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  PREFACE.




The welcome which was given to the Memoir of Jenny
Lind in the original edition of two volumes has encouraged
us to offer it in a smaller and less expensive form. In its first
form it was essential that it should aim at completeness and
thoroughness of treatment. It had to omit nothing that might
legitimately be asked for, by those to whom her memory was dear
in Sweden, and in Germany, no less than in England. It had to
satisfy the attention and the interest of musical experts, to whom
her career was a record of artistic perfection. To do this, it
could not but be lengthy, detailed, and somewhat expensive. But,
after all this has been done, there remains a larger English public,
to whom she had become a name rather than a positive memory;
who had never heard her sing: but yet to whom her life could
not but appeal with the irresistible force that belongs to genius
whenever it is allied with simplicity, candour, purity, and courage.
To them, her story would speak home, if only they had the opportunity
of reading it.


We have, therefore, ventured on the task of reducing the
memoir to one volume, by vigorous curtailments, and by omission
of much technical matter.[1] We trust that, in this reduced
form, it may still convey the impression of a character which had
a touch of unique nobility. Nothing has been added, except that,
in the chapter entitled “Last Words,” an attempt has been made
to fill up the outline of Madame Goldschmidt’s art-life after her
marriage, that it may be felt to have the reality, and the value,
which undoubtedly belonged to it in fact.



  
    
      H. S. HOLLAND.

      W. S. ROCKSTRO.
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  BOOK I.
 ANTICIPATION.



CHAPTER I.
 INTRODUCTION.


Jenny Lind—the name carries music with it to English ears.
The memory is very tender and fragrant of her who, to our joy,
found, for so long, a home among us. And yet it may well be
questioned whether we English have even yet formed an adequate
estimate of her gifts and character.


For what is it which we have in our minds as we recall her
name? It is, first, some tale of the wonderful days when all
London went mad over her singing. We have heard people tell,
as their eyes kindle with the old passionate delight, how she came
tripping over the stage in the Figlia, and how the liquid notes
came rippling off her lips. We hear of the hours they waited in
the historic crush at the Opera in the Haymarket; of the feverish
energy with which they toiled to catch one glimpse of her passing.
We remember, with a smile, some picture in an old copy of Punch,
or the Illustrated London News, of scenes in the opera passages
on a Jenny Lind night.


And then we add to this memory of that surpassing triumph,
the thought of one whose purity and simplicity won all hearts to
love the girl who, in the hour of her overwhelming success, remembered
others rather than herself, and poured out her money
in charities, and devoted her marvellous gifts to the relief of
poverty and the healing of pain.


That is our English picture, and it is good and pleasant enough;
and it is quite true, so far as it goes. But it is strangely imperfect
and fragmentary. It assumes that her operatic career is to be
identified with the brief passage of those London seasons, and
that her fame is a private possession of our own here in England,
where she lived and died. There prevails no general conception
that the English visits were but the latter episodes of a long
dramatic experience—an experience which had begun, with extraordinary
promise, before she had passed out of her childhood, and
which had already won to her the same enthusiasm which greeted
her in England, not only in her own Swedish home and in the
kindred capital, Copenhagen, but in the great musical centres of
Germany—Berlin, the Rhine, Leipzig, Munich, and Vienna.


Nor was it only the enthusiasm of the general public for a most
beautiful voice, which had been already given her; but it was the
authoritative chiefs of the musical art who had signalised in her
the arrival not only of an exquisite singer, but of a supreme and
unique artist. The admiration for Jenny Lind was not a mere
popular fever, such as has now and again followed the steps of
some favourite of the opera. Its peculiar force lay in this—that
it held enthralled the highest and best minds in Europe. It was
the men of genius who recognised in her something akin to themselves.
In her native land it had been those who dominated in
the musical and literary world who were drawn to sing, and write,
and talk of her—Geijer, historian and poet; Lindblad, the “Schubert
of Sweden”; Bishop Thomander, Fredrika Bremer, Topelius.
At Copenhagen it is the chief artists and poets, and writers and
sculptors of the day who are profoundly sensitive to her influence—Jensen,
Hans Andersen, Thorwaldsen, Melbye, Œhlenschläger.
In Berlin it is Meyerbeer, who can talk of nothing else but this
marvellous Swedish girl. In London it is Moscheles, who writes,
“What shall I say of Jenny Lind? It is impossible to find
words adequate to describe the impression she has produced.
This is no short-lived fit of public enthusiasm. So much modesty
and so much greatness united are seldom, if ever, to be met with.”
It is Thalberg, Taubert, Schumann, who welcome her into the
elect company of the masters, “who know.” It is Tieck and
Kaulbach at Berlin, it is Grillparzer at Vienna, who are her
friends and her hosts. And, finally, it is Mendelssohn himself,
who, as will be seen in the letters that follow, is fascinated by her
personality, and feels all his gifts roused in him to compose something
worthy of her, and is eager and on fire to put out all his
power in an opera which she may sing, and bends before her
judgment as to his own place and career, and delights to share
with her the deepest motives and convictions with which he sets
to work at the Elijah. Does not our picture of the Haymarket
crush rather fade into insignificance as a standard of Jenny Lind’s
position as an artist when we recall the high notes of the soprano
in the Elijah, giving out the cry of Seraphim to Seraphim, “Holy,
holy, holy, Lord God of Sabaoth,” and remember that it was with
her image before him that Mendelssohn wrote that music—that it
was to catch the peculiar beauty which he loved in her voice that
the high F sharps ring out so appealingly in the “Hear ye,
Israel?” And have we at all realised that she was one of whom
he could say, “She is as great an artist as ever lived; and the
greatest I have known”?[2]


The question that we have put was one which her visible
presence would at once suggest. Surely those who first saw her
in much later life must have instinctively felt a jar between the
popular ideal and the realisation; not that she was less than their
expectation, but that she was so much more than the general
report tended to convey. They had come to be introduced to her,
murmuring perhaps to themselves some air from the Sonnambula,
or the Figlia, with which her early fame was associated; but the
air was forgotten when they found themselves in her presence;
that strong and solemn face, with its deep lines and grey pathetic
eyes, with its grave dignity, with its serious exultation—what had
this face in common with an opera of Donizetti? Charm,
animation, lightness, grace—these, no doubt, she had at command,
and she could brim over with gaiety and humour; but not in
these lay the impression she produced—not here was the dominant
note struck. Rather one felt oneself to be facing a character of
emphatic force and vigorous outlines—a character that it was
difficult to imagine curbed within the conventional artificialities
of the Italian drama. It had far more of the impressive pose of a
powerful tragedienne. Even the name of “Jenny Lind” seemed
to be inadequate to the occasion. It is a name which English
lips caress with affection, having in it the sense and sound of
some homely and endearing diminutive. But here, one felt, was
something more than affectionate diminutives could express;
something more than a delicious singer; something more, even,
than the pure and simple and beneficent woman. All this there
certainly was, but with it and above it was that which startles and
quells and even alarms—something of a rare and majestic type,
which broke through the ordinary layers which encrust and
imprison our average human life; a character solitary and distinct,
dowered with strange intensity, retaining its free original spontaneity,
drawing ever on its own resources, independent and
somewhat contemptuous of those external tests and standards
by which the mass of men guide their hesitating judgments.
Susceptible, indeed, she was, as an artist must be, to outside
influence and atmosphere, but her individuality had not succumbed,
or lost its sharp and unique distinction under this liability to
sensitive impression; it had never yielded to the grinding years.
It retained, obviously and undeniably, the rarity and the grandeur
of genius; and all who had eyes to see knew, at a glance, that
here before them was a pilgrim-soul, aloof and uplifted,



  
    
      “One of the small transfigured band,

      Whom the world cannot tame.”

    

  




It is to justify this high estimate of her powers and gifts that
this book is written. It starts from the level of Mendelssohn’s
judgment of her. If, indeed, she was the greatest musical artist
that he had ever known, it is well worth while to ask whence her
capacities took their rise, what was their artistic development,
what are the special notes and features which were most characteristic
of her genius. The book proposes to respond to such
questions as these; and, with this end in view, after lightly
tracing the records of her birth and early infancy, it offers a
sketch of her dramatic career from the year 1829–30, when she
first passed within the doors of the theatre, to the year 1850–51,
when, after having bade farewell to the stage for ever, she signalised
her new position by her triumphant passage to the New
World beyond the Atlantic. Within those full twenty years she
was a Child of the Drama in an intimate and peculiar sense.
Within that time she won the experience, under the pressure of
which the gifts with which she was endowed received their impress,
and moved forward to their perfection. By the close of those
years she had gained everything that gave its unique character to
her artistic genius; for, not only had she proved her complete
mastery over all the manifold opportunities and material of the
operatic stage, but she had already, in earlier days, by her singing
of selections from the Creation, and the Seasons, and more
especially by her marvellous rendering of the soprano part in
the Elijah, in London, on behalf of the Mendelssohn Scholarships,
on December 15th, 1848, attested her supremacy in that domain
of art which was so singularly congenial both to her special
capacities and to her spirited temper, and through which she was,
in after years, to carry such a high message to her hearers—the
domain of sacred Oratorio.


Those twenty years, then, contain the secret of her growth as
an artist. The years that followed, besides the splendid opportunities
which they brought her of exercising the powers which
were already matured, added, also, to this, much which matured
and deepened the woman’s inward history—added the good gifts
which she herself had, by hard necessity, most pitifully lacked in
her early days—the gifts of tender domestic love, of watchful
devotion—the background of warmth and confidence which
belongs to home, and husband, and children. All this would, for
herself, measured by her own balances, be of priceless worth in
the estimation of her life, and for those who knew and loved her,
it would be of inexhaustible interest. But it is the artistic life,
alone, of an artist, over which the world has a positive and
undeniable claim. An artist is, in a sense, public property; his
or her art makes direct appeal to public judgment; it offers itself
as a public endowment to the world at large. Its development,
its movements, its story, are public facts. And it is due to mankind,
when it gives to an artist a generous and unstinted welcome,
that it should know the peculiar growth and training, the advantages
and the perplexities, the hindrances and the helps, through
which that gift, which was at last so triumphant, won its slow
way forward out of darkness into light. Such a story may not
be without profit, if it aids men to understand how better to
cherish and foster those germs of genius which are to be found
scattered in such strange freedom, amid conditions which seem
least calculated to rear them in hardihood and grace. And,
certainly, the tale of Jenny Lind may well be told for the sake of
bearing splendid witness, to all those who feel themselves stirred
by some inherent native power, of the unconquerable force with
which a pure and strong individuality, if it be true to the inner
light and loyal to the outward call, can dominate circumstances,
however harsh and rude, and can, with a single eye on the far
goal of artistic perfection, and upheld by faith in God, move
straight to its aim with an unswerving and irresistible security,
shaping its passage, amid pitfalls and snares, over this perilous
earth with a motion as free and sure and faithful as a star that
passes, in unhindered obedience, over the steady face of heaven.


Nor will it be without significant interest that those twenty
years begin with her earliest attachment to the Royal Theatre in
her own home city of Stockholm, and end with her tribute-gifts,
made out of her wonderful winnings, as thank-offerings to that
theatre and home to which her heart had so often and so tenderly
turned. The years of her main artistic growth are those in which,
whatever her successes elsewhere, Swedish influences dominated
her life. It was from the Swedish stage that she derived all her
dramatic training. It was Swedish literature, Swedish literary
men, who first made her sensitive to the high motives that were
at work within her. It was in their company, under their
encouragement, that she learned the truth and power of her
own spiritual promptings. It was to carry back to her beloved
Stockholm the rich fruits of her Parisian discipline that she toiled
in exile. And even though, as an artist could not but do, she
felt her spirit expand when she found herself taken into the full
sweep of the musical forces at a great centre like Berlin, still her
Swedish heart beat true to the old home-country, and it was out
of her innermost self that she bent herself, as soon as the currents
of her public triumph carried her far abroad, to the sweet task of
securing for Sweden, out of the gains that Europe and America
poured into her lap, records and pledges of her faithful remembrance
of the needs and necessities of her own people, and her
fatherland.



  
  CHAPTER II.
 CHILDHOOD.




“A Child of the Drama”—so we have named her—and not
without reason; for it was within the shelter of the Royal Theatre
at Stockholm that she first found the comfortable warmth of a
steady and a tender home, in which her child-heart, with its
intense affections, could freely and candidly expand. She was
hardly ten years old when she came under the guardianship of the
Royal Theatre; and throughout those nine early years, she was
a forlorn little pilgrim, often passed about through the hands
of strangers, and pitifully deprived of that deep security which a
fixed and stable home-life inbreeds in us through its traditional
sanctities and immemorial kindnesses.


