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My association with Isidor Philipp pegan in Paris in 1930 when he accepted 
me as a private piano student. 

I have wondered why, many times since. As a young pianist I had had many 
good reviews but in my very first lesson I realized I knew nothing. 

My first thought was 'What am I doing here?' The words of Socrates - 'I 
know only that I know nothing' - brought no consolation as they were philosophical 
and relative, but in my case it was a stunning realization that I really did know 
nothing. 

Years later I was talking to Albert Spalding who said: 'do you realize how 
fortunate you are to woFk with Philipp as you do? The greatest musical experience 
of my life was to be invited to Philipp's home in Paris. There I heard Music 
discussed on a lewel that I never knew existed.' 

Over the years I have heard the same many times, from musicians and non
musicians, in fact from everyone who had ever known or met him. 

I had studied with some distinguished pianists and had been brought into con
tact with many others. My greatest inspiration was from Mark Hambourg who could 
make the proverbial cigar-store Indian itch to play the piano; Harold Bauer who 
gave me my first introduction into intellectual aspects of Music, and many others. 

I think, in retrospect, that I was aware at the time that there was no one 
virtue, no one standard of measurement through which one could compare one great 
pianist with another. Why would one want to? Daffodils, roses, lilies of the 
valley, delphiniums -all are equally beautiful in so many different ways. Paderewski, 
Mark Hambourg, Rosenthal, Friedman, Hoffman, Rachmaninoff, Bauer, Godowski -all 
appeared to me in iridescent colours, like Milton's 'beauty; the cynosure of neigh
bouring eyes'. 

The teaching I had experienced was as different as the pianists themselves. No 
two approached the subject in the same way. But as conditioned as I must have been 
to expect something again quite different, none of this prepared me for the shock 
of my first lesson with Philipp. 

I had ten days before my first lesson, ten days to find a place to live, rent 
a piano, and prepare two Scarlatti Sonatas, the op. 26 of Beethoven (the Funeral 
March Sonata), the revolutionary Etude of Chopin, the F sharp Romance of Schumann 
and The Jardins sous la pluie of Debussy, plus two etudes of earlier composers and 
several sections of exercises from Ph~lipp's own works. 

When I went to open the pages of the Beethoven Sonata - which I had never 
studied- he said 'You must not use the music!' 

From then on all my lessons were the same, an equal amount of new material in 
each lesson - I never repeated a piece; he expected me to meet his requirements in 
each lesson - and the lessons averaged a bout eight or nine days apart. One was 
only five days away and I was really pushed this time; only once, and it was a 
veritable vacation, he was away for two weeks judging the competitions in Vienna, 
a place and whose people he always loved. 

But the real shock to me came in the midst of one of the pieces I was playing. 
In a passage that did not suit him he joined in, playing what I was doing with my 
right hand with his left hand. 

A moment's reflection will make a non-pianist aware of the incredibility of 
this, the hands reversed, the thumb and fingers in impossible positions, and with 
an accuracy and beauty of tone that my right hand could not match in the normal 
position. 

I have never known another pianist to do this. Rarely in all the years I 
worked with him did I ever see him resort to his right hand in illustrating a 
passage or joining in a particular movement, and then only to demonstrate a pos
ition the right hand should assume in a special case. 

It was this that triggered the unusual study that I subsequently became involved 
in with Philipp- but I am getting ahead of myself. 
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I hesitate to intrude myself into a work essentially about Philipp but this is 
largely a personal view of the man and artist and you will judge the validity of my 
observations as we judge Boswell in relation to his giant Johnson. 

With apologies: the best best teacher I ever had in school or university was 
our Latin teacher in high-school. In our final examination at the end of my first 
year I missed one word, the closest I ever got to one hundred per cent. Immediately 
afterward my Mother and I left for New York to spend the summer with my Uncle, Aunt 
and cousins there and it was while the train went through one of the small towns in 
the Mohawk valley with the name above the entrance to the station platform that the 
verb 'colloco' - to station - came to me, the wora I had missed in the examination. 

As this happened I had a nebulous- a kind of fleetin~~mpFess~on -tthat~ I bad 
thought of our railroad station at home when I was learning this vocabulary. I 
wondered if I had actually associated the two when I was learning the word I would 
have been able to recall it. 

I had never heard of such a thing but I decided to try it and to my amazement 
I found that when I did make the effort I could recall instantly anything I had 
stored away in this manner. My one mistake was to try to discuss this with some of 
my elders. The response was unmistakable and while they did not come out-and-out 
and say so, it was clear that they thought that Mr. and Mrs. Bradley had better 
watch this kid before he gets off the beam entirely. 

I never mentioned to a single soul from then on, even to my closest friend, 
but I found that it worked for me - and how it worked! I found I could get through 
high-school with a minimum of study - another mistake! But I did develop a way of 
absorbing knowledge easily and effectively at the expense of work-habits, and with 
no need to think any deeper about the particular subject. 

Why should I? I could get the answer with no effort! I entered University at 
the age of sixteen with one end in view, to play professional baseball at the end 
of my first year. 

I had been trained to play baseball from the time I could walk qy my father 
and his friends, many of them former pros. My mother always wanted me to learn 
Music, which she loved but had never been able to afford lessons as a girl. 

So like it or not, Music had to be part of my growing up. 
Coupled with a daily boxing lesson with a former fighter I must have been a 

strange mixture. On entering College the Hambourgs - first Boris, that great 
cellist, then Mark, persuaded me that as I could not play baseball during the winter 
I should be doing Music. 

Thus it was that I met the man who was responsible for changing the course of 
myllife - the Rev. Gordon Hern - who had spent World War I as a chaplain with the 
Canadian army in Russia. 

He was giving lectures on Russia, its religion, culture and history, and 
learning that I was a pianist conceived the idea of illustrating his talks with the 
appropriate music. 

I will never forget his first words& 'the most interesting people are those 
who know things we do not know. It is from these we learn. Everybody in life 
travels a different road. No two members of the same family ever have the same 
experiences. The great loss is that so few ever take the trouble to record their 
experiences and the world is full of people who are always going to remember this or
that and promptly forget what it was they were going to remember. You are travelling 
a most unusual road, in fact I have never known anyone to hade the experiences you 
are having.' 

I myself could see nothing unusual about it. I was going to College with 
hundreds of others doing the same. The sports I took part in were with other players
many of them - and I was playing with other musicians. There was nothing unusual 
about any of these, and it was only later that I began to understand what he meant. 
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However to continue his words: 'you are going to see Music from a different 
perspective. You will come across thoughts concerning Music in Plato, Milton, 
Shakespeare and many others. You will see Music in a historical perspective; 
y.ou will see Music through Language and Philosophy in a way a music student alone 
would not be apt to encounter. Also you will find your knowledge of Music to have 
a bearing upon your understanding of your academic studies. 

Now I want you to carry with you at all times a small note-book and jot down 
on the spot anything that interests you, whatever you see or hear or read. Don't 
wait to remember it, do it immediately, then transfer from time teatime what you 
have written into a permanent loose-leaf notebook. You will have sections on 
Music, Language, History quotations, and innumerable other topics and you will auto
matically relate one to the other and see parallels in a way that everything will 
have a bearing on all else. You will understand everything you are learning in a 
depth not possible in studying each subject as isolated.' 

I, of course, did not understand this at the time, but I count it as one of my 
greatest blessings that I was fortunate to meet this wonderful man and that for once 
I had sense enough to take advice. I did what he asked, and by the way this he said 
was the reward for his services, as he was taking no fee for these talks. 

I soon had to learn to be more discriminating as my note-books got to be filled 
with a heterogeneity of information, some of which I could have found in dictionary 
or encyclopedia. 

Only later did I discover a piece of knowledge from this that has proved of 
incalculable value to me, something that I have never heard expressed, but having 
experienced the force of it so many times since, it has become a basic philosophy 
for me. And this is that unrelated data would appear to have a dormant anticipation 
for attraction and when the lodestone appears suddenly group themselves into unex
pected shapes and designs, revealing paths whose existence were never suspected. 
After all these years I am constantly being startled by unsuspected inter-relation
ships between seemingly unrelated facts. 

Perhaps other young people reading this'who are not as fortunate as I was to 
have met a Gordon Hem, will take the advice he gave me. 

But to get back to my first lesson with Philipp--

All those who have studied with Philipp know that he said little during his 
lessons. He never used three words if two sufficed, but those two words were like 
a pebble dropped in a pool. By themselves they compressed a labyrinth of meanings 
into the exact message he was conveying. It was clear and concise. You learned 
because you did it. 

My note-book habit transformed my lessons from being just piano instruction 
into a wholly new world. I wrote down whatever he said and soon found that I had 
been brought into contact with a mind of a calibre I had never experienced, only 
read about. Visions of Newton and Plato, Thomas Aquinas and DaVinci would occur as 
I pondered over his words. I could see the same kind of intelligence, the same 
analytical powers, the depth of perception, and an awareness for, and an eagerness 
to learn anything new, no matter how small or seemingly insignificant that I had 
read about but never encountered in the flesh. 

As the pieces began to fit together - again the doctrine of unrelated data -
I found that I was gaining an insight into teaching that transcended anything I 
had ever encountered in University or in Music. 
~ If there was one flaw in Philipp it sprang from the best of motives. He only 
explained if one asked! It took me a long time before I understood this. All came 
to him as pianists and he treated us as such. One worked at the keyboard without 
a second's loss. There was little time to ask questions and his manner did not in
vite conversation. 

The last time I was with him before his 
year, he brought this up for the first time. 
associated with him he had never revealed to 

death in Paris in his ninety-fifth 
In all the twenty-eight years I was ' 

me that this had disturbed him. 
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He said: 'Why is it I have had so little influence upon the many I have 
taught' All want to perform, none want to know!• 

This was only partly true and in reality applied to his keyboard instruction 
only. One got only what one asked for and there were few openings. 

One had to know him! And this was possible only aw:ay from the keyboard. 
The most remarkable aspect of his character was an inner shyness that had 

developed into a revulsion against displaying his knowledge. Anything unne~essary 
was to him a form of exhibitionism, the one thing he could not abide in any form, 
least of all in himself. He lived what he believed. Any form of conceit was 
anathema to him. 

I have seen him get up in the middle of a lesson with a pianist and say 'please 
leave, I will not teach you anymore' and walk out of the room with no explanation, 
leaving the pianist completely bewildered and never aware of what sin he had com
mitted. He would say to me afterwards: 'he is conceited. It is of no use to teach 
anyone who is conceited, they present an insurmountable barrier to the teacher but 
worst of all destroy themselves.' 

One of the virtues which made him the greatest of teachers was a patience which 
seemed depthless. I have never known his patience to be exhausted, and have never 
known him to raise his voice during a lesson. He would go over and over a passage 
calmly and unhurriedly until the pianist mastered it. 

He did nothing that he had not thought through. He believed that if he did not 
get his message across it was his fault, not the student's. It was his responsibility. 
He could in no way pass the blame to someone else for something for which he held 
himself responsible. This is something a young person aspiring to be a successful 
teacher in any field would do well to ponder over. 

There is an old saying that there is only one thing one needs to know to be able 
to teach a dog tricks. And that is, more than the dog! Philipp did not use such 
language but it epitomizes his thinking. What one teaches must be clear in one's 
own mind then one must be able to demonstrate it so that the student understands it 
as clearly. Here Philipp was the Master. Socrates could put his philosophy into 
the two words- 'know thyself'. Philipp was the living example. He examined himself 
first. 

However, an ambitious young teacher should digest this. The piano cannot be 
taught through words, only Qy demonstrations, and Philipp demonstrated 'sound', not 
'notes'. John Corigliano - that great violinist whose death ended many years of 
wonderful friendship - and I used to discuss the teaching of Leopold Auer and how 
all the Auer pupils, John, Heifetz, Elman and the rest produced such glorious tone. 
John said Auer did not teach them tone. 'You just absorbed it through demonstration.' 
One day when we were discussing it he said 'Harold, I wish you could tell me how it 
is done'. I cannot explain it. If I could describe it in a book I would be an 
instant millionaire. It is something that comes from inside after having been ex
posed to it. 

John, too, worshipped Philipp. They lived in the same hotel near Carnegie 
Hall during the years Philipp lived in New York. They would play together almost 
daily, and John would say to me 'Harold, how can he do it? We play one Sonata, 
then another, and with my arm almost paralysed and trying to beg off, he will say 
"come John you must not be tired, you are a young man!" And he nearly ninety. It's 
incredible. ' 

They played a memorable concert in Carnegie Hall when Philipp was ninety
three and John said he had never had such an experience. 'It was unbelievable', he 
said, 'he played like Howoritz - that kind of energy. I kept thinking this cannot 
go one. But go on it did. It was actually difficult to keep up with. How can one 
describe this kind of man? It is inhuman!• 

Beyond human comprehension he was. Physically he was incredible. His pet hate 
was the dentist, and after a lifetime of abusing his eyes far beyond nature's in
tent - he never slept more than four hours a night and used his eyes burning the 



midnight oil - he never used glasses! He read newsprint and the telephone direct
ory effortlessly with no need of glasses. 

But his mind! If he was incredible physically, his intellect was beyond com
prehension by any known standards. Faced with an unknown which could have had no 
relationship whatsoever with his own knowledge or experience, he understood it 
immediately and could evaluate it accurately. His reaction was not opinion either. 
He just knew! 

Other great pianists said he knew ever,y piano piece of any account that had 
ever been written - even unpublished manuscripts. One day when I was first with 
him, I decided to test this for my own amusement. I had come across a comparatively 
recent suite of piano pieces by the English composer York Bowen, a work relatively 
unknown at the time. One of the pieces in it, a Toccata, intrigued me. At the end 
of my lesson, as he was writing the program for my next lesson, I screwed up my 
courage - and it did take courage - and told him I had come across a suite of pieces 
by York Bowen and that one of the pieces in it intrigued me. I wondered if I might 
study it? 

'Yes', he said, 'it is the Toccata you would like, yes, you study it for your 
next lesson', and promptly wrote it down! I never tried it again. 

He quoted the Scarlatt:i= Sonatas by number. I have often heard him discussing 
a point with a famous pianist and he would say 'Sonata 273 and Sonata 187 illustrate 
this point. They are ver,y good for this. ' Another time other odd numbers to other 
pianists, all illustrating exactly the point under consideration. 

Philipp was, of course, a veritable encyclopedia of knowledge about Music but 
he never displayed it. It came out only piece by piece as the occasion demanded. 
He never volunteered this information but it was always there when needed. One of 
the amazing things about him was his readiness to say 'I do not know'. 

