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A Work of Art

I NSTANTLY, he renmenbered dying. He remenbered it, how

ever, as if at two renovesas though he were renenbering

a nenory, rather than an actual event; as though he him

self had not really been there when he died.

Yet the nmenory was all fromhis own point of view not

that of sonme detached and disenbodied observer which

m ght have been his soul. He had been npbst conscious of

the rasping, unevenly drawn novenents of the air in his

chest. Blurring rapidly, the doctor's face had bent over him
| ooned, cone closer, and then had vani shed as the doctor's
head passed bel ow his cone of vision, turned sideways to
listen to his |ungs.

It had become rapidly darker, and then, only then, had he
realized that these were to be his last minutes. He had tried
dutifully to say Pauline's name, but his nmenory contained

no record of the soundonly of the rattling breath, and of

the filmof sootiness thickening in the air, blotting out every-
thing for an instant.

Only an instant, and then the nemory was over. The room

was bright again, and the ceiling, he noticed with wonder,

had turned a soft green. The doctor's head lifted again and

| ooked down at him

It was a different doctor. This one was a far younger man,
with an ascetic face and gl oanmi ng, al nost fey eyes. There

was no doubt about it. One of the |ast conscious thoughts

he had had was that of gratitude that the attendi ng physician,
there at the end, had not been the one who secretly hated
himfor his one-tinme associations with the Nazi hierarchy.

The attending doctor, instead, had worn an expression amnus-
ingly proper for that of a Swiss expert called to the deathbed
of an em nent nman: a mxture of worry at the prospect of

|l osing so eminent a patient, and conpl acency at the thought
that, at the old man's age, nobody could blanme this doctor if
he died. At 85, pneunpnia is a serious natter, with or

wi t hout penicillin.

"You're all right now," the new doctor said, freeing his
patient's head of a whole series of little silver rods which
had been clinging to it by a sort of network cap. "Rest a

m nute and try to be calm Do you know your nane?"

He drew a cautious breath. There seened to be nothing

at all the matter with his lungs now, indeed, he felt positively
healthy. "Certainly," he said, a little nettled. "Do you know

your s?"
The doctor sniled crookedly. "You're in character, it ap-
pears," he said. "My nanme is Barkun Kris; | ama nind

scul ptor. Yours?"

"Richard Strauss."

"Very good," Dr. Kris said, and turned away. Strauss,
however, had already been diverted by a new singularity.
Strauss is a word as well as a name in German; it has many
meani ngsan ostrich, a bouquet; von Wl zogen had had a

high old time working all the possible puns into the libretto
of Feuersnot. And it happened to be the first German word
to be spoken either by hinself or by Dr. Kris since that

twi ce-renoved nonent of death. The | anguage was not

French or Italian, either. It was nost |ike English, but not
the English Strauss knew, neverthel ess, he was having no
troubl e speaking it and even thinking in it.

Wl 1, he thought, 1'lIl be able to conduct The Love of Danae
after alt. It isn't every conposer who can preniere his own
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opera posthunously. Still, there was sonething queer about

all this the queerest part of all being that conviction, which
woul d not go away, that he had actually been dead for just

a short tinme. O course nedicine was nmaking great strides,

but. ..

"Explain all this," he said, lifting hinself to one el bow.

The bed was different, too, and not nearly as confortable as
the one in which he had died. As for the room it |ooked

more |i ke a dynano shed than a sickroom Had nodern ned-

icine taken to reviving its corpses on the floor of the Sie-
manns- Schakert plant?

"In a noment," Dr. Kris said. He finished rolling sone

machi ne back into what Strauss inpatiently supposed to be

its place, and crossed to the pallet. "Now. There are many
things you'll have to take for granted without attenpting to
understand them Dr. Strauss. Not everything in the world
today is explicable in terns of your assunptions. Please bear
that in mnd."

"Very well. Proceed."

"The date,"” Dr. Kris said, "is 2161 by your cal endar

or, in other words, it is nowtwo hundred and twel ve years
after your death. Naturally, you'll realize that by this tine
not hing remai ns of your body but the bones. The body you

have now was vol unteered for your use. Before you | ook

into amrror to see what it's like, remenber that its physica
difference fromthe one you were used to is all in your

favor. It's in perfect health, not unpl easant for other people
to look at, and its physiological age is about fifty."