Her birth, which took place in the parish of St. Clara, in
Stockholm, on October 6th, 1820, found both her parents somewhat
under difficulties. Her father, Niclas Jonas Lind, son of a
lace-manufacturer, seems to have been able to do little or nothing
towards providing a home for mother and child. He was very
young, only twenty-two years old; he had, through lack of
energy, failed to continue his father’s business, and at this time,
kept the ledgers at a private merchant’s house; in virtue of
which office he is entered as “Accountant” in the church register
at the baptism of his little daughter, who was christened, on the
day after her birth, with the name “Johanna Maria.”


Such a post would, no doubt, bring him in but little; and perhaps
he was not very likely to make the most of what he got.
For he was good-naturedly weak; much given to music of a free
and convivial kind, such as was widely popular in Sweden at that
day. Mr. Lind had a good voice, and took an eager part in these
musical festivities. Such a life, it will be easily understood, does
not tend to foster steadiness or thrift; and he was perfectly
unable to provide mother and child with either lodging or board,
though he probably contributed to it in some slender way. All
the practical management had to be left to the energy and
determination of the mother, who was, at the time, making her
own way through the world under conditions which were not
favourable to a baby’s entry on the scene.


She was, herself, of very respectable burgher-stock. Her maiden
name had been Anna Maria Fellborg; but she had been first
married, in 1810, at the age of eighteen, to a Captain Rådberg. Her
marriage had proved very unhappy, owing to the bad character of
the husband; and after about eighteen months she obtained a
divorce from him in the High Ecclesiastical Court, the Court assigning
to her, in decisive recognition of her husband’s misconduct,
the custody of a little daughter who had been born to them, called
Amelia Maria Constantia, together with aliment to the amount of
half Rådberg’s income, whatever that might be. She was thus
thrown upon her own unaided exertions; but she was a woman of
great force of character, well-educated for her circumstances,
resolute not to be beaten. She got along, in one way or another,
chiefly by means of education; and in 1820, at Jenny’s birth,
was keeping a day-school for girls, one or two of whom she also
boarded; it was one of these little boarders, nine years older
than Jenny, who became afterwards so helpful to her as companion
and friend—Louise Johansson, whose name will frequently recur
in the course of our story.


A baby would be, no doubt, a most tiresome inconvenience in
the management of such a household; and so her mother seems to
have placed the child, at once, under the care of Carl Ferndal, who
was organist and parish clerk of the church at Ed-Sollentuna,
some fifteen English miles out of Stockholm. She was tended by
this man and his wife for about three years, her mother visiting
her, it seems, at intervals, and spending with her the summer of
1821. Owing to some dispute with the clerk, she took Jenny
back in 1824, probably in the early part of the year, to Stockholm;
but it is possible to believe that those early years in Sollentuna
were not without some influence on the child’s character, for they
seem to have woke up in her, from the very start, that innate and
instinctive sense of the country which was so noticeable in her.
The instinct itself is, indeed, native to the Swedes, for whom “the
country” is a passion; and this national characteristic held, in
her, a deep-rooted dominion. Somehow, one felt, in her company,
as if she had come out of the country. She was in close touch
with all that belongs to a simple peasantry. She knew the tones
of its songs; and the rhythm of its dances; its simplicity, its
charm, its pathos—all were hers. Something of its native depth
and dignity seemed to have passed into her. She ever felt herself
at home in the country; she breathed there freely; she
revelled in its wild flowers, in contrast with cultivated garden-flowers
for which she had little love. She had an intense delight
in the songs of wild-birds, with whose ways and habits she had
intimate acquaintance. She enjoyed, especially, the expanse of
wide waters. She delighted to be at large; she hated crowds, and
the pressure of a city, and the unresting stir of society. She did
not desire the constant company of many fellow-creatures; the
town-instincts did not draw her. Her need of music might bring
her to live there where she could best satisfy it; but her heart was,
naturally, away in country-scenes, where men were not too thick
and near; and where God seems closer; and where the soul can
feed its own high thoughts, somewhat aloof and alone, unfretted
by man’s insistent noise. Yet, after these first four years, she was
brought up altogether in a city, winning the sight of the country
only in her holidays. Something, surely, sank down very deep
into the tiny baby, as she toddled in and out of the clerk’s house,
in the village of Sollentuna—something, which made her at home,
ever, amid trees and fields—and something which was still strong
in her to the end, linking the first days in the Swedish village to
those last hours when she waited for her death, hid in the English
home, where she had made for herself a refuge of peace, amid the
sweet solitude of the Malvern hills.


Back, however, to Stockholm, she was then quickly brought;
and there, in her home, she, most likely, found a new arrival in
the person of Fru Tengmark, her grandmother on her mother’s
side, now in her second widowhood, who had, hitherto, lived with
one of her daughters, Fru Perman, at Östersund, in the north of
Sweden, but who had now come to press her claim for admittance
into a certain Home for the Widows of Stockholm burghers, an
established and endowed institution of some importance in Stockholm.
Already, in 1822, the old lady had put in her plea that she
was unable, at an age which made employment impossible, to save
herself, by her own efforts, from need; but it was not until 19th
August, 1824, that rooms were finally allotted to her. Jenny,
therefore, it would appear, found her at her mother’s house; and
she seems to have received from Fru Tengmark a more kindly and
appreciative treatment than it was in her mother’s nature to bestow
upon her. She always spoke of her grandmother with strong
admiration and affection. Above all, she took in from her a
profound impression of religion; and it was to her that, in after
years, she was accustomed to trace back those spiritual influences
which became the very soul of her life.
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It was the grandmother who was the first to detect the musical
gifts of the child; and this detection left a profound impression
on the child herself, as if she, too, then first made a discovery of
what was in her through the surprise which she found herself
producing in others. The story formed her earliest distinct
memory. Coming up from the country to the town, she was
struck by the music of the military bugles that daily past through
the street; and one day when she fancied herself alone in the
house she crept to the piano on which her half-sister used to
practise her music, and, with one finger, strummed out for herself
the fanfare which she had caught from the soldiers. But the
grandmother was at hand, and, hearing the music, called out the
name of the half-sister, whom she supposed it to be; and little
Jenny, in terror at being found out, hid under the square piano;
she was so small that she fitted in perfectly; and the grandmother,
getting no answer to her calls, came in to look, and
presently discovered her, and dragged her out, and was astonished,
and said, “Child, was that you?” and Jenny, in tears at her
crime, confessed; but the grandmother looked at her deeply, and
in silence; and when the mother came back she told her, and
said: “Mark my words, that child will bring you help.” And,
after that, the neighbours used to be called in to hear her play.
As she told the story in later years, she would reproduce most
vividly the frightened look of the child creeping away to hide;
and the significant look of the wonder-struck grandmother as she
took in that it was indeed the tiny creature of three years old
who had played the tune. She never forgot the historic
“fanfare”; and, as the earliest signal of her after-career, it is
given in the form in which she herself committed it to the
memory of her daughter.


At this day-school Jenny continued with her mother, for three
or four years; but, at last, the only boarder, Louise Johansson,
was taken away, and her mother found herself hard pressed for
funds. She determined to go out as governess; and, perhaps
with this intention, answered an advertisement stating that a
certain childless couple were anxious to have a child to take care
of. It turned out that this couple lived in the very same
Widows’ Home, in which Fru Tengmark had rooms, the man
being the Guardian or Steward of the Home—a thoroughly
comfortable and respectable position, by right of which he occupied
the Lodge at the gate. This all seemed to fall in admirably,
as Jenny would have the companionship of her favourite relation.
So thither she was sent, probably in the year 1828; and her
mother retired from Stockholm and took a place as governess, in
Linköping, carrying with her her daughter Amalia Rådberg to
help her in her educational work.


For a year and more she lived in the Widows’ Home, but
there is nothing recorded of her life there until we come to the
famous incident which brought about her removal, and which
fixed, for ever, the lines of her future career. It came about in
this fashion. “As a child I sang with every step I took, and with
every jump my feet made.” So she herself records in her letter
to the editor of the ‘Swedish Biographical Lexicon,’ written in
1865;[3] and, apparently one of the forms which the perpetual
song took was addressed to a cat, “with a blue ribbon round its
neck,” of which she was very fond. The rest of the story shall
be given in her own words as they were taken down by her eldest
son, to whom she told it at Cannes in the spring of 1887:—Her
favourite seat with her cat was in the window of the
Steward’s rooms, which look out on the lively street leading up to
the Church of St. Jacob’s, and there she sat and sang to it; and
the people passing in the street used to hear, and wonder; and
amongst others the maid of a Mdlle. Lundberg, a dancer at the
Royal Opera House; and the maid told her mistress that she had
never heard such beautiful singing as this little girl sang to her
cat. Mdlle. Lundberg thereupon found out who she was, and
sent to ask her mother, who seems to have been in Stockholm
at the time, to bring her to sing to her. And, when she
heard her sing, she said, “The child is a genius; you must have
her educated for the stage.” But Jenny’s mother, as well as her
grandmother, had an old-fashioned prejudice against the stage;
and she would not hear of this. “Then you must, at any rate,
have her taught singing,” said Mdlle. Lundberg; and the mother
was persuaded, in this way, to accept a letter of introduction
to Herr Croelius, the Court Secretary and Singing-master, at the
Royal Theatre. Off with the letter they started; but, as they
went up the broad steps of the Opera House, the mother was again
troubled by her doubts and repugnance. She, no doubt, had all
the inherited dislike of the burgher families to the dramatic
life. But little Jenny eagerly urged her to go on; and they
entered the room where Croelius sat. And the child sang him
something out of an opera composed by Winter. Croelius was
moved to tears and said that he must take her in to Count Puke,
the head of the Royal Theatre, and tell him what a treasure he
had found. And they went at once; and Comte Puke’s first
question was, “How old is she?” and Croelius answered, “Nine
years old.” “Nine!” exclaimed the Count; “but this is not a
crèche! It is the King’s Theatre!” And he would not look at
her, she being, moreover, at that time what she herself (in her
letter to the ‘Biographical Lexicon’) calls “a small, ugly, broad-nosed,
shy, gauche, under-grown girl!” “Well,” said Croelius,
“if the Count will not hear her, then I will teach her gratuitously
myself, and she will one day astonish you!” Then Count Puke
consented to hear her sing; and, when she sang, he too was
moved to tears; and, from that moment, she was accepted; and
was taken, and taught to sing, and educated, and brought up at
the Government expense.


So she told the crucial event in her life in her own graphic
manner. Those stairs were to become familiar enough to the
little feet which then first felt them. Up that broad flight she
stepped on to the platform on which, for twenty years to come,
she was to live out her life, and win her unexampled victories.
As she pulled at her mother’s unwilling hand that day, she took
the step which determined her whole destiny.


For, radical as her mother’s dislike might be to the stage, yet
fate, on the one hand, was too strong for her, and, on the other,
she was pressed sorely by her straitened means. Croelius and
Count Puke were not going to let their new-found treasure slip
through their hands. They made an immediate offer to relieve
the mother of all direct responsibility for her child’s maintenance
and education; they proposed to adopt her into the School of
Pupils, which was attached to the Royal Theatre, looking to repay
the expenses, which they risked, through the after-success which
they anticipated. It was a generous proposal; it came at a
moment of pressure when it was almost impossible to refuse the
opportunity of relief; and the mother yielded. To her it still
seemed an act by which, in her own words, used afterwards to the
Directors of the theatre, she was “sacrificing her own child to the
stage.” But circumstances were unfortunate, and she could not
but agree. So Jenny passed over from the Widows’ Home to
become a little nursling of the Drama; and the world owes a debt
of genuine gratitude to the Directors of the Theatre Royal for so
quick and bold a recognition of the wonderful gift which lay hid
in that tiny body. Rare, indeed, in the annals of art is it that
the official authorities are so swift in their appreciation of strange
and exceptional genius or so ready to make a venture on its behalf.
And the chief honour, in a deed most honourable to all concerned,
must lie with Herr Croelius. It was his insight that saw what
there was in the “shy, gauche, and ugly, under-grown girl;” it
was his courage that laid compulsion on the natural unwillingness
of Count Puke. “The person,” she herself wrote in the letter we
have already quoted to the editor of the ‘Biographical Lexicon,’
“whom alone I have to thank for the first discernment of my
gift of song was the Court Secretary Croelius, Singing-master at
the Theatre Royal. He told me all that which in later years
came to pass.” His kindly features, quaint and dignified, are
recorded in the accompanying sketch, on which she herself, long
afterwards, wrote her witness to the goodness of him who was
“the first to discern her gifts,” and whose insight and courage
determined her career.



[image: Black-and-white engraved profile portrait of a 19th-century man facing left, with handwritten inscription reading ‘Croelius, my first dear old singing master’ and a note referencing a performance at the Royal Theatre of Stockholm, 1829.]