I once knew a man renowned for his knowledge about ever,ything. When on the 
rare occasion he admitted that this was something he had not known about, he said 
it in such a way that the admission became a virtue and only enhanced his reputation. 
Unless he had exact knowledge concerning the question he would say simply : 'I do not 
know. ' And that was the end. One dared not pursue the question further. Not even 
in cases where he could doubtlessly !jLve made an educated guess would he do so. He 
lived and taught only what he knew and believed in - which brings us back to the 
temptation as teachers to transfer our frustrations to the student. 

The infallible sign of bad teaching is when you find a student's music clutt
ered up with signs, comments, directions - in all colours of the rainbow. To see, 
in a Beethoven sonata, the composer's word'cresc' overlaid with a huge 'CRESC' in 
blue and underneath in red 'play louder' is an unmistakable evidence that the 
teacher has not been able to get his message across, worse that the teacher does not 
know how to get his message across and that teacher is passing the blame on to the 
student for his own inadequency. 

Philipp, of course, was not the only one to be enraged over this abuse of a 
music student. All great teachers deplore this. Which brings up another side of 
Philipp's mind. He did not measure the great teacher as only the one who could 
teach the most difficult literature. In his estimation the simple soul who taught 
musical truth at any level was equally estimable. It is their students who have no 
limitations. They are the ones most badly needed in Music, not just the ones at 
the top. 

How can one describe the most humble, the most self-assured; the most tolerant, 
the most intolerant; the most forbidding-looking impenetrable exterior concealing 
the warmest, gentlest, most loveable interior; a miracle of infinite patience which 
could erupt and terminate in a flash? 

How does one describe a person whose knowledge of Music becomes the basis of 
authority for composers, conductors, pianists, string-players, musicologists; but 
one who is sought for his wisdom and insight into life itself by great people out
side Music? 
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To be honest with any who may read this small work I accept all criticisms of 
lack of unity and chronological order. I make no apologies for an absence of 
literary style Perhaps the one justification for such a work - in my own mind 
at least - is that a young musician may profit from glimpses into one of the great 
minds of Music's History. 

It is not a biography, it is simply a record of what I experienced in working 
with Philipp in areas that he shared with no-one else. 

My first lesson revealed the two facets of his character which I never found 
to change in the succeeding years. The first an ability to unravel the most dif
ficult problem with a minimum of words. He demonstrated it and had you do it until 
you could understand it clearly. Then the doing of it was so simple. 

I was to learn later that the greatest compliment he paid anyone was that this 
person was a 'simple' person. What a wealth of meaning behind this 'simple', and 
what a complex word as he used it. It meant innumerable components reduced to a 
state where anyone could understand it. It meant people who could see clearly 
through all the clutter and nonsense; those who could see the end in view past 
all the side-tracks and confusion that pollutes so much of our existence. 

One day he was writing a letter to his friend and pupil Albert Schweitzer 
and I said to him: what kind of person is Schweitzer? 'Albert is a very simple 
person', he said, then went on to describe Schweitzer in minute detail, each 
illustration saying 'you see what a simple person he is'. A rare tribute! 

I did not realize this in my first lesson but it was amazing that the number 
of kinks he discovered were solved almost immediately. Some things I was unable 
to do before, I found myself doing very easily. 

The amazing part of it was that I found in each case that I understood why 
I had been doing it wrongly and the solution was so easy - so simple! I saw this 
happen over and over with other pianists studying under him in later years - so 
often that while it never ceased to appear to be a miracle, one could see that it 
was the result of an uncanny understanding of the problem and an equally uncanny 
penetration into that particular pianist's organism, mental, spiritual, and 
physical. He went as far as each one was capable of absorbing and no farther. Let 
me give you a case in point. 

When I was seventeen I heard Josef Hoffman play the Tarantella from 'Italie' 
by liszt. Nothing had ever impressed me as did his performance of the extremely 
difficult repeated note passages. They were hair-raising, I had never heard any
thing like it. 

I worked at it furiously but no matter what I did I could not get the re
peated notes out of second gear. I studied it with three distinguished pianists 
with no improvement. Each one gave his best advice and said that while I might 
improve them I had reached my limit. Incidentally I had reached the point where 
I could play them up to their speed, but it was nothing like Hoffman's. I had 
been with Philipp some months before I asked him if I might prepare the Tarantella 
for my next lesson. He seemed pleased and included it with the C# Scherzo of 
Chopin, a Bach Toccata, and some smaller works. When I began the repeated notes 
in the Tarantella he stopped me and demonstrated the finger action, a technique 
of which the other pianists with whom I had stud~ed were obviously unaware. 

In five minutes I could play them at maximum speed! When I finished the piece 
I received one of the rare 'bans'. That was it! I told Hoffman the story later. 
He laughed and said 'You must know the Philipp technique to do this'. He then 
demonstrated the action and said 'how easy, if one knows how'. 

No, I could never play them like Hoffman. But who else could? 
It is in this area where one could make the grave mistake of being so im

pressed with Philipp's incredible knowledge of piano mechanisms that this became 
the goal. What prevented my falling so easily into this trap was the note-book 
habit. When I began to ponder over the few words he used in the first lesson 
the connotations were staggering. With each succeeding lesson the word pictures 
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began to take on an aspect like that of trying to track down the Allegory in 
Milton. Each thought was like one piece of a jig-saw puzzle, lacking the un
known number of other pieces to make any kind of picture out of it. 

But out of it began to emerge an unsuspected by-product. I began to see 
that I was being exposed to a philosophy of teaching such as I had never known 
to exist. I was compiling a reference library on how to teach. 

I was seeing in practice for the first time Huxley's words that the chief 
aim of education should be not knowledge but action. 

I was seeing action the result of knowledge. The action I could readily 
understand, Philipp made e~erything so clear. But was the knowledge the fruit 
of genius or did it come from sources of information to which no-one else had 
access? Only years later was I to learn that it was a combination of both. 

However, from the first lesson on, Philipp's incredible use of the left 
hand intrigued me over all else. I began to investigate with very little to go 
on with. After years of French in school and University, the real significance 
of 'main droit' and 'main gauche' had eluded me. To me they were just 'right 
hand' and 'left hand', and while I used the word 'gauche' as did others to des
cribe something awkward, I had just taken them for granted, never enquiring 
further as -to why the French called the left hand the clumsy, the awkward side. 

Only then did my Latin begin to register. 'Manus dexter' the right hand -
the dexterous one- 'manus sinister' the bad side • . 

Those pianists who had used the Philipp works to improve their skills were 
aware that all were designed to have the right and left hands duplicate the ex
ercises. Was Philipp aware that the left side was just that - the awkward side
and was the intention based upon the realization that the left hand needed extra 
attention or was it just a way of balancing the two? 

It became clear that those who developed our languages in the dim distant 
past just accepted the fact that except in a rare 'freak', the right side was the 
strong side, the left side the weak one. 

Was this a biological or physiological restriction from which there was no 
escape? The best dictionaries accepted this without question and everyone from 
whom I sought information was convinced that we are born left-handed or right
handed. In fact they regarded me as some kind of nut to question such an obvious 
fact. 

Yet I was seeing lesson after lesson a case where the left hand was not only 
the equal of the right but could reproduce the other functman upside down and back
ward with absolute assurance and with no pweparation. 

I got as far as deducing that this was not just a question of right hand or 
left hand but it must have something to do with the mind. 

Along the line I learned something about the two sides of the brain and the 
little there was known at the time about their functions. If the left-side - at 
that time now hemisphere - of the brain controlled the right side of the body and 
vice versa, was then the other side just a useless mechanism static and incapable 
of action? If so what a waste. Was Man condemned to use just one side or the 
other? I had reached a dead end! 

It was only after I had exhausted all other sources that I broached the sub
ject very timidly to Philipp. He smiled, and for the first time the austere ex
terior revealed the man I was to know later. He knew what I had been thinking 
though never a word had passed between us! 

He told me that he too had given much thought to it but had never been able 
to devote the time to a study that would take years and there were not enough years 
left to him - he was sixty-seven. 

We began to discuss his own development, how he had come to develop the left 
hand. I found that his own singular experiences had convinced him that all pianists 
tended to have better right hands than left hands, except the very greatest. Even 



8. 

left-handedppeople were right-handed as pianists. He had devoted much thought to 
this and first conceived a novel set of exercises whereby both hands would have 
the same training. While this would be of some value, he felt that the roots of 
the problem lay far deeper and much information still would be needed before the 
solution could be found. 

I had got as far as discovering that all beginner's books for the piano 
approached the proposition as a kind of right-hand Robinson Crusoe and a left
hand Friday. Even the great Czerny treated it as a right-handed activity at the 
outset. Was 'manus dexter' so ingrained that it influenced subconsciously even 
the thinking in an activity so obviously two-handed? 

This had not occurred to Philipp as he was so far removed from beginner's 
books that such things were out of his orbit. A moment's reflection convinced him 
of the harm in such an approach. 

He had never taught a young student, let alone a beginner, but could see 
immediately that the beginner's books available to teachers were the root of the 
evil. Piano teachers themselves had begun with such books and had no other material 
available to teach their students. 

I asked Philipp what would happen if a child were taught to use both hands 
equally from the very beginning. "this must be the answer', he said. 'Why has 
no one thought of this? You must do this work and I will work with you for the 
years I have left to me. This could be the most important phase of Music yet un
touched.' 

Thus began an association that was to last for another twenty-eight years, 
one which grew from an understanding of this great musical mind into a paternal 
intimacy where I grew to love the man himself even more than his music, When my 
father died, Ellen Gilberg, who knew him so well said: 'You have last on~ father 
but you still have another. How few have had two fathers such as you have had.' 

I have said these things that the reader will know that I am aware that my 
own assessments of the Master, Philipp - he was always accorded the 'Maitre' by 
the greatest - can be influenced by the affection I felt for him as a person. 

Philipp himself was able to keep the two separate. Judgements must never be 
tinctured with emotion. One always had to be most careful in one's choice of 
words in discussing anything- particularly Music. He would tolerate nothing 
that was not based upon fact. He would not even discuss anything that was based 
upon opinion. There was enough Truth in any field for anyone to go on, and plentyy· 
left over. Never make a statement unless it was based upon solid evidence or you 
were in trouble. And one found oneself in difficulty even if one believed one 
had the facts at one's disposal. 

I sweat blood many times over an innocent remark. I once made what was for 
me a momentous discovery, The light had dawned upon me that some composers were 
invaluable as instructors and each work of theirs raised one's skills and under
standing, while other composers, perhaps even more interesting to play·,. carried 
one horizontally, not vertically. 

Long since wary, I gave much thought to this before subjecting it to the 
microscopie survey I fully expected. Thank goodness I did! I told Philipp what 
I had discovered. What did I meet with? An implacable 'such as?' There was no 
glimmer of agreement, only the cold-blooded visage of a very stern Judge, impartial, 
but definitely not on your side to begin with. 

'Such as! ' Only two words and the onus on me. I started in and the only 
interjections were an occasional 'and?' if he thought I had missed a composer, 
even a minor one. He made not one comment or indicated by the slightest expres
sion whether or not he agreed with me. 

Of all forms of inquisition I have found this to be the most trying for me. 
Hy lawyer friends tell me it is like coming before the Justices of the Supreme 
Court, but even they can detect at times which way th:e ' w:Dnd blows by the -tone of 
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voice or the kind of questions they are asked by one or other of the Justices. 
Not so with Philipp. Each time I felt at the end there would be a silence 

pregnant with the unmistakable message that 'you are not through yet' and I would 
have to go on. 

Suddenly and without warning his face lighted up and he leaned over and tapped 
me on the knee - such conversations were always knee to knee where he could look 
intently into your eyes as you spoke - and said: 'my dear you have discovered a 
great truth. Now you must go through the piano literature and extract from each 
composer those works which will profit the student most.' 

And he used to tell me how difficult life was with Saint-Saens! 
Philipp worked with Saint-Saens for forty years, first as his pupil then 

as his friend and associate until Saint-Saens' death in 1921. Many were the anec
dotes about this great musician, from the date of Philipp's first lesson. Saint
Saens had, apparently, kept an eye on this young pianist, and was so impressed 
with his work that he decided that he would teach him - an unusual honour. Philipp 
was seventeen. 

He told Philipp to appear at his home at nine o'clock on a certain morning. 
Philipp arrived and Saint-Saens was ready and waiting for him. With no preamble 
they began, and at some time past the noon hour, Saint-Saens mother, with whom he 
lived, came into the room and said 'don't you know it is past lunch time?' Saint
Saens said 'what are we going to do with this lettle beast?' 'Why keep him for 
lunch, of course', said Madame Safunt-Saens. • After lunch they went back at it 
again, and this was the pattern of lessons from then on, and we wonder why students 
accomplish so little in a half-hour a week! 

Philipp was still in his twenties when he produced his first treatise on the 
development of the hands. He showed this to Saint-Saens with great diffidence. 
Saint-Saens reaction was beyond all Philipp's expectation. He said it was what 
we would call today a major break-through in piano technique. 'You must get this 
published immediately', he said, and wrote a note for Philipp to take to his pub
lisher. 

Philipp did so. M.Hamel read the note and said: 'M. Saint-Saens said I must 
publish the piece you have written. Let me see it.' He opened the music and ex
ploded. 'Exercises! You are too young to write exercises, Come back in ten 
years and I will consider it!' It took much persuasion on Saint-Saens' part to '
have them published. 

As we worked together, I found that he was a veritable storehouse of know
ledge of Music and the piano in particular. This knowledge only surfaced when a 
particular point came to his attention. He never volunteered this information 
but it came out freely when it was sought. 

When one realizes that he had known people who had known Beethoven and had 
heard him play; that Philipp himself was part of the great Romantic movement of the 
nineteenth century, and that he saw the birth of Impressionism - he and Debussy 
were fellow students at the Conservatoire - one begins to see that no-one in the 
history of Music has ever had, or ever could have again such an experience. He 
knew and had heard every pianist of stature from Liszt and Anton Rubinstein to 
Horowitz and Artur Rubenstein of today. Busoni, whom many consider the greatest 
pianist of this cent~ry, consulted Philipp on every aspect of his art. 

Busoni, who according to all accounts was one of the most difficult of people, 
would take advice from Philipp and no-one else, and not only in Music but in his 
private life. Philipp beside being Busoni's 'paterfamilias' in the piano was 
always having to straighten out his private life. Both Busoni and his wife were 
always seeking Philipp as the intermediary between them~in their domestic differ
ences - which were many! 

