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It is said that, essentially, "all love begins and 

ends with mother". Indeed, over the years that 

feeling has intensified in me, with the resulting 

wish that the memories of mother's interesting 

life be preserved in writing for posterity. It is my 

good fortune that through the production of this 

book, my wish has come true.

I am deeply indebted and extend my heartfelt 

thanks to my dear cousin, Mary van Veen-Vietor, 

and her devoted collaborators for their long and 

intensive dedication to the success of this project.

Hendrik Victor, Alba Rosa Victor's son
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There are many facets to the life of Alba Rosa Victor: violinist and pianist, composer, 

loving mother and devoted family woman, and the narrator of her own fascinating 

story, which spans three continents and the greater part of the twentieth century. 

In this book, you will encounter all these aspects of her personality.

A Note on the Book's Structure
This book has a slightly unusual structure. At its heart is the memoir of Alba Rosa 

Victor, the opening section of the book, which she gave the heading "My Childhood 

and Formative Years". But this only covers the first 40 years of her life, up to 1929. 

At which point she stops, for two reasons. First, the memoir was written for her 

children at the request of her son, and by 1929 her children had become old enough 

to no longer need to be told about events. Secondly, it was after 1929 that Alba began 

in earnest her career as a composer and from this point on she let her music tell 

her story.

The idea of words being redundant for a composer who can better articulate herself 

through music is of course a charming one. But for those of us without Alba's 

exceptional musical gifts, such storytelling is perhaps a little abstract. So in the 

second section of the book, Flendrik Victor and I tell the rest of Alba's story, from 

1929 to her death fifty years later.

Why English?
Alba Rosa Victor was a polyglot. Fler mother tongue was Italian. She learnt Spanish 

when she moved to South America and German when she lived in Berlin. She 

conversed in French with her Dutch husband and his family, and Italian sprinkled with 

the odd word of Dutch with her children. And when on one of her many trans-Atlantic 

trips by ocean liner, she drew on her knowledge of all these languages.

The story of A
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English Alba only learnt on moving to the United States when she was nearly 

thirty, and though not her first or even second language, it was in English that 

she chose to write her memoirs. Which is why, although some of these chapters 

were originally written in other languages, we decided to translate them and pub

lish the book in an English that we have tried to make as accessible as possible to 

non-native English readers.

Female Composer
It didn't seem to bother or concern Alba in any way that she happened to be a 

'female' composer. At the beginning of the twentieth century, women musicians 

were generally pianists and a female concert violinist would have been an 

exception, a fact of which Alba seems scarcely aware. Nor does one get the 

impression that she felt held back or discriminated against. Women's emancipation 

was not an issue for her and she found the spectacular activities of the 

suffragettes, which were at their height when she visited London in 1914, 

somewhat over-the-top.

She seems never to have been given a hard time for composing, as some female 

composers were, especially those themselves married to composers. On the 

contrary, Alba's husband was proud of her and encouraged her in her work. Her 

success came neither in spite of nor thanks to her gender. She was a modest 

woman, and that modesty was a product of her personality, but also of her position 
in society as a woman.

It is therefore perhaps interesting to speculate how her musical career and its 

legacy might have differed had she been a man. Would she, after a career as a 

violinist, have devoted herself primarily to her family and composing as she did? 

Or would she have pursued a career in conducting, with all the ‘immodest1 and 

domineering characteristics associated with that role, as so many male musicians 

do for whom a lack of time or commitment makes composing no option. Would 

she have sought out a publisher for her compositions? Would she have found a 

patron to support her career as a composer, as Olga Valerio had supported 

her career as a violinist? Would she, had she been a man, on her death in 1979 

have left her entire musical legacy behind without ensuring it had a secure 
resting place?



I doubt it. Many of her compositions were performed in concert halls and this was 

often not confined just to a premiere. What's more, they were enthusiastically 

received and she frequently got better reviews than her fellow male, and female, 

colleagues. Reason enough, you would think, for her to stand up for her creations, 

even after she was gone. Is there not something unmistakably female in her 

attitude to her work and her legacy?

But what is the value of such hypothetical speculations on the effect of her gender 

upon our heroine? Well if nothing else, it perhaps helps explain why a woman 

who strove so enthusiastically and effectively to make the most of her exceptional 

talents during her lifetime, did not then leave instructions as to what should be 

done with her sizable body of work after she was gone. One suspects this was be

cause she was complying with the social role expected of her as a woman at that 

time. A role for which she nearly paid the highest possible price: to be forgotten. 

Because without the decision of her son, Hendrik, to preserve her work and make 

it available to scholars and students, Alba's legacy would literally have been lost.

In the event, Hendrik has ensured that Alba's compositions are now accessible to 

anyone who wants to view them, by permanently lodging them it in the Austin 

Weeks Library of the Frost School of Music at Miami University and in Amsterdam 

at the Alba Rosa Victor Foundation, which owns the copyright to her work. This 

book will also hopefully contribute in some small way to ensuring that Alba gets 

the place in musical history we believe she deserves. Whether history will agree 

with us remains to be seen. But whatever history's final verdict, we have found 

the story of Alba's life and work one that richly rewards the reader's attention.

Mary van Veen-Vietor
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Alba's preface

when Hendrik, my son, said to me: "Mother, you've had 

such an adventurous, colorful life, why don't you try to 

write your memoirs?" Sixteen years have gone by since 

then, more events piled up of all colors (many quite dark) 

and nothing has happened until today, October 1st, 1965, 

which finds me jotting down these lines.

[1] Why and how I finally came to it, I don't know. Is it old 

age creeping up that makes me lie on a sofa, letting my 

mind wander back over the long, long road of the past? 

Or is it the solitude that recently arrived with Billy, my
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The first 40 years:

Alba's memoir

adorable grandson, no longer under my care, and my 

daughter, Jeanne, busy with office work and painting, and 

Hendrik in New York busy in the turmoil of Wall Street or 

travelling through the capitals of Europe and South America?

Never mind, the answer is not so important. The fact 

remains that I have started these memoirs and I intend to 

go on writing. Certainly I am not going to make an auto

biography out of this, not being important enough for that. 

I shall try instead to mention events that might be 

interesting to my children, as well as the casual reader. 

So, here we go.

The story of Alba R
osa V
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o-iz
Milan: young talent
1889 - 1901

The first event, rather important to me: on 18 July, 1889,1 was born in that beautiful, 

industrial and least Italian of all Italian cities, Milan. My father, Eugenio Rosa, a 

lawyer from the provincial town of Bergamo, had married my mother, Rosa Fontana, 

sixteen years earlier. My mother thus acquired the rather unusual name of Rosa Rosa.

Father's family was rather aristocratic, and his two brothers had married wealthy 

girls. So when he fell in love with mother, a beautiful Milanese school teacher and 

artist's daughter with no dowry, his family did not approve. Life in Bergamo was 

therefore not easy for the young married couple and after a few years they moved 

to Milan with their two children, Guido and Bice. Shortly afterwards, Dina was born 

and then, a full twelve years later, I forced my way into this world, unexpected and 

unwanted.

[2+3] My parents were already in their forties, with Guido and Bice in high school 

and Dina at the Conservatory playing piano in concerts. Their feelings toward me 

changed pretty quickly, though. They not only loved me, but spoiled me terribly, as 
a sort of a doll, 'la piccola' (the little one), who brought smiles and amusement into 

the household.

In the year I was born, my family was not financially prosperous. Having sold to my 

uncle the country estate, called Piazzolo, which he had inherited from my grand

father, my father then lost most of the money on bad speculations. He therefore 

decided to follow the career of judge to secure a steady income. Like all government 

employment, he had to start at the bottom and was assigned to a position in a small 

town in Tyrol, Bagolino, on the border with Austria.
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I was about two years old at this point and it was the beginning of what was to be 

a restless life, moving to different towns, countries and continents. From Bagolino, 

father was assigned to the more important community of Saronno, where he died 

prematurely at the age of 47, in 1894.

My poor mother! There she was, a widow with four children, none of them yet 

started in their careers and with exceedingly meager financial resources at her dis

posal. We moved back to Milan, but as I was so young I have only very vague 

recollections of those years of struggle. Nevertheless, my good mother, brother and 

two sisters, with courage and endurance, pulled through all sorts of hardships. I 

remember Bice, who was studying to be a school teacher, getting up at dawn to 

recite poems from Dante's Divine Comedy that she had to memorize. The evening 

before, after a meager bowl of ‘minestra’ soup, the whole family had gone to bed 

at sunset because there was no money for burning oil or candles.

[4] Two years on and Guido was a doctor of zoology with a job as inspector of the 

city's abattoir, Bice had a position as a school teacher in a small town near Milan, 

and Dina had graduated from the Conservatorio as a brilliant pianist and had many 

pupils amongst high society. We could now afford to stay up in the evenings and 

have more than “minestra" for supper. Despite the financial difficulties, my family 

managed to let me start my music studies. Mother followed the wish of my father, 

who used to say that after having Dina study piano "la piccola Alba" (the little Alba) 

should study violin. So when I reached the mature age of six, Dina got me a 

quarter-sized violin and a teacher, signorina Rigona, a violin student at the 

Conservatorio.

2 | 3 Alba’s mother Rosa 

Fontana (1848-1909) and father 

Eugenio Rosa (1847-1894). Eugenio 

has his own footnote in history: aged 

13, he was a soldier in Garibaldi's 

original army of the 'Mille Camice 

Rosse' (Thousand Red Shirts) that 

sailed from Genoa to Sicily in the 

spring of 1860 to conquer the island 

from the Bourbon Kingdom of Sicily 

Et Naples, an important stepping 

stone towards Italian reunification.

4 Alba's older sister, Dina, was the 

first private teacher of the young 

Gian Carlo Menotti, the Italian- 

-American director and opera 

composer and founder of the 

Spoleto 'Festival dei Due Mundi' in 

Italy, which he ran from its inception 

in 1958 until his death in 2007. 

Menotti won the Pulitzer Music 

Prize twice and in 1976 the New 

York Times called him the most 

performed American opera composer.



5 I 6 The Conservatorio in 

Milan, still housed in the same 

building Alba attended. The large 

main door opens onto a courtyard 

dominated by the view of the 

baptistery of the adjacent church, 

a view which the Conservatorio 

now uses as its logo.

7 Alba’s violin teacher, Giovanni 

Rampazzini, was born in 1835 in 

Cremona, the city of violin builders, 

and died in 1902 in Milan. Besides 

being a professor at the Conservato

rio, he was also first violinist in the 

orchestra that performed Verdi's 

revised final version of Simone 

Boccanegra in Teatro La Scala in 

the 1880-1881 season.

I was so stiff and clumsy with the bow! All I could do for months was produce a 

screechy noise on my little violin. But somehow my playing improved and after two 

years I took part in a contest for a scholarship to the Conservatorio. My playing was 

still very primitive, but when one of the judges sat at the piano and I could identify 

all the notes he played without looking (a trick in which other contestants had 

failed), they selected me as the winner. So here I was, eight years old, the youngest 

fully-fledged student at the renowned Milan Conservatorio di Musica.

[5+6+7] But not all was sugar. My teacher, Professor Giovanni Rampazzini, exactly 

sixty years older than me, was a man with a heart of gold, but no patience whatsoever 

for a child of my age. And oh, what a temper! One false note—and there were many- 

or mistake of any kind and I was rebuked with a thundering voice, using such gentle 

names as "Bestia, stupida, idiota" (beast, stupid, idiot). I was terrified every time I 

went for a lesson. In fact, before my turn came, I used to say a few prayers very softly. 

Once an older girl student caught me and with a sly smiled asked, "Dici le orazioni?" 

(Are you saying your prayers?). I thought it below my dignity to answer her.

At home, a common warning from mother, Guido or Dina (Bice was away teaching) 

was, "Alba, va a tu studiare"—go and study. My weekly schedule would give any 

modern child the creeps: violin, three lessons; piano, two lessons; theory of music, 

two lessons, all at the Conservatorio. On top of which, there was a devilish school 

teacher who scolded me to make me digest the three R’s (Reading, wRiting, a 

Rithmatic) and later Roman history, grammar, composition, geometry and more. 

And every teacher also expected me to do homework. "Studiare"-! hated it! I would 

much rather have been skipping or sitting on a bench in the courtyard eating fruit 

and daydreaming, or even teaching the cat how to play piano! Mother caught me 

more than once holding pussy's paws and banging the keys (such fun), instead of 

playing the Bach or Czerny assigned for the next lesson. Many modern parents 

would have put my behavior down to a lack of interest; instead my family simply



thought I was a lazy child (as many are). They forced me to work and I am grateful 

they did, since the "interest" developed in due time -and how, as you shall see.

[8] A good example of the nature of these turn-of-the-century teachers, was my 

exams at the Conservatory. Students had to play before judges who were 

well-known external musicians. For the occasion, a wealthy cousin of mine had sent 

me a white dress with newly fashionable balloon sleeves. When my old violin teacher 

saw me coming, he started to shout. "How in the world are you going to play violin 

with those "sgonfioni" (swollen bubbles, in Milanese vernacular) for sleeves? Go 

home and change your dress immediately!" Of course, I obliged, went home in tears, 

came back, played in an old fashioned dress and passed the exam with good marks.

[9] Despite the hard work and discipline, in those years I was a pretty happy and 

jolly child. We occupied an apartment on the second floor on the Via Vivaio. Across 

the hall lived the Bertinis, a family of artists whose specialty was the creation of 

stained glass windows. Amongst others, they made those of the famous Milan 

cathedral, IL Duomo. The whole first floor of the building was used as studios. The 

Bertinis became friendly with us and I especially liked the old man Pompeo, a 

marvelous designer. I used to watch him draw huge figures of Saints. When ready, 

these were copied onto glass windows by his son, Guido, and other young artists. 

Then the window would be taken across the courtyard to a special hut where it was 

put in a huge kiln, until it reached the temperature which acted as a fixative to 

make the colors permanent. If the heat was too intense, the window would crack 

and they had to start the whole thing all over again. Guido Bertini was a good friend 

of my brother Guido, and later became my sister Dina's husband. Often in the 

evening he would come and sit with us near the fireplace, the only form of heating 

in the apartment. He had a great sense of humor and would say, "I have to stay up 

late tonight because we're baking Saint Cecily and Saint Anthony". Art and politics 

were discussed, much of which my eight or nine year old mind could not grasp; but

8 The Via Vivaio in Milan, where 

the Rosa family lived, seen from the 

south. Most of the houses on this 

east side are probably much the 

same as in Alba's day, though no 

trace can be found of the Bertini 

studio. About a third of the houses 

across the street were completely 

rebuilt in the last century.

9 The Bertini stained-glass atelier 

in Milan was founded by Giovanni 

Battista Bertini (1799-1849), who 

became renowned for his renovation 

of stained-glass windows in the 

Milanese Duomo early in the 

nineteenth century. His son, Pompeo 

(1829-1899), took over his father's 

studio and was neighbor to the Rosa 

family in the Via Vivaio. His son 

Guido, 1872-1938, married Alba's 

sister, Dina. The scene shown here 

was made by Pompeo for one of the 

Duomo windows.
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10 I 11 Corso Venezia, one 

of Milan's major boulevards, and 

another, unidentified street, during 

the 1898 'revolution'. The immediate 

cause of the riots was a scarcity of 

bread. On May 5th, workers held a 

labor strike to demonstrate against 

the government for increased prices 

and the famine affecting the 

country. First blood was shed that 

day in Pavia, some 20 miles south of 

Milan, when the son of the mayor of 

Milan was killed attempting to halt 

troops marching against the crowd. 

Following a protest in Milan the next 

day, a state of siege was declared in 

the city. Troops were ordered to 

shoot canons at zero elevation, and 

demonstrators were pursued and 

shot at by soldiers. The government 

claimed 118 people were killed and 

450 wounded. According to the 

opposition, 400 were killed, and 

over 2000 injured.

I kept listening and when mother would say, "Alba, va a letto" (go to bed), I was 

reluctant, also because the bedroom was about as inviting as the North Pole.

That year in Milan, when spring came, something happened which, young as I then 

was, I would never forget. We had a revolution.

[10] It was a typical May day-sunshine and blue skies. Mother was taking me to 

the Conservatorio, through the lovely scent of flowers from nearby gardens that 

made that morning walk so pleasant, when suddenly we heard the noise of firearms. 

We stopped and passersby shouted that there had been an uprising among the 

workers of the Pirelli factory (which still exists to this day). King Umberto had sent 

in troops under General Bava Beccaria, and they were now shooting at the people 

at the Bastioni, three blocks away from where we were.

[11] Terrified, mother and I turned back. On our way home, the shooting intensified. 

Poor mother, she was so anxious! Dina had gone to Monza, a nearby town, to teach 

piano. Guido was on night duty at the abattoir, and Bice was in Cassina Nuova 

teaching. After a number of rather scary incidents (Dina, Guido and Bice, for 

example, each had to walk through charging cavalry crossing Corso Venezia), by 

late afternoon we all were reunited at home.

[12+13] The shooting lasted three days and some 1000 people lost their lives. The 

insurgents were unarmed and were throwing stones at the soldiers., who were 

mostly "meridionali" (southerners), their families being safe down in Naples or Sicily.
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1 2 Many drawings of the murder 

of king Umberto I were made at the 

time as illustrations for magazines; 

newspapers didn't yet carry 

photographs in those days.

They were trigger-happy, just to give a lesson to those confounded northernersan 

example of how little love there was in those days between northern and 

southern Italians. King Umberto decorated General Bava Beccaris for his energetic 

action during the Revolution. For which reason, two years later, an equally energetic 

anarchist by the name of Gaetano Bresci travelled all the way from Patterson, New 

Jersey to kill Umberto. Poor King! He meant well, but was extremely superficial and 

stupid. They used to call him “Re buono" (the good King) and the title was engraved 

beneath his statue in the city of Varese, and under ”11 Re buono" some jester added 

"a nulla", so it read "King Umberto, good for nothing".

That year we could afford a vacation, so we went, as mother ambitiously called it, 

'al estero'-abroad. It was not what you would call an adventurous trip, as the 

foreign land in question was dear old Switzerland, which even in those times could 

be reached in an hour by train! I was quite excited, but soon calmed down when, 

on our arrival at Stabio, the village which was to be our summer resort, I saw that 

everyone not only spoke Italian, but actually our own Milanese dialect, with only a 

slight difference in pronunciation.

Stabio lies at the foot of Mount Generoso, on the pre-Alps, and the scenery was 

marvelous. But as a nine year old, I was more impressed by the chocolate and 

candies, which were so delicious and much cheaper than in Milan. In our two rented 

rooms we had a piano and, believe it or not, it was there that I got my first pupil: 

a little girl of about six who had started piano studies in the city. I got paid too in 

chocolate, a big four pound package at the end of the season.
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1 3 The violated statue of king 

Umberto I is still on display in Varese 

today. In fact, it has been re-dedica- 

ted for its centenary in 2002. The 

stain has long gone, though.

In that summer of 1898, Bismarck, the great German statesman, died. I remember 

Dina reading aloud his biography. Also right there in Switzerland, the Empress of 

Austria was assassinated by a fanatical Italian anarchist. In August came the 

national Swiss holiday, commemorating 600 years of Swiss independence some 

difference with Italy, which in those days was only 30 years old.

It was also during those vacation months that I made my first attempt at compo

sition. It was a little melody that I played by ear and which sounded a lot like Chopin. 

No one was impressed, but I kept on playing it and after some time I decided to 

write it down. Then a young musician friend of Guido took notice of the music and 

played it. He was quite amused by it, and I dare say interested.

[14] October came, and with it the studies, the grumbling teachers, the lessons and 

the homework. Nevertheless, when I was free of duties I had a grand time down in 

the courtyard playing with the neighborhood children.

It was the last year of the century, 1899. All shops advertised merchandise as "Fin de 

Siecle" (end of the century), because in those times in Italy it was considered distin

guished to include some French language in one's speech. "Fin de Siecle" ladies hats 

had mountains of ostrich feathers, "Fin de Siecle" dresses had two or three yards of 

train, which on the street you held gracefully in your hand; though the problem was 

how to do this when you also had to carry an umbrella and parcel at the same time.

Finally the new century made its entrance on a cold evening, with dances and 

champagne for the rich, while the plebeians were content with red wine and songs. 

Little did I know then what a gloomy year was in store for us. In February, an 

influenza epidemic invaded Milan. Dina was affected very badly and it took her 

months to recover. To regain her health, she and mother went to the city of 

Bergamo, beautifully situated on the pre-alpine hills. They were invited by Uncle 

Romolo and Aunt Gina, who, with Cousin Laura, had a beautiful home there.
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While staying in Bergamo, one evening mother skidded on the extremely shiny floor 

of the entrance hall and broke her wrist so badly that for weeks she was unable to 

do anything. Once both mother and Dina had recovered, back in Milan I developed 

a high fever and throat infection. "Diphtheria," said the doctor and gave me an 

injection. The fever went down but I was quite a sick girl. It took me a couple of 

months before I could go back to my activities, as I had kidney complications. By 

fall we were all well again, but what a year that was, 1900.

14 Alba, aged 9, at the start of 

her studies at the Conservatorio 

Giuseppe Verdi - its youngest 

student ever. Alba is sitting sixth 

from the left, first row.

The story of A
lba R

osa V
ictor



24

1 5 An important event, both in 

and of itself and for Alba, took place 

in January 1901 in Milan:

Verdi’s funeral, attended by 250,000 

people. Together with fellow 

students of the Conservatorio 

Giuseppe Verdi, Alba walked in the 

procession following the hearse.

She later said it made a lasting 

impression on her.

As 1901 was stepping in, other events developed, this time not bad, but 

important enough to bring great changes at home. Guido came home one day, all 

excited, "I am going to South America!" When we asked how, Guido explained that 

the Italian Consul General in the Republic of Uruguay had come to the office saying 

that he had been asked by the Uruguayan Government to find a young man, a 

graduate in zoology, who could fill a position as inspector for the control of the 

health of cattle on the big 'estancias' (ranches). Attracted by the adventure of a 

long journey to a remote land, as well as the attractive conditions-a handsome 

salary, all expenses paid trip and contract for six months-Guido accepted immedi

ately, especially since he was allowed to retain his position in Milan until the end 

of the contract.

Guido had to leave in just one month’s time, and so the turmoil started. He went 

with Dina to Genoa to discuss further details with the Consul. They returned 

enthusiastic. Guido asked Dina to come with him to Montevideo, but she did not 

accept, as there was an incipient romance in the air between her and Guido Bertini.

Good wishes from friends, embraces-oh yes, and tears too—made up the farewell! 

How we would miss Guido, the only man in the family. But this trip would open up



opportunities for his future. We received a happy description of his first day on the 

ship from Barcelona and later a telegram announcing his safe arrival in Montevideo 

after twenty-two days at sea (I imagine now you would make the same trip in ten 

hours by jet).

Life for us in Milan went on, although not in the same way as in the past. Dina's 

romance grew more intense, and mother was not so delighted. Guido Bertini’s father 

Pompeo and sister Ida had died in recent years, and Guido was not a well organized 

man. Although admiring his intelligence, mother thought he was too much of a 

bohemian to have a family of his own. Poor mother. The more she objected to the 

relationship, the more stubborn Dina became. The result: Dina and Guido Bertini 

were married on April 11, 1901.

Mother was quite upset and out in Montevideo, Guido was astonished at the news. 

As Bertini was our neighbor, to ease the strained situation, mother thought it wise 

to leave the young couple alone, so she and I went to stay with one of her friends, 

an old spinster school teacher.

In the meantime, I was studying harder than ever, since for the first time I was due 

to appear in two pupils’ recitals at the conservatory, one for violin and one for piano. 

Besides which, the time was approaching for the final exams for the last grade in 

primary school. I was eleven years old, but already knew the danger of failing in my 

studies. I remember how, on my own initiative, I used to get up at Bam to study for 

my violin lesson at 9am that morning. But I was doing well, my old teacher no 

longer called me "idiota"; instead he praised me. Nevertheless, at the recital, when 

I found myself on the big stage facing 500 people in the audience, I was terrified. 

The first number, a rondo by Mozart, went very well; then during the second one, a 

difficult allegro by Corelli, my memory failed me in the middle of the piece and I 

skipped a couple of measures. The accompanist kept on playing the piano and luckily 

I picked up on the right spot, all ending well. The audience applauded, but my old 

teacher greeted me backstage with, “I always said you were a goose!" A modern 

child would have been indignant, but I was used to this sort of treatment, so I just 

responded with a bitter-sweet smile. The piano recital was a success, as was the 

primary school exam, for which I received a certificate cum laude.
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1 6 The baritone Eugenio 

Giraldoni (1871-1924) who provided 

Alba's first opera tickets to Puccini's 

Tosca, himself played Scarpia in the 

first performance of Tosca in Rome 

in 1900, and the first performance 

outside Italy, later that year in 

Buenos Aires.