So closes her early childhood. Hitherto she has sung as Nature
bade her, singing to herself, singing to her cat, singing “at every
step and jump which she made with her baby feet.” Something,
indeed, she may have caught from her mother, who was qualified
to teach music, and from her half-sister and the day-pupils who
used to practise on the piano on which Jenny made her first
famous experiment; and she would have heard her father, who
used to come in the evening and sing, while her mother played
the guitar, when the little one lay probably in bed. And, even
at Sollentuna, she would have listened, in baby-wonder, to Ferndal
as he played his organ in the church. But her young life had
been, as we have seen, strangely wandering, chequered, and untutored,
and nearly everything she had must have come from her
own instinctive spontaneity. She was now to pass at this tiny age
into a school devoted to the drama, under the definite training
and discipline of skilled masters in music. The little foundling
of Nature was henceforward to become the child of Art.



  
  CHAPTER III.
 PUPILAGE.




The Royal Theatre, at Stockholm, into which Jenny Lind passed
in the September of 1830, was to be, for the next ten years, the
scene and centre of her life. In it she found a nursery for her
child-talent; a school to direct her entire development; a playground
in which she tasted the delights of companionship; a
home, which watched over her with fatherly interest and
authority; a stage on which she was greeted with unstinted
appreciation. It became, for this spell of years, the pivot of all
her efforts, the focus of all her associations and hopes, the environment
within which all her gifts opened and discovered
themselves.


The theatre was subsidised from the Royal Civil List, and was
directed and controlled by the office of the Lord Chamberlain.
Its chief officer was a Royal Director (Intendant), under whom,
among other officials, was the Chief of the Singing Department.
The first office was occupied, at the time of Jenny’s entry, by
Count Puke; while the second was filled by Herr Croelius, who
was dignified with the title of Court Secretary. The official
finances came under the supervision of Herr Forsberg, an official
in the War Office, who was charged with the honorary superintendence
of the Theatre-School. He took an almost fatherly
interest in Jenny Lind; and she retained an intimate and affectionate
friendship with his family, until her death.


The theatre stands in the heart of Stockholm, close to the
Norrbro (North Bridge), overlooking the wide basin of the
Norrström: it is a large, handsome building, facing the street
known as the Gustaf Adolf’s Torg, with its basement and double
stories, on the second of which, in fine and airy rooms, was housed
the School of Girls attached to the theatre, into which Jenny was
now introduced, herself the very youngest of all, as we may gather
from Count Puke’s complaint that Croelius was treating the
theatre as if “it were a crèche.”


The “Directors of the Royal Theatre,” as its authorities were
called, were in the habit of boarding out the pupils at some
certified home, or homes, in the town, under the charge of some
lady with whom the theatre made terms for food, lodging, and
educational supervision. And, here, we come to a rather curious
arrangement, which might, if it had been happily carried out,
have combined, most fortunately, Jenny’s new conditions with her
natural home-relations. Her mother had moved back to Stockholm
just before Jenny’s entry at the theatre: she had taken, in
the spring of 1830, a flat in No. 4 Quarteret Hammaren, in the
Jakobsbergsgata. Had she taken it for the very purpose of
boarding the pupils of the theatre? It is impossible to say: but,
certainly, this parish of St. Jacob is close at hand; and, very soon
after her return, she appears to have been intrusted by the
Directors with some of their boarders; and, among them, probably,
her own little daughter. Indeed, this is made almost certain by
the fact that Jenny’s very earliest recollection of the Theatre-School,
as she often told her daughter, was her running to the
school, to keep herself warm, in the cold winter mornings, dressed
in the vivid smart colours, which her mother and half-sister loved,
and which she so hated that she used to pull the bright feathers
out of her bonnet as soon as she was out of sight of home. At
last, in 1833, the affair took shape in a legal contract, drawn up
between the “Directors” and Jenny’s mother. The conditions of
the bond are most precise. They begin by stating that they have,
already, since April, 1832, been paying for[4] “Jenny Lind’s board
and education,” and that, through the progress she has made
since then, they have “formed the best hopes of her usefulness
for the theatrical profession,” and that they “desire to attach
this young talent, by more definite conditions, to the Royal
Theatre.” They wish, therefore, to close a contract with her
mother, with the terms of which, as they carefully insert, “Jenny
Lind has declared herself satisfied.” The child is to be received
in the capacity of “actress-pupil at the Royal Theatre”; and
cannot, without the consent of the Directors, be released from
her engagement until she have, through her after-efforts, “made
restitution for the care and expense bestowed on her education.”


“During her growing years, and until she is competent to be
allotted a fixed salary, she is to receive, at the expense of the
theatre, food, clothes, and lodging, together with free tuition
in singing, elocution, dancing, and such other branches of
instruction as belong to the education of a cultivated woman,
and are requisite for the theatrical profession.” The carrying
out of this instruction is then committed to her mother, who
engages to teach her “the Piano, Religion, French, History,
Geography, Writing, Arithmetic, and Drawing.” She is also to
see to all matters of “food, fire, furniture, and clothing, bedding
and washing”; and to have for her a tender mother’s care.


For these purposes she will receive from the Directors 250
Riksdaler Banco (i.e. 20 guineas), while Jenny herself will be
given two Riksdaler Banco every month for pocket-money, out
of which she is to pay (poor child!) for her own needles and tape
as well as for silk and cotton towards the mending of her clothes;
this will leave not very much over for Jenny’s private purposes;
but on the other hand she is to be allowed the use of a pianoforte
belonging to the Royal Theatre; and moreover, after the 1st July,
1835, she will actually be supplied with a chest of drawers,
as well as bedstead and bedclothes, at the special cost of the
Royal Theatre. Her mother is to see to it that the little pupil
carefully observes the hours for lessons, rehearsals, and representations.
The Royal Directors are to judge when the tiny
creature will become competent to enter as actress with a salary
from the Civil List, after which a new contract will be made,
by which she will be pledged to remain for ten years in the
service of the Royal Theatre for such a salary as the Directors,
having proper regard to her talent and usefulness at the time,
shall decide to grant her; but, in case “the aktris-elev Lind,
contrary to the good hopes entertained on her behalf, were for
one reason or another to prove of no use to the Royal Theatre,
or, again, if she were to fail in that obedience she owes to the
Royal Directors, it shall have full right to discharge her from
the theatre after three months’ notice, in which case the contract
is to lapse.”


So runs the deed, signed, on behalf of the Directors, by
P. Westerstrand, who had succeeded Count Puke as Intendant,
and by Carl D. Forsberg, of the War Office; and, below their
signatures, Jenny’s mother declares herself to be satisfied with
the proposed conditions.


The bond is impressive, first in requiring the “full education
of a cultivated woman.” There, in that phrase, is a distinct
ideal. It implies that the drama is no narrow, specialised
function of a mere expert; but is an affair in which the entire
mind and character of the artist are concerned, so that the
theatre itself may well spend its money in securing, not only the
technical and professional training, but also that the pupil shall
have the intelligence developed and fertilised, so that it be level
with the average culture of the time.


And then, again, the completeness of the more professional
instruction is well worth notice. Elocution, dancing, the piano—all
are necessary to perfect the dramatic singing. The memory
of this completeness in her early theatrical education left an
indelible impression on Jenny Lind. She felt that she owed to
it so much that contributed to, and enriched, the full effect of
her musical gift; and especially she valued her trained skill in
expressive and beautiful motion, gained in the dancing school at
the Theatre Royal. She moved exquisitely. Her perfect walk,
her dignity of pose, her striking uprightness of attitude, were
characteristic of her to the very last; and no one can fail to recall
how she stood, before, and while, she sang. Her grace, her
lightness of movement were all the more noticeable from the
rather angular thinness of her natural figure; and there can be
no doubt that they threw into her acting a charm which was
positively entrancing.


To what degree the full education of a cultivated woman was
actually attained in her case, it would be hard to exactly define.
A great musical gift like hers carries culture with it; and, then,
she had, all her after-life, revelled in the society of the most
cultivated men in Europe. So that it is difficult, from knowledge
of her in later days, to say how much she had gained out of the
formal instructions given her in childhood. But, naturally,
these can only have been of an elementary and superficial type.


Nevertheless, the list of general studies named by the Directors
was not merely nominal; pains were taken; the instruction was
given. Religion, in spite of the hostile proximity of French on
the one side, and of the piano on the other, was carefully attended
to; and her Confirmation certificate, given her on May 10th,
1836, witnesses, by the hand of the rector of St. Jacob’s parish,
Herr Abraham Pettersson, that she passed the public examination
in the Christian doctrine of salvation “with distinction.”


For French, she went, probably, to the classes of M. Terrade,
teacher to the Royal Theatre; the instruction was slight, but
a certain degree of conversational French was in free use in
Stockholm at the time, and would be habitual round about the
theatre. Still, before her visit to Paris in 1841, she thought it
necessary to take special lessons; and she had, when there, as we
shall see, to grind at the grammar; so that her early knowledge
must have been quite unscientific.


As to the piano, she, certainly, gained, at some time in her
early life, a complete mastery over it, which stood her in good
stead, and afforded her great enjoyment in later years. It was
true that she had injured her left hand, when young, while
striking fire with a flint on tinder, which to a certain extent
crippled its full use; and, besides, she feared to fatigue and
contract the vocal organs by serious practice on the piano. But,
in spite of this, she handled it freely, and finely; she delighted to
improvise on it, which she did with a touch of genuine genius;
and part of the peculiar charm of her northern songs, as she sang
them, came to them from her delicious playing of the accompaniment.
There seems to be no doubt that, from quite early days,
and more especially at about the age of sixteen, she could use it
with easy familiarity; for, while still at this school, she used to
“coach” the other girls through the musical parts of the plays,
beating them out, herself, on the piano.


She had an eager and intense appreciation of her native literature;
but, no doubt, this would be largely due to the influence
of the Stockholm literary world, into which she was heartily
welcomed at the time of her first triumphs.


A specimen of her drawing still remains—some painted flowers,
done in the exact and formal manner of the day, but bearing
sufficient witness to her having had the regular lessons; and
those, probably, from her mother, who has left designs of the
same type.


One accomplishment must be mentioned with special honour,
her sewing. She worked magnificently. “Madame’s stitches
never come out,” is the later testimony from her maid to her
powers. And she loved to do a piece of work, designing it
herself, and achieving it, with the thoroughness of an expert.


German, which, afterwards, she loved, and pronounced beautifully,
she did not begin until after her twenty-fourth year.


English was only slowly won, after her English visits. Her
usual speech in this country at that time was French.


So much for her general education and accomplishments; but
we have been anticipating the course of our story, to which we
now return.


The little girl, then, started in the spring of 1833, with what
might well seem good hopes. Her career had taken a definite
shape; she was provided for, if nothing went wrong, for years to
come; she was to receive a regular education; and a future
position was assured to her. In the meantime she was to be
housed, and cared for, by her own mother, in the happy companionship
of other girls.


Mdlle. Bayard, the lady superintendent of the school, was a
person much respected; and the pupils were sure of enjoying care
and attention from her. Jenny seems to have been exceedingly
happy both with her, and with the other girls; but, alas! her
trouble came from where we might least expect it—from her
mother. Was it that her strong and resolute nature had been
warped by early disappointment?—that the early marriage with
Captain Rådberg at eighteen, with its rapid disillusion, had left
serious damage behind it on temper, and character? Certainly,
the world had gone hard with her. She had had to fight her way
along for herself, under the burden of straitened circumstances.
And she was somewhat proud, and stubborn, and self-willed. She,
probably, fretted at the sense of being below the conditions which
her burgher blood might expect and justify. From passages in
her letters, we shall see, that she was quick to resent a slight, and
hard to pacify. Altogether, from her recorded words and expressions,
we can feel that she was one for whom things would
not run smoothly. She was apt to show herself cross-grained,
violent, harsh; and this not only to others, but also to her
child.


Before going on to tell the pitiful story of this early harshness,
it may be well to remember that the daughter’s memory of her
mother was not all dismal and unkind. Their characters had,
probably, many elements in common; her mother’s force, her
mother’s haughty persistence reappeared, to some extent, in Jenny
Lind. She, too, was not apt to take life too easily. And, again,
she warmly recognised all that she owed, at this early time, to her
mother’s talents, and resolution, and effort. There was, below all
the divergence, a strong tie of underlying attachment. The actual
intercourse was, indeed, unhappy; it was marred by cruelty, and
narrowness, and suspicion, which left a life-long shadow on the
child. But it was not without something in it, which would,
under brighter circumstances, open out into the tenderness and
gentleness which belong to the name of mother, when once the
early hardships were passed.


