas the 
many excellent special studies devoted 
to Weber's music do not seem to have 
influenced their judgement. There are 
many other details, some of them 
technical, such as the seating of the 
orchestra, etc., that are open to crit
icism. Were it not for these short
comings, the "Enchanted Wanderer" 
would have ranked as an outstanding 
contribution to American musical lit
erature. As it is now, it is an uncom
monly well presented serious biog
raphy, invaluable to every student of 
the music of early romanticism. 

Paul Henry Lang is a professor in 
the Department of Music at Columbia 
University. 
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THE CRITICAL COMPOSER. Edited 

by Irving Kolodin. New York: How-
ell-Soskin. 1940. 275 pp. $2. 

Reviewed by KATHARINE SCHERMAN 

MR. KOLODIN'S book gives the 
interested layman a quick 
view of the opinions of sev

eral nineteenth-century composers on 
contemporary composers and the ways 
of audiences and conductors in the ro
mantic period of music. I t is of more 
interest to the layman than to a pro
fessional student of musical history 
and criticism, as the selections are too 
short and too few to give an adequate 
picture of the philosophy of roman
ticism which governed both music and 
criticism in this period. 

The best clues to the romantic phil
osophy to be found in the book are 
the selections from the writings of 
Berlioz and Wagner on Beethoven. 
Berlioz analyzes four Beethoven sym
phonies—the Third, Fifth, Seventh, 
and Ninth. He endeavors to show how 
Beethoven created emotional images 
in music through the use of revolu
tionary principles of harmony. His ap-

ines 
proach is romantic in that he is in
terested more in the emotional effects 
which certain passages of the music 
create than in a scientific analysis of 
the cohesion of the whole piece, such 
as would be attempted by a teacher of 
music analysis today. 

Wagner's interpretation of the mu
sic of Beethoven is a pseudo-historical 
one designed to illustrate the general 
superiority of the nineteenth century 
German over all musicians of another 
age or an alien race. Beethoven, The 
German, is extolled as the model of 
the romantic soul freed from the 
worldly chains of patronage and pov
erty; freed, therefore, in his music, 
from any trace of subordination to 
popular taste, frivolity, humor, or tra
dition. Wagner exalts Beethoven's 
blindness as the agent which permit
ted the composer to find an inner 
beauty and joy secure from the ugly 
taint of the outer world. This essen
tially romantic and almost religious 
concept of Beethoven entirely leaves 
out of account the frequent bitter
ness and carping sorrow in Beethov
en's music; it also leaves out the con-
tredanses and the popular overtures 
by means of which Beethoven achieved 
his freedom from the worldly chain 
of starvation. Worse than that, it as
sumes that because a composer like 
Mozart is dependent on the composi
tion of popular dance music for his 
living, his music is necessarily of a 
lower order than that of an ugly, 
blind, unhappy man a t odds with the 
rest of the world. 

The book contains little real musical 
criticism. Mostly it is a collection of 
impressions—^witty, romantic, and bit
ter, which composers have written be
tween their intervals of composing. 
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H ow to Mark 
A Book 

M O R T I M E R J. ADLER 
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Yo u know you have to read "be
tween the lines" to get the most 
out of anything. I want to per

suade you to do something equally im
portant in the course of your reading. 
I want to persuade you to "write be
tween the lines." Unless you do, you 
are not likely to do the most efficient 
kind of reading. 

I contend, quite bluntly, that mark
ing up a book is not an act of mutila
tion but of love. 

You shouldn't mark up a book which 
isn't yours. Librarians (or your friends) 
who lend you books expect you to keep 
them clean, and you should. If you de
cide that I am right about the use
fulness of marking books, you will 
have to buy them. Most of the world's 
great books are available today, in re
print editions, at less than a dollar. 

There are two ways in which one 
can own a book. The first is the prop
erty right you establish by paying for 
it, just as you pay for clothes and fur
niture. But this act of purchase is only 
the prelude to possession. Full owner
ship comes only when you have made 
it a part of yourself, and the best way 
to make yourself a part of it is by 
writing in it. An illustration may make 
the point clear. You buy a beefsteak 
and transfer it from the butcher's ice
box to your own. But you do not own 
the beefsteak in the most important 
sense until you consume it and get it 
into your bloodstream. I am argjuing 
that books, too, must be absorbed in 
your bloodstream to do you any good. 

Confusion about what it means to 
own a book leads people to a false 
reverence for paper, binding, and type 
—a respect for the physical thing—the 
craft of the printer ra ther than the 
genius of the author. They forget that 
it is possible for a man to acquire the 
idea, to possess the beauty, which a 
great book contains, without staking 
his claim by pasting his bookplate in
side the cover. Having a fine library 
doesn't prove that its owner has a 
mind enriched by books; it proves 
nothing more than that he, his father, 
or his wife, was rich enough to buy 
them. 

There are three kinds of book own
ers. The first has all the standard sets 
and best-sellers—unread, u n t o u c h e d . 
(This deluded individual owns wood-
pulp and ink, not books.) The second 
has a great many books—a few of 
them read through, most of them 

dipped into, but all of them as clean 
and shiny as the day they were bought. 
(This person would probably like to 
make books his own, but is restrained 
by a false respect for their physical 
appearance.) The third has a few books 
or many—every one of them dog
eared and dilapidated, s h a k e n and 
loosened by continual use, marked and 
scribbled in from front to back. (This 
man owns books.) 

Is it false respect, you may ask, to 
preserve intact and unblemished a 
beautifully printed book, an elegantly 
bound edition? Of course not. I'd no 
more scribble all over a first edition 
of "Paradise Lost" than I'd give my 
baby a set of crayons and an original 

Rembrandt! I wouldn't mark up a 
painting or a statue. Its soul, so to 
speak, is inseparable from its body. 
And the beauty of a rare edition or 
of a richly manufactured volume is 
like that of a painting or a statue. 

But the soul of a book can be sep
arated from its body. A book is more 
like the score of a piece of music than 
it is like a painting. No great musician 
confuses a symphony with the printed 
sheets of music. Arturo Toscanini re
veres Brahms, but Toscanini's score 
of the C-minor Symphony is so thor
oughly marked up that no one but the 
maestro himself can read it. The rea
son why a great conductor makes no
tations on his musical scores—marks 
them up again and again each time he 
returns to study them—is the reason 
why you should mark your books. If 
your respect for magnificent binding 
or typography gets in the way, buy 
yourself a cheap edition and pay your 
respects to the author. 

Why is marking up a book indis
pensable to reading? First, it keeps 
you awake. (And I don't mean merely 
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The SRL editors, who yield to no one their firm hold on a pencil, went back 
to a review copy of Mr. Adier's "How to Read a Book," and came across 
this page, which, while it illustrates some of the points made by Mr. Adier 
in his article, demonstrates that he who marks is tempted also to doodle. 
Perhaps, after all, this page is an example of how not to mark a book. 
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