[16] By this time, Guido was due back from South America. Despite the fact that he 

thought Montevideo was beautiful and the people extremely nice, he had felt lone

some and decided to come back to his position in Milan. For the summer of 1901, 

mother and I went to Cassina Nuova with Bice. In the fall, we moved out of Via Vi- 

vaio and took an apartment near Guido's office at Porta Genoa on the opposite side 

of the city. I remember at that time Guido had a friend, a well-known baritone called 

Giraldoni, who was singing that season, not at La Scala but another opera house in 

Milan, Teatro Lirico. Mr. Giraldoni was kind enough to give Guido free 

tickets for the best seats at the opera and Guido took me along. I'll never forget 

that first opera I saw: Tosca by Puccini, the performance was magnificent. It made 

such a deep impression on me that for days afterwards I was not only talking to 

mother about it, but actually showing her some of the scenes by acting them out 

myself. In fact, while showing mother how in the second act Tosca hits Scarpia, 

with a dramatic gesture I hit a vase so hard that it smashed in pieces, flowers and 

water spread out over the waxed floor! Mother forgave me but asked me to leave 

the drama to one side.
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2J ~ 2S
Montevideo:
the first big adventure
1902-1904

Guido, meanwhile, had started to realize that in Milan he was missing many of the 

good things he had had in Montevideo. The good salary (four times higher than that 

in Milan), the comforts he could no longer afford, the opportunities for advance

ment, as well as the mild climate, marvelous beaches and good friends he had made 

in Uruguay. Wouldn't it be nice if mother and Alba (I was no longer La piccola) could 

join him in Montevideo and set up a nice home over there? All these thoughts came 

to Guido because his Uruguayan colleagues kept writing him that he would be very 

welcome to return to his old position. After debating at length with Mother, the 

decision was made: yes, we would go, the three of us.

Although invited to join us, Bice decided to remain in Italy. She had her position as 

a school teacher with a pension and wanted to remain financially independent. In 

February, 1902, I was spending my school vacation, then called Carnevale, in 

Bergamo as a guest of Aunt Gina and Uncle Romolo, when the telegram came. 

"Advise Alba we sail for Montevideo from Genoa, February 18th." I just loved the 

idea of it and felt very important to be able to go on such a long trip. I was by then 

a young lady of twelve and my teenage friends in Bergamo were extremely jealous 

of my great adventure.

Back in Milan, during those two weeks before sailing there was no time for studying. 

Too much had to be done. Shopping (oh, did I love it!)-Mother bought me a brand 

new outfit: dress, hat and coat, all red! Such a wonderful feeling, to have things to 

wear new from the shops, instead of those remodeled old dresses of Dina and Bice.

The story of A
lba R
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1 7 The SS Antonina, the ship on 

which Alba and her mother sailed to 

Montevideo. Built in 1898, it ran 

between Genoa and the South 

American ports of Buenos Aires 

and Montevideo.

[17] Early the following morning, we took the train to Genoa. The son of my old 

violin professor, Rampazzini, accompanied us. To my eyes Genoa was a magnificent 

city with mountains and the sea. In the afternoon, we boarded the ship Antonina, 

part of a German line. It had just one class, with a nice dining room and lounge in 

the center, and good size cabins and decks. Below, the rest of the ship was steerage 

for the transportation of immigrants-there were about 1500 of them aboard. Their 

sleeping quarters were so uncomfortable that no-one would go down there during 

the day, instead crowding the huge deck below us like cattle.

I never shall forget the first night on board when mother and I went to our cabin. 

The ship had been on her way a few hours and the coast was already quite distant. 

It was moonlight and to my amazed eyes, the grandeur of the sea appeared in all 

its glory. I could not tear myself away from the small round window of the cabin. 

Such beauty! I felt like praying to God who was responsible for it all.

We were only fourteen passengers in the cabin class and soon became acquainted. 

Besides the three of us, there was Doctor DeRossi's family-six of them; a salesman 

by the name of Mazzasogni (which in Italian means kill dreams: what a name!), 

another young doctor and a couple. The DeRossi and Mazzasogni families were to 

become our friends until I left South America sixteen years later. Between them, 

the tie would become even closer, as three years later Mazzasogni married Bettina, 

the daughter of Doctor DeRossi.

We were on that boat 24 days without touching a single port, "solo cielo e mare" 

(only sky and sea), as they say in Italy. That explains to some extent the close ties 

that developed between us. Life on board was quite pleasant. Mother, though in 

her middle fifties, was quite adjusted to the idea of moving to a distant country. 

She had a very keen mind and was interested in everything new.

Then mother took me round in a hired carriage (think of it!) to say farewell to all 

our friends; I felt rich already. The evening before our departure, the whole family 

was reunited, Dina included, bringing with her one-month old baby Giuglio, as well 

as all the aunts and cousins. There were so many embraces and fountains of tears 

were shed.
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Guido, Mazzasogni and Doctor DeRossi got along well and had long talks about 

world politics, economics and many other topics. I had fun with the two little girls 

of the DeRossi family, who were five and two years old. There was a piano on board, 

so I could play to my heart's content, and Bettina DeRossi was quite a pianist and 

accompanied me when I played the violin.

The personnel were German and spoke very little Italian. I still remember the captain 

as a solemn man, tall, big and military, saying: "Mahlzeit" before meals, as is the 

custom in Germany. At the traditional celebration of the crossing of the equator, 

we were baptized by the "God Neptune" (an officer dressed up) with champagne, 

as we sailed into the southern hemisphere, where seasons are inverted and the sky 

at night looks entirely different, the stars being different from in the north.

Finally on March 11,1902, we arrived in Montevideo. Although it was still summer 

(fall begins March 21st) it was a nasty, rainy day, very unusual for Montevideo, 

which has a sunny, mild climate all year around.

[18] In those days, Montevideo was still quite a provincial town of some 200,000 

inhabitants. As we drove in, we asked why no women were on the streets. "Well, no 

woman would go out in such weather", was the answer. We stayed in a Casa de 

Huespedes, or small hotel, and from there, after a week or so, moved into an 

apartment on Calle Mercedes next to an Italian doctor.

The story of A
lba R
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Both mother and I were amazed at the great number of Italian people everywhere. 

And even if people were natives, with a friendly smile they would say, "Hable Italiano 

pues io entiendo todo" (Speak Italian, as I understand it well). We soon discovered 

that the Spanish language was not difficult to understand for us Italians. The sun, 

of course, soon returned and we enjoyed going to those glorious beaches with pure 

white sand and the sea as calm as a huge mirror. There were luscious fruits in the 

shops: peaches, grapes and bananas; plus chirimoyas, pelones, mangos-completely 

unknown in Italy in those times of slow transportation.

Once we were settled in our apartment, the problem of my music studies was quickly 

solved. On his previous voyage, Guido had met the De Bernardis family. Their older 

daughter, Catalina, was a graduate pianist from the Milan Conservatory and been 

taught by the same professor as Dina. Catalina was an excellent teacher, as serious 

and demanding as those in Italy (so, naturally, I disliked her). Her husband Virgilio 

Scarabelli called himself a violinist, and had studied in Buenos Aires. I had lessons 

from him, but he wasn't as good as his wife. He was very lenient and I learned hardly 

anything from him. He let me do pretty much what I pleased (and of course I liked 

him very much as a teacher).

After I had studied with the Scarabellis for some time, they let me play in all kinds 

of concerts, mostly benefits. I got presents, flowers. My name was mentioned in the 

social columns of newspapers as "una notabilidad" (remarkable girl) and I had a 

grand time. By then, I had made some very good friends, including Aida Ruvertoni, 

who later became Guido's wife, and Carolina Santini. Life was pleasant in 

Montevideo: in the summer we went to the beaches and in winter the weather was 

so mild that on Sundays we used to go to the Prado, a lovely park, and sit outside 

the restaurant, or go to Aida's "quinta" (cottage) just outside the city, where flowers, 

oranges and tangerines were abundant.

[19] Two years later, in 1904, we had a revolution, South American style, and oh so 

different from the one in Milan. In those times, there were two political parties in 

Uruguay: the Colorados (Reds) and the Blancos (Whites). The Colorados, then in 

power, were liberals with some socialist tendencies, protecting the working classes 

but certainly not following such extreme doctrines as the reds of today. The then 

young president, Jose Battle Ordonez, had introduced divorce, which was shocking
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all the Catholics, who nevertheless after a while got divorced just as much as 

everyone else.

The Blancos, headed by a Caudillo commander named Aparicio Saravia, were 

conservative, extreme Catholics, clinging to the old traditions of class-conscious 

Spain. Both Battle and Saravia had mercenary soldiers at their command, paid by 

the parties, and clashes - you could call it light guerilla warfare - would occur. The 

result: revolution! But it all took place in the interior of the country, mainly involving 

some big estancias, or cattle ranches. In Montevideo, life went on as usual, with 

theaters and other amusements. People seemed to not care very much if every day 

a soldier or two got killed. "De todo modo, la mayoria son negros o indios" ("Anyway, 

most of them are colored or Indians").

Finally, after six months or so, some troops came and then, yes, Montevideo had 

celebrations galore, with receptions and dances, but especially with bonfires at 

night, to the great delight of the children, who danced in circles around the flames 

"the savage instinct", as Mother used to say. Those bonfires were so big and 

numerous that once the captain of an incoming liner from Europe thought the 

whole Montevideo was in flames and turned round in a hurry and sailed for 

Buenos Aires.

All this time, I was keeping on with my music studies, playing in concerts left right 

and center, both violin and piano. On the piano, I was doing very well; but my violin 

performances were becoming more and more messy, playing pieces that were much 

too difficult for me. In my silly judgement, I did not care, nor did my teacher 

Scarabelli, who knew no better. But Mother and Guido were worried and felt sorry 

to have taken me away from that excellent schooling in Milan, though in the 

meantime, my dear old teacher, Rampazzini, had died.

19 The 1904 uprising in Uruguay 

of the Blancos against the Colorados 

government was fought mainly in the 

provinces, lasted nine months and ended 

with defeat for the Blancos. When Alba 

arrived, Uruguay's population was 

around one million, Montevideo's 

300,000. Immigration from Europe, 

mostly Spain and Italy, over preceding 

decades had brought industrial 

modernization and on impetus towards 

secularization and political liberalization. 

In the first quarter of the 20th cen tuny, 

Uruguay was a democratic state that 

mirrored the European democracies 

of the day.
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Brussels: studying under 
the great Cesar Thomson
1904-1906

[20] Another event was about to change the picture for me entirely. A young 

Uruguayan, Eduardo Fabini, who had been studying violin at the Brussels 

Conservatory in Belgium under a great violinist named Cesar Thomson, returned 

after graduation, bringing along his famous teacher, who was going on a concert 

tour of South America.

20 The young violinist Eduardo 

Fabini (1882-1950), who Alba met in 

Montevideo, also studied under 

Cesar Thomson and also won first 

prize at the Conservatoire's violin 

coneours. The year Alba went to 

Brussels, Fabini returned to study for 

another three years, so they probably 

met there again. Fabini later became 

one of the founders of the Conserva

torio Musical del Uruguay and went 

on to become the country's most 

famous composer. Fie is here 

depicted on a 100 pesos banknote.

They landed in Montevideo the same day I was playing a concert and Fabini thought 

it would be fun to take Thomson to it. They arrived late-fortunately, as I had just 

"murdered" a Rhapsody by Flauser on my violin. Still, the public applauded, maybe 

because I was playing with feeling, so I gave an encore. Sure enough, at that very 

moment there was a big commotion in the audience: Fabini had entered with the 

famous Cesar Thomson. Everyone applauded and I started my encore with all the 

gusto I could put into it. As it was a technically easy piece, I played very well and 

the great Thomson clapped and clapped, as did the audience.
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After the concert, there was a reception where Thomson greeted me in Italian, 

saying, "Ecco un'Alba deirarte!" (Here is the dawn of an artist!) My first name being 

Alba, he made up this compliment especially for me. Mother, Guido and I were 

naturally very impressed. Then the idea came: Wouldn't it be wonderful to go to 

Brussels and study violin with Cesar Thomson, coming back to South America as a 

full fledged concert violinist?

[21] The idea of going to Brussels developed more and more, so that in September 

the following year, 1904, mother and I were on our way to Brussels on the steamship 

Turakina, one of the largest of its day. The Turakina voyaged round the world, going 

from London to Cape Town and on to Sydney, Wellington (New Zealand), Valparaiso 

(Chili), around Tierra del Fuego, then Montevideo, Tenerife and finally London again. 

So when mother and I boarded, the Turakina was on her way home.

The personnel and almost all the passengers were British, and the only language 

spoken onboard was English, a language of which we did not speak a single word. 

Conversation was thus limited to four other passengers from Argentina. Yet, in all 

my long experiences of sea voyages, seldom did I have such a good time as on the 

Turakina. How was that possible? It's very easy to explain. We had a universal 

language in common: music!

Most of the cabin passengers belonged to a large light opera company from London 

that had been performing in Australia. When they discovered my musical skills, they 

had me sit at the piano with their music scores. I was already quite a good reader, 

so they kept me playing for hours, while they sang. It was great fun for all 

concerned. There were also games on deck almost every day and a costumed ball. 

Some of the girls fixed me up as representing Italy, with a shield and crown all made 

of paper, and I won the first prize: a golden ten shilling coin.

The beauty of Tenerife impressed us very much, then a few days later, we entered 

the English Channel, stopped in Plymouth before arriving back in London. With the 

help of an Anglo-Argentine passenger, Mr. McClean, we found a nice little hotel 

and for two days got a glimpse of the great city, admiring Trafalgar Square, 

Westminster Abbey, the Houses of Parliament, and the slightly overwhelming traffic

21 Miss Italia on the Turakina

The story of A
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22 | 23 Established in 1813

by Napoleon and modeled on the 

Conservatoire de Musique in Paris, 

the Conservatoire Royal De Musique 

in Brussels acquired its name after 

Belgium independence, in 1832. In 

1876 it moved into its own magnifi

cent purpose-built home at the Rue 

de la Regence. Brussels City Council 

has recently decided to pull the 

building down, having deteriorated 

to the point where it is now too 

expensive to renovate. Under its first 

two directors, Francois-Joseph Fetis 

from 1833-1871 and Francois- 

Auguste Gevaert from 1871-1907, 

the Conservatoire established a 

world class reputation, employing 

a series of influential teachers, 

including Alba's tutor, Cesar 

Thomson, and Eugene Ysaye. Later 

Ysaye, set up the prestigious Queen 

Elisabeth Competition for young 

musicians, still held every year.

on Regent Street. Then it was the train from Charing Cross to Dover, boat to Ostende 

and then train again to Brussels.

When still in Montevideo, Guido had written to the brother of one of his friends, 

Ricardo Zambaldi, who lived in Brussels with his Belgian wife and five children, 

explaining our plans concerning my studies in Brussels. We got a most cordial reply, 

saying that Mr. Zambaldi would be delighted to meet mother and me, and would 

do whatever he could to help us.

So on our arrival in Brussels, there was Mr. Zambaldi waiting for us at the railroad 

station. As we had never met before, the token of recognition was my violin. We 

saw this tall, good looking gentlemen approach us, asking in Italian, "Signora e 

Signorina Rosa?" He took us to his home, a nice villa in Uccle, a suburb of Brussels, 

where we stayed with his family for a few days until we found a little apartment 

on the Chaussee de Vleurgat.

Brussels was easier for us to get around than London, as mother was reviving the 

French she had studied in her younger days. The great master, Thomson, and his 

wife, who was Italian, also received us most cordially.

[22+23] As for my study, the Conservatoire was in a beautiful building on the Rue 

de la Regence. Thomson's class was in a big room with a grand piano. The master 

sat in the middle with his violin, often playing for students, holding the bow with 

a big cigar between his fingers and providing his commentary in French, Italian or 

German, depending on the student's nationality-we were a cosmopolitan student

group.
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Me?

[24] There and then began the big change in my attitude to music. No longer did 

mother have to tell me, "Alba va a studiare" (Go and study). At home, I would be 

sawing away on my violin then banging away on the piano. Practically the whole 

day long, my life was plunged into some form of musical expression. How could all 

this suddenly happen? I think several factors were responsible for molding my new 

personality: I was then fifteen years old, crossing the gap between childhood and 

adolescence (nowadays you do it three years earlier). A fondness for loafing, playing 

games, having a good time, eating sweets and daydreaming were being replaced 

by a strong ambition for future success, and fame, and a certain romanticism. The 

atmosphere within the Brussels Conservatory encouraged all this. Our Master, Cesar 

Thomson, was not only a great musician but also a hugely cultured man. His 

comments touched upon subjects across all the arts as well as science, history and 

psychology. Though my young age meant I did not always entirely grasp the full 

meaning of his conversations, I was fascinated by them just the same. I was 

becoming less a scatter brain and being initiated into the art of thinking.

Another factor was the keen competition amongst students. In class, we all listened 

while the student having the lesson played, facing the Master. If one played well, 

there was eloquent approval from the listeners; but if the playing was inferior, the 

attitude of contempt, even sneering, was palpable. I remember once when a tall, 

distinguished-looking Mexican was playing some big concerto atrociously, a rather 

rough-and-ready young Belgian man threw a five cents coin at the man’s feet. Both 

Thomson and the Mexican acted as if they had not noticed, but oh... the Belgian 

would never try that on again. After the class, the fiery Mexican was waiting outside 

for the Belgian and pounded him with his fists so badly his face became a mosaic 

of black and blue.

24 Cesar Thomson (1857-1931) 

acquired an immense reputation as 

a violinist, playing throughout 

Europe in the 1880’s and 90’s, before 

joining the Conservatoire in 1897. 

“His octave playing almost equals 

that of Paganini himself... a player 

for the musically cultivated rather 

than for the multitude." (Lahee, 

Famous Violinists, 1899).
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25 The Surveillance Committee 

and the Director of the Conservatoire 

certify that Ms. Alba Rosa has recei

ved a first prize on violin (with dis

tinction) in the class of Mr. Thomson 

on the Coneours of the year 1905.

ConssnyATouts Kotal de DlusitiUE

CONCOURS DE 1905

hrecteur du Co:u:orvato>Ae c«rtilxent quo
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All this was certainly exciting for a girl of my age. As students, we would often go 

together to hear some great artist., and I remember how we girls became emotional 

when the famous Eugene Isaye made his violin sob with the Adagio of the Bach 

concerto in E. I know how ridiculous that sounds to modern youngsters, but don't 

forget that in those days the young were still romantic.

My French was progressing quite well and after three months in Brussels I had no 

trouble expressing myself, although my conversation was still full of funny mistakes 

that made me and my friends laugh.

A rather rainy Spring came, and with it the excitement of getting ready for the 
exam. If I passed, I could take part in the Coneours that July [1905]. The judges at 

the exam were a number of professors and the Director of the Conservatoire, Mr. 

Gevaert, a renowned musicologist. I played part of the Paganini Concerto and 

Gevaert congratulated me in Italian. I felt as proud as a peacock and went on 

practicing furiously for hours every day, so that mother would say, "Alba, now it's 

enough for today, Let's go out for a walk." What a difference from her "Alba va a 

studiare" (Alba go and study) in Milan and Montevideo!

[25+26] The Coneours was to take place in the big concert hall of the Conservatoire, 

was open to the public and lasted two days. We had to memorize eight Etudes by 

Kreutzer, Fiorillo, Rode and then, when we came on stage, the judges would tell us 

which Etudes they wanted us to play. That first afternoon, every student was asked
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26 Alba, shortly after winning the 

first prize in Brussels in July 1905. 

She sent this photo to brother Guido 

in Montevideo: "Al mio Guido caro, 

da tua sorella Alba che te vuoi tanto 

bene" [... Alba, who loves you very 

much).
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27 |28 The old Kursaal in 

Ostende, directly at the beach, 

with its huge concert hall in which, 

as can be seen, the orchestra 

'flew in' on a balcony of its own.

to play the same Concerto: Beriot No.7 with string orchestra accompaniment. With 

21 contestants, it meant the Beriot Concerto was going to be repeated 21 times. 

You would think this would scare off the public, but not a bit of it. The hall was 

packed with some 700 people. The next day, we played a concerto of our choice. 

Mine was the brilliant and difficult Tchaikovsky. I was the youngest of all the 

contestants and I dare to say I played well. The public applauded enthusiastically. 

The judges awarded me first prize with distinction, which was a diploma, making 

me a graduate. My teacher, Thomson, protested-l was too young, and besides, I 

would no longer be able to follow the courses at the Conservatoire but the 

judges won.

Would you believe it? The idea of not going to the Conservatoire any longer broke 

my heart. I cried bitterly, despite my success. It shows what an artistic environment 

like the Conservatoire could do for a girl of nearly sixteen years of age. Following 

Master Thomson's advice, mother and I stayed in Brussels for another year and a 

half, while I got private lessons from Thomson.

[27+28] My reward came the following year, in July 1906, when I played in one of 

the most important concerts of my whole career at the Kursaal of Ostende, a 

renowned summer resort in those days . I played the same Tchaikovsky piece, plus 

the Gypsy Dances by Sarasate accompanied by the big orchestra-3000 people 

listening and my name listed among celebrities like Caruso, Selma Kurz and others. 

I got fine notices in the newspapers, too. It was like a dream!
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Uruguay and Argentina: 
the first concert tour, 
the first romance
1907

That fall and the following winter there were concert appearances in Pavia, Milan 

and Bergamo; but in the midst of so many successes, a sad note struck. Mother had 

a bad heart attack, so our plans were naturally directed towards home: Guido 

and Montevideo.

Mother and I were still in Brussels, getting ready for our homeward journey via 

Paris and Italy, when a long letter from Guido arrived with quite a surprise in it. An 

impresario Guido had met through a friend had asked about my career. Guido 

showed him my press notices from Ostende and the man was so impressed that he 

wanted to offer me a contract for several concerts in Uruguay and Argentina. 

Besides a nice fee per concert, mother and I (one wouldn't let a girl travel alone in 

those days) would have all travelling expenses paid. I enthusiastically signed up to 

the contract. Mother, who had to counter-sign as I was still a minor, was pleased 

too. Though for her own health she would have rather stayed quietly in Montevideo, 

being a loving mother, I came first.

[29] Apart from me, the impresario had an entire Italian opera company booked to 

perform in Brazil, Uruguay and Argentina, and we all sailed together from Genoa 

on a beautiful steamer, the Regina Elena. So on our return trip we were once again 

amongst theatrical people. I had a grand time playing operas on the piano for any 

singers who wanted to practice their roles. Like many Italians, they had lovely 

natural voices but were such poor musicians they could hardly read music. Being 

emotional and temperamental, discussions, fights, romances were all mixed 

together. Naturally I was an outsider under the guardian eye of mother, who smiled 

and said nothing. But I knew she was watching me.

The story of A
lba R

osa V
ictor
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29 The Regina Elena, on which 

Alba and her mother sailed back to 

Montevideo in 1907, was built that 

same year and probably on her

maiden trip.

We arrived in Montevideo at the end of March, 1907 to glorious fall weather and 

beaches still in full swing. I was compiling the programs of my future recitals, two 

to be repeated in different cities. In May, I opened in Montevideo, where I was 

very well received by both press and audience. Considering me a fellow Uruguayan, 

they forgave me if a lack of experience meant my technique was not always 

irreproachable.

In Buenos Aires it was a different story. They praised me highly for my musical talent, 

beautiful tone and feeling, but advised me to keep on studying to attain a faultless 

technique. They were right and I knew it. Nevertheless, my concert tour continued 

with great success and I enjoyed every bit of it.

I played in La Plata, the official capital of Argentina with its beautiful buildings and 

parks; Bahia Blanca down south, reached by a twelve hour train journey across the 

pampas, with its cattle and "plantas de puchero"; then on to the pretty provincial 

towns of Uruguay, Salto and Paysandu, with orange trees lining the sidewalks. Teas 

and receptions were held everywhere for the "Concertista y su Mamma" by the 

"Damas de la sociedad" (society ladies). My recitals were social events in what were 

then relatively naive societies.

[30+31] By September, 1907 the concert tour had ended and mother and I were 

back in Montevideo. It was springtime, a very beautiful time in Montevideo. 

Romances were blooming, too. Aida Ruvertoni, one of my best friends though six 

years my senior, got engaged to be married to my brother Guido. Aida was born in
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Montevideo of Italian parents. Her father had became quite wealthy in the 

construction business and the Ruvertoni family, just like mother and I, were very 

happy about the engagement. My romance was with a handsome and distinguished 

Belgian, Maurice Geeraert; an excellent pianist who had studied in Vienna. However, 

success in our musical careers was apparently more important to us, so the romance 

did not last.

J I Little information remains on 

Maurice Geeraert, the pianist with whom 

Albo had a brief romance, though two 

loose ends confirm that he continued to 

pursue his musical dream: in June 1909 

he is mentioned as the accompanist to 

soprano Elena Theodorini at two recitals 

in Montevideo and in 1917 he appears 

as the conductor in a review of a 

performance of the opera L 'E (ranger, 

by the French composer Vincent d'lndy 

in Buenos Aires.
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20 -22
Teaching and tragedy in 
Buenos Aires
1908-1910

Belgian composer Edmund 

Pallemoerts, 1867-1945, emigrated to 

Buenos Aires in 1889 and five years later 

founded the Conservatorio Argentina, 

which was never, as the name might sug

gest, the

country's national conservatory. Conser

vatories in Argentina at the time appear 

essentially to have been free enterprises. 