But it is these bad days of which we have now to speak. It
appears that the pupils found the treatment they received from
her too stern and hard; and they were soon removed to rooms at
the top of the theatre itself; and placed under the charge of
Mdlle. Bayard. Here they fared excellently; and were extremely
happy. Jenny, who remained at her mother’s, used to visit them
there; and it was now that she struck up her intimate friendship
with one of the pupils, Mina Fundin, who became her favourite
playmate, and with whom she kept up, for life, an affectionate
relationship. This lady is still alive, residing in Stockholm. It
would seem that the contrast between the lonely severity of the
home and the lively society of the theatre-rooms was too much for
Jenny; and, at last, after some bout of harsh treatment, on the
30th of October, 1834, she took matters into her own hands, and
ran off to Mdlle. Bayard. The Directors saw the merit of the
proceeding, and allowed her to remain there. But her mother was
not a person to acquiesce in such an arrangement, and the result
was a long dispute with the theatre for the recovery of the child.
It can serve no good purpose, now, to follow the track of this
unhappy wrangle. It is enough to say that the mother was not
content, until she had applied the pressure of the law against the
Directors; that, at first, she only rested her appeal on the bond
with the theatre, and that, when this failed, in January, 1835, she
set to work with a more determined effort. Mr. Lind, who had,
hitherto, kept in the background, was called to the front to take
part in the struggle; and, together, they combined to make good
their full parental claims over their child. Such a claim, once
formally established, and put in force, was, necessarily, irresistible;
and the theatre was obliged to surrender Jenny, by a final
judgment of the Royal Upper Town-Court, on the 23rd of June,
1836; and was, also, directed to recognise the existing contract of
1833 as still standing, and to pay, therefore, to the parents the
stipulated sum for Jenny’s keep, which was owing from January
1st, 1835, to April 1st, 1836, together with lawyer’s fee, etc.
There the quarrel ended; on June 6th the theatre notified to the
parents that Jenny would return to their house on July 1st, to be
boarded at the old terms; and both Mr. Lind, and his wife,
countersigned the notice.


It is pleasant to think that, in spite of these most uncomfortable
proceedings, the little creature over whose person home and
theatre were fighting so strenuously was spending a most happy
time at Mdlle. Bayard’s; and it is delightful to read the brimming
letter which she wrote, in the very thick of the wrangle, in August
1835—the very first word that we actually possess from her pen.
It is written from Skytteholm, a place lying on one of the inland
lakes which, in Sweden, are called by the pleasant name of
“Sweet-Waters,” where the pupils were taken for their summer
holidays. It is addressed to the mother of her little playfellow,
Mina Fundin—the Mina mentioned in the letter, who has made
such desperate resolutions from which she is only saved by the
state of her nerves and the motherliness of the “sensible old
woman.” With Mina’s mother, Jenny is evidently on the brightest
and most affectionate terms. Here is the letter:—




  
    
      “Skytteholm, 5 Aug., 1835.

    

  





  
    
      “My dear Little Aunty,

    

  




“Pardon me for taking the liberty to write to you—but—I
really don’t know what to write about! Yes, I know! I
hope that my little Aunty and Lotta are quite well;—we are
flourishing, all of us!


“Ah! thank God! soon we return to town; I long dreadfully,
for now there is no more fun down here. You must not feel
uneasy, Aunty, about Mina going to drown herself, for she has
not yet done so, because she is too nervous even to go near the
water—Oh, yes!—occasionally she does run the risk of it, but I
will look after her—I, who am a sensible, old woman.


“We eat fruit in such quantities that sometimes we are not able
to walk, but we can’t get so very much, for the simple reason that
there are so few ripe ones; we only eat currants, and those are
most wholesome, aren’t they?


“Adieu, kind little Aunty! Do not mind my having written so
badly, I shall write better another time. I venture to enclose
myself in Aunty’s friendship.



  
    
      “Yours truly obliged,

      “Jenny Lind.”

    

  




“Oh! how beautifully written!”





The applause of the last phrase refers to the signature, which
is written with a vigorous flourish. The tone of the letter is
delicious,—simple, gay, and tender. They must have been bright
days out of which such words came; and it must be confessed,
we fear, that some of the brightness was probably left behind
her, on the day when she returned to her own mother’s house
on the 1st of July. The nature of the return, to begin with,
was not likely to be very auspicious; and, then, there was the
partial loss of her merry companions. However, we hear of
nothing to show that things did not go smoothly.


And, in the meantime, too, success is coming, and continually
growing, to enliven, and enhearten the days. Whatever the
struggle, and trouble, that her life brought in it, certainly of one
grief, which is apt to darken the days of young artists, she was
absolutely free. She was never troubled by a lack of recognition.
From her earliest childhood, her gifts were felt to be surpassing;
and this feeling never flagged. From the beginning of her
dramatic career to its close, it is one unbroken triumph; and she
had this singular good fortune of finding her way to the exercise
of her gifts, before a sympathetic public, as soon as she had them
to exercise. We shall see, in the next chapter, the way in which
this happened, and the direction which her success took. We
shall see that this risk on her behalf, which the Theatre Royal
ran, and to which we have ventured to give cordial praise, was
one which justified itself, by practical results, almost as soon as it
had been run. The theatre had hardly sown before it found
itself reaping. The child, whom Count Puke thought more of
an age for a crèche than a Royal Theatre, was already, before she
was in her teens, bringing grist to the Royal mill.



  
  CHAPTER IV.
 CAREER.




We have seen that it was the child’s musical talent that, first,
evoked the wonder of her neighbours. The stupor of the grandmother
at the baby’s fanfare on the piano; the amazement of
the passers-by at the song which was being confided to the ears of
the patient and appreciative cat; the tears that started to the
eyes of Croelius—these are the earliest signals of her marvellous
gifts. But we, now, have to recognise a new characteristic, which
was almost more phenomenal than her singing. Indeed, it may
well be doubted whether, during her first ten years at the Royal
Theatre, it did not surpass her voice in witnessing to the presence
in her of a unique genius. This was her dramatic power. Precocious
and extraordinary as her child-voice had been, both in
versatility and in tenderness, yet her early woman’s voice did not,
at first, exhibit or develop its after-gifts of high sonority. It was
still thin, and veiled. Rather, at that time, the secret of her
success lay in that intense and irresistible identification of herself,
voice and all, with her part, which is the highest proof of dramatic
genius.


In later years, those, who heard her sing in opera, would often
say, that if she had not been the greatest singer in the world,
she would have been the greatest actress. And we shall see the
evidence for the truth of this anticipation, if we glance over the
early records of her performance at the theatre; and we shall,
also, understand through what years of actual experience it was
that she had obtained that thorough mastery over all the detail
and method of the stage, which made her acting so consummate.


The long list of her performances, kept in the records of the
Royal Theatre, reveal to us that already, in the very first year of
her admittance to the school, as a little child of ten years old,
she made her appearance on the boards, on November 29th, 1830,
in a play called The Polish Mine, described as a “Drama, with
Dance”; and in which she played the part of “Angela.”
“Angela” is a little girl of seven, who has been carried off to a
wild castle in the hills by a tyrant lord, to amuse and cheer her
mother, whom he had seized and shut up as his prisoner. The
child is to amuse the company at a grand fête in the castle, and
contrives, in an improvised dance, to convey to her mother
comfort and affection. But, on recognising her father disguised
among the guests, in pursuit of his wife, a cry of surprise escapes
her; the father is detected, and all three, father, mother, and
child, are thrown into prison in the Mine. There little Angela
succeeds in getting hold of the warder’s key while he is speaking
with her mother, and in opening the barrier without being
discovered. The father and mother are thus enabled to meet,
and to fly, with their child, from the Polish Mine; after a series
of exciting adventures, they make good their escape; all is made
right. It is a part full of occasions for the brilliant little dancer,
whose ingenuity and skill are the key to the plot. The play was
repeated five times in the December, and twice more in the
January following. On March 18th, 1831, she made her first
appearance in the play that is noticed in the newspaper quoted
below; it was called ‘Testamentet, a Drama,’ in which her part
was that of “Johanna.” She appeared, in this character, for the
third time on April 14th, 1832, and on the 4th April, 1832, we
have the following notice of her appearance in a periodical for
literature and art, called Heimdall. The paper begins by an
apology for not having, long ago, put on record the wonder
that had already for some time been aroused. “We take this
opportunity,” it writes, “of performing a long-neglected duty—that
of calling attention to a young pupil of the theatre, Jenny
Lind, only ten or eleven years of age, who has several times
appeared in the play Testamentet which preceded Fidelio. She
shows, in her acting, a quick perception, a fire and feeling, far
beyond her years, which seem to denote an uncommon disposition
for the theatre.”


This play, The Will, is a charming piece by Kotzebue; and the
part taken by Jenny is one which would give delicious opportunities
to her arch and winning grace. It is impossible, as one reads
the part, not to picture her every look and gesture, so admirably
is it suited to qualities in her which were vividly present to the
very last. We venture to extract a scene from it. The plot
turns on an old Colonel wounded in the wars, who has been
carried, unknown to himself, to the house of a daughter whom
he had utterly cast off for a marriage of which he disapproved.
He is full of gratitude for the care with which he has been
nursed. His heart is stirred with a longing for home: he is
longing to leave his fortune to his kind nurses; but the daughter,
who has recognised him, keeps ever out of sight; and he only
sees her two children, Henriette and Johanna. Henriette, the
eldest, having been told by her mother who this old man is, has
been singing him a song which he had loved in long-past days,
“O sweet, and holy Nature!” He has broken down under the
strain of bitter memories: and he has to beg her to cease singing,
and to send him her little sister, for “the gracious child knows
so well how to charm away all bitterness.” After a sad monologue,
bewailing the loneliness in which he is drawing near to
that last hour, when there will be no one ever to say over him,
“Here lies a brave man in peace!” Johanna (Jenny) comes
springing into the room, saying:—



“Good morning, dear old Colonel!—‘Mister Colonel,’ I ought
to have said! My mother scolds me, if I don’t!”


“Col. Good morning, little Jacky! Come, and be merry with
me! Do some of those funny tricks, that you are so fond of!
And call me ‘Colonel,’ plain and simple, please!—Or, what do
you think of calling me ‘Papa’?


“Joh. Papa? Oh! that I could never do! My papa is in
the picture upstairs, and he is so beautiful, and young, and
kindly——


“Col. Well, I own I am not young and beautiful: but
kindly!—that I am, indeed! Don’t you believe it?


“Joh. Oh yes! very often you are!


“Col. You must remember how ill I was: sick people cannot
be very kind to others: but now, you shall always find me bright
and good, right until I go away.


“Joh. What? Must you go away from us?


“Col. Certainly: in a few days.


“Joh. Are you in earnest?


“Col. I am, indeed.


“Joh. Oh! don’t go away from us! We all love you so
dearly!


“Col. Do you love me?


“Joh. Oh! yes! At first, you know, I was very frightened
of you; but now—not a bit!


“Col. And how did you get over your fright?


“Joh. Why, because when you are as kind as you were, no
one could help being fond of you. And when you are dull, and
cross, then I just take myself off.


“Col. Ah! then, to-day, my Jacky will not take herself off,
will she?


“Joh. Yes, I will, if you ever again call me ‘Jacky’! that is
a dreadful name!


“Col. Why dreadful?


“Joh. I don’t know. But there are such lovely names in the
books which my sister reads; and specially nice English names,
like Liddy, and Betty, and Arabella! Oh! if only they had
asked me before I was baptized, I would have chosen the very
loveliest of them all!


“Col. It was, really, a great shame that they did not ask you.


“Joh. My mother says, that she only had two names to give
to her daughters, because my grandfather had but two names,
John, and Henry!


“Col. John Henry! Why, those are my names, too!


“Joh. Once I cried over the stupid name, Jacky. But, then,
my mother began to cry, too, and she said: ‘Dearest child, you
bear a name which reminds me of a noble man!’ Now, I don’t
know at all why I should remind her of him. But then mother
began to cry; so, you see, since then, I don’t take any notice of it!


“Col. Well, let me try and teach you why you have the name.
I am too old, you say, to be your father, so will you try to think
that I am your dear old grandfather, John Henry?


“Joh. Yes! All right! But then, you know, you must
never go away!


“Col. Or will you come with me, when I go?


“Joh. Away from mother? Oh! what a horrid thing to do!


“Col. Well, but, some day, you will have to leave her, when
you go to be married.


“Joh. Ah! yes! when I am married! I say! have you got
a son?


“Col. Why?


“Joh. Why, because, if he is nice, I would marry him, and,
then, we might all stop together.


“Col. No, Jacky! I have no son—no child at all!


“Joh. Poor old man!


“Col. (sighing). Yes, indeed!


“Joh. It’s a shame! A horrible shame! I should have been
so glad to have married your son!


“Col. Why so glad?


“Joh. Why, because you are rich; and, then, I should be
rich; and I could help my sister!


“Col. What is there that she needs?


“Joh. I’ll tell you. Only, you must promise never to betray
me!


“Col. I promise faithfully.


“Joh. Well, you know, she loves the head-ranger, and the
head-ranger loves her; and my mother says that it is all right:
she often says, ‘It would be the joy of my old age!’ But he
has nothing, and we have nothing: so nothing can be done.


“Col. Dear me! Is that how it stands?


“Joh. Ah! if only I could manage that mother should be
able to say to me ‘You are the joy of my old age!’ That
would be lovely! I declare that if only I could do that, I would
not mind calling all my own children, ‘Jacky!’