A mracle? No, not in this new age, surely. It was sinply

a work of science. But what a science! This was N etzsche's
eternal recurrence and the imuortality of the supernman

conbi ned into one.

"And where is this?" the conposer said.

"In Port York, part of the State of Manhattan, in the

United States. You will find the country |less changed in

sonme respects than | inmagine you anticipate. Oher changes,

of course, will seemradical to you; but it's hard for ne to
predi ct which ones will strike you that way. A certain
resilience on your part will bear cultivating.”

"l understand," Strauss said, sitting up. "One question,
please; is it still possible for a conposer to make a living in
this century?”

"Indeed it is," Dr. Kris said, smling. "As we expect you

to do. It is one of the purposes for which we' vebrought

you back. "

"l gather, then,

Strauss said sonewhat dryly, "that there

is still a demand for nmy nusic. The critics in the old
days"

"That's not quite howit is,” Dr. Kris said. "l understand

some of your work is still played, but frankly | know very

little about your current status. My interest is rather"

A door opened sonewhere, and another nan canme in. He

was ol der and nore ponderous than Kris and had a certain

air of academicism but he too was wearing the oddly
tailored surgeon's gown, and |ooked upon Kris's patient
with the glow ng eyes of an artist.

"A success, Kris?" he said. "Congratul ations."

"They're not in order yet," Dr. Kris said. "The fina

proof is what counts. Dr. Strauss, if you feel strong enough
Dr. Seirds and | would |ike to ask you sone questions. W'd
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like to make sure your nenory is clear."

"Certainly. Go ahead."

"According to our records,"” Kris said, "you once knew a
man whose initials were RKL; this was while you were
conducting at the Vienna Stoatsoper." He nmade the doubl e
"a" at least twice too long, as though German were a dead
| anguage he was striving to pronounce in sone "classical"
accent. "What was his name, and who was he?"

"That would be Kurt Listhis first name was Richard,

but he didn't use it. He was assistant stage manager."
The two doctors | ooked at each other. "Wy did you

offer to wite a new overture to The Wrman Wthout a
Shadow, and give the manuscript to the Cty of Vienna?"
"So | wouldn't have to pay the garbage renpval tax on

the Maria Theresa villa they had given ne."

"I'n the back yard of your house at Garni sch-Partenkirchen
there was a tonmbstone. Wat was witten on it?"

Strauss frowned. That was a question he woul d be happy

to be unable to answer. If one is to play childish jokes
upon oneself, it's best not to carve themin stone, and put
the carving where you can't help seeing it every tinme you
go out to tinker with the Mercedes. "It says," he replied
wearily, "Sacred to the nenory of Guntram M nnesi nger,
slain in a horrible way by his father's own synphony or'

chestra."

"When was Guntram preni sed?"
"Inlet me seel894, | believe."
"Wher e?"

"I'n Wei mar. "

"Who was the |eading | ady?"

"Paul i ne de Ahna."

"What happened to her afterward?" "

"I married her. |s she . " Strauss began anxiously.

"No," Dr. Kris said. "I"'msorry, but we lack the data to
reconstruct nore or |ess ordinary people."

The conposer sighed. He did not know whether to be

worried or not. He had | oved Pauline, to be sure; on the
other hand, it would be pleasant to be able to live the new
life without being forced to take off one's shoes every tine
one entered the house, so as not to scratch the polished
har dwood floors. And al so pl easant, perhaps, to have two

o' clock in the afternoon cone by w thout hearing Pauline's
everlasting, "Richardjetzt konponiertl"

"Next question," he said.

For reasons which Strauss did not understand, but was
content to take for granted, he was separated from Drs.

Kris and Seirds as soon as both were satisfied that the
conposer's nenory was reliable and his health stable. His
estate, he was given to understand, had |long since been
broken upa sorry end for what had been one of the

principal fortunes of Europebut he was given sufficient
money to set up |odgings and resune an active life. He was
provi ded, too, with introductions which proved val uabl e.