Contrary to Alba's assessment of its im

portance, no

historical records of its existence seem to 

have survived. Pallemoerts died asa na

turalized Argentinian in Buenos Aires, 

having fathered four daughters, all excel

lent pianists.

My recitals brought an offer to teach violin in one of the most important music 

schools in Buenos Aires, the Conservatorio Argentine. Mother and Guido preferred 

the idea of me following a teacher career to my wandering about giving concerts. 

Moreover, mother was no longer strong enough to stand the strain of continuous 

travelling. For my part, I felt that I had had enough adventure and travelling. I was 

looking forward to a quieter and more settled way of life. I therefore accepted with 

enthusiasm the idea of going with mother to Buenos Aires and teaching at the 

Conservatorio Argentine.

[32] In Argentina, the school year runs from March to December, so in February, 

1908, mother and I were on our way to Buenos Aires. The director of the Conserva

torio, Mr. Pallemaerts, and his wife received us with great kindness. They had two 

baby daughters and lived in a beautiful villa in Temperley, a suburb of Buenos Aires, 

and invited us over frequently. I used to bring my violin along. Mr. Pallemaerts was 

an excellent pianist from my own alma mater, the Brussels Conservatory and we 

would play together to the delight of mother and the other guests.

The Conservatorio Argentine had about 300 pupils. I took the violin classes of 25 

pupils, some of them older than myself. After a few months Mr. Pallemaerts 

gave a big concert with an orchestra and I played the Vieuxtemps Concerto with 

great success.
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Mother and I rented and furnished a nice little apartment on the Calle Castelli. Our 

neighbors, the families DiTata and DiTella, were Italians. Mother was so pleased, 

since she no longer had to struggle with the Spanish language. Our friendship with 

the DiTella family became so deep that it came to have quite an influence on our 

lives later on. We took trips to Montevideo, which was an overnight boat crossing 

of the La Plata river, to visit Guido and the Ruvertoni family. Guido and Aida were 

planning to marry in about a year's time. In those days, long engagements were a 

must, to give young couples the opportunity to get to know each other.

[34] Everything seemed to be looking up, but alas not for long. In November, 1908 

mother had a second heart attack, much more serious than the one in Brussels. She 

recovered somewhat and returned to Montevideo. I followed in December when my 

vacation started. Poor mother was never the same again. She insisted on coming 

back with me to Buenos Aires in March, but other attacks followed and on June 

2nd, 1909 she left us forever. What a blow that was for Guido and me. I wasn't 

even twenty years old; yet there I was, facing an entirely different outlook on life.

Of course, good old Guido, being fifteen years older than me, was acting more like 

a father than a brother. The family Ruvertoni were very nice. With the Latin idea, 

even more ingrained in those times, that a girl should live with members of her 

family, they asked me to give up my position in Buenos Aires and stay with them in 

Montevideo. I flatly refused. I was established in Buenos Aires, with a salary of 350 

pesos a month—quite a sum in those days-and did not want to give up my position.

33 In 1911, Torquato, the son of 

the DiTella family with whom Alba 

stayed, set up at just nineteen years 

old a small company, SIAM Di Telia, 

SIAM being an acronym in Spanish 

for "Dough-kneading machine 

industries", which expanded and by 

the time of Torquato's unexpected 

death in 1948, was by far the largest 

independent industrial manufacturer 

in Latin America. It later declined 

and finally folded in the 1980's.

Good old Guido understood and so did not insist on having me come back, but the 

Ruvertonis, being more old-fashioned, were somewhat shocked, but remained 

extremely kind to me. I stayed in their house for the first weeks after mother's 

departure. I was weak and nervous from the difficult times I had had during the 

last months of her illness, but youth won over and I soon was able to go back to my 

task of teaching.

[33] On returning to Buenos Aires, I was for a while the guest of my former neigh

bors, the DiTellas: Zizi (a nickname for "uncle": "Zio"), an elderly former army officer; 

the mother, a sweet affectionate woman she was quite ill and passed away later 

that same year; two daughters, Laura, with her husband Juan and baby Millie, and



Bianca, who was still single; and Torquato, a boy of about sixteen, who was to 

become one of the greatest industrialist millionaires of Argentina. The house was 

quite big but still somewhat crowded. Nevertheless, they insisted I stay with them. 

Bianca was about my age and became one of my greatest friends.

Guido, meanwhile, had arranged for a lady companion for me, the sister of a friend 

and colleague of his. She was in her early forties and came from Italy. We moved 

into a new apartment and there I was, a rather spoiled girl living with this perfect 

stranger. Miss Baldassini meant well, poor soul; but though we remained good 

friends, our being together did not work. She was a fine housekeeper, and loved 

beautiful clothes and gossip. Her conversations on these subjects bored me, and my 

lack of tact made that quite apparent to her, which she resented. Result: we tried 

to avoid each other. She would constantly visit her few Italian friends, complaining 

that she was homesick, and I was invited out a lot by my own friends. Selfishly, I 

felt happier without her around.

I spent a lot of time with Bianca and her family, and also a German couple, Dr. and 

Mrs. Pflaumer, whom I had recently met. Shortly after my return to Buenos Aires, 

Mr. Pallemaerts gave another big concert and I played the Bruch Concerto with 

orchestra. The Pflaumers were there, came backstage and invited me to their house. 

Dr. Pflaumer, originally from Augsburg in Germany, was a renowned surgeon with 

his own sanatorium. Mrs. Pflaumer, born in Argentina but also from German stock, 

was a beautiful and very kind-hearted woman. They were in their middle years, had 

never had children and we became great friends. They loved to hear me play the 

violin and always made some fine pianist available to be my accompanist. It was 

my first contact with non-Latin people and I found out that I liked them a lot. 

Something that was to be reaffirmed later in my life. Summer came and Miss 

Baldassini went back to Italy, while I was in Montevideo staying with Guido who 

was getting ready to marry Aida.

In the meantime, a new romance was blooming with my discovery that Aida's 

brother, Pancho, was becoming terribly fond of me. Finally one evening, when the 

rest of the family were sitting out in the patio, Pancho and I were left alone in the 

dining room. He confessed his love for me. Frankly, I did not feel the same way for 

him yet, although I liked him a lot. But when he started to court me in the romantic
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35 Brother Guido and his wife, and fashion of those times he would stand under my balcony faithfully every day at
Alba's best friend, Aida Ruvertoni. cjus|< an(j wajt for me come out, wave my hand and smile to him I grew to be

quite fond of him. Such romantic customs were still in vogue in those days, they 

call it dragonear, even though we were well into the twentieth century.

[35] Guido and Aida got married in February, 1910 and I went back to Buenos Aires, 

staying temporarily with Mrs. Pflaumer's mother and sister and then moving in as 

a paying guest with the Mazzasogni's, the old friends who eight years earlier had 

travelled on the same boat with us from Italy. Mazzasogni had married Bettina and 

they now had two lovely baby girls. The romance with Pancho did not last long. 

Papa Ruvertoni was not unfavorable but Mama's simple soul did not like the idea 

of a future daughter-in-law who was a musician. Besides, we were too young. 

Pancho himself was distressed and not strong enough to fight his way through it. 

I was disappointed, partly because Aida, instead of helping us, the younger 

generation, lined up with the old people. Life in Buenos Aires was becoming more 

and more interesting and I was soon cured of my romance.
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Professor Sevcik, Vienna
1911

[36+37] The Pflaumers continued giving parties, to which I was always invited. 

Besides all their German friends, they received important guests from abroad: Prince 

Windischgraetz from Austria; the Staubs, who were close to Kaiser Wilhelm; the 

great pianist Vianna Da Motta; and, the most interesting to me, the famous violinist 

Jan Kubelik, father of Rafael Kubelik, the conductor.

I had heard Kubelik play as a young girl in Milan, when Guido took me to his concert. 

Even back then he had already enjoyed enormous success and now here I was, ten 

years later, sitting next to him at dinner. Kubelik was from Prague and conversation 

was in French. When later in the evening I played violin, I was pretty nervous. 

Nevertheless, Kubelik told the Pflaumers that I had "grosses musikalisches Talent” 

(great musical talent). I had only to improve my technique. Dr. Pflaumer asked him 

if he would be willing to give me some lessons, to which Kubelik agreed. The next 

day, I went to see him with my violin, which was a thrill for me. I played for him a 

few times and he gave me some new ideas about practicing difficult passages. More 

than ever, I realized how much I still had to learn, leading me again to intense daily 

practice, even though my teaching kept me busy several hours every day.

The Pflaumers were delighted. They had been planning a vacation in Europe and 

one day asked me, "Alba, why don't you join us going to Europe? Our trip will last 

about six months and you could stop off somewhere to study again under a great 

master of the violin, maybe Berlin." That year I had managed to save about 1500 

pesos, so I could easily pay the expenses for the trip, especially since the Pflaumers 

were inviting me to be a guest at the house of their relatives.

I knew that I would have to win Guido's approval for this trip, and risk losing my 

position at Pallemaerts, but it was such a wonderful opportunity: go on a luxurious 

steamer, travel through Germany, study in a big city for a few months, and visit my

37 Jan Kubelik, to whom Alba 

dedicated an elegy she wrote in 

1941, with his son conductor 

Rafael Kubelik.
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sisters and other relatives. So I started to write some very diplomatic letters to 

Guido, who at first did not like the idea. But with the help of the Pflaumers I finally 

obtained his consent. Mr. Pallemaerts was quite upset. He maintained that I knew 

more than enough to be a teacher at his Conservatory, but finally he had to give in. 

I started to prepare for the trip, spending more time studying violin. I also got lessons 

in German, to have an idea of how to hold a simple conversation, though I soon 

discovered it was a very difficult language, with such complicated grammar and so 

many declensions.

I sailed on the Cap Vilano right after Christmas, 1910 from Montevideo, meeting 

the Pflaumers on board, as they had boarded in Buenos Aires. Good old Guido 

accompanied me to the ship, giving me all kinds of advice on how to behave. 

Nowadays a young person would object to this, but I accepted what I considered 

the voice of wisdom, and I still think it was right. On board the Cap Vilano, the 

atmosphere was entirely German and I seemed to adjust pretty well to it. The ship's 

doctor was an excellent pianist, so I played violin with him a great deal and the 

passengers came up to congratulate Fraulein Alba Rosa.

We landed in Boulogne-Sur-Mer and travelled by train to Aachen, where we were 

to stay a few days at the house of relatives of Mrs. Pflaumer, the Bachmann family. 

Aachen was a typically northern town, including the climate-we found it in deep 

snow. What a contrast with Montevideo, which we left burning in the mid 

summer heat.

[38] From Aachen we went to Berlin, where I was supposed to stay. I was getting 

ready to start with my studies when we learned that Kubelik was in town and giving 

a concert the next day-what a coincidence! The Pflaumers and I agreed that Kubelik 

was the right person to give me advice about my future teacher. When we saw him 

after the concert he was very kind and ever-so surprised. Upon our request he an

swered with a smile, "The master I would advise for Miss Rosa is my own teacher, 

Professor Otokar Sevcik; but he lives in Vienna." "Alright," said Dr. Pflaumer, "we 

are travelling for pleasure, so let us go to Vienna." Kubelik was pleased, writing a 

letter of recommendation for me to bring to Professor Sevcik, and I was delighted, 

since I did not especially like Berlin, a city that still had the heavy Prussian 

atmosphere of the Kaiser and his Junkers.
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38 Professor Otokar Sevcik 

(1852-1934).

On the way to Vienna, we spent two nights in Nurnberg. I was impressed with the 

old medieval city and the memorials to Hans Sacks, the old cobbler who had inspired 

Wagner to write his famous opera Der Meistersinger. From Nurnberg we went to 

Rosenheim near Munich. There, too, we found a gorgeous wintry landscape, with 

deep snow and pine trees. This time we were guests of the Jordan family, Mrs. Jordan 

being Dr. Pflaumer's sister. As in Aachen, there too I experienced the meaning of 

the word "gemiitlich", the typical intimacy of the German home.

Finally, we got to Vienna. What a difference from Berlin! Here the geniality of the 

south was noticeable. The elegant attire and beauty of the women; the singing in 

the streets; violin players, mostly Hungarians, coming into courtyards playing 

chardas for a few pennies.

Professor Sevcik was very kind to me after reading Kubelik's letter and arranged a 

lesson for the following week. He charged 50 Kronen an hour, an enormous sum in 

those times. However, he set the price for me at 25 Kronen, equivalent to half an 

hour, which was invariably stretched to a full hour and even longer. We found a 

boarding house for music students. The owner, Frau Zipser, was a kind lady who 

spoke French fluently, so I had no difficulties.

The story of Alba R
osa V

ictor



39 A postcard sent by Professor 

Sevcik to Alba in 1912.
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The Pflaumers went back to Germany, so there I was, all by myself in the big city of 

Vienna. And what a fascinating city it was, with the River Danube, the Prater and 

so many other parks, the Ringstrasse, wide and clean, and those beautiful Baroque 

buildings. I was very happy in such lovely surroundings and with this great teacher 

who inspired me to study.

For his first lesson I was ready to play two big concertos by Mendelssohn and 

Tchaikovsky. What a surprise I had when professor Sevcik, an unassuming little man 

who fortunately spoke French, said "No, no!" to my concertos, and instead sat at 

the piano and showed me a rather difficult exercise which I should copy on the 

violin. I tried it-and did it sound out of tune! I was ready to cry, but with a smile, 

the kind professor put before me one of the most difficult pieces of all for the violin, 

Ernst’s Hungarian Airs.

[39] "Professor, "I asked, dismayed, "how in the world am I going to be able to play 

such a difficult piece?" He smiled again and in his funny French replied, "Very simple, 

since I am going to teach you how to study it. You take the first five notes repeat
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VIOLIN STUDIES

OPUS 1 PART 1
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40 Professor Otokar Sevcik's 

method for Violin Studies, as devised 

by him at the end of the nineteenth 

century, and still available.

them slowly and then again faster, like an exercise. When you know them fairly 

well, go over to the next five notes and do the same, and so on, until the end of the 

page. Review the whole thing like an exercise. When you are sure of your notes, 

give it expression as in a real piece, and you will see the difference." I looked at the 

professor with astonishment, since I didn't know this was the system adopted by 

the great concert players to obtain impeccable technique.

[40] It took patience and endurance, but the results were so wonderful that it made 

practice extremely interesting. I used to start around 9am and continue until 

lunchtime at one. After lunch I went out for a walk and at 4pm was back at my 

violin until 6pm. After a light supper, I was on my way either to my lessons with 

Professor Sevcik or a concert by some famous artist, or to the Hof Opera, where 

they gave magnificent performances of operas by Wagner and other composers. 

Mostly, I was joined by girls from the boarding house. They also practiced every day 

for hours. All of us were in Vienna for the same purpose: to be immersed in good 

music for a few months in a way that would have a permanent beneficial influence 

on our musical careers.

My German was improving slowly. I had a nice teacher, Baroness Von Popovich in 

those days Vienna was full of nobility, most of them penniless. I wonder what 

became of them all - I could follow a conversation, but when it came to speaking, 

those famous declensions - der, des, dem, den - got me all mixed up. Everybody 

would laugh, myself included.

The story of Alba R
osa V

ictor
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Back in Italy and Argentina
1911-1912

At the end of May 1911, I was due to meet the Pflaumers in Venice and so, with 

Vienna in the full glory of spring, flowers blooming everywhere on balconies and in 

parks, with a heavy heart I said goodbye to that enchanting city and my dear 

Professor Sevcik, who had taught me so much. Frau Krieger, the housekeeper of my 

boarding house, took me to the station. We were both in tears. The journey was 

about ten hours and my first long distance trip alone, and I felt a bit uneasy when 

I found myself on that crowded train that seemed to have every European race 

aboard as I heard German, Russian, French, Italian and English spoken by passengers.

I arrived in Venice that evening and the good old Pflaumers were waiting for me in 

a gondola outside the station. For three days we went sightseeing in museums, 

churches, the Doge Palace and the Lido. The extraordinary beauty of the city 

impressed me deeply. It was a consolation after my being so sad at leaving Vienna. 

Now I looked forward to going back to Milan to stay for a month or so with my 

relatives, while the Pflaumers went on to Germany.

[41] For the first time, I visited Dina and her family at "Nico", near the city of Varese, 

the property they had bought a few years earlier. Nico consisted of a rustic house 

surrounded by quite a bit of land, with a magnificent view of the lake and 

mountains. Dina's children, Giuglio and Fausta, were beautiful and intelligent, but 

very shy, since they rarely saw people out there. Guido Bertini had given up stained- 

glass window painting for portraits. Like most artists, he had no notion of financial 

matters. With his earnings, he bought pieces of land at random; but Dina was 

actually supporting the family by teaching piano the whole day in Varese. She had 

made quite a name for herself among the aristocratic families, owners of 

magnificent estates in the area. She introduced me to one of these, the Valerios, 

who had a villa near Casciago.
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[42+43+44] Mme. Valerio became quite interested in my musical career, starting a 

protective friendship on her part that was going to last for over 45 years, until she 

left us all forever. I shall always maintain a deep gratitude to Olga Valerio, a real 

gentlewoman, who gave me so many opportunities to achieve my ideal of becoming 

a concert violinist, though the First World War came along to disrupt all our plans. 

When I first met her she was in her early thirties, tall with a beautiful figure, big 

brown eyes and regular features that gave her a classical beauty. The most 

remarkable thing about her was the extreme simplicity of her manners and attire, 

yet everything was of the most refined taste. She told me then to come back soon 

to Italy, since she wanted to introduce me to very interesting people in the musical 

world. Those words were like a spark of light for my future. I promised her I would 

be back as soon as possible.

After a few very enjoyable weeks with Dina, Bice and other relatives, I was on my 

way to meet up with the Pflaumers at Boulogne-Sur-Mer, travelling via Paris. I was 

no longer shy about being alone in a big city. I felt quite at home in Paris, which I 

knew pretty well from previous visits with mother. At Boulogne the steamer Cap 

Vilano was already in harbor, very crowded with homeward bound Argentinians and 

the Pflaumers were on deck to greet me with a broad smile-good, faithful friends.
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During the trip we had the usual big dinners and festivities, but I was mainly 

interested in my music and spent several hours a day studying in my cabin while 

other passengers played games on deck.

On my arrival, Guido was delighted to see me. Aida was expecting a baby and that 

made him very happy. I stayed a few days in Montevideo, then in full winter. A young 

Hungarian violinist, Franz von Vecsey, was having a tremendous success there. 

Naturally we went to hear him play and a music critic friend of Guido's introduced 

us to Vecsey and his father backstage. They were charming, so Guido and Aida 

invited them for tea and we had a very jolly time.

Back in Buenos Aires I had to organize myself all over again. A Spanish violinist had 

replaced me at Palmaerts' Conservatory, so I was looking for a position. It didn't 

take long to find one at the Alberto Williams Conservatory. The salary was smaller 

(I had less to do), but I was allowed to give private lessons, which had been ruled 

out at Palmaerts. With the optimism of youth, I did not regret making less money. 

In fact, after a few months I had quite a number of private pupils to make up for 

what I had lost after Palmaerts.

After staying temporarily with friends, I finally found an Italian family, the Robiolas, 

who welcomed me as a paying guest. For a full five years I stayed with them. Mrs. 

Robiola was a widow with three children, Maria, 16, Mario, 10, and Juancito, 8. The 

two boys had been born in Buenos Aires, Maria and her mother were from Casale
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Monferrato, a small town in Piemonte in northern Italy. With us was also Mrs. 

Robiola's sister, Ida Ricotti.

The two sisters had what they would now call "maison de couture", or high-class 

dressmakers. Ida was the buyer and went to Paris every year to purchase designs. 

France was then at its high peak of fashion and the Robiolas clientele were drawn 

from the wealthy of Buenos Aires. Both sisters were very genial. They spoke French 

fluently, as did Maria. They had good taste in art and loved music, so I was in an 

interesting environment, where brains were felt more important than luxury.

Ida and I went to the opera at least three times a week. We used to go to the 

magnificent Teatro Colon, for standing room at the Cazuela, a gallery for ladies only 

that faced the stage. The view was perfect and we paid three pesos, equivalent in 

those days to one dollar! We took along an old coat and placed it on the floor. It 

was in this informal setting that I heard the most magnificent performances by the 

greatest artists of that era—Caruso, Rosa Raisa, Titta Ruffo to mention but a few. 

Conductors included Toscanini, Richard Strauss and others of equal fame.

Shortly after I arrived at the Robiola's, Aida gave birth to a boy and the whole family 

was delighted. They named him Folco and I went to Montevideo for the christening. 

Those overnight trips by boat became very frequent. Almost every month I would 

visit Guido and his family. They were very kind to me, yet I was very keen to maintain 

my independent position in Buenos Aires.

44 Olga Valerio-Kogan, who was a 

kindly patron of Alba, was born in 1882 

in Odessa, then in Russia, now in the 

Ukraine. A jew, one can speculate that 

she may have left Russia os a result of 

the pogroms. In 1905 she married Guido 

Valerio, an Italian. Their house in Milan 

bore their own name, Casa Valerio, re

flecting their considerable wealth, also 

confirmed in her extraordinary gesture 

towards Alba in 1914 (see chapter 'Inter- 

mezzo'}. In 1943, Guido Valerio died. 

When the Nazi's invaded Italy, Olga fled 

with her two children to Switzerland, 

where they stayed os refugees until the 

end of the war, when they returned to 

Milan, where she died in 1956.
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Concert Tour, Italy
1913

That same year, 1912, I gave five recitals: two in Montevideo and three in Buenos 

Aires. The press reviews were excellent and I sent them to Mme. Valerio, who quickly 

went to work arranging concert appearances for me in Italy for the following season. 

The seasons being inverted in South America and Italy, it was easy for me to make 

plans for concerts in winter in Europe as it would then be summer in South America. 

I was saving every penny, or rather centavos, for my forthcoming trip, and by 

December had sufficient cash to travel to my heart's content, especially as my 

relatives, Mme. Valerio and other friends were kind enough to invite me to stay at 

their houses.

Ida Ricotti was going to Paris, so we sailed together on the beautiful steamer Re 

Vittorio just after Christmas, arriving in Milan at the beginning of January, 1913. 

Bice and Dina were so happy to have me stay at their home and spoiled me tremen

dously. Mme. Valerio had arranged three concerts, at the exclusive club Lyceum, the 

Conservatory of Music and the Teatro Popoiare. Before facing the very demanding 

Milan audiences, I went to Vienna for a week to see and play for dear Professor 

Sevcik. He was delighted to see me, gave me two long lessons and accepted no 

payments. Nevertheless, he advised me not to remain in Europe: "Go back to South 

America, dear girl," he said. "There you have peace and here there is trouble in the 

air. They are sending troops to the front." That was January 1913, long before 

Sarajevo and the ultimatums of the summer of 1914.

Back in Milan, I stayed with the Pozzi sisters, childhood friends of mine, who lived 

with their grandmother. They were wealthy and had a nice apartment and the three 

ladies were extremely kind to me and kept saying that they felt honored to have a 

"famosa concertista" (famous concert artist) as a guest in their house, to which 

I used to reply that I had not reached the point at which I deserved such 

a compliment.
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[45] Again, just as in Berlin on my previous trip, a big surprise awaited me, and this 

time it was a double surprise: both the young Kubelik and Franz von Vecsey were 

going to be in Milan to give concerts a few days later. I had seen the announcements 

on newspaper kiosks: Jan Kubelik playing the Regio Conservatorio and Franz von 

Vecsey the Teatro Lirico. Luckily their dates didn't clash with my own concerts, since 

no music lover would want to miss either of these two great artists to come and 

hear little me.

[46] Kubelik was first and my friend, Genia Pozzi, joined me at the concert. Genia 

was just as excited as I was; and of course, we went to meet the master backstage 

afterwards. He was flabbergasted, as king with a big smile what had brought me to 

Italy. I explained that I was going to play a few concerts and he wished me luck. He 

was very kind also to Genia, who for days kept talking to all her friends about the 

great honor of meeting a great artist like Kubelik. But that was only the beginning 

of the excitement for Genia, as a few days later, Franz von Vecsey and his father, 

Mme. Valerio and other society people came for tea to her house. Mme. Valerio 

wanted me to become known among people interested in music, so she and her 

friend gave wonderful parties where I used to play. That's how I came to play at the 

house of the Mayor of Milan; Mr. Vigoni and his wife, Catulla; and Donna Cima 

della Scala, whose ancestors had built the famous La Scala Opera House. At these 

parties, I met people whose families had made history for centuries, like Visconti, 

Doria Pamphily, Borromeo Castelbarco and others. All that, of course, made my good 

friends the Pozzis even more proud of me.

My concerts were approaching and I started to work harder on my violin. First came 

the Lyceum and it was a great success. I just happened to play very well and the 

press was excellent. For the first time, as well as my tone and expression, they also 

praised my technique, which made me very happy because up to then technique 

had been my weak point.

45 The Hungarian, Franz von 

Vecsey (1893-1935), was one of the 

top European violinists of the 1920s. 