“Col. Listen to me, dear child! I have an idea. If it was
in your power to make your sister rich enough to marry the
head-ranger, would you not do it?


“Joh. Of course I should!


“Col. Well, then, you can do it.


“Joh. You are only laughing at me?


“Col. No! I promise you! Come away with me; be my little
daughter; and I will give your mother enough money to buy
this joy for her old age!


“Joh. Oh! that’s very hard! Where shall we have to go?


“Col. Far, far away from here.


“Joh. Oh dear! and shall I never see my mother again?


“Col. Oh yes! I shall let you have a beautiful carriage with
four beautiful horses, and you will jump into it, and cry ‘Coachman,
drive me quick to mamma!’


“Joh. Will you really give me that?


“Col. I promise it.


“Joh. And I shall, then, bring joy to my mother’s old age!


“Col. Yes, you alone! of your own self!


“Joh. Come along, you dear old Colonel; I will be your
daughter.


“Col. Away we’ll go, my Jacky! Only wait a minute! I
must go and arrange things. (Goes out.)


“Joh. (alone). Oh! How happy mother will be! and my
dear sister! and the head-ranger! And it shall be a splendid
wedding! and we will have the musicians to play! Oh yes!
we must have musicians! My old man must not refuse me that,
or else I won’t go with him! Oh dear! I wish I was not
going! I shall cry so; and the others will cry too; for they all
love me!—Ah! but then just think what it will be when I come
back in the beautiful carriage with four horses; and say ‘Coachman,
drive me home!’ and away we go, over stock and stone,
until we draw up here at our own house, prr! prr; and mother
will put out her head at the window; and cry ‘Jacky is come!
Jacky is come!’”





Such was the delightful part played by the tiny little girl of
ten years old. Every word in it would suit her—the merry
quickness of the child, the sudden turns from gaiety to tears, and
back again to gaiety, the mysterious confidences, the prattling
innocence, the brimming affection. No wonder that the Heimdall
was fascinated.


In the year preceding this notice, 1831, she had played, for three
nights, in what is called by the serious name of “an historic
drama”—Johanna de Montfaucon, in which she took the part of
“Otto”; and, besides this, had appeared five times as “Jeannette,”
in a “Comedy, with Dance,” called the Pasha of Suresne.
During the following year, 1833, she appeared in twenty-two
performances—her new characters being “Louise” in a bagatelle
in one act, called The Students of Småland, and “Georgette,” in a
drama of five acts, called Thirty Years of a Gambler’s Life, which
ran for ten nights during November and December; and was
constantly repeated in 1834. This early brilliancy was apparently
at its very height in 1834—when, on June 24th of that year, a
paper, The Daily Allehanda, seems quite bewildered by the child’s
extraordinary power. “In the play known in its French form
as La fausse Agnès” (so it writes) “there is a child’s part which
is rendered with an almost incomprehensible, a really unnatural
cleverness by Jenny Lind.” This cleverness must
indeed have been almost incomprehensible: for it leads the critic
to indulge in an anxious complaint that the little girl’s “temperament
seems readily to lean to everything that is not of a serious
character.” So absolutely had she disguised herself by the
freedom with which she had thrown herself into her part! All
that deep impressive seriousness, which was the innermost note of
her being, had absolutely vanished out of sight; and the paper
feared for her light-headed frivolity! Yet, in calling, as it does,
upon Jenny’s instructors and guardians to see to it that the
danger be averted, and that “her happy natural gifts, high-spirited
as they are, should be carefully and judiciously dealt
with,” the Daily Allehanda was giving proof of a tender and
noble solicitude for the good guidance of the child. And it did
more. For it goes on to complain of the immoral character
of this play, in which she was allowed to appear; it speaks
strongly of the deep ethical corruption of the society which it
portrayed, and of the responsibility incurred by those who permitted
a child to put out her powers in a part so full of
“coquetry, boldness, and heartlessness.” It does honour to
the Press of Stockholm that it should have made this protest.
As we read it, we shudder at the terrible perils which were
swarming round the child. Here was a case in which her
very innocence of evil, at that tender age, allowed her to revel
in the fun and the audacity of such a character, without
any of the checks which a knowledge of the villainy in it
would have suggested to her pure mind. Her very innocence
is used to encourage her to abandon herself to the fling and
swing of the scandalous play. So perilous was her path! Yet
along it she moves, untainted and unhurt, in the security of
the pure in heart, with such sure feet as those with which, on
Raphael’s canvas, St. Margaret passes, without an effort or a fear,
in maiden gentleness, over the writhing Dragon and through the
gate of Hell.


She appeared, altogether, twenty-two times in 1834, and
twenty-six times in 1835—the principal new character being
“Pierrette,” in a drama from the French in three acts, called The
Foster-Son, which ran for thirteen nights in the course of the
year; and “Leonora” in a vaudeville, with music by Berwald,
called The New Garrison.


In several of these plays, there seems to have been music and
dancing; possibly, too, some singing from Jenny. At any rate,
she sang publicly at some concerts in the theatre, during these
years; taking part in a duet from La Straniera with her master
Herr Berg, on November 24th, 1832; and in a trio, on
November 28th, 1835. And long before this there appear to
have been performances given, in private rooms, by Herr Berg,
in which to exhibit her phenomenal talent, the news of which
spread abroad: for, in the Heimdall, the periodical from which
we have already quoted a description of her acting, there is the
following record given, in its number for April 24th, 1832:—



“Her (i.e. Jenny’s) remarkable musical gift, and its precocious
development, have made quite a sensation in the circle in which
she has appeared, guided by her master, Herr Berg. Her memory
is as perfect as it is sure; her receptive powers as quick as they
are profound. Every one is, thus, both astonished, and moved,
by her singing. She can stand a trial, in the most difficult
solfeggi and the most intricate phrases, without being bewildered;
and whatever turn the ‘improvisation’ of her master may take,
she follows his indications with the liveliest attention, as if they
were her own. Nothing can be more interesting than to listen
to Herr Berg with this little pupil by his side; and one is tempted
to believe in a magnetic ‘rapport’ between them, so entirely do
both seem to be one soul and one heart.


“If this young genius does not ripen too prematurely, there is
every reason for expecting to find in her—although alas! not
until the distant future—an operatic artist of high rank.”





This is a fascinating little glimpse of the child of twelve,
absorbed in her teacher, miraculously interpreting and reproducing
his mind. Her innate originality of character did not at all stand
in the way of her rapid assimilation as a pupil. Her musical
genius carried her into the very heart of what was set before
it, with extraordinary rapidity of insight. We shall find many
instances of this. And, here, it leads us to dwell, for a few
moments, on the name of this, her early master.


Berg had succeeded Croelius, as Head of the School of Singing,
within a year, or so, after her entry at the theatre. Already, in
April, ’32, he had made the child entirely his own, in the manner
described in the periodical. Croelius had the merit of first
believing in her; but it is Berg, who is to be credited with her
entire training for the Swedish stage. He, evidently, took the
most intense and devoted interest in her from the very first; and
she became the intimate friend of his home. He was a clever
and cultivated musician, confident, sanguine, and eager; well
considered in Stockholm society. Her own feelings towards her
first teacher cannot be better expressed than in the words which
she wrote, long afterwards, to her guardian, Judge Munthe, in
November, 1849. “Herr Berg arrived so unexpectedly! I was
delighted to see him! Oh! God! those memories of childhood!
At this unexpected meeting with him, remembrances of all kinds
from my early years arose in my soul! We all, indeed, have our
shortcomings, that is certain—therefore, let us cover them over!
Herr Berg is one of my nearest friends; and gratitude is a
feeling that I love, and desire to cultivate.... And old friend
Berg is interwoven with the history of my whole life.”


Such, then, was her master; alert, talkative, confident, with a
quick-eyed face, not unlike Schubert in type; too pressing,
perhaps, in his zeal for his pupil, to estimate the overstrain on
her powers—an overstrain, forced on, no doubt, by theatrical
necessities behind him, but constantly noticed and feared by the
Press of the day.


In 1836, there is no record of Jenny Lind appearing at any
concert; but her dramatic engagements continue, and some of
them, with music and singing. And, especially is to be noted
her first attempt in an opera, during the month of February,
when she played “Georgette,” for four nights, in a “grand opera,”
by Lindblad, called Frondörerne.


Apart from this, the year was not specially signalised; she
made rather fewer appearances, only eighteen during the year,
her new parts being “Emilie” in a comedy with song from the
German, called The New Blue-Beard—and “Carolina” in a big
drama in five acts of Kotzebue’s, called The Unknown Son; and
just at the close of December, she took the part of a girl in
Sacchini’s opera Œdipus in Athens.


The 1st of January, 1837, marks a new departure. According
to the contract of 1833, with the mother, the Directors were to
decide at what date Jenny Lind should be given a fixed salary, as
actress at the Royal Theatre. Hitherto the money paid her by
the Directors has been simply an arrangement for her keep; she
has performed, on their behalf, under this arrangement one
hundred and eleven times, besides her appearances at concerts.
It is now considered time to give her a fixed and salaried position,
after which she is still bound, by the original contract, to be in
the service of the Directors for ten years, if they require it of her.
Her salary is fixed at 700 R. D. Banco; about £60 a year.[5]
And, certainly, she was to do a lot of work, in the course of
the year, in discharge of her obligations under the bond. She
appeared ninety-two times on the boards; in twelve new
characters. Four of the pieces were produced for the first time
in Stockholm. The parts varied greatly in character: “Betty,”
in a drama, with music, chorus and dancing, called Jenny
Mortimer; “Zoe,” in a comedy of that name, by Scribe; and
“Marie,” in another of his comedies called Adèle de Sénanges;
“Justine,” in a verse-comedy of five acts, from the French, called
The Jealous Wife; “Louise,” in a burlesque comedy, with song,
by Nicolo Isouard, called the The Ludicrous Encounter; “Rosa,”
in a two-act comedy by the Princess Amelia of Saxony, called The
Bride of the Capital; “Erik,” a boy’s part in a drama, with music
and dancing, called The Fisherman; “Laura,” in The Sentinel,
a comic opera by Rifaut; “Fanny,” in Marie de Sivry, a drama
in three acts. Here was a great deal of bright and light business;
and besides this, there was work of a more serious kind: “Emma,”
in a three-act tragedy in verse, by Delavigne, called The Sons of
King Edward; “Clara,” in The Bride of the Tomb, an historical
drama in five acts, which ran for eight nights on end; “Dafne,”
in Victor Hugo’s Angelo Malipieri; and “Fräulein Neubrunn,”
in The Death of Wallenstein. Two performances were given of
Mozart’s Zauberflöte, in which she sang as “Second Genius.”


Evidently, she had a wide range of characters; and she must
have accumulated a mass of dramatic experience. It will be
noticed that this is all in her sixteenth and seventeenth years; and
this disposes of a familiar rumour that, at that period, her voice
entirely failed, and that she had to lie by. There was no positive
pause in her work. The year 1836 was, no doubt, one in which
she did least; but, then, it was the very year in which she first
used her voice in a grand opera. The year 1837 was, as we see,
a time of growing, and incessant work, and is the first year of her
official engagement. The rumour arose from her own pronounced
opinion that it is a time at which a girl’s voice absolutely requires
rest; to which opinion she had been brought by her bitter experience
of the damage done to her own vocal organs by the
absence of this needful relaxation. She ought to have had the
repose for quiet and orderly growth, which all need, and which
she was not allowed.


Before 1837 quite closed, a noticeable event took place, full of
prophetic meaning to our heroine. A new name is becoming
important in the operatic world,—the name of Meyerbeer; his
fame stands high in Berlin and Paris; and the Royal Theatre is
anxious to test the prospects of his popularity in Stockholm. So
a concert is arranged, in which a part of the fourth act of Robert
de Normandie should be tentatively given. Oddly enough the
part of the opera selected for the experiment was one that is not
generally given when the work is performed as a whole. It is the
scene in which, after a chorus of women, the Princess Isabella
recognises the face of the girl, Alice, as she enters; and learns
from her what she bears to Roberto from his mother. Four
performances of this excerpt were given in the course of that
December; and Jenny Lind was chosen to sing the short passage
in which “Alice” appears. There is a melodious phrase, twice
repeated, in the recitative, and a pathetic cadence at its close.
The tradition still lives of the instantaneous effect produced by
her on those who heard it. It was a short flight; she just felt
her wings; she was to hear much more of Meyerbeer, and of
“Alice.” For the moment all is still again. It is but a passing
trial. We must wait a little longer.



  
  CHAPTER V.
 DISCOVERY.