Philipp designed special exercises for Paderewski, to re-make his technique 
in order to cope with the new demands in Debussy and his successors. Philipp and 
Paderewski were the closest of friends, their friendship dating from Paderewski's 



10. 

first visit to Baris shortly after his first public appearance as a pianist in 
Berlin. The critics were more than unkind on this one eccasion and Paderewski 
would never play in Berlin again. Philipp was one of the first people this as 
yet unknown pianist met in Paris, and it was Philipp who introduced him to the 
musical greats of the period. Philipp was perhaps the first to recognize the 
potential greatness in Paderewski, and as with Busoni and so many others, Philipp's 
advice and counsel were to have considerable influence on Paderewski's subsequent 
pianistic direction. 

Paderewski, who, like Chopin was a fervent Polish patriot, organized the 
Polish Legion in World War I and established its headquarters in Niagara-on-the
Lake, Ontario. His invalid son was buried there and Paderewski, whenever he was 
touring through Western New York and Ontario, would have his private railroad car 
attached to the famous 'Paddy Miles', the train that ran daily on the single track 
line between Buffalo and Niagara-on-the-Lake to visit his son's grave. 

A life-long friend of mine, Stoney Cline, was in charge of Paderewski's car 
on this trip and got to know him well. Stoney had been an officer in the Canadian 
army in Russia and had been one of the officers leading that terrible trek of the 
White Russians out of Russia after the Bolshevik revolution. It was his story that 
Liberty magazine ran in serial form. They had much in common and the intimate 
glimpses I got of Paderewski from Philipp and Stoney would fill a book. How could 
one keep from hero-worshipping this great soul? 

Amusingly, it was the railway car that was, to Philipp, the one flaw in 
Paderewski. Philipp's dearest friends had no immunity. 'Why', he said to Paderewski, 
'must you act and travel like a Prince? You were not raised this way. You were 
of humble stock like the rest of us. You are in danger of having your playing 
depart from the honest style that has made you famous and become like your railway 
car. This is not you!• 

This was in the midst of a discussion of Chopin and his art - Paderewski the 
fervent Pole, Philipp who had inherited the philosophy of Chopin the composer and 
Chopin the teacher. 

Paderewski was an honest musician, as were i~ganini and Liszt and like them 
was a superb showman, conscious of his natural gifts and used them for their full 
value. He made the most of them. I can believe with Philipp that he did not seek 
deliberately to surround himself with the aura that grew up around him but was con
tent to let any who chose to foster it do so. Paderewski needed no press-agent or 
P.R. man to entice audiences to hear him play. 

I wonder how many young musicians to-day are aware of the genuine friendships 1 t 
that existed between the great musicians who made our art what it isa of the real 
appreciation of each other's virtues and how much they shared their art wmth each 
other, each gaining so much from the others and respecting it? We read about 
isolated misunderstandings and quarrels between individuals and these are blown 
up out of all proportion, obscuring the friendships which outnumbered them a thou-
sand to one. 

L_ encountered Hofmann one day and asked him if he had heard from Mark rec
ently? (Mark Hambourg) 'I was playing poker with him last week in London', was 
his reply. 

Philipp was a friend of all. Those fortunate to enjoy an intimate personal 
friendship with him valued this even above the musical knowledge he shared so 
freely with all who knew him even less intimately. But even Philipp was not proof 
against the strains that can arise so easily amongst those whose profession carries 
them to the far corners of the earth and are at the mercy of reporters who can 
write anything they please in their columns, an innocent remark twisted into an 
unintended calumny reaching the ~i·ctim through the speed of the press perhaps 
months before the one who was misquoted ever came into contact again with the 
artist he supposedly insulted. The tragedy being that the one who made the re
mark was not even aware that he had done so. 
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Philipp constantly was reconciling these unfortunate misunderstandings 
between his friends, One such was a bitter one between Paderewski and Friedman. 
They had one name in common, Paderewski spelt his Ignaz, Friedman's Ignacy. 
Friedman was twenty-two years younger than Paderewski. Both were fervent Poles. 
Friedman was one of the great giants of the Piano and shared Philipp's admiration 
as a pianist equally with Paderewski, To hear Friedman play Chopin's Mazurkas 
was to share the joys and sorrows of their native Poland in a way no other pianist 
ever touched me. An unforgettable experience which left one ready to take up 
arms and join in any expedition on behalf of poor persecuted Poland. 

I once turned the pages for Friedman reading at sight the Brahms Gminor 
piano quartet. Such experiences convinced one that these pianists were really 
giants towering over the rest of us Pygmies, Friedman was a colossus among 
giants. While Paderewski well deserved the world-wide stature that was his, 
Friedman was deserving of far greater recognition by the Public than he received -
the kind he earned among his peers. 

Philipp tried for years to bring his two frineds together, desperately the 
last months of Paderewski's life as he lay dying and almost forgotten in a small 
hotel in New York. That he was never to do so was a matter of deepest regret to 
him to his own last days. How often he spoke of it with the greatest sadness. 

Philipp and Saint-Saens were on the 'outs' for a period, once only in the 
forty years of their close association, but it did not last. How could it with 
two minds so logical and so far above the trivia that has such a bearing on so 
many of our actions, and so often blinds us to greater values? 

As far as I know there were only two instances in Philipp's whole life that" 
were unreconcilable. One was a pianist as yet comparatively unknown and who later 
became famous, He appealed to a mutual friend to seek Philipp's good offices in 
securing for him an engagement which could automatically place his name among the 
front rank pianists; an engagement of the greatest prestige value and one which 
in no way could be had without Philipp's recommendation. 

Philipp, who never ignored the opportunity to help a worthy pianist in his 
career pleaded the case for th!s pianist solely on the strength of his friend's 
assurance of the pianists's ability. As Philipp himself had not heard him he 
met with strong opposition and it was only with 'this is on your head' did he 
receive a very grudging consent. Philipp had placed his own reputation at stake 
on behalf of a frmend. 

Philipp wrote to the pianist telling him that he had been able to secure 
the engagement for him. In reply he received a letter stating that the pianist 
would have to know what the fee was going to be before he would decide whether of 
not to accept. 

This offended Philipp's sense of propriety and he cancelled the affair. 
I can only believe that this was a misunderstanding on the part of the 

pianist. I feel sure that he was unaware of Philipp's great effort on his be
half - Philipp, of course, would not say so - and had he consulted their mutual 
friend before answering Philipp's letter it never would have occurred. 

Albeit their paths crossed on many occasions in later years and the pianist 
made it a point of deliberately snubbing Philipp on each occasion. I remember 
on one such occasion it happened when he and Olin Downes were together at an 
affair, and the pianist very pointedly ignored Philipp to. the. great mystffd.eatd.on 
of Mr • Downes • 

Philipp never explained. It was so like him not to justify himself. He 
would do nothing to injure another artist. 

The other instance was Alfred Cortot, When Cortot defected to Vichy and 
collaborated with the Nazis it was ultimate crime in Philipp's mind. Philipp, 
when war broke out, liquadated all his assets and turned the whole sum over to 
his country, Others placed their fortunes in Swiss banks or transferred their 

funds to Britain or America; Philipp, who with his sister was whisked out of the 
hands of the Gestapo with thirty minutes to spare, with only the clothes on their 
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backs and smuggled to America penniless; Philipp, who nearing eighty started ~n 
to pay back every cent of the debts he had incurred in beginning a new life, and 
when he had done so gave away all he earned beyond his frugal needs to others who 
like himself had lost all! 

When I first studied with Philipp in Paris, my father was in the ginger 
ale business, and thinking that I would enjoy some ginger ale from home as an 
antidote to French wines, dispatched two huge packing cases of the same to me. 
He, in his innocence, prepaid the lot to delivery to me in Paris. He did not 
reckon with French bureaucracy, nor had I as yet come into contact with it. I 
was soon to learn. I was informed that my consignment had arrived at Le Havre 
and from there it was my responsibility. The red tape was endless and I had to 
pay for its delivery to Paris. 

I received notice of its arrival in due course and armed with all the nec
essary papers went to the douane to recover it. There my troubles really began. 
I was shunted from floor to floor and one department after another. s0nly after 
what the French say so aptly, 'quelle expedition', did I finally get to a Major 
who had the authority to handle the case. 

He was very polite, offering me a cigarette, and proceeded to expound on 
the wonders of my native Canada. He had been there, he himself, and admired 
greatly - and effusively - my vast country. Such a size! What wonderful varie
ties of lakes and rivers, their incredible size; what expanses, farther than the 
eye could reach - and on and on. Yes he knew ginger ale, he himself had drunk 
this delightful and unique beverage - but there was the matter of translation! 

He then showed me that in the Customs manifesto there it was: ginger ale -
une espece de biere! A knid of alcoholic beverage subject to the normal duty 
on whisky, gin, rum, etc • He himself knew that it was a kind of ' eau mineral' , 
of a certainty non-alcoholic, but unfortunately the Customs designated it as an 
alcoholic beverage. Voila! I paid - the same as if I were importing Scotch 
Whisky. 

The crowning blow - as if this weren't enough - was at my next lesson. I 
carted a bag full of bottles of ginger ale to give to the maitre, and proudly 
presented them to him as coming from Niagara Falls, from the fabrique de mon 
pere. What do you think he said? 'Thank you, but I do not drink alcoholic 
beverages' • 

We laughed about it many times after he had been to America. He did make 
one concession in his latter years. He would drink a little Dubonnet. 

All who had the privilege of studying under him profited greatly from his 
teaching, but one had to know the man himself intimately to understand his teach
ing. It took many years of working with him to know his mind and what lay behind 
his few words in a lesson. Not that he withheld anything- but one'·bad to· know the 
right questions to ask. It was like going to the Encyclopedia. The information 
W$S always there but one had to seek it, and one had to be on the most intimate 
terms with him before the gates were open. 

From the start he became fascinated with the search into the two hands, 
and especially with the growing knowledge that through the piano as the medium 
the two sides of the brain could be activated and developed. He was aware of 
the deficiency of most left hands, of course, as I mentioned before, but as this 
study took on a knid of clinical aspect with the involvement of scientists, med
ical people, psychologists, and other great musicians, he could foresee a radic
ally new concept that would change the whole pattern of music education in the 
future. 

This is not the place to tell the history of the entirely new field of 
research which grew out of our original discussion~,but new investigations into 
Music from other disciplines began to shed new light on Philipp 's own principles. 

One must keep in mind that in 1930 Music had remained aloof from, and was 
untouched by the sweeping new discoveries already being made in other areas. 
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Experts in disciplines having hitherto no connection whatsoever with Music were 
in a position to lmok at the art through the new microscopes of their own fields. 
Dr. Robert Preston the eminent New York.Orthopedic surgeon, himself an amateur 
pianist, made a study of the Philipp principles of piano technique and found that 
they were the only ones that did not contradict the medical evidence in every re
spect. 

His paper to the world orthopedic convention in Geneva settled forever a 
question that had been argued pro and con by musicians with only opinion to back 
up their contentions. The greatest musicians relied upon the metronome to the 
same extent that the engineer relied upon the slide rule, and yet even today you 
will still hear teachers adamant in their opinion that the metronome stifles self
expression. 

Dr. Preston proved to the medical profession that therapeutic results 
could be obtained through using the metronome, in a fraction of the time these 
same results could be brought about without it, and with less assurance of the 
desired result, Through this study he found that the human organism responds to 
measured movement in every activity to the extent that to dispense with it in 
music training is to place the student under a handicap which few ever overcome. 

Each new testimony of this sort opened the floodgates of Philipp's memory. 
Hundreds of incidents and experiences which had lain forgotten came bubbling to 
the suriace, many explaining attitudes whose origins had long since been forgotten. 
To see Philipp's mind in the light of inquiry from other disciplines was an in
credible experience. It offered explanations for numerous facets of Music whose 
truths he knew artistically but for which no scientific explanation had existed. 

Chopin's insistence upon the metronome, for example. Philipp was the 
authority on Chopin, He had inherited the knowledge of Chopin the teacher and 
it was to Philipp that every great pianist turned to get information about Chopin 
and the problems of understanding exactly what he intended in his works. The 
medical evidence corroborated the musical truths which Philipp knew so well, but 
it also engendered thoughts about the metronome and its use: by Chopin and others
incidents which had lain forgotten in his memory. 

As one aspect of Music after another became exposed to scrutiny and analysis 
to which it had never been su9jected before, new fundamental truths surfaced - bases 
upon which Music had developed into the great art it now is, but which somehow 
had become obscured or lost completely.. Dr. Norman Gibson, the distinguished 
scientist and musicologist, took over the co-ordination of the numerous by-products 
which were emerging and welded these into as nearly a scientific approach as 
possible to the study of an activity that begins primarily with individual human 
beings and their personal achievements. 

It was here that Philipp's unique background and experience began to fur
nish material for diagnosis which had never come to light, incidents long-forgotten 
which questions from outside Music itself revived in his mind. Philipp had known 
people who had known Beethoven and had heard him play. He himself was part of the 
Romantic Movement which followed Beethoven, that golden age which produced the 
composers Mendelssohn, Chopin, Schumann, Liszt, Brahms, Tschailowsky, Saint-
Saens, Frank and others too numerous to mention, and from which emerged a new 
breed of musician- the concert pianist. 

One must keep in mind that the violin has remained virtJ,Zally unchanged 
since the late 16th century, while the pianoforte as we now know it, with its 
pedals, dates from the time of Beethoven in the early 19th century. The violins 
of the Amati family from the 16th century and on through the Guarneri and 
Stradivari families are still the priceless instruments of today, instruments 
you will hear played by the great violinists fortunate ' enough to own them. 

It was Clementi, the contemporary of Beethoven, who first explored the 
capacities of this new instrument and wrote the great 'Gradus ad Parnassum', 
establishing the foundations for the techniques of those giants of the keyboard 
who were to appear consequently. 

Philipp was born in the midst of this new art , I say 'new '1 because a 
great change was taking place. Previously the composers were the performers, 
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restricted largely to playing their own works. As more printed literature be
came available to pianists and the new skills developed by Clementi became 
incorporated into the writings of Beethoven and his successors, the performance 
of these works demanded techniques of the pianist never before known. 
Composers such as Mendelssohn, Chopin, and Liszt were presenting in their comp
ositions problems for the piano hands never before dreamed of. They had adjusted 
themselves to this new keyboard and developed their own individual skills to 
unbelievable heights. But these skills were in the main purely personal, many 
peculiar to the size, shape, and elasticity of the hands of the individual him
self. There was no standardization. None had a ' Method' - a word singularly 
loathsome to all great artists. Each one had his own ' style' - a very loose word 
meaning more accurately highly-developed, and very often skills which were pecu
liar to his own hands and influencing the character of his compositions. This, 
of course, an issue apart from his own temperament, background, and the extent 
of his artistic sensitivity. 

