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The Hebrides, op. 26 FELIX MENDELSSOHN 
Born February 3, 1809 in Hamburg 
Died November 4, 1847 in Leipzig 

Mendelssohn first called it The Lonely Island. We also know 
this concert overture as CƛƴƎŀƭΩǎ /ŀǾŜ, after his visit to the is-
land of Staffa in the Hebrides, on the western coast of Scot-
land. Instrumentation: two flutes, oboes, clarinets, bassoons, 
horns and trumpets; timpani and strings. The Owensboro Sym-
phony Orchestra has performed this twice, most recently in 
the Ψ92-Ψ93 season. 

How to listen to Mendelssohn 

It is not merely enough to say we should listen to Mendelssohn 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ άƎǊŜŀǘ ŎƻƳǇƻǎŜǊΦέ ¢Ƙŀǘϥǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ 
mother saying, ά9ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜŀǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅϥǊŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ 
Perhaps! But what makes them good? And what makes Men-
delssohn worth our attention? 

Clearly, 
he was a musical genius. Think Mozart. He 
was in that league. If you have ever tried 
your hand at writing a song, you can appre-
ciate the monumental ability Mendelssohn 
displayed from his early youth. 

He was a classicist, steeped in the structures 
and sounds of the German composers who 
came before him. His music always shows a 
certain restraint and careful crafting. One 
has but to consider the French composer 
Hector Berlioz' Symphonie Fantastique, writ-
ten at the same time, to realƛȊŜ Ƙƻǿ άǘǊŀŘi-
ǘƛƻƴŀƭέ aŜndelssohn sounded, even to his 
own audience.  

Yet he was also a romantic. Not that he 

spent his time reading tawdry love stories! 
No, his music gained its inspiration from ex-
ternal sources that touched him in some 
deeply emotional way. In other words, Mendelssohn άwears his heart on his ǎƭŜŜǾŜΦέ  

Thomas Moran, Fingal's Cave, Island of Staffa, Scotland (1884-1885) 



Mendelssohn's quick sketch of the Hebrides 

Finallyτand perhaps most important to the listenerτMendelssohn was also an occasional artist. He 
was one who, on seeing a landscape, could as easily turn it into a painting as well as a symphony. "Leben 
und Kunst sind aber nicht zweierlei," he was fond of saying. άLife and art are not to be separated.έ To his 
eye, everything he saw gave birth to his artistic impulse. As he lived life, so he had to compose and 
paint. This visual/aural connection explains much of what we hear tonight in The Hebrides and the Scot-
tish Symphony. 

Fingal's Cave 

In his day, wealthy young men would take a tour of Europe to round out their education, to polish their 
cultural knob. Mendelssohn took four years in his quest! He traveled to London where he found a wel-
coming audience. As they had loved Haydn a generation earlier, so they loved Mendelssohn, and he 
loved them back. After extensive performing, he and a friend took a vacation to Scotland. Spending time 
in Edinburgh (the source for his inspiration of the Scottish 
Symphony), they then went to tour the western islands.  

On his first glimpse of these desolate little islands, he 
quickly sketched a picture, A view of the Hebrides and 
Morven. Soon he sent a note home to his sister in Berlin 
where he included the first twenty-one bars of the music 
inspired by these sightsτthose first bars are the opening 
of The Hebrides. άLƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ Ƙƻǿ ŜȄǘǊa-
ƻǊŘƛƴŀǊƛƭȅ ǘƘŜ IŜōǊƛŘŜǎ ŀŦŦŜŎǘŜŘ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǿǊƛǘŜǎΣ άǘƘŜ Ŧƻl-
ƭƻǿƛƴƎ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

The following day he and his companion visited the de-
ǎŜǊǘŜŘΣ ǘǊŜŜƭŜǎǎ ƛǎƭŀƴŘ ƻŦ {ǘŀŦŦŀΦ Iƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǊŜŎƻǳƴǘǎΣ ά²Ŝ 
ǿŜǊŜ Ǉǳǘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ōƻŀǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƘƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǎŜŀ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭƭŀǊ ǎǘǳƳǇǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ CƛƴƎŀƭΩǎ /ŀǾŜΦ ! 
greener roar of waves never rushed into a stranger cavern τ its many pillars making it look like the in-
side of an immense organ, black and resounding, absolutely without purpose, and quite alone, the wide 
ƎǊŜȅ ǎŜŀ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘΦέ aŜƴŘŜƭǎǎƻƘƴΣ on the other hand, was too seasick to do any writing or 
composing!  