Yet it is to be but a very little longer; for we now come to the
year which was, to her, the epoch, the turning-point of her career.
It had opened with an immense run, for twenty-two nights, all
through January and February, of a French melodrama in two
acts, The American Monkey, in which she played “Hyacinthe.”
Then followed three performances of the serious tragedy, in verse,
The Sons of King Edward. And then, on the night of March 7th,
came the moment of moments. “I got up, that morning, one
creature:” she herself often said; “I went to bed another
creature. I had found my power!” And, all through her life,
she kept the 7th of March with a religious solemnity; she would
ask to have herself remembered on it with prayers; she treated it
as a second birthday. And rightly; for, on that day, she woke
to herself; she became artistically alive; she felt the inspiration,
and won the sway, which she now knew it was given her to have
and to hold.


She achieved this in the character of “Agatha” in Weber’s
Freischütz.


She used often to tell how, in studying this part in preparation
for her début, with Madame Erikson, one of the chief leaders and
teachers in the school, of whom she was very fond, and who did
much for her, she, one day when they two were alone, was seized
with a desire to satisfy her teacher, and put her whole soul and
power into her portrayal of the character—only to be met with
dead silence. “Am I, then, so incapable and so stupid?” she
thought, till she saw the tears trickling down her teacher’s face;
and all Madame Erikson could say was, “My child, I have nothing
to teach you; do as Nature tells you!”


The day of her début was an agony; but, with her first note,
she felt all fear and nervousness disappear. She had discovered
herself; and, certainly, the discovery was absolute. The experience
of that night was final. “She had found her power.”
That is her own record of what happened on that evening. She
who was perfectly accustomed to a public audience, and to the
applause of a public audience, still felt that all this success had
never shown her the real potency which it was in her to wield.
Still, for her, that 7th of March was a disclosure, a revelation, a
new thing. It was not so much a better edition of that which
had preceded it. It was a step out into a new world of dominion.
She knew, at last, where it was that she stood; and what she was
to do on the earth. She learned something of her mission. For,
to her religious mind, the discovery of a gift was the discovery of
a mission. She saw the responsibility with which she was charged,
through the mere possession of such a power over men. The
singer, with the gift from God—that is what she became on that
night. “She went to bed a new creature.”


The memory of that eventful moment remained permanently
recorded in the shape of two silver candlesticks, presented to her
by the Directors of the Royal Theatre, “in remembrance of March
the 7th,” so the inscription ran. It was the first of the many
tributes that were made her in her life; and it had, as such, a
peculiar value which no after-gift could exceed. She held those
silver candlesticks in special affection; and left them, at her
death, to her daughter.


The Freischütz was given nine times in the course of 1838;
but, for most of the year, she returned to her old parts which she
had already played, appearing in melodrama, comedy, and burlesque.
In all, she had made, for her salary of £60, seventy-three
appearances.


In 1839, her success bore its fruit in a rise of the salary to
900 R. D. Banco. She appeared, in the course of the year, only
fifty-three times; but, perhaps, this is to be explained, by the
growing importance of her operatic parts, and the gradual
dropping of the light comedy characters in which she had figured
hitherto. She sang the part of “Laura” in an opera called Le
Château de Montenero, by Dalayrac. She repeated “Agatha” four
times. She appeared in a character which she greatly enjoyed,
and in after years frequently repeated—that of “Julia” in
Spontini’s Vestale.


But the event of the year was her appearance in her traditional
part of “Alice” in Roberto, by which she was destined to win her
most memorable triumphs. It was a character in which her
splendid dramatic power fused itself with her gifts of voice, so as
to leave an indelible impression of force and of beauty on the
imagination of those who saw and heard. It was a part which
drew on her own vivid personality, with its intensity of faith,
with its horror of sin, with its passionate and chivalrous purity.


She opened, in this part, on May 10th and, evidently, with overwhelming
effect; for she has to play it for twenty-three times
before the year is out, and to repeat it for twenty-three more, in
the following year. It is on “Alice” that the interest is concentrated,
in Stockholm drawing-rooms, when Jenny Lind’s name
is announced as a guest. She will have to sing the part sixty times
on those same boards before she has done, between the 10th of
May on which she first sang it, and the 30th of December, 1843,
when she will give her last performance of it in the Royal
Theatre.


Bournonville, a distinguished composer of operatic ballets, in
Copenhagen, of whom we shall hear more later on, writes in his
‘Theatrical Life’ of this performance:—



“She was only eighteen when I first heard her, but had already
so eminent a talent, that her performance of ‘Alice’ could be compared
to the best I had seen and heard in Paris. Although her
voice had not yet reached the high development it afterwards
attained, it already possessed, even then, the same sympathy, the
same electric power, which now makes it so irresistible. She was
worshipped.”





The year 1839 was marked by several appearances at concerts
in the Royal Theatre; and on May 12th, she gave her first
great concert on her own behalf. At this, she sang a recitative
with aria, from Anna Bolena, and in a duet by Mercadante:
besides giving a scena from the second act of the Freischütz.


Not only at Stockholm did she sing. We find her at Upsala on
the 19th June, giving a concert in her own name, in connection
with the great Whitsuntide festivities, of which that university
town is, annually, the scene. Here, for the first time, she had the
fascinating triumph of an escort home, accompanied by the
Students’ Song. And here, too, is the first note of danger given,
as to the strain that is being put on her voice. Evidently, her
inner genius is already beating against the bars of her technical
skill. In her “strivings after perfection” she is attempting more
than her present knowledge and training enable her to express.
She “surpasses the limits” which, according to the paper, “Nature
has set”; though, indeed, it was not “Nature,” but the lack
of knowledge, which had set the limits. It is just about this
time, in May, 1840, that the famous Swedish historian Geijer,
who was a most sympathetic admirer, notices “a certain inequality
in her acting” in the part of “Lucia.” Something there was,
which was, as yet, missing to her full development. Here is the
interesting extract from the Correspondenten, a journal of politics
and literature, in which the tone of warning or alarm is so gracefully
struck.



“We could hardly name any musical treat, given in Upsala,
which has met with a more general appreciation than Fröken
Jenny Lind’s concert, last Sunday.... The modest bearing
which is so noticeable in this gifted singer contributes, in no
mean measure, to enhance the enthusiastic reception, with which
she will always be greeted by an impartial public. But she herself,
and those who, in one way or another, are disposing of her talents,
ought to bear in mind that an artist’s strivings after perfection
can, in the case of a delicate physique, easily become a devouring
fire. May we err in our conjecture, but there seems to be some
foundation for the fear that this enchanting voice not rarely surpasses
the limits which Nature itself has suggested. From here
Fröken Lind, according to report, went to Gothenburg, having,
however, promised to visit us again, later on.”





At Gothenburg, Jenny Lind had a most delightful rest for the
summer. She stayed there all July, singing indeed at a concert
now and again, but without any serious work, and in hearty enjoyment
of the delicious open-air country-life which was so near her
heart. Her mother is with her, and writes to Mr. Lind on July
12th, 1839, a vivid account of the pleasant days, in which we can
feel how the public excitement is working round Jenny, who
“receives many visits every day from all possible artists and
amateurs.”



“In my last letter I gave you an account of our pleasant
journey, etc. We have now settled down temporarily at the
sweetest little spot, called ‘Gubbero,’ belonging to the Russian
Consul Lang, whose chief property is separated only by a garden
from our lodgings which consist of three furnished rooms with
ante-room. Our Jenny recruits herself daily, now in the haystacks,
now on the sea or in the swing, in perfect tranquillity,
while the town people are said to be longing for her concert and
greatly wondering when it will come off. Once or twice she has
been singing in rather good circles, the divine air of ‘Isabelle’
from Robert le Diable. Nearly everybody was crying—one lady
actually went into hysterics from sheer rapture; this has got
abroad already. Yes, mon petit vieux, she captivates all, all! It
is a great happiness to be a mother under such conditions. She
sends fondest love to her papa, wishing from all her heart to meet
you in quite good health. About the 20th, Jenny will give her
first concert—everyone says she ought to raise the usual price.”





The last touch is as eminently characteristic of Fru Lind as it
is unlike her daughter. We find the same note again in an
amusing bit of disappointed complaint with which she closes a
most pretty account of a surprise which they had had, earlier in
the year—an account which we insert here, not only as a graphic
story of the way in which Jenny was responding to the buzz of
popular enthusiasm which already began to besiege her, but also,
as illustrating what Fru Lind here notices, of Jenny’s power to
draw tears of joy, by her singing. Ever in her voice rang the
sympathetic vibration, at which tears flow. As it had been at her
earliest interview with old Croelius at nine years old, so it is now
with this old Baron, when she is all but nineteen.



“Do you know,” writes the mother from Stockholm, on the
evening of Feb. 22, 1839, “the other day we had a curious visit,
a certain Baron de G——, an old gentilhomme, who had travelled all
the way from his country-seat, with the hope of seeing and hearing
Jenny in the Freischütz, but he was disappointed, through a
change of performance, owing to Almlöf’s indisposition. Randel[6]
(whose patron this man is) undertook to forward, in the most
delicate way, his request to me and to our Jenny, that he might
call upon us and be allowed to hear, ever so little, the voice of the
adored one, so highly spoken of in his own part of the country.
Jenny agreed, and so they came—Randel, Baron de G——, and his
son. Little Jenny was liberal, the noble aspect of the old man
prepossessed her in his favour, she sang both her grand airs. The
old man was delighted, and this was clearly visible, because he
could not keep back his tears. Our little home looked particularly
neat, and chocolate was served, and they parted with us, quite
charmed. But probably it ends there! For who rewards talent
in our country; even when people are ever so rich?” And
“what,” she asks in this same letter, “has this good, this incomparable
Jenny for her increased labour? Not even the advantage
of providing for her indispensable wants, without incurring debt!
But I say, like you, ‘Come day, comes counsel’; we shall see.”





These characteristic passages, which we have quoted to illustrate
the stir of fame that is moving about the daughter, will well serve
to explain a domestic crisis which we are now approaching—a
crisis which had, for its issue, an event that told deeply upon
Jenny Lind’s artistic development. For, indeed, as we read them,
we cannot but be conscious that this mother, proud as she is of
her wonderful child, and delighting in the glow of her success, yet
lets drop expressions which reveal the gulfs that gape between the
two temperaments. Every one who reads can understand why it
was that, in spite of the pleasant and affectionate intercourse of
these summer holidays at Gothenburg, there was something which
would make mother and child impossible companions for one
another. This practical and determined mind which was bent on
acquiring the just profits that were due from a public that talked
so enthusiastically about “our incomparable Jenny”—how it
must have offended the primary instincts of the artist herself!
How was it conceivable that she should tolerate this insistent
voice in her ear, suggesting always how easy it would be to raise
the price of the tickets; while she was, on the other hand, shaping
steadily, into clearer vision, her recognition of her gift as a charge
from God, to be used in His service, for the help of mankind?
There might be much affection, at heart, between the pair, but
companionship, there could not be. They had antagonistic
consciences: and neither of them had a nature that easily
yields. This very letter from which we have been quoting
contains a most characteristic instance of the temper of which we
are speaking—a temper which was bound to fill a house with the
noise of clash and quarrel, such as would be misery to one who
needed in her home shelter, softness, refuge, ease, and peace.
Here is the story:—



“I must tell you” (she writes) “that I have just returned
from the theatre with rather a long face to find that no seat is
accorded to Jenny’s mother, although there still were empty seats,
and, besides, the performance had already begun. M——, with his
insinuating smile, asked me to wait on the chance of there being
room after the second piece had begun. But I answered, ‘As no
place is accorded me, I shall go without altogether,’ and so I left.
Z—— is always overbearing and rude. This is the gratitude we
get for our leniency with these people. Jenny, on hearing of this
misadventure, went straight up to Z——, and gave him to understand
her annoyance at my not having a seat. His answer, that
there could not be room for everybody’s mother, was just like him;
but Jenny’s remark on this took him a little down; a messenger
was despatched to offer me a seat on the first tier; but, to Jenny’s
surprise, mother was gone—and best so!”





This episode is amusing enough; and, moreover, no one who
knew the daughter can resist the recognition of qualities in her
which vividly recall the mother in this most characteristic scene.
Certainly they bore likeness to one another. But, then, this
would only make matters worse. We cannot be surprised if such
an atmosphere became intolerable, and if explosions occurred.


So it was that, towards the end of 1839, Jenny took the decisive
step which, finally, separated her from actual home-life. It came
about with a certain touch of humour. She had, some time
before this, pressed her old friend, Louise Johansson, now engaged
in a Magasin de Modes, to take a spare room, which was to be let
in the Linds’ house. This secured her a companionship which
she greatly valued, and, through which, things were tolerable.
After a year Fru Lind proposed to raise her terms: and, when
Mdlle. Louise could not agree to this, she lost her temper, and
declared that both Jenny and she were welcome to leave her roof.