As a 12 year old prodigy, he played 

Carnegie Hall and later toured with 

Bartok, and took up composing and 

conducting, before dying unexpec

tedly at the age of 42.

46 Vittoria Cima della Scala por

trayed here aged eighteen, in 1852, 

was a pianist and descended from 

one of Italy's old est "famili 

nobili”. Her Salon in Milan, where 

Alba played, was from 1860 to 1914 

frequented by the city's artistic and 

business elite.
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At the Conservatory I didn't do so well. Franz von Vecsey was in the audience and I 

was terrified. I played correctly but my nervousness made me stiff. I was expecting 

a beating from the critics, but to my surprise they didn't criticize me, but were more 

encouraging than full of praise.

[47] At the Teatro Popoiare I was again in good form and the audience gave me an 

ovation, so that when I left the hall a crowd was gathered in the street and started 

to applaud again. Those wonderful Milanese—when they like something, they go 

out of their way to show it. The newspapers praised me, but their articles were 

rather brief. I was wondering why, when I discovered that that same evening Albert 

Spalding, the American violinist who later became very famous, was making his 

debut at La Scala. Logically, the critics had to abandon me for him.

Spring was approaching and with it my return to South America. Before leaving, I 

gave one more concert in the small provincial town of Voghera and there I was 

applauded and feted like the greatest of all violinists. But I was wise enough not to 

let that success go to my head. Good old Bice and cousin Laura with her husband 

were with me and naturally enjoyed the trip immensely.

In April [1913] I sailed back on the steamer Re Vittorio alone, as Ida Ricotti had to 

stay longer in Paris. Through the efficient work of Mme. Valerio, I was due back in 

Europe the following season and this time would give a concert in Berlin and 

another in Paris. Naturally, I was all excited about it.

The trip back in first class was lovely. At the table I sat next to the captain, a grand 

old man. He sort of chaperoned me, since my uncle Angelo knew him and had 

recommended me to him. Back in Montevideo, I had long sessions with Guido and 

family. I had so much to tell them. After a few days, I returned to Buenos Aires and 

the Robiola family, and the routine of teaching and studying.

At that time Argentina was very prosperous, with the most stable government of 

all Latin America and no revolutions for twenty years. And so it continued for 

another thirty years, until Peron came to power. There was a strong emphasis on 

intellectual life. Movies were still considered second rate entertainment, though 

Mary Pickford and Charlie Chaplin were both popular. But the real stage was
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considered far superior, with three top grade repertoire companies coming every 

season from Spain, France and Italy. It was remarkable how the public that filled 

those theaters felt at home with three different languages spoken on stage. As Ida 

Ricotti and I had no trouble getting a seat, we never missed a good play. Of course, 

opera and concerts were also on our schedule, so my daily life was not confined 

to duty.

47 Albert Spalding (1888-1953) 

was the American violinist of the 

first half of the 20th century.

His father and uncle founded the 

American sporting goods company. 

At 14, he graduated from the 

Bologna Conservatory and went on 

to study at the Paris Conservatory, 

only the third non-French student 

accepted, after Kreisler and Ysaye. 

During his life, he met Saint-Saens, 

Joachim and Sibelius. Contracted by 

Edison in 1909, he made over 100 

recordings in the pioneering 

pre-78rpm era. He composed two 

violin concertos and some 60 other 

works. In both world wars, he served 

as an intelligence officer and 

famously played a crowd in a 

shelter into calm during an aerial 

bombardment in Naples. His 

retirement concert in 1947 in New 

York was attended by 20,000 people.

I still kept going to the Pflaumers, who often invited me to their parties. There was 

always a musical program and I played violin for them and their German friends. 

But towards the end of that year Dr. Pflaumer's sudden decision to sell their prop

erties and leave the country took me entirely by surprise. Only a year later, with the 

outbreak of the First World War, did I begin to guess the reason for their sudden 

departure. I use the word "guess" because to this day I never got any confirmation 

of what I was thinking, namely that Pflaumer's close relationship with German of

ficials kept him informed of the forthcoming war. Being a deep German patriot, 

Pflaumer wanted to be available to offer his services. In fact, I later heard that he 

and his wife worked deep in the trenches, working for the Red Cross. Direct 

communication in those times of war were completely stopped, so I never heard 

what became of them.
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Tour to Berlin, Paris and 
London
1914

In November 1913, with the help of my guardian angel, Mme. Valerio, I had a 

schedule planned for my European trip: on February 24, 1914, I was to appear in 

concert at the Bechstein Saal in Berlin; on March 18 at the Salle des Agriculteurs 

in Paris; then on to London for a week to meet several important people; and finally 

back to Buenos Aires via Paris, Milan and Genoa. I was 24 years old, had grown in 

self-confidence and the idea of travelling alone no longer worried me.

After a very pleasant week with Guido and family, including a most enchanting New 

Year's Eve at Posito Beach, I sailed on the steamer Brasile for Genoa. The trip was 

rather boring and anyway, who would want to leave a summery South America for 

a wintry, snowy Europe in January? Only someone with a special purpose. The only 

excitement was the unusually stormy weather when we entered the Straits of 

Gibraltar. After so many days at sea, I didn't feel seasick and had the greatest fun. 

I remember how during tea at the captain's table suddenly the entire tablecloth 

with cups, tea and cookies landed in our laps. We had to crawl back to our cabins, 

where our trunks and suitcases were having a dance of their own. This weather 

lasted about 24 hours before calming, so we arrived in Genoa with snow on the 

ground but sunshine.

Bice and Dina were delighted to see me again. They referred to me as "la meteora" 

(the comet), after the stars that appear over the horizon and then as quickly 

disappear. And I duly disappeared on an overnight train bound for Berlin.

No sleeper for me of course: too expensive. I remember, sitting in the corner of my 

second class compartment, how impressed I was by a German couple who boarded 

somewhere in Bavaria. They had evidently been to a party. She was in evening dress
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49 Wittenbergplatz, where 

Alba stayed in Berlin, photographed 

in 1910.

carrying a bunch of flowers. He was a huge, towering man wearing a dazzling 

military uniform and a German gold metal helmet with that sort of nail on top. The 

way he walked and talked spelled "military" all over. A few months later those robots 

of the Kaiser would be in the trenches, killing and being killed. But I didn't know 

that then, of course, and while my Milanese attitude was very proper on the surface, 

inside I was laughing at this pompous officer, calling him "zuccone" (big pumpkin, 

or swell head).

[49] Berlin was gloomy and grey and cold, as were the old maids running my 

boarding house on Wittenberg Platz. "Sie spielen zu viel Geige!” they would 

complain (You play the violin too much!) I apologized and moved to a more 

"musicalische" boarding house, where an Australian cellist was practicing the 

Saint-Saens Concerto for about six hours a day. I was playing even longer myself, 

but my program was more varied. The owner of the "pension" was a charming young 

woman and we got along fine together.

I had with me a pack of letters of introduction given to me by Mme. Valerio. I didn't 

particularly enjoy these excursions to present myself to new people, as I was still 

shy and awkward; but there was no way round it. First I went to my accompanist, 

Enzo Calace, a Neapolitan who lived with his wife on the other side of Berlin. He 

was a good musician-full of words and gesticulations, but he meant well. We 

arranged for several rehearsals a week at his house to which I travelled with my 

violin on the "Untergrund" (subway).

[50] Franz von Vecsey and his family, who lived in Berlin, kindly invited me to their 

house, where I met Philipp Scharwenka, a fine Polish composer, and his wife, a

50 Christian Sinding (1856-1941) 

was, in his day, the most 

renowned Norwegian composer after 

Grieg, though he lived most of his 

life in Germany. Today, of some 130 

pieces, including four symphonies, 

four concertos, an opera, and lots of 

chamber music. The only works still 

known are Legend 

(Op. 46, violin and piano) and 

Rustle of Spring (Op. 32, piano).
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51 Philipp Scharwenka (1847- 

1917) and his younger, more famous 

brother Xavier (1850-1924) were 

Polish composers of reputation at 

the end of the 19th century.

Together they founded the 

Scharwenka Conservatory in Berlin 

in 1881, where German Chancellor 

Helmut Schmidt was taught organ 

by Philip's son, Walter, shortly before 

the World War II.

violinist, and Mme. Maria Carreras, a pianist from Rome, and her husband, an 

impresario born in Florence to an English mother and Spanish father. Among the 

pieces I had planned to play at my Bechstein Saal recital was "Legende" by the 

Norwegian composer, Christian Sinding. You can imagine my surprise when on 

showing my program to Mr. Carreras he said, Tegende by Christian Sinding? Well, 

I'd be delighted to introduce you to him. I know him very well."

A few days later the Carreras invited me to tea, asking me to bring my violin, and 

there he was, the famous composer of "Rustling of Spring" and hundreds more 

compositions that were already being played across the world. He was an 

unassuming little man. I played his "Legende" with Mme. Carreras at the piano and 

he praised my playing, while giving me quite a few hints on the interpretation, 

writing some remarks in pencil on my music. What a dear old man so simple and 

yet so great.

[51] Sinding came to my recital, as did Vecsey, Scharwenka, Carreras and other 

well-known musicians. I was trembling from head to toe, and no wonder. The 

austerity of the Saal, the recognized authority of the Berlin critics and the presence 

of such high standing musicians would have scared anyone.

Certain pieces came out beautifully, but others were not so good. The funniest thing, 

as Carreras said, was that some of the most difficult music went just fine, while 

some of the easiest pieces I made a mess of. The critics were honest, calling me a 

"Junge Geigerin mit viel Talent! (Young violinist with much talent), but saying 

I needed "Verfeinerung und Verbesserung" (to refine and improve) in my playing. 

I was honest too. I agreed with the critics. I was sort of heartbroken, but Mr. and 

Mme. Carreras kept telling me that, as a debut, it was good. I was not sorry to leave 

Berlin, despite the many good people who had been so nice to me youth can be 

very egoistical and ungrateful at times.

Approaching Paris, I felt more confident about my French. There at least I wouldn't 

have to wrestle with the language, and things were very different from Berlin. First 

of all, my living quarters were very pleasant, since I was staying with a dear 

childhood friend of mine, Edvige Santini, who had married the manager of one of 

the finest hotels in Paris, the "Champs Elysees". Edvige and her husband had a suite
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52 The gold-painted statue of 

Prince Albert in his Memorial. The 

“smearing" incident probably refers 

to suffragettes writing in white paint 

on the interior walls of Birmingham 

Cathedral on March 15, 1914.

on the top floor. I had a room next to them and we went down for meals in grand 

style. In Paris, thanks to Mme. Valerio, I also met some very interesting people: 

Baroness de Rothschild, of the famous banking family, Theodore Dubois, composer 

and director of the Conservatory, and others. They were all very kind. The Salle des 

Agriculteurs, where I gave my recital, was less solemn than the Saal in Berlin, I felt 

more at home and played very well. The French critics were favorable, but less 

learned and insightful than the Germans. With their elegant expressions, the French 

praised my playing, but also my looks, which made me angry.

Soon I was on my way to London and with no forthcoming recitals to worry about, 

I had a grand time. I was staying at a nice boarding house near Kensington Gardens. 

The landlady was Italian and her husband English, but the atmosphere and food 

were typically British, and I just loved it.

I had more important people to see: a Lady Battersea, who lived in a real palace 

with a regiment of footmen, and a professor at the Guildhall, the big music school 

in London. The week I was there, they held the famous boat race on the River Thames 

between Oxford and Cambridge Universities. I was surprised how the event topped 

all other happenings in importance. My English was very poor but I had learned to 

ask anyone, as everybody did, "Are you Oxford or Cambridge?"

[52] It was also the time of the suffragette campaign, led by Miss Pankhurst. They 

fought for the right of women to vote and other important issues, but at times their 

activities were slightly ridiculous, like throwing peppers from the gallery of the 

House of Commons and smearing monuments with paint. This last event I knew 

nothing about, until one day when I was standing in front of the gold-painted Prince 

Albert statue in Kensington Gardens, asking myself why that "poor chap" had to be 

gold, when suddenly a tall policeman approached me and, with typical British 

politeness, asked me to move along. Naturally, I smiled and obeyed.

The story of Alba R
osa V

ictor
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Intermezzo: A Very Special Violin

The time was approaching for my return to South America, so I began my journey 

southward with a few days in Paris at the Champs Elysees Hotel. Edvige, her husband 

and her niece, Genia Pozzi, received me "a bras ouvert" (with open arms), but were 

terribly shocked when I told them that I preferred English cooking to French, with 

all its sauces. I had no recitals, so went out quite a bit to theaters and museums. 

But time was running short, and Genia and I soon returned to Italy.

53 Giovanni Battista

Guadagnini (1711-1786) built 

some 500 violins during his career, 

during which his studio moved from 

starting Piacenza to Milan, Cremona, 

Parma, and finally, from 1771-1786, 

Turin. His name may not be quite 

as well-known as Stradivarius or 

Guarneri, but he certainly ranks 

right behind them. There was a 

whole family of Guadagnini's active 

as violin builders, though none as 

productive as Giovanni Battista.

Where a surprise was awaiting me: Mr. Carreras, the impresario I had met in Berlin, 

had been in Milan to arrange with Mme. Valerio a concert tour for his pianist wife 

and myself for the following 1915 season. It would involve some twenty concerts 

through Denmark, Sweden and Norway, as well as some cities in Germany. I was 

dumbfounded when Mme. Valerio told me about it. Carreras would be back to have 
the contract signed by both of us and Mme. Valerio would pay 5000 lires (a lot of 

money in those days) to cover the expenses of the trip, the concert halls, and so 

forth. My first reaction was to oppose Mme. Valerio paying out so much money on 

me, but she insisted. So when Carreras returned, the contract was signed.

But that wasn't all. Carreras suggested that for such an important tour, I should 

have an old Italian violin to play on, instead of my current mediocre instrument. 

"Old Italian violin?" I protested loudly, my Italian temperament bursting through. 

"How in the world can I obtain an old Italian instrument worth thousands of lire?" 

With his charming Anglo-Latin calm, Carreras said with a smile, "Mme. Valerio is 

willing to buy the violin and let you play on it." I turned to her. Her beautiful face 

had a radiant expression, "Yes, Alba it has all been arranged. I shall buy the violin 

and you shall keep it and play on it for the rest of your musical career." My eyes 

filled with gratitude. I could hardly speak. I was so touched by the infinite goodness 

of these wonderful people. A few days later, Carreras appeared at Mme. Valerio's 

with a magnificent old Italian violin-a Guadagnini made in Turin in 1775. The price: 

15,000 lires (at the time, $3000). Of course, when I played it, the sound was 

wonderful. Mme. Valerio bought it and I took it with me down to South America.

The violin stayed with me for forty years. I got it in 1914 and brought it back in 

1954 on my last trip to visit Mme. Valerio in Italy, two years before she passed away.
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Success but alone in 
Buenos Aires
1914-1917

[54] Returning to 1914, after a short stay in Milan, I booked passage on the 

steamship Duea degli Abbruzzi sailing from Genoa in April. Once again, I found 

myself amongst people who made noise (I mean music) professionally, namely the 

principals of the Grand Opera Company who were to tour various opera houses 

across South America from May to September. Again there were real life dramas of 

romance quarrelling and what not. And as per usual, I was put to the piano, 

rehearsing operas with singers who had fine voices but no knowledge of the theory 

of music. By the end of the seventeen-day voyage I knew by heart the roles of 

Manon Lescaut, Aida and other operas. Back in Buenos Aires, I was more than ever 

ready to start anew in my routine of teaching for money and studying for fame, 

with a view to the big concert tour in Europe the next year.

I of course didn't know then what a fateful year 1914 was going to be. It all started 

at the end of June. With some friends, I had been to see a movie with a young actor 

who was getting to be quite famous (you guessed it: Charlie Chaplin). Coming out 

of the theater, newspaper vendors were shouting: "Special bulletin! Grand Duke 

Ferdinand of Austria and his wife assassinated in Sarajevo by young student!" The 

next day the papers were full of details. Poor souls, the duke and duchess were not 

popular-that very day a bomb had already been thrown at them. In Argentina 

everyone thought it was just one more political murder, like those of King Umberto 

of Italy in 1898 and the Empress of Austria in 1900. But when, in the beginning of 

August, a string of ultimatums, or declarations of war, were announced in the news

papers, everyone knew that we had to face a terrible crisis, although some European 

politicians were maintaining that the war would be over within three weeks.

The story of Alba R
osa V

ictor



54 Alba, Buenos Aires, 1914, 

"Good opportunities would be 

available. They came sooner than 

I expected."

Well, of course it lasted four years and three months, bringing upheaval and changes 

to the whole world. The war started at the beginning of August, and since that was 

the middle of the tourist season, there was a frantic rush to book passages back to 

the countries of the Western hemisphere. People came home with all sorts of tales 

of enthusiastic, patriotic demonstrations, singing in the streets, throwing flowers 

and kisses to marching soldiers. This was the war to end all wars. Poor souls! They 

were in for such cruel disappointment and discomfort. And above all, a terrible loss 

or life among their dear young people. Statistics report up to seven million of 

them killed.

In Argentina and across South America we didn't feel the tremendous impact of 

the war. On the surface, life went on as usual. The majority of people were on the 

side of the English, French and their allies; but there were quite a few who were 

openly pro-German. I remember seeing the Argentine flag on a balcony with the 

French one to its right and the German to its left. Passersby would look up and 

smile. Nevertheless, the war news was of such magnitude that it left us stunned. 

The German army advancing deep into France, the Belgian debacle with the Royal 

family exiled in England, and so on and so forth.



Soon Argentina started to feel the pinch of the war, going through financial 

difficulties. Exchange of goods with Europe, significant in normal times, was proving 

very difficult, due to German submarines sinking Allied vessels. A condition of crisis 

developed. "No me hable de la guerra, no me hable de la crisis" ("don't talk about 

the war, don't talk about the crisis") was a popular slogan, but it was impossible to 

get away from the consequences of the war, and everyone was aware of it.

For me personally, the prospects for my European concert tour were waning, and of 

course that was a great disappointment. No longer could I dream of artistic success 

and fame in Europe. I had to look to my immediate surroundings. After all, Buenos 

Aires was a big, beautiful city of over a million inhabitants, with a high standard of 

cultural life. Good opportunities would be available. They came sooner than 

I expected.

A society woman, Senora Vivot, who was acquainted with Mrs. Robiola, came one 

day to ask her if I would play violin to replace a singer who was unable to perform 

at a big religious function in the cathedral. "Major que nada" ("better than nothing"), 

she added. I accepted with a smile, assuming the good senora had never heard 

me play.

The church was packed and I loved the new experience of playing in such a vast, 

beautiful cathedral, up high with the organist where I could see the whole congre

gation. The magnificent tone of the Guadagnini violin and the different interpreta

tions I gave to the different pieces made a great impression on the people. When 

I came down at the end of the mass, I was surrounded by those good Argentinians, 

praising me as a great artist.

Shortly afterwards, I was asked to play at the very exclusive Diapison Club, and 

there again I was a hit. My name as a violinist in Buenos Aires was made. From that 

moment on, I was constantly asked to take part in "beneficios" (benefit concerts) 

organized by the best society people. My picture with the violin was printed in 

fashionable magazines. At a big concert at the Jockey Club, I played in a program 

with famous singers from the Colon Opera Company and met the President of 

Argentina, Senor Victorino de la Plaza.
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55 | 56 The program of the

Piazzini Quartet concert in which 

Alba, then 27, played alongside 

French composer Camille Saint- 

Saens, then 81. Born in 1835, 

Saint-Saens wrote all his important 

work in the 19th century, but 

would live on until 1921. He 

signed the program.

[55+56] I was still teaching at the Williams Conservatory, but soon had an offer for 

a position in an important conservatory with double the salary. Of course I accepted. 

One of the conservatory's directors, Mr. Piazzini, organized a string quartet society 

with three other good musicians and myself as first violin. The programs were 

excellent, since we artists of the calibre of the singers of the Colon Opera and once 

even the great French composer Camille Saint-Saens. Dear old Argentina certainly 

was treating me well.

[57] But despite all the honors and success, I was restless and happiness wasn't 

with me. The war was raging in Europe, Italy had entered the conflict, and letters 

from Dina and Bice and other members of the family were scarce and sad. Besides, 

I was over 25 years old now: the ambition and fervour for my art were slowly 

diminishing, and being replaced by the desire to love and be loved. Unconsciously, 

the woman in me was winning over the artist. Nevertheless, on the subject of men 

I was choosy and capricious. I wanted someone out of the ordinary and finally, at a 

society benefit concert, I met one.

[58+59] His name was Alberto Mascias, a tall handsome Argentinian playboy, half- 

Spanish hidalgo, half French. His father, while married to an Argentinian society 

woman, had had a romance with a girl from Paraguay—yes, such things can happen 

amongst such people. From that liaison, Alberto and a girl were born. Their father 

adopted them and had them educated in the best schools in France and England. 

Alberto became an engineer, deeply interested in aviation, which was then still in 

its infancy. He and a friend, Jorge Newbery, tried to cross the Andes mountains in
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separate planes, which proved too much for the flimsy machines of 1910. Newbery 

was killed and Alberto managed to make a crash landing and save himself, although 

he had to spend several months in hospital. To my naive imagination, it all gave 

him the status of a hero. On top of which, his impeccable manners and elegance 

attracted me, so... I fell in love!

Alas, the romance lasted but a few months. Alberto, although he professed to love 

me, was honest enough to let me understand that he did not want to "complicate 

his life with marriage", as he put it. Our relationship would therefore have to be a 

free one. But my upbringing certainly did not allow me to accept love on such 

conditions. I was terribly hurt because I deeply loved Alberto. I rebelled and 

challenged him on what I thought to be a very immoral outlook. But he refused to 

change and I gave him up, leaving me with a bitter taste regarding relations with 

men and was often disdainful, sarcastic or unjust when someone approached me 

with demonstrations of admiration and affection.

I plunged myself more and more into musical and social activities, with teaching, 

concerts and invitations from all kinds of nice people. The Piazzini String Quartet 

became quite well-known, and we were engaged to play in the city of Rosario and 

at the big Casino at Mar del Plata, a well-known beach resort in the south of 

Argentina. That was in January 1917, when the news came that the United States 

of America was entering the European war on the side of England and France. 

Everyone was delighted, rightly predicting that the Americans' help would quicken 

the end of the terrible European conflict.
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58 Mascias beside a Bleriot 

airplane in 1913.

59 In 1908, Jorge Newbery and 

Alberto Mascias were among the 

handful of founders of the Aero Club 

Argentine, the first of its kind in the 

country and still in existence today. 

Newbery and Mascias’ original ent

husiasm for hot-air balloons wide

ned in 1909 to the new 

motor-powered airplanes, and the 

club acquired one from Europe. In 

1912, Newbury and Mascias were in

strumental in floating a spin-off of 

the Club: the Fuerza Aerea 

Argentina (Argentine Air Force), to 

which they became the first flight 

instructors and for which they both 

took part in the first ever military 

flight parade over 

Buenos Aires in 1913. In honor of 

their services, they were officially 

appointed the first and the second 

pilots of the FAA.
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Encounter at Sea
1917

For me the year 1917 was to become a tragic one. In September, after a short illness, 

my good brother Guido passed away, leaving Aida with little Folco, only six years 

old. Aida had her parents nearby for support, but I felt so terribly lonesome in Buenos 

Aires, since Guido had been to me more like a wonderful father than a brother. But 

still I could not make myself accept Aida's good-hearted offer to come and live with 

her in Montevideo. We were so different from each other and it would have been 

too much of a strain on both sides.

My sorrow made life in Buenos Aires almost unbearable. I decided I had to get away, 

at least for a while. And there again came one of those ideas that, without me being 

conscious of it, would turn my life onto a new, completely unexpected and unknown 

path. That year, amongst my private pupils was Sarah Odell, a beautiful girl from 

the United States with red hair and a living room completely different from those 

of the Argentinians where I used to teach. Besides a piano, she also had a pianola, 

a gramophone and a photo viewer for magnifying her many photos. Her apparent 

complete lack of concern for the aesthetic look of the room amused me. On the big 

table there were several albums of photos of New York City, which I studied with 

great interest while waiting for Sarah to come in. There it all was: Fifth Avenue, 

Central Park, Wall Street and the harbor with the Statue of Liberty. "What a 

wonderful country the United States must be, with so much vitality and progress", 

I would think to myself, and then my interest gradually became eagerness: "How 

pleasant it would be to pay it a visit." My interest became so keen that one night 

I even dreamed I was arriving in New York and saw the harbor with the Statue 

of Liberty.

Slowly, the idea of a trip to the United States started to become more concrete. 

"Why not?" I asked myself: vacation was in a couple of months and I had saved
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enough money for the trip and several months staying in the USA. Besides, it would 

be a wonderful opportunity to try to give some concerts over there.