It took | onger than he had expected to adjust to the changes
that had taken place in nusic alone. Misic was, he quickly
began to suspect, a dying art, which would soon have a status
not much above that held by flower arrangi ng back in what
he thought of as his own century. Certainly it couldn't be
denied that the trend toward fragnentation, already visible
back in his own time, had proceeded al nbst to conpletion

in 2161.
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He paid no nore attention to American popul ar tunes

than he had bothered to pay in his previous life. Yet it

was evident that their assenbly-line production methods

all the ballad conposers openly used a slide-rule-like device
called a Ht Machi nenow had their counterparts al nost

t hroughout serious nusic.

The conservatives these days, for instance, were the twelve-
tone conposersal ways, in Strauss's opinions, a dryly me-
chanical lot, but never nore so than now. Their gods

Berg, Schoenberg, von Webernwere | ooked upon by the
concert-going public as great nasters, on the abstruse side
per haps, but as worthy of reverence as any of the Three B's.
There was one wi ng of the conservatives, however, which

had gone the twel ve-tone procedure one better. These nen
conposed what was called "stochastic nusic," put together

by choosi ng each individual note by consultation with tables
of random nunbers. Their bible, their basic text, was a vol -
ume cal |l ed Operational Aesthetics, which in turn derived from
a discipline called information theory; and not one word of

it seemed to touch upon any of the techni ques and custons

of conposition which Strauss knew. The ideal of this group

was to produce nusic which would be "universal "that is,

whol |y devoid of any trace of the conposer's individuality,
whol Iy a nusi cal expression of the universal Laws of Chance.
The Laws of Chance seened to have a style of their own, al
right; but to Strauss it seened the style of an idiot child
bei ng taught to hamrer a flat piano, to keep himfrom

getting into trouble.

By far the | argest body of work being produced, however,

fell into a category msleadingly called "science-nusic." The
termreflected nothing but the titles of the works, which dealt
with space flight, tine travel, and other subjects of a ronantic
or an unlikely nature. There was nothing in the | east sci-
entific about the nusic, which consisted of a n6lange of
cliches and imtations of natural sounds, in which Strauss was
horrified to see his own tine-distorted and dil uted inmage.

The nost popul ar form or science-nmusic was a hine-mnute
conposition called a concerto, though it bore no re-

senbl ance at all to the classical concerto form it was instead
a sort of free rhapsody after Rachmani nofflong after. A
typical one"Song of Deep Space" it was called, by some-

body naned H. Valerion Krafftbegan with a | oud assault on

the tamtam after which all the strings rushed up the scale in
unison, followed at a respectful distance by the harp and

one clarinet in parallel 6/4's. At the top of the scale cynbals
wer e hashed together, forte possibile, and the whol e orchestra
| aunched itself into a major-mnor, wailing sort of nelody;
the whole orchestra, that is, except for the French horns,

whi ch were pl oddi ng back down the scale again in what was
evidently supposed to be a counternelody. The second
phrase of the thene was picked up by a solo trunpet with

a suggestion of trenolo; the orchestra died back to its roots
to await the next cloudburst, and at this pointas any four-
year-ol d coul d have predictedthe piano entered with the

second t hene.

Behi nd the orchestra stood a group of thirty wonen, ready

to cone in with a wordl ess chorus intended to suggest the
eeriness of Deep Spacebut at this point, too, Strauss had
already learned to get up and | eave. After a few such ex-

peri ences he could al so count upon neeting in the | obby Sind
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Noni ss, the agent to whomDr. Kris had introduced him and
who was handling the reborn conposer's outputwhat there

was of it thus far. Sindi had cone to expect these wal kouts
on the part of his client, and patiently awaited them stand-
i ng beneath a bust of Gan Carlo Menotti; but he |iked
themless and less, and | ately had been greeting them by
turning alternately red and white |like a toti-potent barber
pol e.

"You shouldn't have done it," he burst out after the

Krafft incident. "You can't just wal k out on a new Krafft
conposition. The nan's the president of the Interplanetary
Soci ety for Contenporary Misic. How am | ever going to
persuade themthat you're a contenporary if you keep
snubbi ng t hen?"