The main point in this period is that individual development far out
stripped explanation or solution. Violinists are still trying to solve Paganini 
aiter a ~undred and fifty years! But while Paganini deliberately withheld his 
secrets, the mysteries of the skills of this new breed of piano colossi were too 
novel, as yet, to be understood. 

The saving grace, for the piano world, was the one blessing that made 
Paris the centre where the greatest names in its history gathered together. 
Chopin, Liszt, Berlioz, Heller, Alkan and Bizet formed a close circle of friends 
to which other famous musicians were often invited. But with Victor Hugo, George 
Sand, Balzac, Alexandre Dumas and Delacroix, they formed an intimate group which 
had an overpowering influence on the literary and artistic world. 

The profession of ' piano teacher', as we know it, was not yet established. 
If one were sufficiently gifted one studied with the creator himself. Chopin 
earned his living as a society piano teacher in Paris. His pupils were wealthy 
amateurs who never had to work at Music for a living, leaving to posterity 
interesting anecdotes, but none of his great penetration into Music as an art
istic philosophy and the piano in particular as the perfect medium for personal 
musical expression. The one exception was Georges Mathias, who was with him 
constantly during the last nine years of Chopin's life. It is through Mathias 
and his pupil Philipp that the mind of Chopin the teacher, his explanation of his 
own techniques, and the exact knowledge of the meanings of his compositions have 
been preserved for posterity. 

While Liszt is generally accepted as the greatest pianist of all time, 
many of their contemporaries considered Chopin the greater of the two. Liszt 
himself was Chopih' s greatest admirer. Be that as it may, these two raised the 
piano to heights from which it has never descended, and were the inspiration 
that resulted in the race of giants who were to follow them. A point generally 
overlooked is that Chopin and Liszt were the last of the great composers who 
were great performers as well, and until Rachmaninoff of our time, the great 
performers were specialists at the keyboard primarily. 

We owe more to Chopin than is generally recognized. Chopin dedicated him
s:elf solely to the piano. As a great composer and the greatest of pianists, he 
was in a unique position to evaluate the keyboard works of his predecessors. 
His penetration into the works of the earlier composers has never been equalled. 
So much of the educational values in the keyboard works of the composers who 
preceded Chopin that are indispensable knowledge to the pianist today must be 
credited to Chopin. 

Clementi and Czerny - Beethoven's pupil - had opened the doors for this 
new breed of piano virtuosi; Hummel, a pupil of Mozart's who later studied with 
Clementi, and other pianists were exposing the public to a new experience, the 
piano solo concert. This led to growing demands by concert-loving audiences 
for new sensations; they flocked to performances by virtuosi who had reputations 
for surpassing all others in special acrobatic skills at the keyboard. Because 
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of the new instruments dating from Beethoven, with the pedals and greater sonority, 
greater strength in hands, arms, and body became necessary, making piano-playing 
a new form of athletics, Physical skill took preeedence over musicianship. 
Pianists whose names are completely forgotten were the sensations of their day. 
Alexander Dreyshock, known as the king of the left hand, Rudolf Willmers the king 
of the trill, Ignatz Tedesco whom Philipp called the Hannibal of the octaves, 
and many others were thrilling European audiences with their gymnastic feats 
at the keyboard. 

They were representative of a style of playing which had developed out of 
the search for ways of training the muscles to take full advantage of the almost 
unlimited and certainly unknown capacities of this new instrument. One must not 
belittle these achievements. They were the growing pains of a new art yet to be 
seen in true perspective. Each new such facet became a tool which would be gathered 
later with others into a complete tool-chest. Only then and with all the equipment 
would the pianist finally become the master craftsman able to re-create the works 
of the great composers with the artistry inherent in their works. 

A serious musician should keep always in the forefront of his mins the wise 
words of the Frenchman, Taine, in the introduction to his monumental History of 
English Lit~rature, when he says that all creative art is the product of three 
influences: race, surroundings, and epoch. 

How true this is in Music. To develop the kind of fingers Mozart possessed 
to make the notes 'flow like oil' on the light-action Viennese keyboard of his 
time has no relationship muscularly with the needs in playing Beethoven and his 
successors. Yet one must develop the fingers in a different way to make Mozart 
sound like Mozart. It takes fingers of much greater strength to be able to play 
softly and flowingly on our modern instruments - a condition which first gave 
rise to the popular belief that a man can play more softly than a woman! 

Let us not forget that we still are furnished with the same four fingers 
and thumb in the two hands in contrary direction that Bach had, and with all the 
sophistication surrounding us we are in no way better equipped by Nature than he 
was to develop keyboard skills. Ever since I first knew Philipp I was aware that 
it saddened him that so many aspiring young pianists labored under the delusion 
that because of the availability of Music for them which Bach did not enjoy, they 
were essentially superior to those of less privileged periods of the Past. 

I believe the great 'Romantic' composers - as we label them- who were 
great pianists as well, put this all together. There is enough evidence to re
veal their distaste of the pianists who were influenced by Hummel, to support 
the view that it was their contempt of what they called the 'sonatina players' 
that gave perfection to this young art - to develop the greatest of skills in 
order to play artistically. 

It is a grave error, and a suicidal one, to mistake license for artistry. 
Personal expression is restricted to the individual style of the creator. Chopin, 
Liszt, Mendelssohn, and Schumann wanted their own music to sound exactly as they 
wrote it. They were adamant about this. We know this from their pupils and 
their friends who knew them intimately. Each had his own individual 'style'. 
To recapture this is of course impossible, except if one studied with the com
poser himself. Mozart recognized this so clearly. He said: 'do not try to 
copy my style. It would be inpossible'. 

The size and shape of the hands; fleshy or bony fingers; the texture of 
the skin - all go to produce differences in agility and even more important, the 
differences in tone that are so noticeable from one pianist to the next. Much 
of this - but not all, by any means~- can be equallized, depending upon what is 
demonstrated before the student. One of the tragic and destructive forces which 
so affect piano playing is the misconception that the string player has to make 
the tone quality while the pianist's tone depends solely upon the instrument. 
Nothing is farther from the truth. 
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Tone and inflection spring from the same source as 'mother-tongue'. Why 
does a person from Edihburgh, Brooklyn, Somerset, or Alabama, make the same 
language sound so different? Simply because the human organism, through some 
strange process of osmosis, absorbs and reproduces subconsciously the sounds to 
which it is exposed. The pianists of the 'golden age' of the 19th century 
sprang from many different sources, as yet with few common denominators, often 
with individual skills developed to extremes in one area or another. Thalberg, 
for a time Liszt ' s rival as a sensational touring pianist, was influenced by 
Clementi, studied under Hummel, and later with Kalkbrenner, developing a 'style' 
quite at odds with that of Liszt and Chopin. Liszt was born in Hungary, Chopin 
in Warsaw. Liszt was Czerny's pupil, as was Stephen Heller, both musical grand
sons, one might say, of Beethoven. An exact clarification of styles and the 
various antecedents that produced them defies description. Coupled with this is 
the character and temperament of both composer and performer. 

It must be clear though, that a pianist studying under Chopin or Liszt 
would have a background both technically and artistically vastly different to 
another pianist exposed to a teacher who was a pianist only, performing works 
not of his own creation. The unique individual style of any composer can only 
be acquired by those working directly under hi~, hearing the sounds he produces 
at the keyboard. The disparity of style, both in the writing and in the per
formance of the literature for the piano from Beethoven on, amounted to a veritable 
Tower of Babel in the piano world. Independent research was being undertaken 
all over Europe, particularly in piano techniques,~ p~aniSts too often far re
moved both by background and distance from others doing similar experiments. 
Clementi undoubtedly is the father of piano technique for all great pianists, 
but he became the foundation for super-structures built upon him as different 
as Baroque and the ugly buildings one comes across where functional and econom
ical fuse with no pretention to the beautiful. 

Such was the condition of piano playing and piano instruction when the 
great Romantics, Chopin, fvlendelssohn, Liszt, and Schumann, took ove. Hummel and 
those influenced by him became their pet 'hate', Schumann made no bones about it, 
expressing it openly in his writings - he was an inexhaustible writer of articles 
on Music - and in his own compositions. The 'DaY.id ' s Band' were those whose 
views coincided with his own- David against the Philistines. 

It was Chopin and Liszt especially who made Paris the centre of the piano 
world. Not only were they creating a new art, but they were becoming a magnet, 
attracting the brilliant young pianists from all over Europe; drawing together 
forces hitherto isolated. The word 'eaumenical', as we understand it today, 
might well be the best description for what was happening in the piano world in 
Paris, To understand this new force one must see two aspects and their infihu
ences emanating from the same source. 

Liszt as a touring virtuoso created a reputation for himself as the 
greatest pianist who had ever lived. His incredible feats at the keyboard drew 
this accolade from those who were able to hear the best and compare. The brill
iant young pianists who followed him everywhere to get lessons from him, became 
themselves legendary names in the piano world, perpetuating his influence. 

Josef Hofmann once told me that the two years he had under Anton Rubinstein 
were his last piano lessons. He had learned all he could ever know about the 
mechanics of the piano • Artistry and its growth over the years he got from 
listening to other pianists. 

Liszt was exhibiting to the world the pianistic and artistic philosophies 
he and Chopin were developing through close friendship and association - common 
ideals. Liszt was spreading his 'gospel' everywhere, Chopin stayed in Paris, 
working there and making a prof ound study of all the piano composers up to his 
time. While Liszt was exhibiting his wares, and conducting and composing, Chopin 
was spending his time at the piano alone, gaining insight into the values of key: 
board development as no one had ever before done. Unfortunately, his pupils, as 
I said before, were wealthy and gifted amateurs who never passed on his art. He 
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did have a few prmfessimhals s~ch as Mikuli who took irregular lessons from him, 
but the only one who worked with him constantly was Georges Mathias, the French 
pianist who was with him the last nine years of Chopin's life. After Chopin's 
death it was Mathias alone who was capable of providing the information for the 
complete edition of Chopin's works. 

Hore important was Nathias' knowledge of Chopin the teacher, his insight 
into Chopin's mind and the values he had extracted from the earlier composers. 
Philipp was Hathias' pupil and was intrigued by Chopin's philosophy, his singular 
approach to pianistic values. As well as studying Chopin's piano compositions 
from their source, Philipp began to search out every crumb of knowledge from 
Mathias about Chopin's teaching philosophy , and began to explore the works of 
the earlier composers in whom Chopin had discovered invaluable ingredients for 
piano development. 

Philipp had studied with Theodore Ritter, one of Liszt's great piano 
pupils, then with Stephen Heller who as well as Liszt was Czerny's pupil. 
Philipp was born in the midst of these various strains and influences. Chopin 
had been investigating the earlier lines of piano development, Liszt was exhibit
ing the skills developed to this point, but no-one as yet had been in a position 
to put this all together in any sort of coherent fashio. Liszt taught pianists 
as pianists, not as teachers, and while they absorbed his skills and artistry 
their interest was performance. Some of them taught, and with great results, 
but each pianist still bore the hall-mark of the teacher under whom he trained. 
Philipp inherited the results of Chopin's probing into the works of the earlier 
masters, knowledge which had never been documented and would have been lost for
ever but for Philipp's interest. 

One must remember that 'style' in piano performance was, and still is, 
restrictive in the sense that the pianist can go for his authority only back to 
his teacher, or teachers. vie all have the same notes of Beethoven or Bach on 
the printed page. The treatment of these depends solely upon the individual 'J 

teacher, and the student is molded into that teacher's own concept of the composer. 
Chopin was close enough in time to have direct contact with the products of the 
earliest lines of piano 'style'. Liszt himself had played for Beethoven who pre
dicted a great future for Czerny's pupil. Chopin was seventeen when Beethoven 
died. 

The teaching that has produced the great artists of our profession has 
always had one thing in common, regardless of style or background, and that is 
an abhorrence of 'system'. To subject a student to a stereotyped 'course' or ' 
'system' is to place the student in a musical strait jacket from which there is 
no recovery. The mental, physical, and spiritual triumvirate must grow naturally, 
absorbing the great musical truths along the way, not be squeezed into pre
determined shapes. 

Leopold Mozart, Wolfgang's father, had been aware of this and had laid 
down a program for violin study which would include the basic truths but not 
restrict the student. The piano was too new, too young an instrument to develop 
as yet any 'isms', any doctrines of this kind. Its treatment was still individ
ualistic. 

For the young teacher who would aspire to greater things, a word of advice. 
Never teach a student by following any prescribed course or system. You must 
apply what you know to the individual student. The course or system will not do 
the job for you. The piano course or method is a modern evil, unknown during 
the growth of the great piano development. Philipp used to say that if a piano 
student could learn his art in this way 'do you not think that Beethoven, Chopin, 
Busoni, Paderewski, Godowski, or many other great piano 'minds' would have done 
so?' 

Look at the enormous progress that has been made in golf, tennis, skiing, 
and many other sports and activities during the last few years in which serious 
study has been devoted to them, raising them from pleasant pastimes to highly
skilled pursuits. 

Some of the greatest minds our civilization has produced have been giving 
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this same consideration to keyboard activity for over three hundred years, the 
violin even longer. Where much newer activities are bending every effort to 
improve them and establish the highest standards, the attitude toward the piano 
has gone in just the opposite diremtion. 

Muscular activity is being studied in relation to every sport. Special 
exercises are being constantly developed to train the participants for each 
particular one. The awareness of this need was recognized as early as Bach, 
perhaps earlier. We do know that Bach made an issue of it, making his pupils 
do exercises to condition the hands to be able to cope with the demands of the 
clavichord and harpsichord of his time. Sometimes his pupils would have to 
practice these exercises for months before he felt they were ready to tackle 
the repertoire of the period. The radically-changed new keyboard instrument 
that followed him, the pianoforte, demanded entirely new uses of the muscles, 
and it was here that Clementi did his great work, exploring these new demands 
and devising exercises to develop muscles and reactions hitherto dormant. 

I wonder how many who play the piano are aware of these drastic changes 
and their vital influences; that the keyboard compositions, up to the time 
when Beethoven at the age of forty-eight received his Broadwood piano, were re
stricted to the compass of the hand? Without the damper pedal a note could 
sound only as long as one held it. Imagine the sudden change in both perfor
mance and composition! 

Even more important than the new technical demands was the opening of a 
whole new world of tonal coloring. Beauty of tone has always been the number 
one priority with all great musicians. This is why Bach taught on the clavi
chord rather than the harpsichord, because tonal inflection was possible on it 
but not on the harpsichord. He detested detached sounds and made his pupils 
practise until they acquired a 'cantabile' touch - the only treatment he would 
tolerate. What a terrible error to think and promote the idea that Bach must 
be played in a detached, mechanical, and totally unmusical fashion because he 
had no pedal on his instrument. Surely those who say so must have forgotten 
that while he had no pedal, he did not have a piano either. This statement 
contradicts Bach's own words and teaching. 