I mentioned the idea to my boss, Mr. Piazzini, at the Conservatory of Music. He 

encouraged me, happy for one of his faculty members to give concerts in the United 

States. To my surprise Aida and her family had no objection to my trip. On the 

contrary, they encouraged it. A good friend of mine, who had been born in the 

United States and was working for the American Embassy, introduced me to a very 

kind American society lady called Dana, who gave me some valuable letters of 

introduction. As did the Italian Ambassador, Vittorio Cobianchi, whom I knew, as he 

had been a good friend of my brother Guido.

60 The Vauban operated 

between the River Plata ports of 

Buenos Aires and Montevideo, and 

New York. It was very popular, being 

considered vastly superior to other 

ships on that route. A small glimpse 

of its luxury can be seen on the 

right-hand photo: the first class 

lounge. Assuming Alba travelled first 

class, as she had done on previous 

trips, this is a room she and 

Mr. Victor would have frequented.

I was ready to book passage when Miss Salas Molina, a young woman I knew with 

a beautiful soprano voice, told me she would like to join me on the trip, with the 

same aim to perform in concerts. She was in her early thirties and I was twenty- 

eight. I thought she would be a good companion, so I accepted her proposal.

[60] We sailed on January 24, 1918, on the British steamship, Vauban. My 

knowledge of the English language was very scant, having had just a few months 

of lessons once upon a time. I could read and get the meaning of magazine articles 

and easy books, but once on board I was terribly disappointed to discover that I 

could not understand a single word people said. Nevertheless, this environment of 

Anglo-Saxon people and the prospect of visiting that fabulous country the United 

States, which I knew only through those photos of New York City and the silent 

movies of Mary Pickford and Douglas Fairbanks, interested me more and more. 

Americans seemed so different from us Latin types, and yet so attractive to me: all 

the ones I had met in Argentina, as well as those passengers on board, were so kind 

and cordial to people, even if they were complete strangers.

On the second day on board, we were stopped in the harbor of Montevideo for 

passengers and mail, when a tall and distinguished young man approached me,
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WTHM&Co
61 Wm H. Mueller Et Co, the company 

Jon Fresemonn Vietor would work for 

from 1916 to 1924, was founded in 1876 

in Dusseldorf to trade in mining and blast 

furnace products and grew into a major 

international cargo shipping company. 

The daughter of the founder, Helene Mu

eller married the manager of the compa

ny's Dutch office, and later company 

head, Anton Kroeller. In 1938 they toge

ther founded the now internationally re

nowned Krdller-Muller Museum for 

modern art.

asking in Spanish if it was possible to send a cable to Europe from the boat. I 

suggested consulting the purser. "You know," he replied, "My family in Holland 

doesn't know that I'm on my way to the United States and I want to notify them."

[61] I was puzzled by his remark, but didn't have to wait long before I learned the 

whole story from him. His name was Jan Fresemann Vietor, born in Groningen, a 

northern provincial city in Holland, where his family lived. Besides his parents, he 

had two sisters, Suzanna and Jeanne, still in their early twenties. After graduating 

from the commercial university in Rotterdam, he had got a position with a global 

firm, Mueller Et Co, and was sent to Argentina to study the grain business in the 

pampas where such grains were cultivated. Then a cable came from the main office 

in Rotterdam, saying Victor's presence was necessary in the New York office. The 

reason was not disclosed. His departure from Argentina was so rushed that he hadn't 

yet had time to send a cable to his family.

I introduced Vietor to my companion, Salas Molina, and later on we gossiped to

gether about "El Holandes" (the Hollander). At that point I would never have dreamt 

that in a little more than a year I, Miss Alba Rosa, would become Mrs. Jan Fresemann 

Vietor! On boarding the Vauban, the idea of marriage had been far from my mind, 

especially after the bitter disappointments I had recently been through. Besides, 

already twenty-eight years old, I had the idea that I was on my way to becoming 

an old spinster. So for days to come, Mr. Vietor was for me just another passenger.

[62] Then things started to change. There was a Danish couple on board, the 

husband a business man. We came to talking about music and when he discovered 

that I was a violinist, he asked if he could accompany me on the piano. I accepted 

somewhat reluctantly, expecting to have to endure some amateurish performances 

based on little lullabies and serenades. So I was surprised when he chose to play 

the Mendelssohn concerto for me, which he did very well. In fact, far better than 

some professional pianists. The passengers, apparently bored by the uneventful life 

on board, hurried into the music room where we were playing. Mr. Vietor was 

amongst them and he praised me with the judgement of a connoisseur, and told 

me he also had himself studied violin for seven years as an amateur musician. I 

asked him to play for me and was again pleasantly surprised, as he performed the 

Beethoven Romance in F with all the good taste and skill of a very advanced student.



The ice had been broken, as they say in Italy, and music was the accomplice to the 

dawn of our romance.

My companion, Salas Molina, started to joke with me about El Holandes. I assured 

her it was just a friendship based on our mutual interest in music. "Si, si," she 

answered smiling. "Besides," I added, "the other day I discovered that Mr. Vietor is 

four years younger than myself and I certainly wouldn't consider him for a future 

husband". But the voyage lasted three weeks, a very long time if you see one another 

all day long. The conversations with Vietor became more frequent and more 

interesting. We used to speak Spanish together, but when he discovered I knew 

French, he asked if we continue in that language, which he spoke perfectly.

Due to the war and possible German submarines, our steamer Vauban, sailing the 

British flag, kept her decks completely dark at night. This added a sense of mystery 

to the whole atmosphere, encouraging the imagination to wander into all sorts of 

dreams. And oh, why, why, why was the sky so magnificent, with the full moon 

reflecting a silvery line on the calm ocean below? We were still Mr. Vietor and Miss 

Rosa to each other, but already deeply interested to know about each other's native 

lands, which were so different, one in the north and one in the south of Europe; 

about our respective families; and our lives.

The Vauban then docked for a whole day in Barbados. Mr. Vietor invited Miss Molina 

and myself to go ashore with him and we spent a delightful day visiting a sugar 

plantation and other interesting places. Miss Molina was very amused by Mr. Vietor 

paying such deep attention to my every remark and back on board told me, "Listed 

se va a casar con el Holandes” ("You're going to marry the Hollander"). "Oh no!" 

I replied, and I was sincere. I still didn't see any possibility for such a union.

We were now in the northern hemisphere and the sky at night looked different, 

with new constellations replacing those of the south. We co longer sit on deck, 

since it was getting very cold. We were due to arrive in New York in a few days and 

both Miss Molina and I were busy packing and wondering how that great country 

the United States would be. Down deep in my heart, I felt sorry that the voyage 

was coming to end. I knew I would miss Mr. Victor's company.

62 The violin that Jan 

Fresemann took along to New York, 

and on which he played for Alba 

when they met, had a history 

attached to it. Two years earlier, in 

March 1916, Jan Fresemann was on 

the SS Tubantia, then the largest 

Dutch ocean liner, having just left 

Amsterdam for Buenos Aires. Right 

off the Dutch coast, near the 

lightship NoordHinder, she ran into a 

dense fog and, this being before the 

days of radar, had to anchor, which 

she did fully lit up to avoid misiden- 

tification by German submarines- 

Flolland being neutral during World 

War I. But, for reasons never made 

clear, a sub torpedoed her anyway.

As the ship was abandoned in 

bewilderment and hurry, Jan 

Fresemann managed to get into a 

lifeboat and safely made it back to 

shore, with his violin as the only 

possession he had been able to 

salvage in the rushed escape. The 

ship sank but no lives were lost and 

Jan Fresemann took the next boat 

available to Buenos Aires.



Romance in New York
1918

[63] On the clear morning of February 15, 1918, the Vauban entered New York 

harbor. Naturally, all the passengers were on deck. We stopped for a while in the 

Narrows between Staten Island and Brooklyn. In the distance, I could see everything 

I recognized from Sarah Odell's photos: the New Jersey coast, the Statue of Liberty, 

and of course Manhattan with its skyscrapers. For a moment I had the impression 

that I was dreaming again, but this time it was true and I was thrilled.

After exchanging farewells with the passengers around us-Mr. Victor having for 

some reason disappeared after a hurried goodbye-Miss Molina and I went down 

to attend the formalities of landing. Because of the war, the immigration authorities 

were of course more strict with newcomers, and so were somewhat puzzled by my 

passport which showed that I had been to Germany, France, England and Italy in 

1914. But when I showed them my letters of introduction from Mrs. Dana and the 

Ambassador Cobianchi, they decided it was alright for me to enter the United States. 

As both Miss Molina and I could hardly speak any English, a traveller's aid and an 

Immigration employee accompanied us ashore, taking us to a nice boarding house 

on 23rd Street. Both were very kind to us and the employee spoke a very amusing 

Italian and kept saying to us, "Voi buone ragazze" ("You are nice girls").

Already I had started to realize how Americans have a gift for being well-organized 

in doing things for the benefit of strangers. When we arrived at the boarding house, 

one of the ladies in charge received us. She spoke a sort of broken French, but it 

was enough for me to understand her, which was relief. As evening approached, 

both Miss Molina and I felt tired and a bit dazed, as one usually does when on terra 

firma after twenty-two days at sea-and even more so when that terra firma is the 

great city of New York. Finally alone in my room, which was small but neat and 

cozy, I felt lonely and sad and started to cry. I did not dare confess it to myself, but 

I missed terribly Mr. Victor, El Holandes.
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The next day Miss Molina and I ventured downtown, though I had never heard the 

expression before. It wasn’t so far, since we were on 23rd Street, but to us it seemed 

a great distance. We were in awe when we saw the Flatiron building on the corner 

of Broadway and then the Woolworth building, Wall Street, the traffic, the busy 

people running around us (they never did that in South America). We went into 

Trinity Church on Broadway, so beautiful and peaceful amidst all the rush, then took 

the subway home, where again we were dazed by the crowds and noise.

Finally we got back to the boarding house where a great surprise was awaiting me 

in my room. A big box of red roses with a card from Jan Fresemann Victor saying 

he would telephone later. Naturally, I was overjoyed. I quickly went to tell Miss 

Molina and again she said that I would marry El Holandes. We were wondering how 

Victor had come to know our address when the phone rang. I jumped at it-and 

there he was.

I started to mumble a few words of thanks for the beautiful roses and he told me 

how he'd found my address: simply by asking the traveller's aid on the Vauban where 

Miss Rosa and Miss Molina were going to be located in New York. Then he asked 

me if he could take us both out to dinner. Of course we accepted. Having rested

The story of A
lba R

osa V
ictor



and being in a better mood than the previous day, I could take a good look at the 

streets of New York by night. Times Square with its huge advertising lights on the 

tall buildings looked to me like a fairy tale. We went to a well-known restaurant 

called Healy's, which had a big show going on with orchestra and popular singers 

all during the dinner, which was something entirely new to me. Victor then told us 

what he had learned that day at the office about his being transferred from 

Argentina to the United States. The head of the New York office of Mueller ft Co 

was a Mr. Hans Folkers. Being German born, and despite having resided in London 

for twenty years and his wife being of pure English stock, Mr. Folkers no longer had 

the right to sign important documents for the firm, since the United States was 

now at war with Germany. Mueller Et Co was doing important business with the 

American Government, which was in charge of grain distribution to the allied 

countries in Europe. It was therefore vital immediately to have someone like Victor 

available, whose signature as a Dutchman was fully accepted by the American 

authorities.

Back in my little room that evening I was so excited by all the happenings that I 

could not get to sleep. Frankly, music and artistic achievements were at this point 

forgotten. I had my thoughts all wrapped into that gigantic city of New York and 

that most attractive young man; the so tactful, so kind, so gentlemanly Jan Victor!

Over the following days, both Miss Molina and I busied ourselves trying to meet 

the people for whom we had introductions. Fortunately, an American woman, Jesse 

Pamplin, a fine singer whom I had met in Argentina, was helping us as a guide and 

interpreter, since our English was still too weak to stand on its own. But what a 

difference in my attitude from the days of Italy, Berlin, Paris and London. Then I was 

so eager to succeed. In New York, I went about it all as a duty, rather indifferent to 

what the results might be. The new, unique environment of the American way of 

life and, that charming Holandes were constantly on my mind. He kept on calling 

me on the phone and by the following weekend had asked me for a regular date, 

Anglo-Saxon style, openly asking me to go out with him alone. No one would have 

dared to do such a thing in those days in Italy or South America. The poor girl would 

immediately have been accused of being a loose woman. I shivered at the thought 

of it. Thank the Lord, I said to myself, Americans and English people know better 
and I was delighted that they did.
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Victor took me to the then famous Waldorf Astoria Hotel. We walked through 

Peacock Alley onto the magnificent dining room where the opulent red-and-gold 

elegance of the 19th century was still contemporary. Oscar of the Waldorf, a name 

which later became legend in the hotel world, was there in person and, sure enough, 

with a big smile came over to greet the "good-looking young foreign couple". Oscar 

was a tall, sturdy and very courteous Austrian. When I told him I loved his native 

city of Vienna, a gleam came into his blue eyes.

The dinner was delicious and the conversation... Well, just how it is when two people 

start to realize that they love each other. We decided to call each other by our first 

names and Jan took me home in a large, chauffeur-driven limousine. On the way, 

Jan suddenly took my hands and asked me, "Alba, voulez-vous devenir ma femme?" 

("Alba, do you want to become my wife?"). With a whisper, I said "Yes". And put my 

head against his chest in the dark comfort of the limousine. Back at 23rd Street, I 

ran into Miss Molina's room, woke her and told her that Victor had proposed to me. 

She smiled, "I told you so!”

The following months were like a magnificent dream. Fortunately, Miss Molina had 

a young man from the Uruguayan Embassy who was asking her out very often. 

Nothing serious in their relationship, but I was grateful that she did not have to 

stay home every time I had a date with Jan Victor, since he was asking me out 

almost constantly. He took me to such fashionable places as the Plaza Hotel, 

Delmonico's, and of course the Waldorf Astoria again. He was now earning a 

wonderful salary for a young man of his age and was glad to be able to afford it.

65 Brazilian pianist Guiomar 

Novaes (1895-1979) started out as 

a prodigy: in 1909, aged 14, she was 

admitted to the Paris Conservatoire 

by a jury including Faure and 

Debussy and later graduated with 

a First Prize. In 1914 her European 

tour was canceled due to WWI, so 

she went back to Brazil and then on 

to New York to make her debut there 

in 1915, often returning to the US 

until 1972 when she retired.

[65] We also went to many plays where we saw the Barrymores - Ethel, John and 

Lionel-who were our favorite actors; to many concerts, and saw a young violinist, 

Jasha Heifetz, who was having tremendous success;, as was Fritz Kreisler and a 

young girl from Brazil, Guiomar Novaes, as a pianist with Paderewsky. At the 

Metropolitan Opera House, Caruso as tenor and Galli Curci as soprano were sharing 

triumphs and dollars. But all these singers were old acquaintances to me, as I had 

heard them all in Buenos Aires. The difference being that this time with Jan, I sat 

on a comfortable chair and not an old coat, as I did back then with Ida Ricotti.
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Waiting for the War to End
November 1918

But even with all these intellectual pursuits, deeper feelings and thoughts were on 

our mind, namely our future marriage: when and how? Correspondence with Europe 

was so slow! It took two to three months to get an answer back to a letter sent 

abroad. Of course nowadays, people like us would have got married first and then 

notified our families. But in those days, it would have been an insult to them and 

we were both against it. But in due course, I received enthusiastic reactions from 

Dina and Bice once they learned that I was engaged to be married to a nice young 

man; but Jan's family was somewhat cool about it. They had another girl in mind 

as Jan's future wife, Toa van Wyhe, the handsome brunette daughter of a professor 

friend of the family. Who, after all, was this Miss Alba Rosa? A violinist he met on 

board a ship and, moreover, an Italian, which even today is not exactly the favorite 

nationality in Holland.

Jan was quite upset, but I understood his family's apprehensions. I told him, "Let us 

wait, the future will speak for itself. Meanwhile, let's get more acquainted with 

each other. Besides, the war in Europe is going in favor of the Allies now and it may 

not be very long before communication becomes normal again".

[66] Meanwhile Jan, who was doing quite well in his job, had confided his romance 

to his boss, Mr. Folkers, and his wife. They immediately invited us to their house in 

Montclair, New Jersey. They were charming people. Mr. Folkers tried his French on 

me and I tried my English on Mrs. Folkers and the other guests. Again, just as in 

Germany, my conversation was very funny and everyone laughed, myself included. 

Jan introduced me to some other friends, Mr. Seipgens, and Mr. and Mrs. 

Schilperoort, and their daughter Suzanne. They were all from Holland and I was 

glad to get better acquainted with the manners and ways of thinking of the fellow 

countrymen of my future husband.
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They were all very kind and hospitable, and much calmer than the Latins, and even 

the Germans and Belgians. April, 1918 was approaching, which was the time I was 

due to go back to South America. I had my return ticket and something had to be 

done. Well, the return ticket did the returning, to the steamship agency. And I stayed 

right there in the United States. Everyone in Buenos Aires and Montevideo was 

notified of my decision: Aida and the Ruvertoni family, who fully approved my plans 

to get married, as did Mr. Piazzini of the Conservatory, and all the good friends who 

expressed their deep regret at not seeing me back, while at the same time sending 

all their blessings for good luck and happiness.

I was happy indeed, but alas, a big blow would unexpectedly destroy that happiness. 

During May, 1918, dear Miss Salas Molina suddenly became very ill with a high 

fever and sore throat, and was rushed to hospital. The doctor's diagnosis was 

diphtheria. After a few days, she seemed to be getting better; but then the illness 

took a turn for the worse, when the infection took hold of a kidney ailment with 

which she had been affected in the past, and a short time later she passed away.

I was plunged into a state of gloom, which at times would almost become despair. 

I kept asking myself why such a cruel destiny should hit a good, affectionate, 

sensible girl as Salas Molina. I became fearful and nervous, and only Jan's love and 

devotion, and the extreme kindness and understanding of good friends like the 

Folkers and Schilperoorts, made it possible to salvage my faith and hope in 

the future.

The story of A
lba R

osa V
ictor
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[67+68] With October came the most gorgeous display of autumn colors and news 

about the war in Europe was becoming more and more encouraging. Finally, on the 

morning of November 7, Jan phoned me, all excited, "Alba, the Reuters news agency 

just announced that the war is over! Come downtown immediately, I shall meet you 

at Battery Place subway station. We’ll have lunch with the Folkers."

Within minutes, I was on the streets where the excitement had already started and 

special bulletin vendors were shouting the news. On meeting Jan, he hugged and 

kissed me, and looking around everyone was doing the same, even with strangers.
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All the offices had stopped work. There was shouting and dancing in the streets. 

We joined the Folkers in a restaurant and the noise outside was terrific. Then all of 

a sudden, cars with loudspeakers started going by announcing that Reuters had 

misinterpreted the cable! Although the Germans had suffered a terrible defeat, they 

had not surrendered yet and the war was still on. If this had happened in a Latin 

country, gloom and despair would have spread amongst us all. But the Anglo-Saxons 

took it calmly and new special bulletins came out saying "Let us keep faith. Victory 

and peace will be soon with us."

And so it was. The following Monday, November 11th, it was officially announced 

that Kaiser Wilhelm of Germany and his son, the Crown Prince, had fled to Holland, 

taking refuge in a castle. The Armistice had been signed on board a train, and in 

Germany a Republican provisional government was being organized. With all this 

news, everyone knew this time the war really was over and celebrations started 

anew, more organized than the first time. Now we had parades with brass bands 

and singing, and of course almost every building had an American flag on display. 

In the evening, Jan and I went to dinner at Delmonico's, which was overcrowded 

but no one seemed to mind. We sang patriotic songs accompanied by the orchestra, 

exchanged conversations with other tables, and even kisses with perfect strangers 

as if we had known each other for years.

Walking home very late that evening, dignified Fifth Avenue was also overcrowded 

with elegant people no longer looking quite so dignified, due to the abundant 

champagne and other alcoholic treats in which they had been over-indulging in 

celebration. Two French sailors who heard us speaking their own language, 

immediately came over to us, shouting "Vive la France!" We confessed that we were 

not compatriots. "Never mind", they said. "You both speak without an accent and 

we are so glad not to have to wrestle with the English language." They were 

overjoyed to now be able to return to France, since they had not seen their families 

for years. Finally, Jan brought me home. It was almost daylight, yet I couldn't sleep 

and wondered if anyone could. It was such a wonderful feeling to think that after 

more than four years of terrible struggle and anguish, peace and normal life were 

finally here to stay. No one then suspected how that was all but a grand illusion.

68 A week of chaos - The 

"misinterpreted coble" by Reuters was 

probably related to the onset and rapid 

chaotic unraveling of the German 

November Revolution, which started on 

November 4, 1918 os o mutiny by sailors 

at the nova! port of Kiel, who refused to 

battle the English fleet. By November 7, 

the uprising hod developed into fully- 

fledged revolutions in major cities, 

though not yet Berlin, enforcing the 

abdication of the King of Bavaria and de

claring "CouncilRepublics", which were 

basically directed against the military, 

leaving civil power structures intact. The 

revolution then developed so fast that on 

November 9, effectively three new 

German Republics were proclaimed, 

though all turned out to be non-starters; 

the German Emperor abdicated; and the 

socialist party leader, Friedrich Ebert, 

become the new Chancellor, accepting 

the peace terms of the Allies two days 

later, on November 11,1918.
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69 The couple's wedding 

photograph from 1919.

Married at Last
1919

Letters from Europe became more and more frequent. We were so thankful that our 

families were safe. Then Jan came with the news of the marriage of Toa van Wyhe, 

his family's preferred candidate for Jan's future wife. I was so pleased. I felt that 

now I could see clear into my future without interfering with anybody else's 

happiness. Jan's family's letters became much more friendly towards this girl Alba, 

the Italian violinist; so Jan and I were planning to marry very soon.

It was January 1919 when again, amidst our great happiness, misfortune struck 

hard, plunging the whole Victor family and myself into a deep state of gloom and 

sorrow. Jan's younger sister Jeanne, then a beautiful girl of twenty-one years, 

became violently ill with appendicitis. She was operated upon, but it was too late 

and two weeks later she passed away. Jan's life up to then had been so serene. He 

seemed to have been blessed with such an abundance of gifts - good health, good 

looks, fine education, affectionate family - and now this blow made his sorrow so 

deep. At times, when recalling the happy days at home with sister Jeanne, he would 

burst into tears saying "Why?" just as I had done in the past when mother, Guido 

and Salas Molina had left us forever. My attachment to Jan became even stronger. 

I tried my best to console him, and wonderful friends like the Folkers, Schilperoorts 

and Seipgens helped me immensely in my task. Hardly a weekend went by without 

an invitation to one of their houses or outings together to the countryside in upstate 

New York or New Jersey.

[69] Finally, on the glorious morning of April 5th, 1919, we were married. Mr. Folkers 

was our best man. We had a lovely lunch in Montclair with the minister, Dr. Travis, 

and his wife, along with other friends and the faithful Mr. Seipgens, who took us to 

the station in Newark on our way to Washington for our honeymoon.
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[70+71] We found the capital simply delightful. So beautiful, with its Government 

buildings in classical style. In those days, Washington still had the appearance of a 

quiet dignified and provincial town. People were never in a hurry, always kind and 

ready to please you in some way. We had an example of this when Jan and I visited 

Mount Vernon: Jan was taking pictures left and right with his camera when a nice 

gentleman approached, saying, "Oh, let me take a picture of both of you together 

to send back home." Evidently he had spotted us as newly-weds. Of course copies 

of that little picture made their way from Holland to Milan and Montevideo. Back 

in New York, we stayed at the Lafayette Hotel, uptown on Broadway, for a month 

before finding a nice furnished apartment in Forest Hills, Long Island. The distin

guished-looking gentleman who sublet it to us was none other than Cordell Hull, 

who later became Secretary of State under president Franklin D. Roosevelt. We loved 

Forest Hills, so quiet and pretty with its suburban homes and gardens full of flowers. 

Our windows looked down into the tennis club, and when in August the big matches 

came, we went to see a promising young player by the name of Bill Tilden, who 

became champion and remained so for over ten years.

70 Born in 1871, landlord 

Cordell Hull was in 1919 still "just" a 

US House member. As Secretary of 

State from 1933-1944, he received 

the Japanese ambassador delivering 

his country's ultimatum to the US 

just as the Japanese attack on Pearl 

Harbor was starting, replying and 

angrily replied that this was an 

"infamous falsehood and distortion". 

Later in the war, he drafted the 

Charter of the United Nations and 

as "father of the UN" received the 

Nobel Peace Prize in 1945. He died 

in 1955.

71 Panoramic view of the grounds 

of the West Side Tennis Club in Fo

rest Hills, where the US Open tennis 

tournament was played from 1915 

until it moved to nearby 

Flushing Meadows in 1978.
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The Young Family: 
Holland, Paris and the US
1920-1924

It was then January 1920, in Russia the Bolsheviks under Lenin had just taken over 

from Kerensky. After several months of dreamy honeymoon life, something 

wonderful, if not unusual, happened. We were so pleased, as was the family in 

Holland. The baby was due in July, coinciding with a planned business trip for Jan 

and creating a dilemma: what should we do? The family in Holland hadn't seen Jan 

in four years and were anxious to finally meet me, and offered to let us have the 

baby at their house. Besides which, they liked the idea of the latest member of the 

Victor family being born in Holland. Jan and I were deeply touched by their kindness 

and decided to make the trip.