"What does it matter?" Strauss said. "They don't know

me by sight."

"You're wong; they know you very well, and they're

wat chi ng every nove you nake. You're the first nmjor com
poser the nmind scul ptors ever tackled, and the | SCM woul d
be glad to turn you back with a rejection slip."

"\ 2"

"Ch," said Sindi, "there are lots of reasons. The scul ptors
are snobs; so are the | SCM boys. Each of themwants to
prove to the other that their own art is the king of them

all. And then there's the conpetition; it would be easier to
flunk you than to let you into the market. | really think
you' d better go back in. | could nake up sonme excuse"

"No," Strauss said shortly. "I have work to do."

"But that's just the point, R chard. How are we going to

get an opera produced without the ISCVM It isn't as though

you wote theremn solos, or sonething that didn't cost

"I have work to do," he said, and left.

And he did: work which absorbed himas had no other

project during the last thirty years of his former life. He had
scarcely touched pen to nusic paperboth had been aston-
ishingly hard to findwhen he realized that nothing in his

| ong career had provided himw th touchstones by which to

j udge what music he should wite now.

The old tricks cane swarm ng back by the thousands, to

be sure: the sudden, unexpected key changes at the crest of a
mel ody; the interval stretching; the piling of divided strings,
pl aying in the high harnonics, upon the already tottering top
of a climax; the scurry and bustle as phrases were passed |ike
l'ightning fromone choir of the orchestra to another; the
flashing runs in the brass, the chuckling in the clarinets, the
snarling mixtures of colors to enphasize dramatic tension

all of them

But none of them satisfied himnow He had been content

with themfor nost of a lifetime, and had made them do an
astoni shing amount of work. But now it was tine to strike

out afresh. Sone of the tricks, indeed, actively repelled him
where had he gotten the notion, clung to for decades, that
violins scream ng out in unison somewhere in the stratosphere
was a sound interesting enough to be worth repeating inside

a single conposition, let alone in all of then?

And nobody, he reflected contentedly, ever approached

such a new begi nni ng better equipped. In addition to the past
lying available in his nenory, he had al ways had a technica
armanment ari um second to none; even the hostile critics had
granted himthat. Now that he was, in a sense, conposing

his first operahis first after fifteen of them he had every
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opportunity to make it a nasterpiece.

And every such intention

There were, of course, many minor distractions. One of

them was that search for ol d-fashi oned score paper, and a
pen and ink with which to wite onit. Very few of the
nodern conposers, it developed, wote their nusic at all. A
| arge bloc of them used tape, patching together snippets of
tone and sound sni pped from ot her tapes, superinposing one
tape on another, and varying the results by twirling an el a-
borate array of knobs this way or that. A npost all the com
posers of 3-V scores, on the other hand, wote on the sound
track itself, rapidly scribbling jagged wi ggly |ines which,
when passed through a photocell-audio circuit, produced a
noi se reasonably |ike an orchestra playing nusic, overtones
and all.

The last-ditch conservatives who still wote notes on paper,
did so with the aid of a nusical typewiter. The device,
Strauss had to admit, seened perfected at last; it had manual s
and stops like an organ, but it was not nuch nore than twi ce
as large as a standard letter-witing typewiter, and produced
a neat page. But he was satisfied with his own spidery,

hi ghl y-1 egi bl e manuscri pt and refused to abandon it, badly

t hough the one pen nib he had been able to buy coarsened

it. It helpedto tie himto his past.

Joining the 1 SCM had al so caused hi m sone bad nonents,

even after Sindi had worked himaround the political road

bl ocks. The Society nan who exam ned his qualifications as

a nmenber had run through the questions with no nore

interest than might have been shown by a veterinarian
exam ning his four thousandth sick calf.

"Had anyt hi ng published?"

"Yes, nine tone poens, about three hundred songs,

"Not when you were alive," the exam ner said, sonewhat

disquietingly. "I nmean since the scul ptors turned you out
again."
"Since the scul ptorsah, | understand. Yes, a string

quartet, two song cycles, a
"Good. Alfie, wite down 'songs.' Play an instrunent?"