- ,· 

The early pianofortes - without pedal - were a transition between the 
clavichord and the instrument we have today dating from the change in Beethoven's 
use of the ' pedal'instrument. The musicians of his time, so accustomed to the 
sounds of the instrument without pedal, said the man is crazy, the pianoforte 
is a percussion instrument, it can never be made to sing! Beethoven told Czerny, 
who told Heller, who in turn told Philipp, that Mozart ' s own playing was detached 
and un-melodic, Mozart , the most poetic, the most divinely-inspired talent 
Music has ever known! 

At face value this criticism stands as un-worthy, but to Beethoven's ear, 
in retrospect, it must have appeared so, compared with the new singing quality of 
his instrument. 

These are but a few of the forces at play in the piano world into which 
Philipp was born, forces too new to be investigated or understood as yet. 

Chopin must have come closest to an understanding of them. His teaching 
revealed that he was aware of them and he certainly appreciated them. This 
ardent Romantic and lover of melody was the first to see in Bach, as a pianist, 
values as yet unattrib~ted to him in a piano sense. He saw in Bach melodic 
beauty which had been lost in the performance of his works on instruments incap
able of doing them justice. Was it Chopin who opened a new door to the under
standing of the keyboard masterpieces of his great predecessor? We must believe 
so. Even when preparing for a concert of his own compositions he would play 
nothing but Bach for several days ahead of time. 

\·1 e can learn much about Chopin's life through biographies, reconstructed 
through factual data, but the inner workings of his mind, revealed only through 
his teaching, have come down to us from the one source, Mathias. 
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To understand Philipp one must keep in mind what I said earlier, ~uoting him, 
that all want to perform, none want to know. You will remember that I ~ualified 
this. Many pianists have told me that their only experience with teaching was 
in performance. They were not aware that Music as an art lies far deeper than 
just playing an instrument; that behind the piece they were studying was one 
of the great minds of our civilization, a mind which if understood would convey 
far more to our intellectual and cultural well-being than all the piano pieces 
ever written and studied only for performance. 

Music as an art is a philosophy of life, created through inter-relation with 
other arts and sciences. It is the expression of inner thoughts, feelings, and 
experiences which never can be put into words but which can be shared. Why is 
a teacher such as Philipp or Leopold Auer able to teach the same piece as another 
teacher but make it a spiritual experience? Certainly not through word~ which in 
Philipp's case were at the barest minimum. Leschetizky, who had enormous success 
as a teacher, committed nothing of value to paper. He left nothing to posterity 
which would be of help to a teacher. 

When one examines the growth of piano playing as we know itl the widely 
divergent and often contradictory roads being followed, the reasons are not 
dif~icult to understand. Lack of communication was the basic reason. Experiments 
were being made in this new instrument by pianists trained fundamentally in 
opposing ideologies, then developing different aspects of these ~uite unaware of 
others investigating and extending techni~ues in other areas. 

From Beethoven on the instruments themselves became divided into two opposing 
camps, the Viennese style with its light action - the piano with which Mozart 
was familiar, and whose music was designed for, and to which it was adapted -
and the English action with its greater depth and sonority and heavier action, 
with which Clementi was familiar. 

Pianists were travelling one or other of these tangental roads, and hacking 
new side new side roads from them. Some were putting their knowledge into 
etudes to describe the techni~ues of their own new styles and how to develop 
them. Many of these, admirable and valuable as they are, have no purpose other 
than the development of digital skills. Others like Stephen Heller - who might 
well be called the father of this other style - were writing etudes which are 
little gems of poetic and artistic beauty. Like Chopin, Mendelssohn, and Schuman9, 
he saw that the utilitarian need not be devoid of the beautiful. How often we 
ignore this sublime advice! Chopin, above all, recognized this from a position 
few, if any, will ever reach. He put this great penetration not only into his 
works, but his thoughts and words, in short his teaching, the outpouring of his 
musical soul have been handed down through only the one slim source, Mathias and 
Philipp. 

We know that he was vitally aware of the need for gathering the innumerable 
forces together, influences which he combined in his own playing and composition, 
but he left no words on the subject. He was only thirty-nine when he died. 
Afflicted by ill-health, it is amazing what he accomplished in this time. 

Isidor Philipp, I repeat, was born in the midst of this musical Tower of 
Babel. He was perhaps the first to be exposed to all these sources, rather than 
be trained in one line or the other. Through Mathias he learned of Chopin's 
concern on the supject and how he had begun a serious study of the works of 
composers long-neglected and saw values for development in each that had never 
been recognized. 

Philipp realized that a heritage had been willed to him that for the rest 
of his life he regarded as a sacred trust, one wh!bh must be passed on. He be
gan a search which embraced eve;y work that had been written for the keyboard. 
This in itself was a colossal task, finding every work ever published and then 
searching out manuscripts and editing them for publication. The works of early 
French and Italian composers which had never seen the light of day he found and 
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put them into usable form, making transcriptions of many to adapt them to the 
modern pianofort®. 

So great was his knowledge that the young Mr. Ricordi of the great publish
ing house came to him one day and said that he and his father wanted to publish 
the finest edition of the whole piano literature and they had decided that there 
was only one person in the world who could do this. 'Would Philipp agree to do 
this?' Philipp was dumbfounded. 'It would be a formidable task and take many 
months night and day' 'Ne know', said Mr. Ricordi, and handed Philipp a signed 
cheque with the amount a blank. 'When you have finished, fill in the amount', 
said Mr. Ricordi. 

Philipp did it and although I never asked him what it was, it must have been 
considerable. Mussolini and his black shirts later destroyed the plates along 
with the works of many other enemy writers, So many of Philipp's invaluable 

contributions to the piano literature have since bee 'pirated' when their copy
rights ran out and Philipp's name deleted. 

I hesitate to use the word genius in connection with Philipp as he detested 
the word in the sense that it is commonly used. Too often in Music - as well as 
in other activities - is it used to credit someone who does something we cannot 
do with being a genius; as if that explains everything. Ph~lipp used to say that 
if there is such a thing for which there is no rationale, he had encountered it 
only once- in Saint-Saens. Saint-Saens would tackle something he had never en
countered and be able, the first time, to do it expertly - write anything; Music, 
a Play, an essay on any conceivable suoject ranging from philosophy to the sciences; 
design the stage scenery and paint it; or a picture; anything! 

For good or for e~il, timing has been the catalyst that has dra~n together 
the forces that have changed the course of history - one person with the unique 
abilities to take advantage of forces ripe for change and draw them together. 

No one, before, or ever will again see the whole history of the piano pass 
before his eyes. Philipp knew musicians who had known Beethoven and had heard 
him play. He himself grew up in the midst of the powerful changes the Romantic 
Movement was making in Music and other arts. He and Debussy were fellow students 
at the Conservatoire, Philipp winning the prize in Piano, Debussy that in compos
ition. Philipp was eleven years old at the time of the exhibition 'Salon des 
Refuses' where a painting by Monet was responsible for a critic tacking the name 
'Impressionists' on the artists. 

A catalogue of the composers, pianists, painters, sculptors, literary 
people, critics, statesmen, philosophers, whom Philipp knew intimately would fill 
a book in itself. Day by day long forgotten incidents would come to light in the 
course of our discussions. One day I introduced a very dear friend whose lovable 
disposition Philipp took to immediately - something quite rare. My friend asked 
him if he had ever known Alexandre Dumas, not specifying father or son. Philipp's 
face lighted up with pleasure. 'It is something I have forgotted for many years' 
he said. 'One day as a small child my mother was carrying me in her arms in our 
garden when a gentleman drove along in his carriage. It was a very hot day and 
seeing my mother he stopped, descended from his carriage and asked her if she 
would be so kind as to give him a glass of water. My mother must have instinct
ively looked at me for he said "I will hold the child". My mother got the water 
which he drank, and thanked her. "Madame," he said, "when your son grows up 
you will tell him that he has been held in the arms of France's greatest citizen, 
Alexandre Dumas". 'Years later I told this to his son Alexandre Dumas fils. He 
laughted and said "your mother must have been a very attractive lady". 

Philipp possessed an instinct for seeing into people at a glance. We never 
discussed ESP, but he certainly had some sort of 'gift' for which I could never 
find a solution as hard as I tried, and his assessments invariably came true. I 
am still seeing his predictions come true, many years after his death, especially 
about musicians, and pianists in particular. 

If one could have heard all of the great pianists from Liszt to the present 
day, one would have undoubtedly an infallible standard of comparison, but 
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Philipp's penetration went far deeper than that. His penetration went into their 
characters, He could see their limitations and ca_racities, Unfortunately this 
cannot be written, it would violate a confidence and perhaps hurt many for which 
there would be no reason. Philipp always said, up to his death in his ninety
fifth year, that Busoni was the greatest pianist he had heard. He also said many 
years ago-and with no intent to hurt others ~ that Artur Rubenstein could become 
the greatest artist of our time. 

Philipp always told of his first public non-recital at the age of thirteen 
with great delight. A family ,friend, a member of the Chamber of Deputies, deter
mined that this young prodigy must be heard publicly and arranged a concert for 
him. It was the winter of 1876-77 and on the appointed day Paris was hit by one 
of the worst blizzards in memory. Snow became inches on the ground and public trans
portation was at a standstill. It took Philipp and his family an hour to walk to 
the hall on the Champs-Elysees, The friend was waiting there but no one else came. 
Worse, because of the storm, the piano that he was to play on had not been delivered, 
'No matter', said the Deputy, 'you will play for us'. Philipp did so on the poor 
instrument that was in the place, out of tune, of course. This was rectified later 
in better weather, so Philipp's concert career embraced eight years. 

Most people know of Philipp only through his writings, unaware of, or for
getting his pheno:meltla~l;.:tkllitat _th.e.;ke~iboa:rd :· "'HB8.mai!oto me one day in his late 
eighties 'I do not practise enough'. That day he and Fritz Kreisler had been com
paring notes. Kreisler, his junior by some fourteen years, said he felt fine but 
his technique was not so good. Philipp said to me afterwards 'I do not feel so 
fine but my technique is good. I must practise more!• 

Who could see the Piano as Philipp saw it? When the opportunity to work with 
him in the area dearest to his heart came to me it pushed all else into the back
ground, His first words to me on the subject were these: 'there have been many 
fine pianists, only a few really great ones , but the rarest thing in the Piano is 
the great teacher. The greatest need in Music is that someone who understands 
the great knowledge, the priceless wisdom, that has been given to us to preserve 
and hand down. l"luch of it is still available but the way the piano world is going 
it will be lost completely in a generation or two. You may live to see some 
wealthy philanthropic organization spend millions in research, trying to discover 
again how Mozart or Chopin should be performed. It will become like the stained 
glass of the Middle Ages or the building of the Pyramids, secrets which will never 
be recovered, This information is still available but so few want it. All want 
to be performers, There will always be a few who want truth and it is for these 
few we must work or the great art will be lost forever.' 

A research program such as it began in 1930 had to begin at grass roots of 
which Philipp was completely unaware. His life had been spent in the rarefied 
atmosphere of the Conservatoire and amongst great artists at the top of their pro
fession. The only students he knew were the gifted ones to whom Music was to be 
a career, the cream of the crop. 

Philipp had never taught a beginner and not even a young student. He did 
not realize, had no way of knowing the needs of the piano teacher who had never 
had any contact with the art as he knew it, especially in America, where the 
thousands of piano teachers scattered far and wide over this vast land were 
struggling to do the best job they could with none of the fundamental knowledge 
he took for granted. The day I went to him for my audition Godowsky was leaving 
as I went in. I think I realized at that moment what an enormous void there was 
between Philipp's world and mine, with all the background I had been so fortunate 
to have had. I felt like someone from the back-woods suddenly finding himself in 
a world in which he knew he did not belong. It did not help my audition immediate
ly aftervrard! I played very badly. 

This very moment influenced our thinking in the research work that was to 
follow later, Philipp accepted a pupil not because of how well he appeared to 
perform but were his defects teachable. 
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How many potential pianists have been sentenced to obscurity by teachers 
judging them only by what they heard. We all lack something. By Philipp's 
standards in every pianist there was something short of perfection. Why would 
the greatest go to him for advice and information if it were otherwise? So often 
are our defects simply a lack of something or other, not incurable faults. Philipp 
recognized this immediately in an audition. I have seen him accept as a pupil 
someone another teacher would not accept because the pianist did not display 
enough superficial skill to mark him as 'talented'. 

On the other hand I have seen him refuse to teach a seemingly brilliant 
young pianist another teacher would jump at the chance to be able to display as 
his student. One classic example of many: one young pianist was receiving ful
some praise from critics and audiences wherever he performed. He was being 
hailed as the greatest ' talent ' to appear on the pianistic horizon. He wanted to 
' finish off ' his playing under Philipp - a famous critic was the intermediary. 

Philipp went to hear his next concert and walked out unobtrusively at inter
mission. He would not grant the pianist an interview . He said to me: 'there is 
no way one can do anything with someone so conceited, How anyone can be conceited 
when one sees how much has been accomplished in our world, the greatness it has 
produced, is beyond me. But for a young man it is unforgivable. He is playing 
only what he has been taught. It is someone else's brains, not his own. He is 
so stupid that he now believes that it is his own god-given talents that have 
placed him where he is. It is now the time when he must face the realities on 
his own. He 1-rill not survive. ' It was not long before critics began to see ser
ious defects in his playing, an unbelievable lack of understanding in the pieces 
he was preparing on his own. He disappeared from the Music scene entirely. 

Philipp loved the humble. He understood so well that all are not cut out 
to have the physical endowments of Liszt or Paganini, the genius of Saint-Saens, 
the warmth and humanity of Kreisler, or the deep reverence for life of Albert 
Schweitzer- who,by the way , was a pupil of Philipp ' s , and a life-long friend. 
Underneath all greatness - perhaps the key to it - is the avid desire to learn 
and keep on learning. If you saw, as I was so fortunate to have seen, great 
artists constantly seeking musical truth, musicians one would believe knew every
thing possible about their art, you would not fail to be impressed by this. 

One day, at the age of ninety-two, Philipp had taught for ten hours - a feat 
for a young man- and looking for the next student he said: 'are there no more?' 
His day was barely more than half over! He never slept more than four or five 
hours, had never done so. By seven a.m. he had attended to his correspondence 
and was ready to work for sixteen hours or more. This was the day he said: 'I 
am so pleased, I have learned two things today I did not know before!' 