[72] Mr. and Mrs. Folkers had gone to England in February, and Jan could not leave 

the office until their return. We started set off on May 20th on board the steamship, 

Noordam. Following the advice of our doctor, Dr. Michailowsky, we took along a big 

box of equipment should the baby decide to arrive early during the voyage.

HOLLAND-AMERIKA LINIE ROTTERDAM - NEW YORK.
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The crossing was very pleasant, with beautiful weather and I felt fine the whole 

trip. Naturally, we travelled first class. The food and service were excellent, as was 

customary on board Dutch ships. Amongst the passengers, we met a Mr. and Mrs. 

Gunthermohr, from Montclair: Alice was from Le Lock in Switzerland and had been 

a teacher of French in a New York girls school, and Jack was a business man from 

Holland. So we had something in common and, despite the fact that they were quite 

a bit older than us, we got along so well together that our friendship lasted for the 

many, many years until they finally left this world.

[73] Arriving in Rotterdam, Jan's family was there to meet us: father Hendrik, mother 

Dora, sister Suzanna (Suus, as they called her) and cousin, Wim Victor. They were 

friendly and kind, and seemed to understand my difficult position as a foreigner

The story of A
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expecting their baby, but with no knowledge whatsoever of the Dutch language. Like 

all well-educated Dutch people, they spoke French fluently so I got along very well 

when they talked to me. But during conversation amongst themselves, I could only 

watch and smile. Cousin Wim, a very good looking gentleman who lived in Rotterdam, 

took us to the station and we traveled to Groningen by train, arriving back at his 

home on Herman Collenius Street, poor Jan broke down in tears, as did his mother 

Dora, remembering Jeanne. I understood so well what they were going through.

It was now early June, 1920. Jan had to go to the office in Rotterdam in about ten 

days, while friends of the family started to come visiting. Since the Vietors were 

very well-known in Groningen, we had a reception almost every day for the many 

people delighted to welcome Jan back and keen to meet this famous Italian girl he 

had married over in the United States. Again I spoke in French and smiled in Dutch.

Jan then insisted on taking me along on the trip to Rotterdam to show me other 

important cities, like Amsterdam and The Hague, where we visited relatives such as 

Tante (Aunt) Annet, Xante Leen and the Von Geusau family. All were so nice to me. 

I also loved the beautiful parks and magnificent art galleries in those cities, which 

made Jan happy.

Back in Groningen I met Dr. Grashuis, who was going to take care of me when giving 

birth. She was a nice heavy-set woman, very jolly and kind, but spoke only Dutch; 

nevertheless, I had the feeling I was in good hands. During those weeks awaiting the 

happy event, I played violin a lot, as did Jan. I discovered that the Dutch had a pro

found knowledge of music. Not only were they familiar with all the classical and 

non-classical composers, but they played or sang remarkably well, too. Jan's father 

had a most pleasant baritone voice and I used to accompany him on the piano with 

all kinds of songs by Mozart, Schubert, Schumann and Faure in German and in French.

It was just after one of these music sessions one evening on July 5th, 1920, when I 

felt the first warnings of the baby coming. Dr. Grashuis was immediately notified 

and came wearing her usual smile, stayed overnight and at 8:30 the following 

morning a most precious baby boy was born. I was still a little dazed from the pain 

and fatigue, but oh, what a joy when, all washed and wrapped in all kinds of frills, 

I could hold him in my arms! We called him Hendrik, after his grandfather. Again, a



procession of relatives and friends came to visit us, bringing all kinds of presents 

for 'het snoezig kindje’ (cute boy). My scant knowledge of German helped me get 

familiar with the sound of the Dutch conversation, so that after two months I began 

to understand several expressions.

The time for Jan to go back to the office in New York was fast approaching, but we 

felt we could not leave Europe without a little visit first to the family in Italy. After 

all, it was only a twelve hour trip by train. Some of the good sensible people raised 

their eyebrows, "But how will you manage with the baby?" "Oh, it won't be difficult," 

we said. I nursed him, so there was no problem with food. All we needed was an 

extra suitcase with diapers. "Yes, but how will you carry him?" "A nice basket with 

a mattress large and long enough to hold the baby, and two handles will do," we 

said. So it was decided that we would carry little Hendrik to Milan in a basket.

We left Holland the last week in August by train. At Chiasso, at the Swiss-ltalian 

border control, Jan was carrying the famous basket and people were looking in and 

smiling. The customs officer who examined our luggage looked at little Hendrik and 

said, "Oh, please bring in this fine merchandise anytime!"

In Milan we stayed at the dignified Hotel Cavour near the Giardini Pubblici. Of 

course, the family had been notified and one by one they all came. Bice, Dina, 

Giuglio, Fausta, cousins Laura and Enrico, Gnagno and Ada (who was expecting 

Lalli), plus Zia Ersilia, the only surviving sister of my mother. They all were so glad 

to see me happily married with a good-looking, distinguished husband and a darling 

baby. Jan, who did not speak Italian, was now up against the same situation I had 

encountered in Holland. My relatives, far from the good linguists that the Dutch 

were, tried hard to remember whatever French they had learned in school, but when 

we spoke together Jan just looked and smiled. Mme. Valerio came all the way from 

Casciago with her son Giorgio to have lunch. No difficulty there with the language, 

as they spoke French fluently.

After a week in Italy we were on our way back to Holland. Little Hendrik seemed to 

have withstood the trip beautifully and was eating and sleeping like a really healthy 

baby. The family in Groningen were delighted to see us back, since we were due to 

leave for the United States in two weeks. It was decided that Jo Nanninga, one of
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mother's maids, would come along with us to help with the housekeeping, though 

naturally, she spoke only Dutch. Meanwhile a letter came from our friends, the 

Gunthermohrs, inviting us, all three now, to stay at their house until we found living 

quarters. We accepted the kind invitation since we had decided to settle in Montclair 

where, besides the Folkers, the Gunthermohrs and other Dutch families, were all 

Montclair residents eager to meet us.

On September 1st, 1920, we set sail for America on board the Nieuw Amsterdam. 

Once we arrived in Montclair, it didn't take us long to find a first floor apartment in 

a two-family house on Oxford Street and get settled in. Baby Hendrik was growing 

beautifully, Jo the maid (how spoiled we were) did wonderful work, was kind to the 

baby and talked a lot, of which I only understood the half. Often I had to ask Jan in 

the evening to translate what Jo had been trying to tell me during the day.

After a few months, in January, 1921, certain symptoms made me consult our doctor, 

a nice lady by the name of Dr. Mercelis. She confirmed what I had suspected: 

another baby was due in August. Again, as with Hendrik, we were delighted. Two 

children was so much better than one, since a single child is often spoiled and lonely. 

The family in Holland was rejoicing, too. This time instead of us going over there, 

they would come over to visit.

Jan was all excited. He thought it was a wonderful idea. Business was going well; 

and at the office they were very pleased with Jan's work. Mr. Folkers had retired 

and bought a beautiful apple farm, near Hudson in New York State, where he and 

Mrs. Folkers went to live. It was more than a hundred years old, quite unusual in 

the United States. Jan now had more responsibility at work and earned a higher 

salary. We decided our present home was too small to accommodate the future 

guests and found a nice house with a garden just two blocks away, into which we 

moved a month before the happy event. Dr. Mercelis was taking care of me, and in 

keeping with the American custom, made arrangements for me to go to the 

Mountainside Hospital nearby. The moment came late on the evening of August 

23rd, 1921, and the next morning there she was: a big healthy baby girl! We called 

her Jeanne, in memory of Jan's sister. We were so happy to have a pair. What an 

interesting task it was going to be to raise them. I had the feeling good luck was 

really on our side.
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The family arrived in September, shortly after I had got back home, and we had a 

really full house: Jan and I and the two babies, plus mother, father, Suus and last 

not least the maid, Milka, a Polish girl who replaced Jo, who had gone back to 

Holland. It certainly was a jolly autumn and winter 1921-1922. Hendrik, chubby 

with long curly hair, was beginning to talk to Mamma (Italian for mother), Papa 

(international for Dad), Opa (Dutch for grandfather), Oma (Dutch for grandmother) 

and Tante Suus (Dutch for aunt)-already bi-lingual at the ripe old age of sixteen 

months. Jeantje (her Dutch nickname) was growing fat and rosy. Both were like 

picture babies, a fact confirmed at a baby contest organized by the Upper Montclair 

Women's Club, where they both won prizes and had their picture in the local 

Montclair Times.

76 The likely model of Peerless 

car that Jan Fresemann owned.

The Peerless Motor Car Company 

operated from 1900 until 1932, 

and in terms of quality and opulence 

was the Rolls Royce of its day.

[76] All the resident Dutch families were very friendly and hospitable to us, so it 

was a regular round of dinner parties, teas, receptions and what not. Jan had bought 

a big automobile, a Peerless, and took us all over the place during the glorious 

autumn season, and the Dutch family raved about it. At the end of January 1922, 

father left for Holland, and mother and Suus joined him in March.

A wonderful year followed. Encouraged by Jan and friends, my music neglected for 

three years-came back into my daily life, albeit in a less professional way, yet 

enough to give me plenty of satisfaction. An excellent pianist, Mrs. Heilig, a graduate 

from the New England Conservatory, came regularly to play with me. Cecil Smith, 

an English amateur, organized the Montclair orchestra at the time and asked me to 

become its concert master. We had a fine young conductor, Philip James, who later 

became director of the music department at New York University. Meanwhile, the 

babies were growing healthy, good natured and fat! Everything seemed to favor us.

Then in January 1923, things started to change. Business at Jan’s office seemed to 

slow down. Finally, one evening in February, coming home from a dinner party Jan 

told me "If ever I have hated a party, it was tonight's." I looked at him in amazement, 

then he said, "I didn't want to spoil your evening, so I had to keep to myself what I 

was told today in the office: the recent heavy losses mean Mueller Et Co is closing
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74 | 75 The oldest images in

Alba's archive of Hendrik, born 1920, 

and Jeanne (1921-1991), both 

painted by Fausta Bertini.

its New York branch. Every employee is being given time to find work elsewhere, 

but I’m to stay for six months to deal with the liquidation of contracts. So now you 

understand why I didn't enjoy the party."

I was stunned but I held myself together, then started to discuss with Jan what best 

under the circumstances. We talked and talked till almost daylight and came to the 

conclusion that the best would be for me to go back to Holland with the children 

and stay with the family during the coming summer. Jan would then join us in 

September, since he thought that in Europe he would have many more opportunities 

to find a new position.

[74+75] So here I was again, in June 1923, aboard the Nieuw Amsterdam on my 

way back to Europe. This time in a less glamourous position, but with two precious 

children who were spoiled by everyone on board since they were so well-behaved. 

Due to Jan’s father's business, the family was in the process of moving from 

Groningen to The Hague. They had rented a home at the suburb on the beach, 

Scheveningen, which was so nice for the children, playing all day on that 

magnificent beach of pure white sand right in front of the house. September came 

and Jan arrived from New York v/ith a few savings, no position and hopes to find a 

new one soon.

A nice letter arrived from cousin Laura and her husband Enrico, inviting us to 

Piazzolo, the old summer home of the Rosa family, near Bergamo. It was the time 

of the "vendemmia" (grape-picking season) and Jan thought it a pity not to accept 

such a kind invitation. So we went, the four of us. Piazzolo, usually hot in summer, 

had a marvelous climate in October, 1923. Apart from us, Bice, Dina with Giuglio 

and Fausta, cousin Ada with Lalli, poor Ada, already a widow as Gnagno, her 

husband, had died two years earlier, and signora Giongo and her husband Piero. 

Laura was a fine hostess and managed to make everyone comfortable. The vineyards 

were beautiful, loaded with grapes that the "contadini" were picking to make wine.
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Rotterdamsch Philharmonisch Gcnootschap
OPGERICHT 10 JUNI 1918.

Muzikaal'leider: WILLEM FELTZER.

TWEEDE POPULAIRE

Zaterdagmiddagc oncer t
op 8 DECEMBER 1923, 's nam. | 3 | uur, 
in de GROOTE DOELEZAAL, ingang Coolvest,

TE GEVEN DOOR HET

Rotterdamsch Philharmonisch Orkest
Directeur: WILLEM FELTZER.

Soliste: Mevrouw ALBA VlETOR-ROSA 
ult NEWYORK (VIOOL).

[77] When we came back to Holland, gloomy weather had settled in as usual during 

the fall, and with it came the anxieties. Jan now was travelling every day to 

Rotterdam or Amsterdam, the big business cities, in search of a job. For some time 

nothing concrete developed and the situation was getting tense, also at home. 

I felt uneasy and nervous being dependent on the family with two children, who at 

times were restless during the endless rainy days. Finally, one evening in December 

Jan came home with a smile, "Alba if you were to choose where to go and live in 

Europe which city would you name?" I thought he was joking and casually replied, 

"Oh, maybe London or Paris." "Paris," said Jan. "Well, that is where we shall go, since 

I have just secured a position with the Continental Grain Company where they need 

a man like me for their Paris branch." Of course I was overjoyed, first of all at the 

idea of being financially independent again, and then-Paris! Well, that certainly 

wasn't like going to a small provincial town but rather back to a charming old 

acquaintance.

[78] Jan went ahead alone, while Wim Vietor and his wife Bep invited me to spend 

a few days in Rotterdam at their home on Mathenesserlaan. Bep was Wim’s second 

wife, his first wife having passed away years before. With her he had two children, 

“Kleine Wim and Robs", both very well brought up. The whole family was very nice 

to me and the children. For Christmas, 1923 we went back to The Hague. Jan joined 

us and after the holidays, the four of us set off for the famous French capital.

Jan had found living quarters for us in a nice little hotel at Enghien-les-Bains, a 

suburb where some Dutch people were living. But after a while, we decided it was 

more convenient to live in the city, and were fortunate to find an excellent boarding 

house, Pension Chatelaine, right on the Boulevard de Neuilly, near the Bois de 

Boulogne. The atmosphere was very pleasant. The owners, Mr. and Mme. Clement, 

had never had children and were delighted when they saw Hendrik and Jeantje. The 

other guests were a mixture of standing and profession, but always interesting 

people, in the way that only the French can be.

77 While staying with her in-laws 

in Rotterdam in autumn, 1923, and 

with husband Jan preoccupied with 

his search for a new job and "uneasy 

and nervous" at being 

dependent with two children on 

her Dutch family, Alba nevertheless 

managed to stage an interesting 

musical coup. Not mentioned in her 

memoirs, contemporary newspaper 

articles cover two concerts she 

played in Rotterdam and The Hague 

on December 23, 1923, and January 

6,1924. The first with the Rotterdam 

Philharmonic Orchestra, the second 

with Nelly Wagenaar, then a locally 

renowned Dutch pianist. Below are 

excerpts from some of the reviews in 

the Dutch press.

"Mrs. Vietor [had a]... technique 

verging on perfection, [with] a 

profoundly musical performance and 

a completely beautiful tone. She may 

well mature into a remarkable 

artist." (Rotterdam Weekly)

"The violinist has proved to be a very 

talented performer, doing profound 

justice to the various movements [of 

the Vieuxtemps Concerto], now and 

then even making some, like the 

Adagio Religioso, shine wonderfully, 

and controlling all the difficult 

breaks, fast passages and flageo

lets... with a steady hand. She was 

rightly honoured by the audience, 

whom she had apparently lifted into 

the clouds, by several recalls and 

three beautiful floral tributes."

(The Rotterdammer)
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78 Kleine Wim and Robs. Photo 

probably taken in 1913 at the house 

at Mathenesserlaan in Rotterdam. 

Wim is the father of Mary van 

Veen-Vietor, one of this book's 

editors. Robs is the grandmother of 

Robijn Tilanus, author of the chapter 

'On Alba's Compositions'.

Continental Grain Company *

/y The Continental Grain Company 

was founded in 1813 by Simon Fribourg 

in Belgium os a commodity trading busi

ness. It prospered throughout the ninet

eenth century and in 1921 expanded into 

the US, when Jan Fresemann joined the 

company. Thereafter it continued to flou

rish and today, with meat as its main 

product, it operates as the ContiGroup, 

one of the largest family owned and 

operated companies in the world, and 

currently headed by the sixth generation 

o f Fribourgs since 1813.

[79] Jan was still in doubt if we would settle in Paris. Despite all its charm, we found 

the way of living in America more attractive. The Continental Grain Company, like 

all big firms, had a branch in New York City, and sure enough, a few months later, 

the opportunity came to go back to the United States. The salary they offered to 

Jan was quite small, but there was a very good chance of improvement. Plans were 

made and we were due to leave for New York in September 1924.

I went to Italy in August, invited by cousin Laura and Enrico. Besides Piazzolo, they 

had a nice property at Marzio, on the hills near Varese, the provincial town from 

which Laura's grandmother's family, "I nobili Maffei”, originated. I had been there 

as a ten year old girl and it was nice to be back after such a long time. Laura's villa 

was in the center of the village but from the back of the house you had the most 

magnificent view of the pre-Alpine mountains and Lake Lugano. Marzio was a 

typical vacation spot for Italians: no tourists ever came there, there were no hotels 

around, just villas surrounded by beautiful gardens. Nearby lived the Cozzi family 

with three children, about the same age as Hendrik and Jeantje, so they had a great 

time together.



93

[80] Back in Holland, Jan joined us from Paris. We were to leave on September 15, 

1924, when two days before sailing, Jeanne developed a high fever and sore throat. 

Jan could not postpone his trip, since he was expected at the office in New York, 

and so left alone. Fortunately Jeanne soon recovered and three weeks later we were 

on our way, again on the Nieuw Amsterdam. Captain Van den Heuvel treated us 

like old friends and we had a very pleasant trip.

80 Alba sailed on the first Nieuw 

Amsterdam commissioned by the 

Holland America Line, entering 

service in 1909 as its luxury 

flagship. In 1938 she was succeeded 

by the second Nieuw Amsterdam, 

the company's emblematic ship-and 

logo- and which would often take 

Wim Vietor junior to and from the 

US.



Happily Settled in 
Montclair, NJ
1925-1929

Of course Jan came right on board to meet us when we arrived in Hoboken, about 

twenty minutes by car from Montclair. Having so many friends in that pleasant little 

town, we had decided to again make it our home. On the drive over, Jan explained 

that, given his modest salary, we would be living in a modest boarding house. 

Arriving on Elmwood Avenue, the building looked like a two-family house and I was 

puzzled when Jan open the door with a key. In we came and, oh, what a surprise: a 

nice little porch, living room, dining room, kitchen, bath, two bedrooms, all in perfect 

order with our own furniture, even flowers and a cake on the dining room table. 

Everything was much more modest than our former house, but I didn’t mind. I was 

grateful to Jan for the nice surprise and so pleased to have our own home again.

From the fall of 1924, we stayed there exactly three very happy years, despite having 

to manage with a small income. The children, 3 and 4 years old, were going to the 

Sunday School at St. Luke's Church, where the director was a Mrs. Leverich, the 

wife of one of Jan's colleagues in the grain business. The Leveriches became great 

friends. They were kind, genial southerners from New Orleans. Given the financial 

situation, we got along without a maid and I managed to get a number of pupils 

who came to my house for private violin lessons. In 1926 the children started at a 

progressive school, Hendrik in the first grade and Jeantje in kindergarten. The tuition 

fees were quite expensive, but waived because in return for my teaching the pupils 

French songs.



95

O

o

>
cr0)
33C

<
rs:
o

[82] Having more time at my disposal, I went back to playing violin as a soloist. 

Again, I had a fine accompanist in Miss Grace Bender. Together we prepared a series 

of historical recitals, starting with the composers of the 18th century and going 

through to contemporary ones such as Szymanowsky and others. I also gave short 

talks to the public with a biography of each composer. Naturally, in a small town 

like Montclair, we were a tremendous success. Then someone advised Jan to write 

to summer resorts about my career as a musician, offering for me to give musical 

programs with Grace Bender in return for free board for the children and myself. 

Among the replies was a very good offer from The Buck Hill Falls Inn near 

Stroudsburg in Pennsylvania: they would be delighted to have us as guests, plus a 

maid for the children. In return, I would give a half-hour recital every week in the 

library. For three seasons we went there and it was delightful.

82 The Buck Hill Falls Inn was 

built in 1901 as an 18 room Quaker 

resort. First enlarged in 1926, when 

Alba was still playing there, it 

eventually grew to over 400 rooms 

by the 1970s, but closed in 1991 

and has been in decay ever since.

In October 1927, with Jan having gotten a raise in salary, we were in better financial 

shape and moved to a lovely house on Orange Road, just across from our good 

friends the Leveriches. The house had a hall, living and dining rooms plus kitchen 

downstairs. Upstairs the children, now seven and six years old, had their own 

bedrooms next to ours, there was also a library and, on the third floor, the guest 

and maid's rooms. Hendrik and Jeantje went to Hillside School, about six blocks 

away. I still kept my pupils, since it helped to pay for the maid and other expenses. 

Our first maid was a German girl, Berta. After her came a very good black girl, Stella, 

who stayed with us for several years.

We had organized a string quartet. Besides myself as violinist, Jan played second 

very well, a Miss Cornelia Shaw was the viola and a Mr. Bessey the cello. Later Mr. 

Berce replaced Mr. Bessey, who had married and had no time to spare. We gave free 

concerts at the Montclair Art Museum in collaboration with the best musicians in 

town, and usually a big party would follow at our house.
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83 Alba aged about 40, around 

the end of the period covered by her 

memoirs.

84 Jeanne Et Hendrik pictured 

around the same time.

By 1929, we were sufficiently well-off to take a trip to Holland and Italy for the 

summer. Coming home on the ship in October, we heard the news of the famous 

crash on Wall Street that was followed by years of depression. Strangely enough, it 

didn't affect us so much, since we didn't have much capital to lose and Jan managed 

to keep his position with Continental Grain. We lived at Orange Road for seven years 

and it was one of the happiest periods of my life.

I now come to the end of these memoirs, since their purpose has been to inform 

my dear Hendrik and Jeanne about my younger days. In 1929 I reached my fourtieth 

year, Hendrik was nine, Jeanne eight. From this point, they can remember for 

themselves all the things that followed. The bright moments like sunshine, and the 

dark, very dark ones like violent thunderstorms, before once again, the golden rays 

came through the clouds to make us smile and hope once more... Let us go on with 

courage, dear dear Hendrik and Jeanne, and with my very best wishes for you both! 

Your Ma.

Silver Spring, Maryland, Sunday, July 28, 1968
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The last 50 years:

A Biography
The Montelair/Vietor 
String Quartet
1929-1933

In 1927, Jan Fresemann bought a house in Montclair, New Jersey, which the family 

lived in until 1934. In Montclair, Alba continued to teach music while Jan, the 

businessman, worked in the international grain trade, with an office in downtown 

Manhattan, to which he commuted by train.

[85] In 1929, the couple founded the Montclair String Quartet as a contribution to 

the community and a joint hobby. The Quartet was seen as an adjunct to the already 

existing local orchestral and other musical activities in Montclair and surrounding 

area. The announcement of its formation states: "We aim to play the compositions 

of the great masters and to invite a selected audience to enjoy them with us. If 

Montclair can be proud of having every season the greatest of living artists, of 

having its own local orchestra as well as a number of other musical events, it seems 

that a few evenings of chamber music would complete our annual music season. 

[...] Programs will be carefully selected and a high standard maintained. We want 

to encourage our best resident-musicians to perform with us as assisting artists". 

The young quartet did not suffer for lack of interest. Contemporary press reviews 

report repeated overflowing and enthusiastic audiences at the concerts.

The story of Alba R
osa V

ietor
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The Montclair String Quartet

ALBA ROSA VIETOR-lst Violin

JAN F. VIETOR - 2nd Violin

MACY CORDON -Viola

HARRY M. BESSEY-’Cello

'* The playing of chc Quartet is well balanced, smooth 
and accurate. In beauty of tone, artiitic finish and 
shading, their work Is admirable. Their contribution 
to musical enterprise in this vicinity is of real value"

WALTER S. YOUNG
MonedotT Ttnwj. Fcbtuaiy I. 1930

“Gratifying to music lovers was the Montclair Stung 
Quartet's playings"

WALTER FLANAGAN
Nfuutk Evening NWi, May 7. 1930

OPEN FOR ENGAGEMENTS
Address communications to corresponding secretary:—

MRS. F. W. L. DRECKMEIER

4 Appleton Place
o5 The leaflet introducing the Upper Montclair, n. j.

Montclair String Quartet

Alba played first violin, Jan second, Cornelia Shaw and later Macy Gordon viola, and 

Harry M. Bessey, whom Alba and Jan had known for some time, on violoncello. Alba 

was described as the "former professor of the Buenos Aires Conservatory, at present 

teacher of violin of the Master Institute of the Roerich Museum, New York City, 

well-known as a soloist and fine musician in New Jersey musical circles", Jan was 

presented as a "former student of William Dehe of Holland".