This was told to a well-to-do relation, Mdlle. Apollonia
Lindskog, known to Jenny as “Tante Lona,” living with a sister
of Mr. Lind’s father, Fru Strömberg, who, having adopted Mr.
Lind at his father’s death, was called by Jenny “Grandmother.”
These two ladies agreed to receive the exiles: but how were they
to manage the transfer? In this way. Jenny packed all her
clothes into a large wash-basket on the plea that they were to go
to the dressmaker. She, then, invited her parents to a performance
of Roberto, in which she played “Alice”: during which time
Louise put up her things, and sent them off to Mdlle. Lindskog.
Next morning, at breakfast, Louise announced that she wished to
leave her present lodgings. Fru Lind, with much heat, broke out
into her old phrase, and declared that if so, she might take Jenny
with her. Jenny, then, took her at her word; and left the house,
going, first, to Herr Berg, and, then, joining Louise at Mdlle.
Lindskog’s. Her parents appeared there, to claim her: but found
themselves unable to force a girl of nineteen from the house of so
near a relation. Yet Jenny, in fear that they might yet succeed,
on a Sunday shortly after, left the house, escorted by her maid
Annette, and turned her steps towards the Bonde Palace, close to
the theatre, overlooking the Norrström, in which lived the famous
musician, Adolf Frederik Lindblad, the chief of Swedish songwriters,
her warm admirer, and friend. Into his family she was
received: she found in Madame Lindblad a second mother: and
from Herr Lindblad himself, and from the society into which he
brought her, she inhaled an influence which affected her entire
development, artistic, intellectual, and moral. Of this, we shall
have more to say in the following chapter. In his house she
remained until her final departure for Paris in July, 1841. Back
to rooms in that house she came on her return to Stockholm in
1842. There was her home. There she could rest at peace.
There she found the sympathy, the understanding, the inspiration,
which her nature ardently needed. Though in some points
endowed with a “Finnish” stubbornness, she was, in others,
singularly self-distrustful, uncertain, easily unnerved. She greatly
needed an atmosphere of affection to give her confidence and
security. She was passionately domestic; she must have the
assurance of love about her, to save her from the miseries of
suspicion and of distrust, into which her lofty idealism was very
apt to lapse. It was not that she did not have affection for
her parents: on the contrary, she held them very deep in her
heart. But it was impossible for them to enter into her motives
and aims.


So it happened: and Jenny, now, could at last bring together
her life into a single whole. Her daily surroundings were no
longer in collision with her artistic inspiration. Rather, they
aided, fed, succoured it. Her spirit breathed an air that was
congenial and bracing: her heart found warmth and nourishment
in the cherishing kindliness of a family. The year must have
been a happy one. It was full of success. It opened with a
brilliant continuation of her “Alice,” in January, to be repeated
in April, and all through November. She sang, again, in her
former parts of “Agatha,” “Euryanthe,” “Pamina,” “Julia”
(the Vestale), and “Marie,” in Herold’s operatic drama of that
name. All is now opera: not a single one of her old comedy
parts does she play. She adds to her score two important characters—“Donna
Anna,” in Don Juan; and “Lucia,” in Lucia
di Lammermoor. This last part, one of her famous rôles, had a
furore. She introduced it into Stockholm on May 16th, and
played it for twenty-eight nights in the year. It was after her
thirteenth performance of “Lucia,” that, on June 19th, 1840,
a number of the actors, together with members of the orchestra
and chorus, gathered before her dressing-room and serenaded her;
and, on her return home, she was presented with a silver tea and
coffee service, which was ever highly valued by her, and was left,
by specific direction in her will, to her eldest son. The donors
appeared in gala costume, among them being his Excellency
Count J. G. de la Gardie, Count Carl de Geer, Count Carl Axel
Löwenhjelm, Count Gustaf Trolle Bonde, etc., etc. Lindblad’s
eldest daughter, now Mme. Lotten von Feilitzen, remembers
well how Jenny Lind had to go to the window, after receiving
the present, to wave her handkerchief to the crowd that had
collected below in the street. Altogether, she made sixty-nine
appearances.


Two special events may be finally noticed. First, she goes
again, at Whitsuntide, to Upsala; and we have a letter of Geijer,
written at the time, which speaks of the intense interest of Lindblad
in his charge.



“Lindblad, who in the general enchantment is particularly
enchanted with Mdlle. Lind, was also here and staying with us.
He left this morning, upon which Upsala may be likened to a
barrel from which the bottom has been taken out, so that the
contents run away.”





And our old paper, the Correspondenten, has some graceful words
which we cannot but insert, for, besides the warm and intelligent
enthusiasm of its praise, it uses the symbol of the nightingale,
which became afterwards her familiar patronymic.



“But, in addition to Nature’s beautiful singing-birds, there
came, flying thither on Whitsun eve, a nobler nightingale, the
famous Jenny Lind, whose arrival many a one has heartily looked
forward to. For, indeed, she has been the object of a homage
such as, in its truest form, can be given only in a city of culture
and of youth. True, it is in the first place a great, an extraordinary
talent one admires in her; but how infinitely is the
value of this artistic power increased by the unpretending, modest,
charming manner, in which it presents itself to an enraptured
listener! With her all seems Nature, simple and glorious, so as to
make one forget what great influence Art has also exercised on
her development. It is by this harmonious combination of a
noble nature and art, that Fröken Jenny Lind in every respect
stands out as of exceptional and unalloyed worth.”





So goes the judgment of Sweden. It embodies exactly the constant
impression which, year after year, in far lands abroad, she
is to create. Somehow or other, wherever she is to go, and whatever
her triumphs in Denmark, Germany, England, and America,
no one can succeed in recording his experience without arriving
at this very identical conclusion of the Upsala periodical. Always
he finds himself saying, that “great and extraordinary as is the
talent which one admires in her, how infinitely is the value of
this artistic power increased by the modest and charming manner
in which it offers itself to the enraptured listener!” That is it.
That is what everyone feels, and what everyone tries to say. It
is this especial interest of her singing to which we propose to
devote the following chapter. Here we pause for a moment in
our narrative of her early dramatic career, and take note of where
we stand. We have followed her from the lowest rung of the
ladder—a tiny mite in the theatre-school, performing its first
miraculous feats—to the high platform on to which she has passed,
in secure possession of unqualified supremacy on her native stage.
Nothing has interrupted or broken this sure progress. It has
been a steady upward movement towards its final bewildering
triumph. As a child, she had fascinated by her acting; as a
singer, her very first début had been to her an immediate and
unmistakable revelation of her supreme powers. Her nation have
greeted her with acclamation. Their enthusiasm for her voice
can only be outdone by their enthusiasm for herself. So it is, as
we look back along the road she has travelled. Her troubles have
all been domestic. As an artist, her career has been unchecked
and unclouded. She might well think that she had, at twenty,
already touched the summit. All the world about her was ready
to assure her that it was so. How little she herself thought so,
we shall soon see.


But, before doing so, we are bound to stop and review the
personal character, which had developed under these conditions.
What type of person was the Jenny Lind of whom all Sweden
was now talking?



  
  CHAPTER VI.
 CHARACTER.




There are artists, in whom their art is so predominant, that,
like a despotism, it concentrates all efforts and capacities upon
itself. The man is absorbed within his main interest. Through
it alone does he find energetic vent. In it he verifies the
attributes of genius: he gives evidence of something in him
which is surpassingly excellent: but, outside its ring-fence, in all
the other departments of life and character, he shows himself as
ordinary, and unremarkable as the rest of us. His artistic genius
does not flow over, and animate, his other sensibilities, and gifts:
it abides in itself: and seems, even, to drain originality out of
all rival channels; so that we might think the man commonplace,
and dull, until we saw him transfigured and illuminated
in the exercise of his own peculiar talent. This is a perfectly
possible type of genius: and, because it exists, men are loud in
asserting the proverbial disappointment often felt at meeting,
in society, some one who has been, through his gift, the inspiration
of their lives. In the ordinary affairs with which all are
concerned, this glorious hero, this poet, this musician, with whose
fame the world is ringing, shows no particular power, has no
especial facility, may, indeed, prove himself inferior in judgment
and in insight to many a man who prides himself on making no
claim to be a genius. More especially, in the field of executive
art, involving curious and special facilities of organization, we
may expect to come across such surprises as this.


All the more noticeable then is it, that, in the case of Jenny
Lind, the surprise is all the other way. There is a universal
consent, in all who record her influence, that what they experienced
was the effect of a character whose genius penetrated every
corner of her being, so that her unique gift of song appeared but
as an incidental illustration of the originality which was everywhere
in her. Even those who felt her singing most profoundly,
felt ever as she sang, that she was more than her singing: while
those whose lack of musical perception made them impervious to
her special talent, experienced as much as any the full fascination
of her personality. This impression of her belongs to her early,
as well as to her after, years; and it cannot be better given than
in an expressive phrase, used long after our present date, indeed,
but which vividly and exactly embodies what was already so
characteristic of her. “After all, I would rather hear Jenny
talk, than sing, wonderful as that is,” writes Mrs. Stanley, the
wife of the Bishop of Norwich, to her sister, Mrs. Augustus Hare,
in September, 1847, after a rapturous account of what her
singing had been. Surely, a most striking remark to make.
The phrase exactly embodies the feeling that Jenny Lind was,
not less, but more, than her Art. What men saw, and found in
her was, not that a common piece of the stuff of human nature
had been caught up, by the artistic inspiration, into some unspeakable
heaven, and been transfigured by some sudden and
strange glory which carried the human spirit beyond itself. No!
rather they felt that here was a character of supreme value, of
unique excellence, which had contrived to find its way down into
the world’s scenery, through the particular channel provided for
it by song. Music gave it its chief opportunity for discovering
itself to men; but it itself stood above the Art which it used as
its finest medium of communication. Hence the intensity of
spiritual interest, which greeted her singing. Men seemed to
themselves not so much to be listening to a voice, as to be
catching sight, through the door which music opened, of a high
and pure soul, moving down to them, through the pathway of
song, out of some far untainted home of purity and joy. It was
this soul which they greeted with such amazement, such warmth;
it was its felt presence which made the tears start, always, to
their eyes as they listened. It was Jenny Lind herself, who, by
means of her wonderful gift, was the revelation to them of the
heights which it was still open to men to attain.


And, because this was so, we desire, both in the present chapter,
and in chapters to come, to dwell, especially, on the social
impression produced by her, wherever she went. This book, it is
true, is a memoir of Jenny Lind as the artist. But as she was
one of those whose art reveals a character behind it, out of which
its own excellence is drawn; so it would be impossible to represent
the effect of Jenny Lind, as an artist, without making it
continually clear what it was which Mrs. Stanley meant when she
said in 1847, “After all, I would rather hear Jenny talk than
sing,” or, as she wrote again in the same year: “Her singing
is the least part of her charm; she has the simplicity of genius.”


We shall have frequent occasion, as our story proceeds, to call
attention to this significant characteristic; as, for instance, to
note that wherever she goes, over the cities of Europe, she is,
somehow, always found to be staying in the house of someone
who is of special, and even European, reputation. Men of this
high stamp seem, always, to foregather with her; she has the
entry; she finds her home with them. And, again, in her own
city of Stockholm, where the circumstances of her life, with which
we are familiar, might be expected to stand somewhat in her way,
and where there was, necessarily, so much, in her bringing up,
which would make it difficult for her to break down social
barriers, nothing is more remarkable than her complete acceptance,
before she has passed her girlhood, not only into those
circles where details of birth and position are supposed to be of
vital importance, but what is far more, into those high literary
intimacies where nothing but character counts.


Let us give illustrations of this. Here is a most graceful and
brilliant picture of a soirée in Stockholm in 1839, which we cannot
but give as a whole. It is perfectly trustworthy, being the record
of a lady, still living, in whose old home the scene took place.
Evidently, as all who read it must feel, the impression of that
marked evening stamped itself upon the girl’s brain, so that every
detail stood out sharp and clear, when, in 1887, nearly fifty years
later, she wrote out the sketch. Here is the account:—



“It is a cold winter’s evening in the year 1839. In the house
of 11 Regeringsgatan chandeliers and lustres are gradually being
lit. Along the street is stopping a row of closed carriages, which,
each in its turn, drive up to the entrance. Footmen in livery
open the carriage-doors and smart women, followed by men in
uniform, get out cautiously and disappear through the porch of
the faintly illuminated passage.


“In the first salon, where various musical instruments are
seen, they are received by the host, Baron L——, an elderly
man, with noble features, shaded by silver-grey hair, of dignified
deportment, and an air of kindliness and refinement about him
generally. Passing through a smaller ante-chamber, the guests
now proceed to the great, half-round salon, where the hostess is
awaiting them. She is a tiny little lady, about thirty, youthful in
her movements, with expressive eyes and a smile of great fun as
well as of courtesy, round her lips.” After describing the arrival
of the guests, the account goes on.


“All of a sudden, the whispering becomes louder, changing
tone altogether, while every head is directed towards the ante-chamber.


“On the threshold stands the host and by his side, shaking
hands with him, a young girl, with an abundance of curls round
the pale cheeks; a gown in simple style softly clings round the
maiden figure, and there is a dreamy, half-absent, and fascinating
look in the deep-set eyes.