I said earlier that the last day we worked together before his fatal accident, 
he repeated what he had said twenty-eight years previously, only this time with a 
sadness in his voice I had never heard. 'Why have I failed in this one area; why 
is it that all want to perform, none 'frant to know? I have spent my life trying 
to accumulate every crumb of knowledge that has helped to make the Piano what it 
is. To what end? Pianists come to me to find out one particular point or another 
to improve their own performance. This is commendable, but it goes no farther. 
They are not teachers, and who in their audiences will detect a change in the 
rhythm or the nuance they have made in a certain piece? Even if they did detect 
a difference the reason remains undisclosed. If another pi anist d·etected it and 
copied it, it would be imitation only, with no understanding as to why. 

We are developing a race of pianists who are merely copying what they hear 
in concerts or on recordings with no concern for authenticity.' 

Josef Hofmann said the same thing to me. 'The young pianist today has no 
interest in the other arts; poetry, history, or philosophy. He makes no effort to 
learn why a piece should be what it is, where it comes from, the influences that 
lie behind it - in short to understand it. All he wants is to be taught as quickly 
as passable and go out and play it. Unfortunately many teachers are only too ready 

to oblige. It is the easiest way out. The tragedy is that it is the student trained 
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in this way who will pass on in turn his 'style' of playing to his students. I 
have lost all hope for the piano playing of the future.' 

Leopold Auer said it more bluntly when he wrote of the violin teachers 
'spreading the poison of their own ignorance'. 

The reader will wonder at some of the 'tones ' in this essay. I never 
heard a negative thought from Philipp. His every thought and action were positive. 
For many years I have hesitated to write as I have now done because the preponder
ance 9f evidence made it very clear that so few of the hundreds of pianists, 
teachers, and students with whom we have had contact were the least bit interested 
in anything but the keyboard. 

The work which began in Paris in 1930 with the attempt to find out asi1liDubh 
as we could about ' one-handedness ' soon developed into a new kind of research 
field including medical people, scientists, psychologists, artists, educators and 
many people of great wisdom and knowledge who fit into no category, even lawyers 
and a Justice of the Supreme Court. (This was not intended to be facetious but one 
of the less obvious relationships which have led to the many comments of the nature 
of 'Bhat has this got to do with Music?) You would be surprised to the extent a 
fine legal mind can sift evidence of new discoveries, assess this cold-bloodedly, 
and clarify it • 

Some offmy own close friends in Music have not been the least bit interested 
in even discussing anything that lay apart from their own instrument. 

Philipp grew up in the centre of the piano world, the Paris of Chopin, 
Liszt, Heller, Berlioz, Saint-Saens, Faure, Frank and others too numerous to ment
ion; the impressionist painters, and the many poets and Romantic writers like 
Heinrich Heine. He grew up and lived in a world where these people shared their 
knowledge to an extent never reached before in our modern world. Music above all 
was something to be shared with others, receiving and contributing. These great 
people understood Music in its primal sense. \~ hile a painting or sculpture may 
be hidden away or kept from public gaze in private ownership, Husic can not be so 
confined. A song-bird can not sing for the King alone! Even a monarch cannot 
prevent his servants from hearing it. Sound can not be enclosed. 

Philipp could never understand why so many musicians isolated themselves, 
excluding themselves from the warmth and breadth that comes from association of 
kindred spirits. He looked for and found the good points in others. It was not 
their defects of faults that he listened for. 

No one was as avid a concert-goer. From 1941 when he escaped from the 
Gestapo and settled in New York, he could always be found in Carnegie Hall at 
any concert of any importance. His door was always open and his friends and ac
quaihtanaes ~were legion. He loved people but detested publicity. He would have 
no part of it. He would grant interviews to the most unlikely people seeking in
formation but would not open his door to anyone whose purpose Has publicity in 
any form. Who, of his stature, would allow himself to be known only as 'I, 
Philipp, teacher of Piano?' No degrees, honors - of which he had many! 

Of all musicians he loved and respected most was John Coriglaan9, ~tbat 
great violinist and concert master of the New York Philharmonic for twenty-eight 
years. To Philipp, John Corigliano was a truly great artist, a: .. mtu~i~iia.n!_:S:=.mu'!'li~e-., 
i an, not just a great violinist. He had played under every conductor of note in 
the world and with every soloist of any account. He had a penetration into 
musicianship such as few have ever experienced. 

As more and more information kept pouring in from sources outside Music, 
it became evident that the elements that constitute Music could not possibly be 
understood at age eight - the age that had become a fetish as the starting point 
for music lessons and for which there is no authority human or divine - but must 
be studied at birth, A young pianist, a pupil of Philipp's, Grace Barnes , was 
judged to have the capability and temperament to take over this new area of re
search. She was thrown headlong into a field never before entered and her phen
omenal work in this area is now well-kno1-rn to msuicians and psychologists world
wide. 



24. 

It is no secret that Philipp felt that string players on the whole were 
much better musicians than pianists, learning from the beginning that their 
playing must fit ultimately with others, while the piano, complete in itself, 
almost encouraged the pianist to play the music in any way that suited him. 

John Corigliano had provided great assistance to the work in the early 
years, the one great violinist who saw eye-to-eye with Philipp and was the first 
to recognize the value of a research work in music education as a whole, in 
short he could see that so much that had been learned applied to the strings as 
well. It was not, however, until Miss Barnes had learned enough about young 
children that the need for incorporating a string program that could be adapted 
to the youngest child became evident. A young violinist, Deryck Aird, was selec
ted for this purpose and he and John Corigliano began to devise a string program 
which could be carried down to the youngest child applying the basic truths which 
Philipp knew so well were vitally necessary at the top. 

For the first time Philipp's great knowledge could be tested at the roots. 
New pwograms had to be devised as there was no music written for such early age. 
Hundreds of by-products had to be examined. For the first time Philipp's devel
opment of the left hand could be seen not as some unnatural pecularity but that 
all children could be trained to use both hands e~ually; that children are not 
born left-handed or right-handed but become so by accident. 

Then the amazing revelation that both sides of the brain were being activ
ated and that these children were developing capacities never before realized. 
Tracing their histories they were found to be as able in science and mathematics 
as in the seemingly contradictory artistic areas. 

Now before I go farther and leave some reader with the impression that 
what has been learned in the research program is just a documentation of Philipp's 
views of Music and the Piano, let me clear up this point. It began with Philipp. 
He was deeply involved right up to his death. He furnished the keyboard know
ledge and all investigations that have been carried out since have been based 
upon his concepts and with his full participation. 

This work has carried us into fields other than Music, but with the help 
and guidance of experts in these disciplines. We have not trespassed into areas 
in which we have no authority but we have had to incorporate terms which origin
ate in other fields into Music in order to make our findings understandable in 
today's world. 

When we began the search into the two hands, for instance, as far as we 
could learn this had not been investigated in other disciplines. We could get 
no information whatsoever on the subject. In fact there was no such subject. 
Such a search had to be an empirical rather than a scientific one. It took some 
twenty years to gather enough information to put this to practical use and devel
op programs for piano study based upon the evidence gathered through other dis
ciplines. 

Only in recent years has the label 'handedness' been given to this study. 
So if we use the word ' handedness ' it makes it more understandable in today's 
scientific nomenclature. Philipp never heard the word used but he was responsible 
for initiating the original search into this particular field. 

Another sensitive spot that loomed large in our early search was the 
~uestion of heredity and environment. To study this in Ethics was one thing, 
to observe this from a purely empirical position - to study children literally 
from birth *- has revealed evidence very difficult to refute. More recent re
search in other areas has corroborated Philipp's initial views which have been 
explored under the microscopes of many disciplines. 

* The youngest child we have had, as yet, was six days old, and from then on. 



25. 

Philipp believed in the overwhelming force of environment. First, and 
simply , we must discard so-called ' inborh talent ' . Whatever your own belief may 
be, it has no bearing upon the point that a child whose only music training is 
under the hands of the local music teacher in a small town has little chance of 
developing compared with one who had Johann Sebastian Bach or Leopold Mozart as 
a father, or was fortunate enough to be put in the hands of a great Master at 
early age. 

The first thing Philipp studied in the pianist was the texture of the skin 
of the hands. A coarse skin inhibits the flexibility and stretching so vitally 
necessary. Then the size and structure of the hand itself, the bone structure and 
whether the fingers are bony or fleshy and to 1-1hat degree. Is there a sufficient 
area of flesh in the tips of the fingers between the end of the bone and/or the 
finger nails1 

This is heredity. There are far more people with an anatomy unsuitable 
for the violin than those with the needed physical properties. The posture for 
the violin is the most awkward, physically, of any musical instrument. The arm 
is in the most unnatural position, a most tiring and strained one. There is no 
scientific data on the subject, but we do know that length, thickness, the kind 
of muscles which support this are determining factors in whether the student has 
a hope of becoming a violinist. 

Few know that Harold Bauer was a concert violinist before he even touched 
the piano. He told me the story - an incredible one -and laughed many times at 
the completely erroneous accounts in encyclopedias and music biographies. How 
one could wish to have been present on that spontaneous occasion when Fritz 
Kreisler ahd Bauer played the 'Kreutzer' violin and piano sonata of Beethoven 
and then Kreisler handing his violin to Bauer and playing it over again with 
Kreisler at the piano and Bauer playing the violin! 

Mr. Bauer never told me the reason but his friend Albert Spalding told 
me that 'Harold's arm was never comfortable playing the violin!. Bauer was 
stocky, thick-set, Spalding was long and lean. 'My arm was always just the 
right size to be as comfortable as possible on the violin. It is always unnatural', 
Spalding told me. 

Not enough attention is paid to this. A knowledgeable teacher should be 
able to determine whether the growing child will be better constituted for one 
instrument or another. A background in either will only be of advantage if a 
change is made. A background in both ther piano and strings - violin and cello -
is the greatest advantage of all. Very often the student himself will determine 
a preference. 

Studies in this area alone have uncovered information that was not known 
previously. Our studies have shown that the hands grow in the way they are used, 
not physically, of course, but in that mysterious co-ordination between mind and 
body, adapting themselves to one skill or another. 

It must be obvious that Philipp ' s knowledge of the greatest developments of 
the hands in playing the piano if carried down to the youngest child, and that 
child trained so that these muscular reactions were implanted at the earliest 
age, a pianist with immeasurably superior skills would be the result. Again it 
took nearly twenty years to observe this in growing children of every age and 
gain the proof whereby we could incorporate this knowledge into a planned program. 

Out of this, a revolutionary new concept emerged furnishing its own proof, 
and that is that Music should be taught according to the age capacity of the 
child as opposed to grades. And most certainly not begun at the disastrous age 
eight hallucination. Husic and speech come from the same source. They can and 
should be developed at the same time. Expose the youngest child to Nusic as he 
is exposed to the sound of language even before he can talk and Music becomes as 
natural as speech. 

The great obstacle, and a purely physical one, is that we have no instruments 
suitable to the youngest child. Should children be deprived of exercising and 
developing the elements of Music, which equally with the elements for speech are 
built in and ready to function at birth? 
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If a child were prevented from speaking until he could read, write, and 
count, at about age eight , you would find him as retarded as the child prevented 
from studying Music until this age - simply not allowed to exercise and develop 
the elements there at birth. 

We have been brought into contact with many theories about ' handedness ' , 
speculations based upon the study of children and adults who were already left
handed or right-handed. We know of none which has studied the child as we have 
done, before he has become left-handed or right-handed , and developed both hands 
eg_ually, 

As I said before, many by-products have surfaced unexpectedly such as com
pletely new pictures of the inig_uity of the restrictions imposed upon us as the 
result of being conditioned as uni-lateral organism. Our authority is confined 
to Husic, We are not psychologists, biologists, pediatricians, physiologists 
or psychiatrists, but our work has carried up unintentionally into these fields , 
so we cannot speak with the authority with which the label of any one of these 
would immediately validate our work and give us credibility. 

So while much we began to investigate in 1930, and the unnumerable by
products which originated in this study, now have names and labels which did not 
exist at the time - and for long afterward - it would be wrong to associate 
Philipp's name with ' handedness ' , for example, as it is now used , 

Up to now , with all the studies that have been and ~re being made in other 
fields, we have, as yet, to encounter anything like Philipp's development of the 
two hands, the resultant activation of both hemispheres of the brain , and the 
depth of understanding that could only come from one who had reached this 
empyrean. The principles that Philipp laid down for keyboard development were 
based upon this penetration into the human organism and the innumerable facets 
surrounding it. It is all there in the many works he wrote to illustrate this 
pianistically, On the surface they can be taken mistakenly as just exercises, 
but this was the only way he could demonstrate in practical form knowledge which 
could in no way be explained in words, 

He was aware, as few have been, that one can be eg_ually practical, scient
ific, mathematical, creative; and imaginative, poetic, artistic, What I am try
ing to say is that Philipp did not - could not - employ the word descriptions in 
current use for functfuons which he understood as perhaps no one else has under
stood to this extent. But he did these things. He knew, not as theories but 
from his own development and observing the results of these functions which he 
implanted into the organisms of others. 

In studying hundreds of children and adults under the microscope of 
Philipp ' s knowledge, one has to come to the conclusion that Science is not the 
final answer to the behaviour patterns of individual humans, and while no intell
igent person would take away one whit of the values with which the Sciences have 
enriched our lives, too much emphasis has been placed upon Science. It is an 
increasingly growing fallacy that if something is not scientific it can have no 
validity. Wiser generations will undoubtedly see life in a more balanced per
spective, 

Philipp's name is an integral part of the work which began with him and in 
which he was actively involved until his death. It would be impossible to dis
associate his name or his authority from what we have done. 

It is a curious anomaly that a research work such as this in which much of 
the investigation has been done under the aegis of people in fields labelled as 
sciences, and with their co-operation and approval, has been criticized as in
valid because it is not scientific. Let me give one classic example and then 
close the subject. We demonstrate almost daily the results of children - and 
those children having grown to be adults - exposed to this program from the 
earliest age. All the visiting experts from other disciplines have been con
vinced by what they have seen and related it to their own expertise, yet we 
have heard many times that this is not scientific proof that music study should 
begin before age eight. The amusing point here is that there is no evidence 
scientific or otherwise to support the age-eight figure, We have tried to trace 
this statement to some source, to no avail. The answer is always 'everybody 
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knows this. It has always been known'. These are the ones who criticize our 
findings as unscientific! 

Philipp was aware that the difference between animals and humans is the 
brain; that animals have developed an ability to adapt to their surroundings and 
conditions while humans, because of their brains, have the ability to break out 
of their habits and create new and improved conditions. \'lhy then have so few 
musicians any tendency to go beyond the boundaries of Husic as they know it, the 
way they have been taught and in which they are comfortable? 