[86] The Quartet members rehearsed and performed on a pro bono basis with 

concerts free to the public. The quartet rehearsed regularly at the Vietor home at 

157 Orange Road, Montclair, while performances usually took place at the 

prestigious Montclair Art Museum, the Unitarian church, the Freemasons Temple, 

or in schools, club venues or on the radio station W.O.R. in Newark.

In the four years of the Quartet's existence, an essentially friendly press gave more 

than generous space to the quartet's activities. Indicative of the respect they enjoyed 

is this, from a review of one their concerts by Walter S. Young, the highly regarded 

music critic of the Montclair Times on February 1,1930. "The playing of the Quartet
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is well-balanced, smooth and accurate. In beauty of tone, artistic finish and shading, 

their work is admirable. Their contribution to musical enterprise in this vicinity is 

of real value".

86 The Montclair Art Museum, 

built in 1914 and renovated in 1924 

and 1931 and - doubling in size - 

again in 2000.

In one review in the Montclair Times of March 22,1930, in which the Victor couple 

was praised for their excellent programming and meticulously prepared perform

ances, Jan has crossed out his own name. Clearly Alba Rosa Victor, concert violinist 

of international repute, was very much the leading musical force behind the Quartet. 

But in deference to her husband, Alba preferred to be known simply as "Mrs. Jan 

Victor". But for Jan, essentially an amateur, to have so successfully filled the role as 

the Quartet's second violinist at this level was considered remarkable. Jan also 

diligently carried out the relatively complex management and administrative 

functions of the Quartet.

Whether their difference in the quality of their musicianship had any influence on 

their marriage is impossible to say from the written sources available, but son 

Hendrik recalls a "growing tension in their relationship" during this period.

The Quartet seemed to more than meet local music needs. To again quote Walter 

Young, "This excellent organization has established a place for itself in the musical 

life of the community". Young then made the case for attracting a new audience, 

"The concerts are wholly enjoyable, and might be extended to a younger public". 

And, referring to a concert at the Georges Innes Junior High school, "Concerts of 

this type have a high cultural value for young people."
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At the same time, in early 1933, Walter Young was very much fulfilling the role of 

a self-appointed, but modest and discreet educator of the local public. "Applause 

means warm approval of the performance. Nevertheless, there are moments when 

silence from the audience is a more fitting expression of its appreciation. This refers 

to the moments of silence between the movements of a quartet or suite. This 

presents the piece of music as a whole in a better light and enables the musicians 

to concentrate uninterruptedly on the interpretation of a work which they have 

spent many hours rehearsing".

Programs
The first concert, in 1929, featured a program containing a string quartet by Haydn, 

a sonata for two violins by Bach, an Andante from a string quartet by Mozart and 

the Novelletes for String Quartet by Alexander Glazunov, as well as Lieder by Handel, 

Brahms, Bryan and Morgan.

In March 1930, the string quartet was also involved in a performance of Bach's St 

Matthew Passion with the organ taking over the orchestral parts in the absence of a 

full orchestra. The chorales were sung by the choirs of the First Congregational and 

Union Congregational churches, altogether some 120 members. An assisting trumpeter 

played the first chorale 'in ripieno'. The Montclair String Quartet accompanied the 

words of Christ. The conductor was Mark Andrews, organist of the First Congregational 

Church. There were no tickets, nor a collection. The performance was offered to the 

musical and religious public of Montclair by the First Congregational Church. A little 

later, the quartet was involved in a performance by the large, local ladies' choir.

[87] In 1930, the Quartet performed a piano quintet by Mozart: a Concertante, with 

the movements Andantino con variationi - Adagio - Allegro. The KV number is not 

included on the program. Another work by Mozart, the flute quintet (according to 

the program: opus 108!) was one of the highlights of the quartet's chamber music 

repertoire. The soloist was Chester Barclay, first flutist of the Newark Symphony 

Orchestra and a flute teacher in Montclair. The parts of Mozart's flute quintet 

used by the quartet, it is rather quaintly reported in a local newspaper review, were 

from the extensive music collection of the late Elliot Marshall, former resident 

of Montclair.



During the four years of its existence, the quartet gave 20 concerts covering 43 

pieces by Bach, Boccherini, Haydn, Mozart, Beethoven, Tchaikovsky, Dvorak, Borodin, 

Grieg, Arensky, Glazunov, Joseph Jongen, Ermanno Wolf-Ferrari, Waldo Warner and 

Northrop Brown (the last three being 20th century composers). In addition, it 

accompanied 13 instrumentalists, pianists, violinists and vocalists, as well as the 

flutist Chester Barclay, mentioned above. The violin solos were played mainly by 

Alba, but sometimes by Jan Fresemann, in particular Tartini and a sonata for violin 

and organ by Handel. Almost all the concerts concluded with an encore.

Several times contemporary compositions featured on the program. The quartet 

played the piano quintet by the Belgian composer, Joseph Jongen, born in 1873: 

"A wealth of colorful harmonies with a judicious use of dissonances who do not 

offend the ear." Alba probably became acquainted with Jongen in Brussels. The song 

'Pierrot' by the organist and conductor Mark Andrews, a resident of Montclair, was 

performed. The quartet also worked with Mark Andrews when performing the St 

Matthew Passion. In its final year, the quartet played the Fairy Suite "The Pixy 

Ring"-'‘exquisitely refined and impressionistic music"—of Waldo Warner the violist 

of the famous London String Quartet who later in his life turned deaf.
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Also notable is the performance of a string quartet of another former Montclair 

resident, Northrop Brown (opus 2, nr. 1). The 14-year-old Brown was a piano student 

of Montclair resident, Emma Dutton Smith, who "noticed that the boy had an 

unusual talent for improvisation and musical invention". She sent him on to the 

"nation-wide distinguished teacher in theory and composition Frederick Schlieder. 

[...] Both of the instructors of the talented youth were in the audience." A reviewer 

wrote of the performance, "The quartet is built on simple classical lines of conside
rable beauty, that are worked out with skill and precision. [...] The quartet gave 

evidence of real talent and sound training, a combination which should carry it far".

The Seed Sown?
It is pure conjecture, but possibly Alba thought to herself "well, if this young man 

can do it, so can I" because from 1934 she seriously started composing her own 

music, though unfortunately, she left no pieces for string quartet.

The soloists appearing in the quartet's concerts were often people whom Alba had 

known previously, such as the soprano, Elsa Diemer, who like Alba had studied at 

the conservatory in Brussels under Eugene Ysaye.

Alba also made a number of arrangements for the concerts. For Bach's concerto for 

two violins in d minor, she arranged the orchestral parts for string quartet, possibly 

using a piano transcription, and did the same for a concerto for violin and orchestra 

by Tartini. She also arranged Lieder of Secchi, Lotti, Strauss and Rachmaninoff for 

mezzo/alto for a string quartet accompaniment.

Alba was an all-round musician: violin, piano, celesta, soloist, teacher, first violist, 

arranger, repetiteur, teacher of theory, composer. Walter Young concluded that "her 

tone is musical and her technique adequate for everything she undertakes", and in 

view of everything she achieved in these years, this hardly seems an overstatement.

In early 1932, with new Quartet viola and violoncello members, Alice Reso and 

William Berce, plus certain other organizational changes, the ensemble adopted the 

new name of the Victor String Quartet. At the same time, "The Quartet Society of 

Montclair" was established on a subscription basis ($3.00 per person) in an effort 

to raise sufficient money to support the significant costs for the 1932/1933 concert



season. An unfortunate consequence of this necessary decision was the loss of the 

attractive Montclair Art Museum as the venue of choice, as the Museum’s statutes 

demanded free public entry. The concerts were now to be held in the theatre of the 

First Baptist Church.

Alas, whereas four concerts took place in 1932, there were only two in 1933, in 

part due to a failure to achieve the expected financial goals of the Quartet Society.

The End of the Quartet
On 18 November, 1933, the quartet writes that William Berce "unexpectedly is 

engaged elsewhere, making it impossible for him to regularly attend the great 

number of rehearsals required for the preparation of new programs. The rehearsals 

have been held during the past two months, and as it has taken several years of 

ensemble playing to form this quartet, we cannot overcome the obstacle by 

replacing our cellist... this makes the quartet available only for out of town 

engagements."

Though there may have been more to the story of the demise of the Montclair String 

Quartet, judging from (incomplete) correspondence between Jan Fresemann and 

the organizing committee of the Montclair Music Society: after the departure of 

the cellist, there appears to have been some disagreement between, on the one 

hand Alba and Jan Fresemann, and on the other, the committee. With the number 

of subscriptions for the concert series lagging behind expectations, one of the 

committee members seems to have argued for a program with more direct public 

appeal. The previous program had consisted of a Haydn quartet, a piece by Waldo 

Warner (the Pixy Ring) and another by Ermanno Wolf-Ferrari (Quintet), the last two 

both being very "modern" twentieth century composers. At the very least, it appears 

that the committee put the blame for the disappointing subscription numbers on 

programming that had too contemporary a flavor. Given Alba's growing interest in 

composing, it seems logical that she would want to study and play contemporary 

music. That the organizing committee should be less enthusiastic about this trend 

is also understandable: they were tough times economically and experimentation 

is always carries a "box office" risk. It is therefore quite possible that a manifestation 

of that age-old clash between artistic and commercial priorities also played a role 

in the end of the life of the Montclair String Quartet.
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Moreover, the general pressures of the Depression, along with the Victor 

family's preparations for relocation in mid-1934 to Neuchatel, would in any case 

all have contributed to the end of the Quartet's activities after its final concert on 
April 4, 1933.

The Victor String Quartet concluded with these words: "We take this opportunity 

to thank you for your interest in our past activities, and we hope at some time 

to be able to resume our regular rehearsals, so as to again appear before our 

Montclair Audience."
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-fS -4-S>
Transition in 
Neuchatel, Switzerland
1934-1938

The stock exchange crash of 1929 did not have had an immediate impact on the 

Victor family, because, as Alba says, they didn't have much capital to lose. But the 

subsequent deep depression of the 1930's in the USA did come to bear upon them. 

Hendrik recalls that "in those years father suffered a period of unemployment and 

extended reduced income, including difficulty in meeting home mortgage 

obligations. It became necessary to reduce living expenses and, ultimately, to dispose 

of the house in Montclair."

In those depression years frictions also developed between Alba and Jan regarding 

the upbringing of the children, essentially exposing more profound tensions and 

differences between the couple.

"Those differences," Hendrik believes, "were inherently personality based. Father’s 

demeanor was inclined to be rigid, forceful and demanding. Starting in the early 

part of the decade, he became virulently disenchanted with the, in his view, 

inadequate quality of elementary and secondary education that the children were 

receiving at the public schools they attended (Spaulding and Hillside) in Montclair. 

Intensive complaints directed at the teachers, the City school authorities and, finally, 

even the State education authorities, by telephone and in writing, not surprisingly 

proved ineffective, and these unsatisfactory confrontations with the authorities 

deepened his dissatisfaction. At home, father also tended to be in controlling 

demand-and-command of the children's behavior. In contrast, mother's demeanor 

was by nature docile and forgiving. So, while maintaining a true affection and 

respect for father, she suffered noticeably, and shied away, from the argumentative 

and confrontational family episodes.

The story of Alba R
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"The fact is that father's views were based on his conviction that the quality of 

schooling in Europe was superior, in keeping with his own schooling background in 

Holland. The result was his decision to seek out a more international and better 

grounded schooling system for the children. A Swiss family friend, Alice Guntermohr, 

living in Montclair, convinced father of the virtues of schooling in her native town 

of Neuchatel, and that it had excellent international education facilities. From the 

Guntermohrs, mother and father also learned that even in the midst of the US 

depression, the cost of living in Switzerland was comparatively favorable."

[89] "A possible, less obvious, yet rational background reason for the transfer to 

Neuchatel," argues Hendrik, "was a somewhat growing troubled marital relationship 

between our parents, which encouraged a temporary period of separation, in the 

hope that it would ultimately help a return to normality. I have the strong conviction 

that mother believed that in due time, after coming back to the USA, harmony 

would return."

So, rather than see their relationship deteriorate towards a total breakdown, which, 

as Hendrik put it, "would probably have involved traumatic consequences and 

dislocations for the teenaged children", the Switzerland option presented an 

opportunity for them to try to address both their financial and marriage problems, 

and the educational issue. Alba could live in Neuchatel with the children for their 

schooling for four years, while Jan would remain and work in the USA.

"Their difficulties were related, in my opinion, to a certain basic conflict of 

personality traits and a difference in backgrounds such as often surface some years 

after the romantic early years of even a promising marriage. This is just conjecture, 

but the fact remains that it is difficult to believe that under normal circumstances 

my parents would have agreed to separate, even temporarily for the sake of their 

children’s schooling."

Whichever the reasons may have been, Alba and Jan did make the joint decision in 

1934 to effect the transfer to Neuchatel, Switzerland.
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"With some temporary financial help from a close friend," explains Hendrik, "father 

was able to arrange for the transfer to Switzerland of mother and us, and cover the 

initial settlement costs in Neuchatel. Shortly after our departure, father also left 

the house in Montclair, eventually selling it at a substantial loss. He moved to 

Brooklyn where he shared a rental apartment with a business colleague."

In the four years that followed, Jan was free to live the lifestyle in New York that 

best suited him. He visited Alba and the children in Switzerland once a year for two 

weeks. Meanwhile in Neuchatel, besides taking care of the children and running 

the household, Alba was able to concentrate on her passion: music.

"When one considers the overall circumstances involved in the move from Montclair 

to Neuchatel," argues Hendrik, "one can only admire Alba's unusual courage, faith, 

and self-assurance in dealing with the major life-changes and organizational 

adjustments she faced. Resettlement in a foreign country, a different language 

(French), a new environment and the complexities of a new life in an unknown town 

would normally be difficult to contemplate, but Alba succeeded in carrying out the 

task expeditiously and with amazing efficiency."

[91] Upon arrival, Hendrik and his sister Jeanne, aged 13 and 14, were promptly 

enrolled in summer school classes to study French, in anticipation of regular school 

admission in the fall, when Hendrik attended, and later graduated from, the Ecole 

Superieure de Commerce. As a foreign student he was subject to tuition costs, but 

the amounts involved were nominal. His sister attended the free local Ecole 

des Jeune Filles.

91 Hendrik reading beneath his 

childhood portrait.
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92 Family photo, probably 

in Neuchatel, Jan presumably in 

New York.

[90] Home for the family became a modest third-floor walk-up rental apartment, 

at 2 Rue du Manege, within walking distance of the schools. The furnishings - of 

course — included an upright piano. "The neighborhood was quiet" Hendrik recalls, 

"and the neighbors above and below very pleasant, but reserved. Mother was our 

'home maker', where the language was Italian." There was also plenty of social in

teraction between the family and their new found friends in the area, plus visitors 

from abroad and trips within Switzerland and elsewhere in Europe. "All in all," con

cludes Hendrik, "the four years in Switzerland were very pleasant for mother, my 

sister and myself."

[92] Throughout the four years, contact with Jan in New York was intense. Lengthy, 

detailed handwritten shipped correspondence was exchanged on a weekly basis 

between father and mother in French, still their normal language of communication. 

Meanwhile, Hendrik and Jeanne "corresponded with Papa in Dutch. Our handwritten 

letters always received responses with detailed listings of their language errors, 

including the broadening of our Dutch vocabulary." Much of the correspondence 

between Hendrik and his father centered on their shared favorite hobby of 
stamp collecting.

It is important to note that relations were not bitter, "To the best of my recollection," 

says Hendrik, “no dissension or animosity was ever evident in the family correspon

dence." Moreover, Jan's annual visits to Neuchatel for a fortnight each year around 

Christmas were convivial and Hendrik spent all his summer vacations with Jan in 

New York. Whether or not there were any underlying reasons for their on the face 

of it strange self-imposed four year separation, Alba and Jan's relationship appeared, 

to Hendrik at least, totally normal. Indeed, if anything the intense and warm corre

spondence that continued throughout the years of separation suggests, feels Hen

drik, "optimism on the reconciliation point."
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[93] During those four years, Alba did some private teaching and gave some 

performances in social circles on the violin and piano. However, her main activity 

involved the intense and extensive study of music composition under the guidance 

of Professor Paul Benner at the University of Neuchatel. While Hendrik and Jeanne 

were in school or elsewhere, Alba was able to devote her every moment to her 

musical interests, including the composition lessons. "It is difficult to imagine" 

Hendrik feels, "more suitable circumstances for Alba to carry out her interests" and 

this period of study was to give her work as a composer significant impetus.

In spite of the harmonious four years of separation, the hoped-for return to 

normalcy wasn't to be. In 1938 the family was reunited in New York. Jeanne 

attended her senior year in high-school there, while Hendrik moved to Washington, 

DC, to enroll at George Washington University.

"An honest attempt was made for us all to come together again as a unit after the 

return from Neuchatel," Hendrik recalls. "Unfortunately, it became increasingly 

apparent that the relationship between mother and father was stressed, revealing 

a strong and irreversible incompatibility." The four years of separation would seem 

to have done nothing to rectify the problems. The attempt failed, and Alba and 

Jeanne followed Hendrik to set up home in Washington. The marriage was dissolved 

in 1940.

93 Paul Benner (1877-1953) was 

a Swiss organist, choir conductor 

and composer who was born, lived 

and died in Neuchatel, where he 

conducted and taught at the 

Conservatoire. Most of his work has 

been forgotten, though his best 

known work, the Te Deum (1945) has 

been performed as recently as 2004 

by the Societe Chorale de Neuchatel, 

a performance subsequently 

broadcast in 2006 by Radio Suisse 

Romande. This choir, founded in 

1873, was conducted by Benner 

from 1911 to 1950. Sadly, Benner 

died just three weeks before the 

performance by “his” Society of his 

own choral work 'De la harpe 

aux cymbale'.
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94 One of Alba's performances 

when living in Neuchatel was at the 

Salone Estense, a small, exuberantly 

decorated hall in Varese, near Milan, 

and part of the 18th century Palazzo 

Estense. In September, 1935 the 

Cronaca Prealpino reports, "Mrs.

Alba Rosa is to resume her artistic 

career after many years of silence. 

(...) Her phrasing develops with 

well-balanced and elegant authority, 

exquisitely expressive in its beautiful 

sound with its brilliant, singing 

quality. (...) She reveals the poetic 

understanding she has of the music 

with an outburst of passion, which 

transforms the instrument into a 

singing, crying and trembling soul. 

Signora Rosa is a great violinist! Her 

deep and sincere emotions provoke 

equally enthusiastic judgement. The 

art of Signora Rosa is of the highest 

quality, because of the discipline 

which animates and supports it. One 

feels that underneath lies a spiritual 

basis, by virtue of inherent culture."



Productive Years in 
Washington, DC
1939-1972
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For Alba at age fifty, the move to Washington, D.C. clearly represented a promising 

new beginning: a pleasant environment, proximity to her children, both students at 

George Washington University, and the opportunity for the active pursuit of social 

and musical interests. In 1940, Washington was on its way to becoming the global 

nerve center for the Allies' conduct of the Second World War. Indeed, for a perfect 

vantage point, it was the place to be during the ensuing critical years.

With the help of recommendations from music colleagues in New York familiar with 

her background, personal introductions and press reviews soon led to Alba giving 

violin and ensemble recitals at various prestigious venues in Washington, including 

the Washington Club, Sulgrave Club and Corcoran Art Gallery. In each case, the 

programs included music by recognized classical composers alongside Alba's own 

compositions. Capacity audiences and consistently enthusiastic press reviews were 

most encouraging.

Early on, Alba was invited to become a member of the active and highly regarded 

Washington Composers Club (WCC). This association of local composers was 

founded in 1925 by Carl Engel, then head of the Music Division of the Library of 

Congress, to foster contemporary music on a local scale. The WCC organized 

concerts once or twice a year to offer members the opportunity to have their recent 

works performed before interested audiences. There were some eight active 
members (in alphabetical order): Eric D. Bovet, Dorothy Radde Emery, Alden Finckel, 

Mary Howe, Emerson Myers, R. Dean Shure and LaSalle Spier, plus of course Alba.

The story of A
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95 Alba, Hendrik and Jeanne 

at a US Army camp, 1943.

Of the three female composers, Mary Howe enjoyed the greatest reputation. Still, 

captions of the many reviews of WCC-initiated performances suggest that Alba was 

a preeminent member of the WCC, and she remained a leading, active member and 

contributor throughout her time in Washington and later Bethesda, Maryland. Over 

the years, many of Alba's compositions were performed in concerts sponsored by 

the WCC in The Phillips Gallery and other venues.

The WCC provided Alba with a structure for her compositional work and with 

colleagues with whom she could compare herself, and with whom she was 

compared. She also had the good fortune that leading musicians, orchestras and 

conductors performed her works, sometimes on more than one occasion, a privilege 

not shared by all contemporary composers by any means.

A number of Alba's compositions were also performed over the years in Washington 

by the United States Air Force Orchestra, the US Air Force String Symphonette and 

the US Air Force Band. But perhaps Alba's most important musical achievement dur

ing her time in Washington were the many performances by the National Gallery of 

Art Orchestra of Alba's music compositions under the baton of Richard Bales. Among 

the major compositions performed were Primavera Lombarda and Mediolanum.

In addition to her performances, Alba developed a significant ongoing private violin 

and piano teaching practice. Her students were essentially children and young adults 

with whom she also enjoyed family social contact. One of her more noteworthy stu

dents for a period of years was Matteo Mezzanotte, an aspiring young professional
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violinist who gave concert performances featuring Alba's compositions, 

including Canzonetta, Romantic Waltz and Rhapsody, in his classical repertoire.

Alba was also for a while a part-time violin teacher at the Pre-College Music Section 

of The Catholic University of America and as a faculty member at the Columbia 

School of Music, both in Washington, where she taught violin and piano, and gave 

courses in solfeggio, contrapunt, music appreciation and history.

It is interesting to note that the bulk of Alba's music compositions were produced 

during the years she lived in Washington, that is, between the ages of fifty and 

eighty. It is probably fair to say that these were her key years of maturity. It is also 

evident that her studies in Neuchatel with Professor Benner had prepared her 

perfectly for her career as a composer.

Several factors helped Alba to pursue her passion for composing music in her 

Washington years.

First, she overcame the mental anguish inevitably connected with and leading to 

the end of an unsuccessful marriage. Secondly, the freedom she enjoyed at home, 

a modest but spacious rental apartment on 16th Street. Moreover, the children were 

students at George Washington University, so busy elsewhere during the day and 

most of the evening. Jeanne lived with her mother and worked at the Uruguayan 

Embassy, while Hendrik lived at the Phi Sigma Kappa student fraternity. In effect, 

he was totally independent now, working his way through college with jobs during 

the day and classes in the evenings.

So Alba spent much of the day alone at her piano, which she played with very 

competently, developing and writing her music in a quiet and pleasant environment.

There was also the financial independence that cam from the divorce. Her means 

were quite modest, but sufficient for the life she lived. She earned some income 

from her teaching and had modest monthly alimony payments from Jan, who died 

in 1953 in Panama. From 1951, aged 62, she also received Social Security income 

and, as and when needed, assistance from Hendrik. But by nature Alba was frugal 

and not given to complaining about her financial situation.

98 Alba's photo on her US 

naturalization certificate, 1943.
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96 The entrance to St. Elizabeth's 

Hospital, 1930s.

[96] Unfortunately, in early 1950 Jeanne quite suddenly revealed symptoms of 

severe mental derangement, which were diagnosed as schizophrenia. She was 

admitted to nearby St. Elizabeth's Hospital and subsequently transferred for inten

sive treatment to Johns Hopkins University Hospital in Baltimore. When discharged 

a year later, Jeanne returned to Washington, but the illness involved endless 

repeated episodes and side-effects throughout the remainder of her life. A situation 

that proved devastating for her, but also for her mother.

Jeanne's illness inspired Alba to volunteer duty one afternoon weekly at St. 

Elizabeth's giving solo piano recitals for the patients. The sessions soon became 

highly regarded and continued regularly for a number of years. It is clear that Alba 

was motivated by charity, but also there was a deep sense of personal consolation 

for the burden of sadness she experienced as a result of Jeanne's illness. Never 

having gotten her driver's license, Alba's weekly long and tedious bus trips to and 

from St. Elizabeth's never deterred her from her duties there.

[97] For the last ten years of her Washington life, Alba lived in Silver Springs, 

Maryland. She moved to this Washington suburb in 1962, in order to accommodate 

under one roof herself, Jeanne and "Billy" (Cesare Guglielmo Vodopia), the young 

son of Jeanne, whom Alba mentions in her Preface.



Musical Performances
After several performances initiated by the WCC in her early years in the capital, 

April 28, 1942 saw the first fruits of Alba's period of study in Neuchatel with the 

first public performance of her music. In a full-length evening program, six of her 

compositions received their premiere in the Sulgrave Club, with the composer also 

making an appearance as the evening's lead artist, "providing one of the most 

interesting and enjoyable programs of the season," according to one music critic.