"Pi ano. "

"Hm " The exam ner studied his fingernails. "Ch, well.

Do you read nmusic? O do you use a Scriber, or tape clips?

O a Machi ne?"

"I read."

"Here." The exam ner sat Strauss down in front of a view

ing lectern, over the lit surface of which an endl ess belt of
transl ucent paper was traveling. On the paper was an im
mensely magni fied sound track. "Wiistle nme the tune of

that, and name the instrunents it sounds |ike."

"I don't read that Musiksticheln," Strauss said frostily, "or
wite it, either. | use standard notation, on nusic paper."
"Alfie, wite down 'Reads notes only.' " He laid a sheet of
grayly printed nmusic on the | ectern above the ground gl ass.
"Whistle ne that."

"That" proved to be a popular tune called "Vangs, Snifters
and Store-Credit Snooky" which had been witten on a Hit
Machine in 2159 by a guitar-faking politician who sang it at
canpaign rallies. (In sone respects, Strauss reflected, the
United States had i ndeed not changed very nuch.) It had
becone so popul ar that anybody could have whistled it from
the title al one, whether he could read the nusic or not.
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Strauss whistled it, and to prove his bona fides added, "It's in
the key of B flat."

The exam ner went over to the green-painted upright piano

and hit one greasy black key. The instrunent was horribly

out of tunethe note was nuch nearer to the standard

440/ cps Athan it was to B flatbut the exam ner said, "So

it is. AIfie, wite down, '"Also read flats.' Al right, son, you're
a nenber. Nice to have you with us; not many people can

read that old-style notation any nore. A lot of themthink
they're too good for it."

"Thank you," Strauss said.

"My feeling is, if it was good enough for the old nasters,
it's good enough for wus. W don't have people l|ike them
with us these days, it seens to ne. Except for Dr. Krafft, of
course. They were great back in the old daysnen |ike

Shilkrit, Steiner, Tionkin, and Pearl . . . and WIder and
Jannsen. Real goffin."

"Dock gewi ss," Strauss said politely.

But the work went forward. He was naking a little incone

now, fromsnall works. People seened to feel a special

interest in a conposer who had cone out of the -mind scul p-
tors' laboratories; and in addition the naterial itself, Strauss
was quite certain, had nmerits of its own to help sell it.

It was the opera which counted, however. That grew and

grew under his pen, as fresh and new as his new life, as
founded in know edge and ri peness as his long full nenory.
Finding a libretto had been troubl esome at first. Wile it

was possi bl e that sonething existed that might have served
anong the current scripts for 3-Vthough he doubted it

he found hinself unable to tell the good fromthe bad

through the fog cast over both by inconprehensibly tech-

ni cal production directions. Eventually, and for only the
third tine in his whole career, he had fallen back upon a

play witten in a | anguage ot her than his own, andfor

the first tinmedecided to set it in that |anguage

The play was Christopher Fry's Venus Cbserved, in all

ways a perfect Strauss opera libretto, as he cane gradually to
realize. "Though nominally a conmedy, with a conplex farcica
plot, it was a verse play with considerable depth to it, and a
nunber of characters who cried out to be brought by nusic

into three dinmensions, plus a strong undercurrent of autum

nal tragedy, of leaf-fall and apple-fallprecisely the kind of
contradictory dramatic nixture which von Hof mannst ha

had supplied himwith in The Knight of the Rose, in Ariadne

at Naxos, and in Arabell a.

Al as for von Hof mannsthal, but here was another | ong-

dead playwight who seened nearly as gifted; and the nusi-

cal opportunities were i mense. There was, for instance, the
fire which ended act two; what a gift for a conposer to whom
orchestrati on and counterpoint were as inportant as air and
water! O take the nonent where Perpetua shoots the apple
fromthe Duke's hand; in that one monment a single passing
reference could add Rossini's marnoreal WlliamTell to the
musi cal texture as nothing but an ironic footnotel And the
Duke's great curtain speech, beginning:

Shall | be sorry for nyself? In Mrtality's nane

1"l be sorry for nyself. Branches and boughs.