In 1930 when many pioneers were looking inwardly and outwardly at their own 
disciplines, questioning the modus operandi and clearing out obsolete impedimenta 
in order to break new ground, musicians as a whole - and particularly piano teachers -
were decidedly averse to anything that would disrupt the status quo, There are no 
new and better ways to play Bach, Mozart, or Chopin. The only way performance of 
rhese works - at the standards in which they were conceived - can go, is downward. 

There is far more at stake in performing a great piece of music than just 
how fast one can play it. The sub-four minute mile is a great achievement, but 
the runner does not have the time to pluck the flowers along the wayside. To cap
ture mood of a piece, to re-live the atmosphere the composer has bteathed into it -
for unlike the painting or sculpture it is a living experience - is enormously 
difficult. It requires the finest balance of the intellectual, the physical, and 
the spiritual. 

Let me give you an example. The octave passage in the Chopin A flat polonaise 
is one of supreme difficulty for the pianist. Few pianists attempt it. Philipp 
had developed the octaves to the incredible speed of 116 to 120 to the quarter note. 
He had no intention of their being played at this speed, All great pianists know 
that one's capacity should exceed the need, so that one has time to play the passage 
in question in the way the composer intended. The polonaise as Chopin treated it, 
was a political pamphlet in sound. All Poles knew he was extolling the glories of 
the Poland under a monarchy free of outside domination and suppression. The 
polonaise was Chopin's picture of a stately processional before the throne, with all 
the majesty and dignity only a mind such as his could conjure. It was not the 
Indianapolis 500. 

The 'Hinute' waltz! In French 'minute' means small, tiny. It has no conn
ection with sixty sevonds. To try to play this at breakneck speed destroys com
pletely the artistic beauty of this little gem. Philipp knew how Chopin played it, 
moderately, with the time to bring out all the charm he wrote into it. 

The research program in the early years brought this into a perspective 
more plainly than Philipp could put it into words. It showed undeniably that 
Music follows one of two tangental roads and that musicians follow one or the other, 
too often unaware that there is another road, another device. 

One road recognizes that performance in Music is reproductive, not creative. 
The performer is reproducing someone else's creation. How closely he comes to the 
original can be the only standard of judgement. Did you ever hear a painter say 
'this is my interpretation of Rembrandt?' He will create a painting according to 
his own taste, but if he copies a Vermeer or El Greco , anyone can tell whether or 
not it is a good copy. 

The great artist in :Husic follov1s the one road only. He seeks every crumb 
of information to recreate Mozart as Hozart, Debussy as Debussy. Unfortunately we 
do not have the picture of Chopin's music before our eyes so that we can compare 
anyone's reproduction with the original, as we can with a reproduction of a Rembrandt. 
How many performers would survive if audiences had this means of comparison? 

I point this out to exemplify the integrity of those we call the great art
ists of our profession. They are aware of attitudes in f-1usic and know better than 
others that they could play without any thought of the composer, with no-one to 
say them nay. They are like those mediaeval craftsmen who carved the stone of the 
tombs, in places like Winchester cathedral, on the inside where it is not seen, as 
well as on the outside. These great artists - the few, sadly - have kept alive the 
art of Music for you and for me, preserving for posterity the wonders of the Past 
as well as those of the Present. 
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The other tangental road - and they grow farther and farther apart - comprises 
those who through no fault of their own are unaware that there is a d~fferent phil
osophy, or those who think that their own interpretations are superior to the artis
try of Beethoven or Brahms. 

Let us think that the former far outnumber the latter because it is hard to 
believe that egocentricity can be carried to this extent in any intelligent human 
being. 

Philipp nev~r expressed these views publicly. To him this was self-explanatory. 
We discussed this many times and I felt that his authority could have had great 
weight in influencing young musicians. Philipp was never brought into contact with 
any who did not follow the one road. There was no need even to discuss such self
evident truths in his world. He felt that there are more than enough sermons and 
writings on the subject of right and wrong, and if a person were not intelligent 
enough to understand this he had no place in Music. He simply wrote off any who 
fell into this category, and he was never wrong. He was completely unaware that so 
many young musicians had never known anything other than some particular teacher ' s 
so-called interpretations. 

To say that this is a changing world is hardly an earth-shattering profundity. 
Philipp was well aware of the foibles of Mankind and was amused by them. He used 
to say to me ' the tragedy of Nusic in America is that the concert-goer has to wait 
until the newspapers come out the next day in order to find out if he enjoyed the 
concert the night before.' 

But even in 1958 commercialism had not yet completely dominated the art as 
it has today. In my young days I heard every great musician in the world, met 
many of them, and got to know some as friends. In all those years of superlative 
performances I saw only two standing ovation~, one ··£or Paderewski on his first 
return tour after World Wam I, and on that memorable occasion when Bauer, Tertis, 
Salmond, and Huberman toured together. Now every performance gets a standing 
ovation whether it is a student recital or a very mediocre performance of the 
conductor of an orchestra, or a touring soloist. Who of us has not heard someone 
of prominence with no musical knowledge whatsoever hail some performance as the 
greatest, and his pontification accepted as Gospel? 

I remember Philipp being amused by my standing behind a group of English
speaking tourists listening to a guide in the Prado in Madrid explaining Velasquez. 
One lady in front of me said to another ' isn't he simply marvellous? ' The other 
one said~ I like the one on the left ' , to which the first one said ' I don ' t 
mean the painter, I mean our guide! • ' It is typical ' , said Philipp, taking it for 
granted that I understood that people were taken more by the reviewer than by the 
performance. 

The great artist in Music is the same humble dedicated person as those of 
fifty years ago - the searcher after truth. I have often said that I have never 
known a great musician who looked like a great musician - whatever that is. I 
know many musicians who dress and act to draw attention to themselves, These are 
not, and never will be, great musicians. They are the ones who never agree with 
Heifetz or Rubenstein. The inference is, of course , that their knowledge is 
superior. I once knew a scientist who dabbled in Music. He made no bones about 
it. Nusic was something that could only be taken as a very inferior pastime, 
unworthy of the serious consideration necessary to his own work. One could know 
all there was to know about Husic by spending the few moments at it left over 
from his own busy schedule and other more important activities. A friend of 
mine was greatly impressed one day when he told her how annoyed he was when he 
was interrupted by the telephone in the few minutes he had tb spare to play some 
of those little Chopin Etudes! In the community in which he lived he was regarded 
with awe, He talked down to musicians and non-musicians alike, his pronouncements 
accepted as Gospel. The fact that no one ever heard him play any of those ' llttle ' 
Chopin Etudes , or the obviously much greater works which the 'little ' intentionally 
implied, detracted not one iota from the aura with which he surrounded himself. 

It is very difficult for the young musician of today to penetrate the miasma 
that surrounds Music. The problem is much like that of children today and the 
difficulties they face in trying to ' raise ' parentsl 



It would be impossible to view Music otherwise than Philipp regarded it, if 
one had heard all the pianists since Liszt, knew most of them intimately and was 
regarded by all as a kind of 'Father Image ' in their world, 

Philipp never imposed his idear, or what could be called a philosophy of 
the Arts, on anyone. His was not a missionary zeal. It became evident piece by 
piece over the years . One pianist after another came to him for advice and counsel. 
\lhat did Chopin mean in a certain passage; hoH actually did Anton Rubenstein treat 
each movement of the ' Emperor ' concert~;what were Tschaikowsky's own thoughts about 
the violin concerto - this for a violinist; how did Caesar Franck approach hs own 
works. Each came away with different information, the question and answer never 
duplicated. 

The moral here for the aspiring young musician should be quite clear. 
Build your Husic on truth. The vi tal fundamental bases of Music are readily avail
able to any who seek them out. Don ' t try to copy some pianists ' ' interpretation ' 
of any piece. Artistic truth begins at the bottom, not left for the top. A fine 
piece of furniture begins with the quality of the wood, then upon the taste and 
skill of the master craftsman. No amount of paint can disguise a poor product and 
make it valuable, The Turks say a strong perfume is the sign of a bad odor it 
seeks to cover up. 

Play in time! Pitch is tangible, un-arguable, Rhythm is intangible, it 
is the pulsation that emerges from strict time, not in the metronome itself, but 
grows out of it . Mozart said that ' the most necessary, the most difficult thing 
in music is the tempo ' . Ries and Czerny both said that Beethoven always played in 
time. Every musician, every teacher, should have ever in the fore-front of his 
mind the advice to young musicians by the Apostle of the Romantic period. Schumann. 
' The playing of many virtuosos is like that of a drunken man walking. Do not make 
such your models. Play in time! ' Philipp always said that Chopin could not stand 
music played out of time. He made his pupils play with the metronome in their lessons 
before releasing them from its stricture. Liberty is being freed of something. It 
is not licence. 

Chopin said that the left hand should be like the conductor of an orchestra, 
unwavering, with the right hand playing freely - when the music calls for it -
within these bounds. He was the despair of many pianists of his time because they 
listened to the embroidery work which took their attention away from the strict 
rhythm underneath. He himself could not explain it satisfactorily in words. It must 
be heard demonstrated. Philipp was the Master at this. To hear him play strictly 
in time with the exquisite rubato was an experience rare in music. Difficult? Of 
course, but it is not beyond the reach of any intelligent person who is aware of 
this and is willing to devote some effort to it. It is like the old definition of 
the law of compensation in Nature: wherever there is a hill there is a valley, and 
if a man has one short leg, Nature compensates by making the other one longer! 

No, the great musicians have never surrounded their art with the atmosphere 
one associates with funeral parlors. Beethoven loved puns, as did Shakespeare. 
Some of the most delightful humor I have ever heard occurred spontaneously from 
those whose names rank among those we consider the great artists. It was real wit, 
not the stories repeated over and over that some unknown person originated. Philipp ' s 
quick wit would bubble forth unexpectedly and of great subtlety. He could detect 
humor in a situation which would be unnoticed by most, but never at the expense of 
anyone. He was full of amusing anecdotes, little episodes that never get into the 
biographies of famous people. I could repeat evough to fill a book, but it would 
only be hearsay on my part and have no validity - also offend some people still 
living or their descendants. On one occasion Philipp went to a concert by a well
known pianist, a friend of his. He played the Moonlight Sonata on his program and 
in discussing it afterward, Ellen Gilberg remarked that he made it sound like sun
light, not moonlight. Philipp said ' you are mistaken; it must have been night 
because everyone slept.' 

On another occasion he went to one of Josef Hofmann's last concerts in New 
York. He admire - Hofmann greatly. Hofmann was very anxious for Philipp to be there 
and sent a limousine to take him to the concert. ' I found myself in a box, surrounded 
by wealtpy people ' he told me. ' Hofmann knew only wealthy people. He played with 
the great delicacy and charm of which he was capable and as I applauded a voice 
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came over my shoulder and said: I can ' t understand you a great artist applauding 
that clown. It was -------' (a famous violinist) I said ' why,did he not like 
Hofmann? ' ' Like him! He hated him' said Philipp, chuckling, 'Why did he hate 
him? ' I asked. 'He just hated him ' , said Philipp, as if that were enough. If he 
knew the background, or the reason, he did not tell me. ' lilhy then did he go to 
the concert ' , I asked. 'Hoping to find out how badly he played, I presume, ' said 
Philipp. Philipp was a friend of both. He took no sides, he was like a smiling 
Buddha, detached from and amused by the foibles of Mankind. 

Shortly before he died he was greatly disturbed by a friend who kept press
uring him to teach a friend of his who was practicing hours a day with no instruc
tion. ' Why don ' t you teach him, and get your friend off your back ' , I suggested. 
' He is too old ' , said Philipp. 'How old is he', I asked. ' One hundred and four' , 
said Philipp, in his own ninety-fifth year! 

After being one of the wealthiest musicians in Europe - money poured in from 
foyalties, his writings, teaching, judging competitions, consultations - he died 
penniless, existing on the little he earned teaching and from editing. Whether he 
had much or little made no difference in his way of life. He lived in a little 
hotel room in Paris, within sight of the fine apartment he had always lived in, 
full of priceless instruments, paintings, manuscripts, a lifetime of correspondence 
with the greatest of almost a c·entury. At the deliverance of Paris after World 
War II his home had been stripped of everything - not a piece of paper left. Not 
a trace has ever been found. It is quite conceivable that some day someone will 
discover a hidden library of priceless knowledge about Music, and a book be written 
about one of the greatest minds in the history of the art. A book containing facts, 
figures , dates, and wisdom, but without the knowledge of the incredible living 
personality behind it - the wisest, the most humble, the most generous, and the 
most lovable human being it has been my fortune to know. 

Music is the youngest of the arts. Its development - apart from the natural 
instrument, the voice - was retarded for centuries by the lack of instruments 
adequate to express the thoughts, feelings, and experiences which Man could man
ifest so readily in other media. The keyboard instruments took longer to evolve 
than the strings. Great violins made in the 17th century are priceless instrum
ents,today. The Piano, as we know it, capable of complete musical expression 
dates from Beethoven. In a short fifty years it had reached a pinnacle as a 
medium for musical expression which has never been equalled. If another piece 
for the piano were never written, audiences could go for a lifetime to concerts 
of the greatest repertoire without ever hearing a single duplication. No pianist 
could begin to perform more than a fraction of the literature extant. Philipp 
came closest. What other pianist could, or would, spend nearly eighty years ded
icated to one purpose and average at least sixteen hours a day at it? 

He had no domestic distractions; his only social life was his relations and 
correspondence with those who earned his friendship. He never attenaed social 
functions, rarelylleaving home except where his own work made it necessary. All 
visited him! Few days went b,y but what some pianist, violinist, composer, could 
be found discussing music with him and exchanging reminiscences. He would not 
have known how to cope with the small-talk of which all of us are guilty. He 
never experienced it. Humor? He loved it, and wit; ,and so did his friends. I 
doubt if they would ever be his friends had they lacked humor. Roward the end 
of his life he became fascinated with ' \1/ esterns ' • To see people shooting others 
in scores intrigued him beyond measure. ' It is incredible ' , he would say to me, 
'that people enjoy being shot at and shooting others ' . 

To see one of the greates names in the history of Music living in a little 
hotel room in Paris, the city that had been the ' Mecca ' for the world's musicians 
for many years; a room with no piano and only the barest of essentials was a sight 
to break one's heart. I know he went back to Paris to die. He told me as much. 
He would never accept anything from anyone. In the last years he lived onthe 
little he earned editing and some teaching. It was enough. He who had given 
away a fortune to help others! Shortly before he died I spotted a shaving brush 
with the hair worn down to nothing. '\.fhere is your shaving soap? ' I asked, 'I 
do not need it, ordinary soap is enough' he said. I took him a can or aerosol 
shaving cream. He protested but I left it anyway. 
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Shortly before Christmas I received the unbelievable letter. 'Your aerosol 
shaving cream is wonderful. Do you think you might send me another can? ' I did 
of course, but before I heard again, he had suffered his unfortunate accident and 
died on February 20th. I think that nothing ever touched me quite as much. I 
showed the letter to our dear mutual friend John Corigliano. John couldn ' t believe 
it. ' He would accept nothing from anyone. To ask for something, from anybody, is 
unbelievable. He must love you greatly ' , said John. 