What to listen for 

This άŎƻƴŎŜǊǘ ƻǾŜǊǘǳǊŜέ brings nothing of what we expect, for example, from an operatic overture. There 
is no connection at all with any other dramatic work. CƛƴƎŀƭΩǎ /ŀǾŜ stands alone, blending musical, narr-
ative and pictorial ideas into a tight weave. This kind of piece would continue to develop later in the 
mid-19th century into what we now call the tone poem (or symphonic poem).  

Goethe, a titan of German literature and culture, one whom Mendelssohn greatly admired, once said, 
άImitating thunder in music is no art; but the musician who could make me feel as though I heard 
thunder wƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǾŀƭǳŀōƭŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΦέ This is how we must hear Mendelssohn. Think of it as a mov-
ie score accompanying his trip to the islands. With sounds on his palette, he paints his emotional re-
sponse to his visit (and perhaps to his upset stomach!). On hearing CƛƴƎŀƭΩǎ /ŀǾŜΣ we shall feel as if we 
have been to the stark cave on the stormy sea. We must agree with Wagner who would later comment, 
άaendelssohn is a first-Ŏƭŀǎǎ ƭŀƴŘǎŎŀǇŜ ǇŀƛƴǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ CƛƴƎŀƭΩǎ /ŀǾŜ ƛǎ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊǇƛŜŎŜΦέ 

 



Andante for Strings, ALFONSO LENG 
Born February 11, 1894 in Santiago, Chile 
Died November 11, 1974 in Santiago 

The young Chilean wrote this while in music studies in 1905. It ordinarily plays 
in the United States as Prelude No. 1, an orchestral version Leng later adapted 

from this piece for strings. The OSO will perform this work for the first time.  

! ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜ άwŜƴŀƛǎǎŀƴŎŜ Ƴŀƴέ 

Leng was musician and scientist, composer and dentist, known internationally in both fields.  

He completed his dental studies in 1909. He later founded professorships of Periodontics and Physiolog-
ical Chemistry at the University of Chile. Eventually he was named the first dean of the Faculty of Denti-
stry. He participated in scientific institutions in the United States, England and England. He also had ties 
ǘƻ ŘŜƴǘƛǎǘǊȅ ŦŀŎǳƭǘƛŜǎ ƛƴ tŜǊǳΣ !ǊƎŜƴǘƛƴŀ ŀƴŘ /ǳōŀΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ άŘŀȅ ƧƻōΦέ 

He was also a musician, however, a pianist who briefly attended the National Conservatory of Music 
(now the Department of Music of the University of Chile). He remained active in the cultural life of San-
tiago and was involved in a later reform of the National Conservatory. In recognition of his lifetime of 
contribution to the arts, he was awarded the National Award for Arts in 1957. 

What to listen for 

His early style, at least, borrowed nothing from native, Chilean folk sources. His works, many for piano, 
are brief, descriptive pieces. He sounds much like Wagner, or Richard Strauss, or Scriabin. This beautiful 
piece shows an inner movement, an emotional journey.  

 

Quiet City, AARON COPLAND 
Born November 14, 1900 in Brooklyn 
Died December 2, 1990 in North Tarrytown, New York (now Sleepy 
Hollow) 

ά!ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜέ ǿǊƻǘŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴ мфплΣ ŜȄǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƛƴŎƛŘŜn-
tal music he had composed a year earlier for a play of the 
same name. The OSO presents this for the third time, almost 
thirty years since its last performance. Instrumentation: solo 
English horn, solo trumpet, strings 

Who in the world was David Mellinkoff? 

A forgotten footnote in the history of theatre. A character in 
a play never publicly performed. His was a troubled soul, 
ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǘǊǳƳǇŜǘ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ŀ ǇǊƻŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƴǎŎƛŜƴŎŜΦ 
Though ά5ŀǾƛŘ aŜƭƭƛƴƪƻŦŦέ never saw stage lights, his inner 
distress gave us this wonderful portrait of New York City. 

  



Royal Chapel at Holyrood (in Edinburgh) 

!ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ ±ƻƛŎŜ 

²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ /ƻǇƭŀƴŘΩǎ ƳǳǎƛŎΣ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊ wide-open spaces. He seems to capture the essence of what 
it means to be American. We delight in Appalachian Spring, Fanfare for the Common Man, Rodeo, Lin-
coln Portrait and many more. We know this Copland.  

Quiet City is nothing like these. The son of immigrants, Copland grew up in Brooklyn on a street, which, 
ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŎŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ŀǎ ŘǊŀōΦέ IŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ƛƴ tŀǊƛǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ and establishing him-
self among American composers. 