“The hum is increasing still more when the old nobleman leads
the visitor into the midst of his guests; but he has not time to
pronounce her name, it is already on everybody’s lips, and is now
flying round the room with a subdued sound: Jenny Lind! Jenny
Lind!


“The beauties of the season are forgotten, and, what is more,
they forget all about themselves.


“A singular liveliness is breathing through the hitherto rather
formal company. The hostess attracts both young and old to her
animated conversation with the honoured guest; and every one is
gratified who catches a word or a look from this Jenny Lind who,
for the last few weeks, has, as ‘Alice’ in Robert le Diable and
‘Agatha’ in the Freischütz, captivated and enchanted both themselves
and the whole Stockholm public.


“Somewhat monosyllabic, at the start, amongst all these
strangers, the guest begins, by-and-by, to shake off her reserve.
She smiles an incredulous smile when one of la jeunesse dorée compares
her to ‘la divine Malibran,’ and laughs openly at some old
general’s grotesque flattery. To a sentimental inquiry as to
what heavenly thoughts had filled her mind when, the preceding
evening, she had, as ‘Alice,’ embraced the cross, she answered, a
little hesitatingly: ‘I believe I was thinking of my old bonnet.’
But, wherever she encounters genuine and deeper understanding
in the compliments uttered, her answers are sympathetic, almost
humble.


“How the gay party went on, and how Jenny Lind sang the
‘Lieder’ of Geijer and Lindblad as they never were, nor ever
more will be sung—we must here only glance at. And further
how the host and hostess were obliged to check the too eager
wishes of their friends to hear more and ever more—in order to
show that the object of the invitation had been the personal
acquaintance of the charming artist, not only the enjoyment of
her song, lovely though it be. That Jenny Lind was satisfied
with her evening, and, in this milieu, found several of her most
enthusiastic and faithful admirers, is quite certain. And, as she
was the first operatic singer received in the best society of the
capital, in which she became a dear and honoured guest, it has
seemed of some interest to preserve a few details of her appearance
in this domain.


“In the memory of the writer of this paper, Jenny Lind stands
out a unique apparition, like no one else, simple, unpretending,
but dignified—penetrated by a sort of sacred responsibility for her
mission—the mission of Art in its lofty purity—which she felt
that God had confided to her.”





The last touches of this graphic record will serve to justify our
insistence on this social aspect of Jenny Lind’s life; and to
redeem our motives from the suspicion of any unworthy interest
in these formalities of society. For it is just through this lofty
sense of artistic mission that she took her place amid her fellows.
As at Stockholm, so everywhere, it is this, her spiritual sense of
responsibility, which gave her social distinction, and carried her,
in dignified ease, through these surroundings. It was this, which
secured her that aspect of independence, of detachment, which is
so vital, if an artist is to preserve moral dignity, in face of a
“society” which is too apt to flatter itself that it is doing a favour
to those to whom it kindly permits an entry, and which is
encouraged in this self-flattery, if the artist is obviously grateful
for the attention. Nobody could see Mdlle. Lind for two seconds,
and suspect her of any such flattery. She moved about “like
an apparition”: like one “with a mission”: charged with a
serious responsibility. That is her social character: that is her
note, her charm, as this paper beautifully records: and this made
all touch of over-deference to external position absolutely impossible
to her. No one could mistake that free independence: that
moral “detachment.” Indeed, criticism on her social qualities
would turn on the very opposite defect to that at which we have
been hinting. It might be said that this spiritual aloofness gave
a sense of haughtiness to her manner in public, and with those
who were not intimate. There was a “hold-off” look—a
drawing away, a critical survey of a new-comer, which made
many an introduction to her, in after years, a moment of supreme
agony to those who had, perhaps, dreamed of that happiness for
hours and days before, but who, now that it had come, and that
she was looking them over with a cold and lofty gaze, could only
pray that the earth might yawn and swallow them up, before
things had gone any further. It was a severe ordeal: and, unquestionably,
no worldly rank or position would have the slightest
effect in modifying its severity.


Again, this spiritual attitude of one “charged with a mission,”
made “Society” most distasteful to her. She hated its frivolous
distractions, its social pettiness, its wearisome routine. She
liked “intimates.” And “Society,” therefore, in admitting her,
never felt that it had done her a great kindness, or that she
hung on its favours. Rather, it knew that something was there
in her, which made all social distinctions become very small
matters indeed. For the standards, which her presence forced to
the front, were not “social,” but moral and spiritual: and it was
impossible to have intercourse with her, without becoming
conscious of this: and, tried by those standards, it was she who
brought the honour, not society which conferred it.


In this temper of moral independence, she passed up, out of the
struggles and clouds of her childhood, into the full sunlight of
success, with absolute ease, without a shadow of encumbering
consciousness, without a breath of worldliness ever crossing her
spirit. She retained, without even an effort, all her inherent and
native simplicity, her freshness, her undaunted sincerity. Never
did she slacken, for a moment, her demand that the worth of men
should be estimated, wholly and utterly, according to their moral
value. Never, for one instant, did the mists of conventionalism
dim her vision, or confuse her insight. She had one set of
balances; and one only. She never even seems to have been
tempted to exchange them. Swept up, in the sudden rush of an
overwhelming success, out of obscurity into the company and
the friendship of princes and kings, this girl, in her simple-hearted
virginity, kept a conscience as true and fine as steel.
Failings of another type might be laid to her charge. She
could be hasty and hard, sometimes, in her judgments. She was
liable to misunderstand people. She had vehement impulses, and
equally vehement reactions, which were apt to gain for her, from
those who knew her little, the character of capricious fitfulness.
She could magnify slight lapses into great sins. A certain
spiritual haughtiness there was in her; a certain suspicion of the
motives on which she, by bitter experience, learned that men too
often act. All this might be said. But one thing it was for ever
impossible, even for an enemy, to imagine: that Jenny Lind ever
condescended to lower the steady standards by which she tested all
human worth, high or low, rich or poor. Thus it was that she
secured, as we shall hear, “a homage” from the best society in
Stockholm, which was quite peculiar in its type. “Homage!”
that is the very word to express what it was that was given her.
One feels it, in the delightful refusal of the lady of the house, in
the sketch just given, to ask her to sing again, lest she should seem
to have been invited for her singing, and not for her personal
qualities. It was this complete acceptance of her, in her own
independent character, which worked a real and lasting change in
the social respect given to actors and actresses in Stockholm, by
which the difficulties that had stood hitherto in their way disappeared.
And this absolute sincerity of character which won her
this homage as a girl of nineteen, remained so entirely untouched
to the last, that every gesture and every look, recorded in that
graceful portrait of her behaviour on her earliest début, is
familiar to those who only knew her in the latter years of her
English life. That is the very lady whom they knew: every
phrase recalls her. They can see her, as she stands there, at the
entry of the salon, when the old nobleman is receiving her: rather
monosyllabic, at first; and, then as she shakes off her reserve,
responding, to any genuine speech, with a sympathy that is
“almost humble.” They can feel her as she bends and smiles
incredulously, at the pretty compliments paid her by the young
men: they can positively hear her laugh as the old generals come
up to fumble out their “grotesque flattery”: they can catch the
very ring of her voice, and the very look in her arch eyes, as she
puts off the inquiries as to the nature of her secret thoughts when
clasping the cross in the scene from Roberto, with the mock-serious
confession that “she was thinking of her old bonnet!” “A
unique apparition, like no one else; simple, unpretending,
dignified!” How much the words recall! How many a similar
scene was embodied in them! To the very last hour of her life,
they would have been the only possible description of her.
Surely, a singular force of sincerity lay in her, which could make
that early picture of her so speak to those who saw and loved her
forty years after, as if it were alive with her very presence and
instinct with her very tones!


And here, as we speak of her social effect, it is necessary to
touch upon her personal appearance. Yet how useless it seems!
No words can be used which will not convey a wrong or exaggerated
impression to those who never saw her: and to those who
have seen and known her, no words are necessary. Her features
were strong, and homely: of a usual Swedish type, we believe:
very pliable, and expressive, especially about the nose and the
mouth; and it was this expressive pliability, which allowed such
strange and delicious transformation to pass over her face, as it
changed from repose to action. At the start, you would pronounce
it plain; but, then, it lent itself to express, in a peculiar
degree, the winning simplicity and freshness of girlhood. It was
full of animation, and into it, moreover, there ever passed the
singular grace of her “pose” and her movements. It was a face
which it was delightful to watch. It could express everything
with a graphic intensity that made one laugh from pure joy.
It could brim over with fun: it had an irresistible archness, when
she was amused: it was capable of an almost awful solemnity:
and it could, when she was suspicious and on her guard, become
absolutely stony. A transparent countenance, indeed, on which
every emotion revealed itself with unqualified spontaneity. It
was the ever-changing mirror of her soul, and therefore became
charged with interest: a speaking face, which could captivate by
its overflowing vitality, until it became delightful to observe, and
to remember, for its own sake; and this illumination from
within, combined as it was, with the buoyant movements which
filled her whole body, gave her, both off and on the stage, whenever
she was animated, that positive charm, that personal fascination,
which is associated, generally, with beauty.


She was five feet three to four inches in height: but she held
her head so erect and had trained herself so carefully in standing
and walking that she appeared to be taller.


All the portraits taken of her, take notice of the fine mould of
her arms, and especially, of their characteristic position, in repose,
with her hands clasped on her lap. In the Stockholm days, she
wore her hair in bunches of curls at each side of the forehead, as
is the case in Södermark’s portrait of her, painted in 1843, which
she had in her own possession. About the year 1844, she seems
to have adopted for herself, that wavy droop of the hair, laid
down low about her ears, which became so familiar and noticeable
a mark of her appearance, that it alone sufficed to make a likeness
resemble her.


The main elements of her character, as of her type of countenance,
were radically national. She was a downright and typical
Swede. She was fond of dwelling on the artistic capacities of her
people, to whom she owed her own quick sensibilities, her alert
and receptive imagination, her vivacity of temperament. She
believed them to have all the artist’s possibilities in them, with all
the attendant perils. And, in view of these perils to which all
such gifted natures must be liable, it is remarkable that she
should have included within this national groundwork of her
character, a profound moral stability, a depth of seriousness, such
as would be rare in any race; and, moreover, with this she had
a persistence, a stubbornness, which, among Scandinavian races,
is traditionally attributed to the Finn. And if she had the vivacity
of her people, she inherited also from it the strong, passionate
feelings, and affections, which make the home-relationships, in
Sweden, so rooted and so deep; and, also, that undertone of
melancholy, into which such artistic sensitiveness is prone to
react,—an undertone, which seems to creep, like the sighing of
a wounded spirit, out of the black heart of Swedish pine-woods,
and to hover over the wide surfaces of her inland waters. Such
notes of pathos underlie the songs of her people: and she was a
true Swede when she wrote of herself, “When I am alone, you
have no idea how different I am—so happy, yet so melancholy that
tears are rolling down my cheeks unceasingly.”


This personal impression, which we have faintly suggested, told,
as we have said, not only upon the higher social circles of Stockholm,
but also upon the literary and cultured society, where,
again, she formed affectionate intimacies with the few, and the
best.


Of those two names must yet be mentioned, which embody a
special interest in her life.


First, A. F. Lindblad, the famous song-writer. We have seen
into what close contact they had been drawn. In his house she
found a refuge, and a home, through which she was brought into
constant contact with the higher culture of the Swedish capital.
Lindblad was born in 1801, and studied music in Berlin, under
Zelter: and also in Paris, between 1825–27, after which he
returned to Stockholm and lived there until 1864, when he moved
to near Linköping. His renown rests, chiefly, on his songs.



“They are eminently national, and full of grace and originality,
tinged, with the melancholy which is characteristic of Swedish
music. In short songs, in which extreme simplicity is of the
essence of their charm, his success has been most conspicuous.”[7]





There can be no doubt that Jenny Lind’s intimacy with
Lindblad had an immense influence on her musical development.
Besides the vital effect of his personality, she heard at his house all
the best instrumental music of the great composers then flourishing:
it was there that she was first introduced to the music of
Mendelssohn,—especially to the Songs without Words, which had,
just at that time, taken Europe by storm. She wrote herself, in
1882, after having read, a biography of Lindblad, by Professor
Nyblom:—



“I have to thank him (Lindblad) for that fine comprehension
of art which was implanted by his idealistic, pure, and unsensual
nature into me, his ready pupil. Subsequently Christianity stepped
in, to satisfy the moral needs, and to teach me to look well into
my own soul. Thus it became to me, both as an artist and as a
woman, a higher chastener.”





So she described her spiritual progress, looking back to the
influence of Lindblad as anticipatory of that yet deeper hold of
the meaning of Art which was given her under the later dominance
of the full Christian ideal. Not only did she repay, in counterinfluence,
all the attention that Lindblad