Of course I am biased, prejudiced - anything you wish, To have had the 
privilege to work with Philipp in a way no one else ever did; to share in an area 
of tiJ:usic that he felt most vital to the preservation of the art as he knew it; to 
live with him in dimensions perhaps no one before him, and certainly no one ever 
again will experience in the piano world; but most of all to have had the intimate 
relationship I was so fortunate to enjoy with a remarkable human being. If being 
prejudiced is the price one pays for such an experience I can only feel that I had 
a bargain. 

Philipp could hardly be unaware that he had made a unique contribution to 
Music in general and the Piano in particular. One cannot put a fence around know
ledge, and unlike so many, rather than posing as having secret formulas to be 
guarded jealously - which he could have done so easily - and put an enormous price 
on them, he dispensed his knowledge freely. Many treatises on the Piano and its 
literature which have had good sales in the trade were based upon knowledge with 
which Philipp furnished the writer gratuitously, sometimes being given credit, more 
frequently not. 

The writer of a highly-respected and worthy book on Music visited Philipp 
daily while writing the book gathering information which only Philipp could supply 
and without which this book could never have been written. Philipp derived nothing 
from this and only a small credit if one took the trouble to read the fine print. 
This did not bother him as it would most. I have heard pianists in interviews 
quote Philipp chapter and verse, dispensing profound knowledge as if it were their 
own and never a credit to the source . I always felt that this was carrying altruism 
too far but Philipp would provide the sam~ pianist with information the next time 
he sought it. Often he would chuckle and say to me ' I should have written the book'. 

How often he said to me ' we are nothing. It is Husic we must work for, not 
for ourselves. The composer is everything, we are nothing. He who does not put 
the composer above all else is himself finished. To mutilate a great painting or 
sculpture is a heinous offence, an unforgivable crime in the eyes of all, but 
one can mutilate the composer ' s marvellous creation beyond all recognition and 
boast of this as a great personal triumph. As if he is far superior to the one 
who created the masterpiece.' Philipp ' s door was closed to any pianist who prided 
himself on his ' interpretation ' . When one considers the numbers to whom his door 
was always open one must have faith in the integrity of the many who do keep our 
art alive. 

Philipp had a deep interest and a profound understanding of the changes in 
Mankind ' s attitudes and his thinking in those crucial periods of upheaval in our 
history, and like Newton, he was firmly convinced that every action produces a 
corresponding reaction. He deplored the madness of the world as he knew it - up 
until 1958 - and could not reconcile this with peoples who were furnished with 
more advantages and a better life than at any other period in the world's history. 
But he was as firmly convinced that a day of reconciliation would arrive - as it 
always had - when people would recognize that they had been blinded and cheated 
and a revulsion set in against the nonsense that had deprived them and their 
children of the stable values that make life worth-while. 

I have said little about the research prganization which began with our 
first discussion over the use of the two hands in Paris in 1930 . It was Philipp ' s 
knowledge that provided the grist for this mill. Nothing new has been added to his 
wisdom and nothing contradicted, It is now forty-eight years since his philosophy 
has been subjected to the cold-blooded microscope of other disciplines, dissecting, 
analysing, and synthesizing the innumerable facets and by-products which have 
emerged from this research. The voluminous facts and figures accumulated in 
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these years have not only corroborated his views but have revealed the incredible 
insight he had into Music as an art far beyond the factual knowledge which was 
peculiarly his and beyond dispute. We can quote facts and figures, and postulate 
percentages beyond reasonable doubt dealing with the people of Music, teachers, 
students, performers, Schools, and Colleges. We have needed the invaluable 
assistance from disciplines outside Music itself in order to clarify and develop 
the means for putting his knowledge into practical form in the light of today ' s 
usage. 

Let me give you an example. The muscles must be developed peculiarly for 
this one activity. Anyone who skiis, plays golf, or tennis, would ridicule the 
idea that one could become compepent at any of these by just going out on skiis, 
or batting a tennis ball or golf ball with no attention to the form which has 
made these sports what they are. 

In no way can one become a pianist without developing the hands for this 
one purpose and this can not be done by playing pieces. So many people who play 
the piano believe that if they could only get their hands to assume the same shape 
as Rubenstein ' s, or Horowitz ' s, or Steinway's picture of Philipp's hands at the 
keyboard - of which I posses the negative - they could play like them. The piano 
muscles are built into the hand. There is no mystery to it. It has been known 
for over a century and a half. 
' Philipp took the formulas of Czerny, Clementi, Chopin, Liszt, Heller, and 

Saint-Saens, many of which had never been co~mitted to print, found the common 
denominators and added to these the highly-specialized individual discoveries 
which had never found their way into common pool. Out of this came the first 
documented patterns embracing every phase of development of the hands for playing 
the piano. 

There is one unwurmountable obstacle in instruments such as the strings 
and the piano and this is that so much depends upon visual demonstration. That 
marvellous work the Philipp 'School of Technic' published by Theodore Presser 
should be the piano teacher's Bible. It was commissioned by Presser in 1908. 
Its purpose was to provide the American teacher, who had little or no contact 
with the great European developments, with the fundamental knowledge of how to 
build the piano hand. Its scope is unparalleled in the piano literature, as 
valuable today as when it was written and will remain so as long as we have eight 
fingers and two thumbs. It is the belief of the many experts who have analyzed 
it - musicians and non-musicians alike - that it is the greatest single contrib
ution to the understanding of the piano hand ever made. I have had many requests 
from teachers searching for something such as this and have always suggested this 
work as most valuable. Most I have never heard from, others have told me that they 
were unable to teach it, never giving any definite reason. 

Again the stumbling-block. It must be demonstrated! It is no use saying 
to a student do pages 15 and 16 for your next lesson; the student is helpless un
less shown how to do it. When demonstrated its results are remarkable, the piano 
hand is built automatically. All the basic skills are there. 

Which brings us to an interesting analysis of the mind of the piano teacher, 
based upon over forty years of personal contact with scores of teachers, hundreds 
of students, records kept by music stores, the life and death of books used by 
teachers, etc. If you are a piano teacher and you know that you are one of the 
many who are exceptions, you will not be in the least offended by some cold hard 
facts that are indisputable. Few piano teachers practise what they teach, and by 
this I don't mean that they do not play the piece for the student. This is equally 
inefficient as it leads so easily into thoughtless imitation, but the teacher must 
be able to demonstrate every tiny aspect of the piece, particularly the difficult 
spots and their solution. 

I know of piano teachers who sit back at a desk giving verbal directions 
and writing instructions to be followed for the next lesson! Philipp sat at the 
piano the whole lesson, observing every tiniest detail and anything less than per
fection was extracted and he demonstrated over and over again if necessary until 
the pianist could not only perform it at his level but understood the problem and 
its solution. 

I chuckle like Philipp when I think of the violin student who came from 
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another teacher and whose intonation was terrible. When asked if the former 
teacher had illustrated the works she played, she said very proudly that he was 
far above that. This he did not need to do, he told her so. She was convinced 
that only a very inferior teacher would have to resort to this kind of instruction! 
this teacher had never taken a violin in his hands at any time in her lessons. 

Getting back to the 'School of Technic', it had never occurred to Philipp 
that anyone would use it without demonstrating at the keyboard each passage for 
the student. I was lecturing not so long ago to a well-known association of piannc 
teachers and in the question period following the lecture one teacher asked what 
works I would recommend for certain stages of technical development, and when 
without hesitation I began with the Philipp 'School of ·.Technic ' , she interrupted 
me with: ' but this is so elementary!' I guess I must have looked so aghast that 
the audience roared and the questioner sat down red-faced, leaving me speechless 
for a moment. I could only remark that I personally had never found it so. 

All of which brings us back to the piano wisdom of Isidor Philipp. The 
temptation to stray is so hard to resist when I recall the hundreds of incidents 
dealing with Music and musicians that cropped up during those wonderful years of 
association. One more anecdote which will explain me better than I could explain 
myself. John Corigliano, the greatest of concert-masters, once told me that if 
he could play under Pierre Monteux he would want to play the violin until he was 
a hundred. Neither John nor I could do so. It was not to be. 

The whole intent of this work was to try to fulfill as many as possible of 
Philipp ' s offerings to Music, and to pass on to all who sought them the great mus
ical truths. First recognize that Music must be shared, not just by teacher and 
pupil. This is not enough. Music teaching is by condition the most isolated of 
all professions, and isolation leads to narrowness and event~ally to competitive
ness. This si the most unhealthy aspect of the art. Remember the words of Ra~ph 
Waldo Emerson: ' In every man there is something I may learn of him and in that I 
am his pupil. ' 

Even two teachers sharing ideas and working together will profit greatly. 
Neither will suffer and once the ice is broken wyou will find others, who have 
never known anything but isolation, eager to share. Sharing must be giving as well 
as receiving. Don ' t form a Club. These turn too easily into projects such as 
how to raise fees, or at best become social affairs. Most damaging of all they 
become restrictive, generating rules wh~ah accept some and exclude others. 

By sharing I mean kindred spirits working to better each other by sharing 
knowledge. Begin with the words of Socrates: ' know thyself.' I have a personal 
philosophy which may be put, perhaps inadequately, into these words: ' the most 
difficult thing in life is to thimk or act beyond the confines of one ' s own 
experience'. Quite simply, most of us become so conditioned to our own way of 
life and our own experiences, that we are not aware that there is far more out 
there somewhere - better ways of doing things, knowledge we may have missed -
much that is readily available if we only look at ou~selves and question what we 
know. 

If the way you teach lacks the ingredients that Liszt and Chopin incorp
orated in their teaching~ elements that produced great results, and you could 
with some effort obtain these, would you still be content with what you know? 
It is very difficult to look upon Music in any other way than the way in which 
we were taught. Very rarely do our horizons extend beyond those of the particu
lar teachers with whom we studied. 

What was it Alexander Pope said in the Essay on Criticism: 'tis our judg
ments as with our watches, none go just alike yet each believes his own'. Ask 
yourself, are you really sincere in what you teach? Have you taken the pains to 
test the truth of what you are doing, or are you just repeating what Mr. So-and
So told you? You can easily find out. Have you fallen for the clap-trap, the 
utterly insane gimmicks whose only purpose is to sell the books of the perpetra
tors of this nonsense? Various pie symbols and catch-words and phrases as a 
panacea for rhythms and pitch which can be taught in a few minutes by any en
lightened teacher? It is well-known that the eight-year-old mind is incapable 
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of concept - percept, yes, but not concept. Even Newton could not understand 
concept at age eight. To add any extraneous steps to what can be taught directly 
and so easily leads not only to confusion but condemns the student to be a bad 
reader. Never teach anything that will have to be undone or changed later. Nus
cular and mental processes built into the organism at early ages become fixed, 
usually for life, and only the very rare and exceptional individual can by Hercul
ean effort change them. 

I have rambled much, I am avrare of it. To give a cut and dried digest of 
the philosophy of the most profound mind it has been my fortune to encounter -
and it has been my fortune to have known some whom the world credits with great 
intelligences- would be inpossible divorced from the man himself. He was so tol
erant of my weaknesses and deficiencies. I beg the reader to be so with me. 

Have you ever tried to teach, or write, with a presence constantly with 
you? To try to put into words the wisdom of a mind far beyond your own, thoughts 
which cannot be dissociated from the tone of voice that uttered them, the express
ion of face changing from serious to humorous, from wistful to nostalgic, and under
lying all the deepest of reverence for those he considered as far above him - the 
composers - and the admiration for the many musicians who have excelled in every 
area. 

To hear the tone of his voice when he described Busoni's tone. No critic 
could convey in the written word the admiration Philipp could put into a few spoken 
words. To the end of his life he always said that Busoni was the greatest pianist 
he bad ever heard, and he knew them all. He used to say to me that you could put 
as many famous pianists as you could gather together behind a curtain, have each 
one play the same piano and he could immediately tell which was Busoni. The tones 
he produced were indescribably beautiful. 

Godowsky, the most intelligent, the most artistic, with a phenomenal tech
nique, who was admired and appreciated mostly by his peers. Paderewski, who 
touched your heart. Anton Rubenstein, the giant who could make you hear angels 
caressing the strings and turn the concert hall into an inferno. Rosenthal, 
Friedman, Friedheim, Liszt's great pupil; the superb chamber music playing of 
Harold Bauer who was able to transfer the sound of the strings to the piano key
board; Hofmann whom Rachmaninoff once described as the greatest living keyboard 
pianist; Mark Hambourg whom Leschetizky said was the greatest talent who had ever 
passed through his hands- I could go on and on. Some I knew, others I knew through 
Philipp. All were different, each one possessing individual virtues. Obviously 
no one could do everything as well as someone with a special virtue. It was al
ways the good points that Philipp drew attention to. Individual shortcomings? 
Were they not to be expected, is it not Nature's arrangement? He made me see the 
good points of each, to look for them, and not expect each to have all the virtues. 

Tone was, is, and always will be the paramount virtue in Music. Sound, 
of any nature, can be pleasing or unpleasant, whether it be the human voice, the 
golden tones of the nightingale or the screech of an owl, the sounds of Nature or 
a musical instrument. What a tragic error is the popular conception that tone on 
the piano depends solely upon the instrument, that two pianists playing the same 
instrument will sound the same. Nothing could be farther from the truth. The 
pianist makes the tone just as does the vimlinist or cellist. 

A friend of mine, a famous violinist, had just finished a solo recital and 
we were talking in the his dressing-room when a local violinist came in. My friend 
had laid his priceless Stradivarius and bow on a table and the local violinist 
without a word picked them up and played a few passages. We were both stunned by 
this unthinkable rudeness, too stunned to say anything, but I was glad to have 
witnessed it for the sounds she made - yes, it was a lady? - were very ugly and 
could have come out of an assembly-line fiddle. She broke the silence with :'now 
I see how you get your tone. I wish I had one just like it!' 

Of course, the quality of the instrument is important, but the pianist 
makes the tone just as does the string-player. Two pianists can make the same 
piano sound like two different instrument~. ?Tone is awareness to sound. To 
the ' lady ' violinist the tone she produced on the Strad was just the same to her 
as that of the owner. 