A failed play 

In 1939, he wrote incidental music for a play called Quiet City. The play never survived its trial perfor-
mances. A year later, he took some of the material and reworked it as a piece for orchestra. As Copland 
explained, the plot of the forgotten play need not 
ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ǳǎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ άQuiet City seems to have 
become a musical entity, superseding the orig-
inal reasons for its composition, owing much 
of its success to its escape from the details 
of its dramatic context.έ  

What to listen for  

This work has a brooding quality. Listen 
for the cadences of the synagogue can-
tor. You may also hear a touch of the 
blues. I am not the first to hear in this 
music something of a dark street at 3 a.m., 
streetlights bouncing off deserted pavement. The 
only sound, the hum of a city that never truly sleeps, is interrupted by the 
trumpet and english horn calling out to each other. 

 

Symphony No. 3 in A mi-
nor, op.56 ά{ŎƻǘǘƛǎƘ,έ FELIX 

MENDELSSOHN 
Born February 3, 1809 in Hamburg 
Died November 4, 1847 in Leipzig 

Instrumentation: a pair of 
flutes, oboes, clarinets and 
bassoons, four horns, two 
trumpets, timpani and strings. 
The OSO has played this 
twice, most recently fifteen 
years ago. 

Five symphonies 
Mendelssohn began his five 
symphonies in this order: 
1, 2, 3, 4, 5. But oddly 
enough, he finished them 



in this order: 1, 5 (Reformation), 4 (Italian), 2 (Lobgesang) and 3 (Scottish). Sometimes he would begin a 
work, only to put it aside until a more favorable time. So it is with his third symphony, Scottish. He began 
it in 1830, soon after his visit to Scotland, but did not finish it until 1842.  

Holyrood Castle 

We have seen that what Mendelssohn saw and experienced affected him deeply. These impressions 
worked themselves out with his artistΩs brush and composerΩǎ ǇŜƴ.  

On the same trip to Scotland that gave us CƛƴƎŀƭΩǎ /ŀǾŜΣ Mendelssohn and his traveling companion spent 
time in 9ŘƛƴōǳǊƎƘΦ Lƴ ŀ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ .ŜǊƭƛƴΣ ƘŜ ǿǊƻǘŜΣ άEverything here looks so stern and robust, 
half enveloped in a haze of smoke or fog. Many Highlanders came in costume from church victoriously 
leading their sweethearts in their Sunday attire and casting magnificent and important looks over the 
world; with long, red beards, tartan plaids, bonnets and feathers and naked knees and their bagpipes in 
their hands, they passed along by the half-ruined gray castle on the meadow where Mary Stuart lived in 
ǎǇƭŜƴŘƻǊΦέ Two days later, hŜ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƻ aŀǊȅΩs castle, Holyrood: ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŜǇ 
twilight we went to the palace where Queen Mary lived and loved; there is a small room with a winding 
staircase leading up to it. . . . The adjacent chapel has lost its roof; grass and ivy grow thickly within; and 
on the broken altar Mary was crowned Queen of Scotland. Everything there is in ruins and ramshackle, 
ƻǇŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƭǳŜ ǎƪȅΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻŘŀȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ {ŎƻǘǘƛǎƘ {ȅƳǇƘƻƴȅΦέ  

Though we have reason to believe he started his third symphony soon after, he soon set it aside. Con-
ǘƛƴǳƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘǊŀǾŜƭǎ ǘƻ wƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǳƴƴȅ LǘŀƭȅΣ ƘŜ ǿǊƻǘŜΣ ά²Ƙƻ ǘƘŜƴ Ŏŀƴ ōƭŀƳŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 
ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƴƛǎǘǎ ƻŦ {ŎƻǘƭŀƴŘΚέ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ Ƴŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ  

More of Berlin than Edinburgh 

The ascription, Scottish, can mislead us. Some have imagined they hear in this work the sound of bag-
pipes, the drums and shrieks of 
clans at war, or the wind blowing 
across the moors. But no, this is no 
alternative film score for Mel Gib-
ǎƻƴΩǎ Braveheart.  

άNo national ƳǳǎƛŎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΗέ ƘŜ 
ǇǊƻŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ άInfamous, vulgar, out-
of-tune trash.... It is distracting and 
has given me a toothache already. 
Scottish bagpipes, Swiss cow-horns, 
Welsh harps, all playing the 
Huntsmen's Chorus with hideously 
improvised variationsτthen their 
ΨōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΩ singing in the hallτ
altogether their music is beyond 
ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘƛƻƴΦέ Wow! Clearly, we 
ought not to go looking for Scottish folk tunes in this symphony! He 
made clear his reason for calling his third symphony ScottishΦ άIt is in pictures, ruins and natural sur-
roundiƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƳǳǎƛŎΦέ This work is a remembrance of the stern emotions the young 
Mendelssohn felt on the Scottish landscape. This is how he felt when he first saw the ruined castle.  

There is a famous anecdote in the annals of music criticism over this very piece. Robert Schumann, 
wrongly informed that Mendelssohn had written this while in Rome, went on at length in his review to 