Brown hills, the valleys faint with brune,

A burnish on the | ake

There was a speech for a great tragic conedian, in the

spirit of Falstaff; the final union of laughter and tears, punc-
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tuated by the sleepy coments of Reedbeck, to whose son-

orous snore (tronmbones, no |ess than five of them con sor-
dini?) the opera would gently end. .

What coul d be better? And yet he had conme upon the play

only by the unlikeliest series of accidents. At first he had
pl anned to do a straight knockabout farce, in the idi om of

The Silent Wirman, just to warm hinsel f up. Renenbering

that Zwei g had adapted that libretto for him in the old days,
froma play by Ben Jonson, Strauss had begun to search out
English plays of the period just after Jonson's, and had
pronptly run aground on an awful specinen in heroic

couplets called Venice Preserv'd, by one Thomas O way.

The Fry play had directly followed the Oway in the card

catal ogue, and he had | ooked at it out of curiosity; why
should a Twentieth Century playwight be punning on a title
fromthe Ei ghteenth?

After two pages of the Fry play, the mnor puzzle of the

pun di sappeared entirely fromhis concern. Hi s |uck was
runni ng agai n; he had an opera.

Sindi worked mracles in arranging for the perfornance.

The date of the prem ere was set even before the score was
finished, rem nding Strauss pleasantly of those heady days
when Fuerstner had been snatching the concl usion of El ek-

tra off his work table a page at a tine, before the ink was
even dry, to rush it to the engraver before publication dead-
line. The situation now, however, was even nore conplicated,
for sonme of the score had to be scribed, sone of it taped,
sonme of it engraved in the old way, to neet the new

techni ques of performance; there were nonents when Sind
seened to be turning quite gray.

But Venus Observed was, as usual, forthcom ng conpl ete
fromStrauss's pen in plenty of tine. Witing the nusic in
first draft had been hellishly hard work, much nore |ike
bei ng reborn than had been that confused awakening in

Barkun Kris's laboratory, with its overtones of being dead

i nstead; but Strauss found that he still retained all of his old
ability to score fromthe draft al nost effortlessly, as undis-
turbed by Sindi's half-audible worrying in the roomwith him
as he was by the terrifying supersoni c bangs of the rockets
that bulleted invisibly over the city.

When he was finished, he had two days still to spare before
the begi nning of rehearsals. Wth those, furthernore, he
woul d have nothing to do. The techni ques of perfornmance

in this age were so conpletely bound up with the electronic
arts as to reduce his own experiencehe, the nmaster Kapell -

nmei ster of themallto the hopelessly primtive.

He did not mnd. The nusic, as witten, would speak for
itself. In the neantinme he found it grateful to forget the
nmont hs' -1 ong preoccupation with the stage for a while. He

went back to the library and browsed | azily through old

poens, vaguely seeking texts for a song or two. He knew
better than to bother with recent poets; they could not speak
to him and he knew it. The Anericans of his own age, he
thought, m ght give hima clue to understanding this Anmerica
of 2161; and if sonme such poemgave birth to a song, so

much the better.

The search was rel axing and he gave hinself up to enjoy-

ing it. Finally he struck a tape that he liked: a tape read
in a cracked old voice that twanged of |Idaho as that voice had
twanged in 1910, in Strauss's own anci ent youth. The poet's
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nane was Pound; he said, on the tape

the souls of alt nmen great
At tinmes pass through us,
And we are nelted into them and are not
Save refl exions of their souls.
Thus | am Dante for a space and am
One Frangois Villon, ballad-lord and thief
O am such holy ones | nmay not wite,
Lest Bl aspheny be writ agai nst ny nane;
This for an instant and the flanme is gone.
"Tis as in mdnost us there glows a sphere
Translucent, nolten gold, that is the "I"
And into this sone formprojects itself:
Christus, or John, or eke the Florentine;
And as the clear space is not if a fornis
| mposed t hereon,
So cease we fromall being for the tineg,
And these, the Masters of the Soul, live on
He smiled. That |esson had been witten again and again,
fromPlato onward. Yet the poemwas a history of his own
case, a sort of theory for the nmetenpsychosis he had under-
gone, and in its formal way it was nmoving. It would be fitting
to nake a little hymm of it, in honor of his own rebirth, and of
the poet's insight.
A series of solem, breathless chords franed thensel ves
in his inner ear, against which the words m ght be intoned
in a high, gently bending hush at the beginning . . . and
then a dramatic passage in which the great nanmes of Dante
and Villon would enter ringing |ike challenges to Tine.
He wote for a while in his notebook before he returned the
spool to its shelf.
These, he thought, are good auspices.
And so the night of the prenmiere arrived, the audience
pouring into the hall, the 3-V caneras riding on no visible
supports through the air, and Sindi calculating his share of
his client's earnings by a conplicated gane he played on his
fingers, the basic |law of which seened to be that one plus
one equals ten. The hall filled to the roof with people from
every class, as though what was to conme would be a circus
rat her than an opera.
There were, surprisingly, nearly fifty of the al oof and
aristocratic mnd sculptors, clad in formal clothes which
wer e exaggerated bl ack versions of their surgeon's gowns.
They had bought a bloc of seats near the front of the audi-
torium where the gigantic 3-V figures which would shortly
fill the "stage" before them (the real singers would perform
on a snall stage in the basenment) could not but seem
monstrously out of proportion; but Strauss supposed that they
had taken this into account and dismissed it.
There was a tide of whispering in the audi ence as the
scul ptors began to trickle in, and with it an undercurrent of
exci tenent the meani ng of which was unknown to Strauss.
He did not attenpt to fathomit, however; he was coping
with his own nounting tide of opening-night tension, which,
despite all the years, he had never quite been able to shake.
The sourcel ess, gentle light in the auditoriumdi med, and
Strauss nmounted the podium There was a score before him
but he doubted that he would need it. Directly before him
poki ng up from among the nusicians, were the inevitable
3-V snouts, waiting to carry his inmage to the singers in the
basement .
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The audi ence was quiet now. This was the nonent. His

bat on swept up and then decisively down, and the prelude
came surging up out of the pit.

For alittle while he was deeply imersed in the al ways
tricky business of keeping the enornpus orchestra together
and sensitive to the flexing of the nusical web beneath his
hand. As his control firnmed and becane secure, however

the task becane slightly | ess denandi ng, and he was abl e

to pay nore attention to what the whol e sounded |ike.

There was sonething decidedly wong with it. O course

there were the occasional surprises as sone bit of orchestra
color enmerged with a different Kl ang than he had expect ed;
that happened to every conposer, even after a lifetine of
experience. And there were nonents when the singers, en-
tering upon a phrase nore difficult to handl e than he had
cal cul ated, sounded |ike soneone about to fall off a tightrope
(al t hough none of themactually fluffed once; they were as
fine a troupe O voices as he had ever had to work with).

But these were details. It was the over-all inpression that
was wong. He was losing not only the excitenent of the
prem ereafter all, that couldn't last at the sane pitch al

eveni ngbut also his very interest in what was com ng from

the stage and the pit. He was gradually tiring; his baton arm
becom ng heavier; as the second act nounted to what shoul d
have been an i npassi oned out pouring of shining tone, he was
so bored as to wish he could go back to his desk to work

on that song.

Then the act was over; only one nore to go. He scarcely

heard the appl ause. The twenty mnutes' rest in his dressing
roomwas just barely enough to give himthe necessary
strengt h.

And suddenly, in the mddle of the |ast act, he understood.
There was not hing new about the nusic. It was the old

Strauss all over agai nbut weaker, nore dilute than ever
Conpared with the output of conposers |like Krafft, it doubt-

| ess sounded |ike a nasterpiece to this audi ence. But he knew.
The resolutions, the determ nation to abandon the old

clich~s and mannerisns, the decision to say sonething new
they had all conme to nothing against the force of habit. Being
brought to life again neant bringing to life as well all those
deeply graven reflexes of his style. He had only to pick up
his pen and they overpowered himwi th easy autonmatism no
nmore under his control than the jerk of a finger away from

a flane.

Hi s eyes filled; his body was young, but he was an old

man, an old man. Another thirty-five years of this? Never

He had said all this before, centuries before. Nearly a half
century condemed to saying it all over again, in a weaker
and still weaker voice, aware that even this debased century
woul d cone to recognize in himonly the burnt husk of

great ness?no; never, never.

He was aware, dully, that the opera was over. The audi ence
was screamng its joy. He knew the sound. They had screaned
that way when Day of Peace had been prem ered, but they

had been cheering the man he had been, not the nan that

Day of Peace showed with cruel clarity he had becone. Here
the sound was even nore neani ngl ess: cheers of ignorance,

and that was all.

He turned slowy. Wth surprise, and with a surprising

sense of relief, he saw that the cheers were not, after all, for
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hi m

They were for Dr. Barkun Kris.

Kris was standing in the niddle of the bloc of mind

scul ptors, bowing to the audi ence. The scul ptors nearest him
wer e shaki ng his hand one after the other. Mre grasped at

it as he made his way to the aisle, and wal ked forward to the
podi um Wen he nounted the rostrum and took the com

poser's linp hand, the cheering becane delirious.

Kris lifted his arm The cheering died instantly to an

i ntent hush.

"Thank you," he said clearly. "Ladies and gentl enen, be-

fore we take leave of Dr. Strauss, let us again tell himwhat
a privilege it has been for us to hear this fresh exanple of his
mastery. | amsure no farewell could be nore fitting."

The ovation lasted five mnutes, and woul d have gone

another five if Kris had not cut it off.

"Dr. Strauss," he said, "in a nonent, when | speak a

certain fornmulation to you, you will realize that your nanme is
Jerom Bosch, born in our century and with a life init all your
own. The superinposed nenories which have nade you

assune the mask, the persona, of a great conposer will be
gone. | tell you this so that you may understand why these
peopl e here share your -applause with ne."

A wave of assenting sound.

"The art of mnd scul pturethe creation of artificial per-
sonalities for aesthetic enjoynentrmay never reach such a

pi nnacl e agai n. For you shoul d understand that as Jerom
Bosch you had no talent for nusic at all; indeed, we searched
along tine to find a nan who was utterly unable to carry
even the sinplest tune. Yet we were able to inpose upon

such unpronising naterial not only the personality, but the
geni us, of a great conposer. That genius belongs entirely to
youto the persona that thinks of itself as Richard Strauss.
None of the credit goes to the nman who vol unteered for the
scul pture. That is your triunmph, and we salute you for it."
Now t he ovation could no | onger be contained. Strauss,

with a crooked smile, watched Dr. Kris bow. This mnd scul p-
turing was a suitably sophisticated kind of cruelty for this
age; but the inpulse, of course, had al ways existed. It was
the same inmpul se that had made Renbrandt and Leonardo

turn cadavers into art works.

It deserved a suitably sophisticated paynent under the |ex
talionis: an eye for an eye, a tooth for a toothand a failure
for a failure.

No, he need not tell Dr. Kris that the "Strauss" he had
created was as enpty of genius as a hollow gourd. The joke
woul d al ways be on the scul ptor, who was incapabl e of hear-
ing the holl owness of the nmusic now preserved on the 3-V

t apes.

But for an instant a surge of revolt poured through his

bl ood stream | am|, he thought. | am Richard Strauss until
die, and will never be Jerom Bosch, who was utterly unable

to carry even the sinplest tune. Hs hand, still holding the
bat on, cane sharply up, though whether to deliver or to ward
of f a bl ow he could not tell

He let it fall again, and instead, at |ast, bowednot to the
audi ence, but to Dr. Kris. He was sorry for nothing, as Kris
turned to himto say the word that woul d pl unge hi m back

into oblivion, except that he woul d now have no chance to

set that poemto nusic.

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/James%20Blish%20-%20A%20Work%200f%20Art.txt (11 of 11) [10/15/2004 2:38:03 PM]



	Local Disk
	file:///G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/James%20Blish%20-%20A%20Work%20of%20Art.txt