The program opened with the Sonata for violin and piano, from 1937, with Alba 

playing the violin and Julia Elbogen the piano. This was followed by the Nocturne 

and the Scherzo for solo piano, both dating from 1936, performed by Julia Elbogen, 

and then Romantic Waltz from 1939, for violin and piano. After the interval 

the soprano Malda d'Aulby sang two songs to texts by Richard Burton, "To a 

violinist" and "Wall Street", accompanied by Allison Sanderford on piano. The 

evening concluded with the Piano Quintet in A minor, in which Alba played first 

violin and Julia Elbogen the piano, joining forces with three string players of 

Alba's acquaintance.

On April 29, 1943 four music critics from different Washington daily newspapers 

dedicated extensive reviews to this event in an extremely positive vein. "A most 

distinctive audience expressed its growing enthusiasm until it reached a climax of 

appreciation after the Quintet. Many floral tributes."

A WCC concert in May 1943 featured one of Alba's vocal compositions, "High 

Flight", to a poem by John Magee. The song expresses an aeronaut's exultation and 

Alba's piano part evokes the sounds of the motor and the wind. There is a moving 

postscript to this poem. Magee (1922-1942) wrote it while serving as a pilot in the 

Royal Canadian Air Force in Britain, after a training flight that took him to 33000 

feet (11 km). The poem opens “Oh! I have slipped the surly bonds of Earth" and ends 

with the phrase "touch the hand of God". He included the poem in a letter to his 

parents in Washington, DC, a few months before his death in 1942. The poem came 

to the attention of the Librarian of Congress, Archibald McLeish, who included it in 

the library's exhibition "Faith and Freedom" in February 1943. It later became the 

official poem of the RAF and RCAF, and is quoted on numerous tombstones at U.S. 

Arlington National Cemetery, and was quoted by President Reagan in his
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commemoration address after the NASA Challenger disaster in 1986. Alba probably 

saw the poem at the 1943 exhibition and was probably the first of a number of 

composers to have set the poem to music.

HIGH FLIGHT (1943) Text of the poem by John Gillespie Magee:

Oh! I have slipped the surly bonds of Earth 

And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings;

Sunward I've climbed, and joined the tumbling mirth 

Of sun-split clouds - and done a hundred things 

You have not dreamed of - wheeled and soared and swung 

High in the sunlit silence. Hov'ring there,

I've chased the shouting wind along, and flung 

My eager craft through footless halls of air....

Up, up the long, delirious burning blue 

I've topped the wind-swept heights with easy grace 

Where never lark, or ever eagle flew - 

And, while with silent, lifting mind I've trod 

The high untrespassed sanctity of space,

Put out my hand, and touched the face of God

Another piece in that same concert was Alba's Scherzo for piano. Writing for the 

Washington Post, critic Ray Brown called the work "evocative and neo-Romantic, 

with surprising contours and piquant harmonic colours." Alba was "employing a 

more modern idiom than essayed by the other composers."

The next WCC concert took place on January 24, 1944 in the Phillips Memorial 

Gallery, with Alba and Marietta Vogel on piano. The program featured a more or 

less familiar repertoire before the interval, including the Brownies by Korngold, and 

concluded with the premiere of the piano version of Alba’s Blue Bird Suite. The suite 

is based on the play of the same name by the symbolist Maurice Maeterlinck, written 

in 1908, and is a ballet pantomime for children. Alba played the piano part, with 

Jeanne narrating the background to each scene. Ray Brown wrote in Postlude, 

"Fanciful and attractive, conservatively modern in harmonic use of fourths and
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sevenths, and well-adapted for ballet purposes." The music critic, Elena de Sayn, 

was extremely positive, except over the finale, and thought the piece "should have 

no difficulty in finding its way to proper channels for a ballet presentation."

On March 5, 1945 the WCC presented another concert in which Alba's works were 

represented by the first movement of the Sonata in A Minor for violin and piano, 

and two songs for mezzo-soprano, originally in Latin and translated into English: 

"Excerpt from Virgil" and "Forget me not". A music critic wrote of "novel 

combinations of intervals and tone colour, both pieces are indicative of the 

composer's individual style."

The WCC concert a year later, in March 1946, Alba's Adagio Dramatico and Danse 

Grotesque were performed by the pianist Julia Elbogen. Another year on, and on 

March 17,1947, Chiusa (Longing), for Baritone and Piano was on the program.

On 21 March 1949, the members of the WCC each gave a short lecture on the theme 

"Classical versus modern Music" before a wide public. Alba spoke on the subject of 

"Style in Music" and the text of the lecture is included in this book.

In May 1949, for the 6th American Music Festival, five orchestral performance 

premieres of Washington composers took place, played by the Orchestra of the 

National Gallery of Art, directed by Richard Bales. "The orchestra plays with 

distinguished art, often with completely raw material. The conductor, himself a 

composer, understanding the importance of a first performance to the composer, 

gives a splendidly understanding reading of all the works; giving the works as fine 

a performance as possible with short preparation.... Only talent and experience can 

accomplish so much with brief preparation," raved Glenn Dillard Gunn in the 

Herald Tribune.

Alba's Primavera Lombarda concluded the evening. Dillard Gunn called the work 

"brilliant and engaging: a curious combination of pseudo-tone-row melodies and 

Italian street song. It holds the listener throughout." Another music critic felt Alba 

was "displaying more imagination for orchestral sound than any of her colleagues." 

While another review lauded the solos for the concertmaster. 'The mood of the work 

is sombre and intensely dramatic in spite of its name. She has shown a keen grasp
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of tonal coloring in this first composition for orchestra and exploited it in her expert 

modern contrapuntal writing."

[99] Primavera Lombarda was performed again a year later on May 28, 1950, as 

part of the 7th American Music Festival in Washington. In a concert by the National 

Gallery Orchestra under the baton of Richard Bales, Primavera Lombarda was played 

alongside Ives' Symphony Nr. 3, Copland's Billy the Kid and pieces by Mary Howe 

and John Philip Sousa. So it appears that, some seven years after her naturalization, 

Alba had become considered an American composer of serious standing. The Times 

Herald wrote on this occasion, "Alba Rosa Victor made a hit last night. [...] The 

strongly defined work earned a warm reception from the audience. Mme Victor was 

called forward to acknowledge enthusiastic applause from the large audience.”

99 Alba's music performed on a 

par with that of Ives and Copland. V. Sunday May 2», 19.10, »:»<> V. M.

NATIONAL GALLERY ORCHESTRA 

Richard Bales, Conductor

Mary Howe.........................................................Agreeable Overture

George Frederick McKay Port Royal 1861, Folksong
Suite for String Orchestra, Op. 48

(Based cm Old Negro Songs Collected in the 
Port Royal Islands, S. C., in 1861)

Hold Yuur l ight on Cunaan Short 

Co Down in l.onetomt ValUy 

llem'tn Shall Be My Home

Charles Ives...........................................................Symphony No. 3

Andante maettoso

Allegro

Ijtrgo

INTERMISSION

Alba Rosa Vietor..........................................Primavera Lombarda

Parks Grant...................................Adagio from Suite for Strings

(First performance in Washington)

Aaron Copland............................................................ Billy the Kid

Prairie Night 

Saturday Celebration

John Philip Sousa........................................ The Sesquiccntennial
(Philadelphia 1926)

This concert is presented through the courtesy of the Performance Trust Fund 
of Local 161, American Federation of Musicians.



In a concert for the Montclair Music Club, given in the autumn of 1950, Alba 

performed her Sonata for violin and piano with Harriet Heilig, in a program of 

otherwise 'familiar' chamber music: Bach, Schumann, Schubert, Faure. In the spring 

of 1951, the Montclair Music Club presented another chamber music evening where 

Alba performed a trio by Loeillet with the Montclair Trio, her own Duo Fugato for 

two pianos was also on the program, and the evening concluded with the first 

movement of her Trio, performed by Alba and the Montclair Trio.

In 1952, Alba took part in the 9th American Music Festival, this time with the 

premiere of Mediolanum, an orchestral suite with movements entitled The Castle, 

The Cathedral and The Arena. The National Gallery Orchestra was once again under 

the direction of Richard Bales. "The martial gait in the first movement suggested 

marching legions by its steady drum beat; in the second part the harp, celesta and 

the strings filled the hall with sonorous overtones, while the third part moved 

pleasantly in a brisk pace. Melodious and well done," wrote Elena de Sayn in the 

Evening Star, placing the work under "the dissonant selections of the program."

In March 1953, a concert was given in the Phillips Gallery by a chamber orchestra 

directed by Paul Olefski, featuring works by members of the WCC. The music critic, 

John Haskins, displayed little enthusiasm for music or conductor, "who is never 

much concerned with shadings in his orchestra, which became a direct fault when 

there was a soloist concerned. The lack of gradations is even somewhat oppressive. 

The Little Suite for Strings and Piano by Alba Rosa Vietor is no suite at all, but rather 

a collection of three unrelated pieces. The third of these, the impression of a dancer 

in a subway station, was a rewarding rhythmic study." He concluded his review, 

somewhat sourly, "the members of the Washington Composers Club keep busy with 

composition amid many other duties." That same year, another concert was given 

by the WCC in the Phillips Gallery on Thanksgiving Day, and featured Alba’s Five 

Sketches for piano, performed by Bernice Hannah McDaniel.

Two years later, in 1955, again on Thanksgiving Day, Alba's compositions constituted 

the main part of the program. Two works for soprano were performed: 'High 

Flight' with soloist Jeanette de Gurdian and 'Dedication' in French, by Chretien 

Roche.



120

On 19 November 1956, an entire program in the Phillips Gallery was dedicated to 

a carillon, the Belle Brown Northcott Memorial Carillon, in Luray, VA. The 

carillonneur was Charles. I Chapman. Alba composed the work Evening Bells. The 

music was "recorded and played back on High Fidelity Equipment by the McIntosh 

Music Company, Washington, D.C," according to the program, ‘together with short 

talks on bells, bell-music and problems in recording bells.'

[100] The following year, on December 2, 1957, a chamber music concert was 

given in the Phillips Gallery in which Alba played the violin in some of her own 

compositions: Moonlight and Cats, Moonlight and Love, Moonbeams and Rain, with 

the pianist Margaret Tolson.

100 Throughout her life, one 

revealing trait of Alba’s personality 

was her deep affection for eats.

She named each one of a lifetime’s 

sequence of feline companions 

"Mignino". Hendrik recalls her 

claiming that their soft purr was 

“Soothing music to my ears." She 

is shown here with the 1965 version 

of Mignino.



In November 1958, a concert was presented in the Corcoran Gallery by the United 

States Air Force String Symphonette, conducted by Captain John F. Yesulaitis, under 

the auspices of the Association of American Composers and Conductors. Alba 

appeared amidst unfamiliar names with her Little Suite for String Orchestra. The 

music critics were full of praise.

In 1959, the same orchestra made an appearance in the Pan American Union, Hall 

of the Americas, NY, with a program featuring Springtime in Lombardy, followed by 

unknown works.

In 1960, the WCC was again the guest of the Phillips Gallery, with the American 

University Orchestra under George Steiner. Alba's contribution was "the closing 

event": Sinfonietta (1959) with movements entitled Musical Arithmetic, Abstract 

Andante and The Call of the Wild. In the Evening Star, the music critic Wendell 

Margrave's description of the reaction of the public could as easily have been 

written today, "The audience reacted as audiences usually do to programs of 

contemporary music: some endured with a fixed and glassy grin as if to say, 'I'm 

going to be cultured in spite of everything'; some few left. I wish that things had 

been more forthright, and that people had cheered and booed. I felt like cheering 

sometimes and like booing sometimes, but I was too bashful to express myself. 

Besides, I was sitting among the composers."

In 1963 the Twentieth American Music Festival took place in the National Gallery 

of Art, sponsored by the Calouste Gulbenkian Foundation Concerts. Tribute was paid 

to Richard Bales for twenty years of inspiration and leadership and for the occasion, 

a joint composition was produced for him to the melody of the American folk song, 

"The Girl of the Wilds". Six local composers contributed a variation. Wendell 

Margrave in the Evening Star said he liked "the best the setting for brasses with 

brilliant passage work for the violins and woodwinds written by Alba Rosa Vietor."

On February 1, 1965, the WCC gave another concert, opened by Alba at the piano 

with Improvisations, Dreams and Frolic. The concert was broadcast by local radio 

station, WAMU-FM and the program carried the now familiar instruction "No 

smoking permitted anywhere within the buildings". Shortly afterwards, on May 31, 

1965, an NAACC concert of The United Air Force Band was held in the State
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Department Auditorium, directed by Major Arnald D. Gabriel. The opening work was 

Alba's A Little Suite for String Orchestra and Piano.

On January 19, 1967, the WCC organised a concert hosted by the Arts Club of 

Washington, where Alba’s work was represented with the Serenade In Pre-modern 

Style for violin, flute and piano. On December 13, 1970, the WCC held another 

concert in the Phillips Collection with a new member, Natalia Raigorodsky, 

contributing a sensitive meditation for flute, harp and bassoon. Also featured was 

Alba's Suite for flute, violin, cello and piano. Wendel Margrave "liked especially 

Mme Victor's Suite, which was imaginative and a little more daring than most of 

the program." With this concert Alba Rosa Vietor, at the age of 81, brought an end 

to her productive composing years in the country's capital.

' NAACC: “The National Association for American Composers and Conductors, an organization whose purpose 

is to encourage and develop American musical talent and to provide opportunities for the presentation of 

American music"
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Retirement in the Sun

1973-1979

When Hendrik moved from New York to Ft. Lauderdale in Florida for his work, he 

brought his mother and sister Jeanne along with him as well, though sadly Jeanne 

was to spend much of her time in local psychiatric facilities until she eventually 

passed away in 1991, on her 70th birthday.

In 1973 Alba was 84 years old. She lived in an apartment of her own next to 

Hendrik's. He had, of course, also arranged for a piano and Hendrik recalls how his 

mother would sit at the piano, improvising or with the music paper on her knees. 

She didn't keep a single sheet of music by any well-known composer in her house. 

She soon became a member of a local Ladies' Music Composers Society and, 

according to Hendrik, was always engaged with her work, sitting at her piano, pencil 

in hand and score pages spread before her. She composed pieces until late into her 

eighties and if anyone presented her with a tune, she immediately started impro

vising on it. This was probably also the period in which she wrote most of her 

Pensees Intimes (see pages 151).

When Alba's strength finally failed her, she was admitted to a home for the elderly, 

where she died on Easter Sunday, 1979, almost 90 years old.
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Composer Recalls Scores of Years

The Sun Sentinel of FORT LAUDERDALE published the following interview with Alba 

on August 15, 1973, which paints a vivid and telling portrait of Alba in her last 

years, and allowing us, fittingly, to close this biography in Alba's own words.

" Alba Rosa Victor’s life sounds like a travelog set to music. Milan, Montevideo, 

Brussels, Buenos Aires and Washington, DC, provided background for her story of a 

life spent in classical music. She began with a piano when she was six, then also 

took up violin. At eight she was the youngest student at the Royal Conservatory of 

Music in Brussels. Now 84, she’s still adding to her list of more than 40 musical 

works.

Contrary to many European composers, Mrs. Victor had kind words for US musical 

culture. She finds it has improved a lot since her first visit in 1918. "Over the last 

50 years there has been such a progress," she says in a gentle European accent. 

"Average people didn't know much music. But the culture of music has so expanded 

nowadays. A lot more people like classical music. Musicians are appreciated more. 
It's a very pleasant condition."

With smiling embarrassment she waves aside questions on her own musician's 
career. ("That was in my very young days, in my 20s. No one wants to hear about 

that.'') But her resume states she performed violin concerts, with and without 

orchestra backup, in Paris, Berlin, Rotterdam and also New World cities. After ending 

her concert career she continued as a teacher and composer.

Most of her works are classical, often with titles to challenge a linguist, although 

she did a piano adaptation of 'South Pacific' in 1949. She also tried a couple of 

tangos when that dance was popular. But she says she'd never try jazz or rock. 

"Don't write I don't like popular music," she adds carefully. She remembers when 

the Beatles visited Washington, DC, where she taught for 40 years. "They had a 

melodious sort of music, though on the popular side." And Rock? "I respect that. 

It's not too superficial. Especially in the way they use orchestras, it takes some talent 

to do that. But there's nothing in common with classical," she says, spreading her 

hands with a smile, "You have to be either one or the other."



Her own children, Hendrik and Jeanne, had classical-oriented schooling in 

Switzerland. While they grew up, the family lived in Neuehatel near Geneva. Jeanne 

became a housewife and Hendrik became a businessman. "He used to tell me 'I go 

to concerts - that's all the violin I need'," mrs Victor says.

She doesn't think young people should be forced to study classical music, "Unless 

they are grown in an environment where it is fostered." She remembers her mother 

placing a clock on the piano, showing exactly how much time she had to practice. 

But by her teens the clock was gone; love for the music had grown inside her.

Last year Hendrik, who had been transferred to Fort Lauderdale, suggested mrs 

Victor come down and retire. "My son, he is so wonderful, he was interested in what 

I would like," she says. "He enrolled me in the Musicale groups here." The Musicales, 

in Fort Lauderdale and in Hollywood, are made mostly of elder women musicians. 

Mrs Victor plays and composes pieces for them. "I'm surprised how good the women 

get. They're better than in Washington. The reason is that they're older women, and 

they’ve come from prominent schools at the East Coast. I've heard some very first 

class concerts. So Fort Lauderdale is much more musical than you might think."

Musicale work, plus some shopping, plus music writing, plus playing along with 

friends at home keeps her busy enough. And she smiles: "I'm entirely self-sufficient 

with my music."
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The Development of the Violin

Lecture given on May 31, 1938 at Mrs. Leuben's residence, Neuehatel, Switzerland

Before I embark on the subject scheduled for this evening, namely Italian violin 

makers and violinists of the 17th to the 19th centuries, I must ask my 

esteemed audience to excuse my Italian. It is not as correct or accentless as the 

Italian I have had the pleasure of hearing during the many enjoyable evenings I 

have spent in this salon these past months. Besides the purest Italian spoken by Ms 

Leuben, there are people here present who, though born in Switzerland, are able to 

speak much better Italian than I, born in Milan-though the fact that I am Milanese 

is incidentally no recommendation for good pronunciation! Since childhood I have 

lived abroad, though frequently paid short visits to Italy. However, I will desist from 

speaking of myself any further, as it is much more interesting to discuss the facts 

and characteristics of one of the most fascinating of all musical instruments. I refer 

to the violin.

The Violin's Origins
The instrument as we now know it only came into use towards the end of the 

sixteenth century. Of course, the violin is simply a descendant of other instruments 

already in existence before that period. We lack exact details regarding the true 

origin of the bowed instruments, and opinions vary on the subject. Nevertheless, 

there seems to be general agreement that ancient peoples, such as the Egyptians, 

Assyrians, Hebrews and later Greeks and Romans, were acquainted with stringed 

instruments. However, they did not make use of a bow. They drew sound from the 

strings by means of plucking, as is still the case with the harp, guitar, mandolin and 

other instruments.

It would appear that the bow was invented by the Indians. The first documented in

strument is the "ravanastron". The story goes that it derived its name from King Rava 

of Ceylon, who lived some 5000 years ago. The amazing fact is that this ravanastron 

still exists in its original primitive form among that people. The instrument consists 

of an empty, open wooden cylinder, over which the skin of a boa snake has been



stretched. It has a long neck with two pegs at the top end that can be turned to adjust 

the tension of the strings. The bow is made of bamboo with horsehairs attached.

It would seem that the Chinese "huqin" and the "rehab" of the Arabs were descended 

from the ravanastron and another Indian instrument, the “omerti". It is thought 

that these instruments were introduced in Europe in 711, at the time of the Arab 

invasion. The rebab is thought to have produced the rebec of medieval times, which 

appears in many paintings, for instance the famed Coronation of Fra Angelico in 

the Louvre. The viella or viola had its origins in the rebec and our violin was in turn 

descended from these two instruments.

However, another theory deserves mention, namely that the violin did not have its 

origins in the East, but is instead of Bretonnian origin. Mention is made of this in

strument in an 11 th century manuscript from the Abbey of Saint Martial in Limoges. 

It is flat on the underside and has just three strings, supported by a flat bridge in 

such a manner that it is not possible to play on just one string at a time. Thus, the 

instrument more or less produces a succession of chords. Some are of the opinion 

that the viola, the viella and subsequently the violin originated from this northern 

instrument. I mention this only as an interesting aside, as I do not think it is really 

of great concern to us whether the violin had its origins in the South or the North.

History of the Instrument
However, let us proceed with the true forerunner of the violin, namely the viola, 

called "alto" by the French because the sound matches the human alto voice. The 

English called it the "fiddle", the name that continues to be used for the violin. The 

Germans called it "Bratsche", a name still in use and derived from the old Viola da 

Braccio. This viola was already extremely important in medieval times. This 

instrument was much more artistic and refined than those I referred to earlier. It is 

apparent from a decree issued by the Municipality of Bologna in 1261 that the viola
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was already in existence at that time. The viola of medieval times initially came in 

various forms, such as violin for the arm, violin for the shoulder, violin for the legs, 

bass violin, viola d'amore and others. Some of these names indicate the manner in 

which these instruments were to be played.

Viola d’Amore
We must dwell at greater length upon the viola d'amore, with its suggestive name, 

for two reasons.

First, this violin was in use for an extremely long time, already being produced in 

the sixteenth century and used by Meyerbeer and Berlioz until into the nineteenth 

century, and Charpentier still used it in his opera "Louise".

The second reason for our particular interest in this instrument is that the Italians 

were the first to build the viola d'amour in 1500, thereby marking the beginnings 

of the renowned school of violin making, a school that in the course of the 

succeeding centuries was to attain a level of perfection unequalled in any other 

country. The Italians did not just make the viola d'amore, they also played it with 

consummate skill. Around 1650, a Dominican monk from Bologna by the name of 

Attilio Ariosto excelled in this art. He enjoyed great success, not just in Italy but 

also abroad. A memorable performance took place in London, when Ariosto played 

between two acts of the Handel opera "Amadis". It was somewhat unusual for a 

monk to play in a theatre; but people were evidently more broadminded in those 

times than they are nowadays.

Let us now examine the construction of this viola d’amore. It was considerably larger 

than the violin and had seven strings running over a bridge, with the addition of a 

further seven strings that passed through the underside of the bridge, resting on the 

harmonic section. These latter strings were untouched by either the bow or the fin

gers. They only vibrated in sympathy with the vibration of the strings being played 

above them, with which they were tuned in unison. The resonance of these "sympa

thetic" strings with the strings that were actually being played apparently produced 

an extremely soft and sweet tone. I quote renowned French writer, Laurent Grillet: 

"the charming name "viola d'amore" given to the instrument defines with great poetic 

feeling the unity in playing of the double strings that resemble two hearts in love, 

the one vibrating softly and timidly in sympathy and unison with the other."

Today, there are still occasional attempts to breathe new life into the viola d'amore 

and in Italy there are still artists, such as Angelo Consolini, who use the instrument 

in concerts.



131

Violin
We now come to the violin. Here again, as in the previous story about stringed 

instruments, we lack precise information regarding who invented the instrument. 

Various well-intentioned individuals have carried out painstaking research in the 

archives of conservatoires, cloisters and elsewhere with tireless patience. However, 

as so often occurs in such cases, there has been a great deal of discussion and much 

ink wasted without any definitive conclusions having been drawn.

There are some who would ascribe credit for the invention of the violin to a certain 

Gasparo Dieffenbrucher, born in Bavaria in 1514, who subsequently spent much 

time in Italy. Others claim that the true inventor was Gasparo Bertolotti, also called 

Gasparo of Salo. It would seem that Gasparis were predestined to invent the violin. 

This second Gasparo was, we know, born in Salo on Lake Garda, around 1542, and 

died in 1609.

The Italian Schools
Whatever the truth of the matter, both Gasparo Dieffenbrucher and Gasparo of Salo 

were outstanding violin makers. There are still examples of extremely valuable 

violins made by the second Gasparo in existence today, justifying the assertion that, 

in any case, Gasparo II was surely one of the first masters of violin making, even if 

he were not the very first. He was the founder of the Brescia school, the earliest 

maker of violins still in use today, which existed for more than a century: from the 

second half of the sixteenth century until the end of the seventeenth century. As 

well as violins made by Gasparo di Salo in existence, there are also various 

instruments in use today made by his student, Paolo Maggini, that are also highly 

prized by musicians.

Although the Brescian school was pioneer and initiator, the Cremonese school has 

been credited with producing instruments that are still the embodiment of the glory 

of Italian violin making. Through their outstanding construction, beauty of tone 

(phenomenal prices).

Andrea Amati was the first of the extremely talented violin makers from Cremona. 

Today, his violins are extremely rare and it is very difficult to establish their authen

ticity, because so many imitations have been made. Andrea Amati had two sons, also 

violin makers: Antonio and Gerolamo. The latter also had a son who succeeded him 

as a violin maker. His name was Nicola, and he came to be the most celebrated violin 

maker of the entire family. At the time there were more instances of violin making 

families in which the art was passed on from father to son. Apart from the Amati 

family, there were also the Bergenzi, Ruggeri, Guarneri and Guadagnini families.
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Stradivarius
Antonio Stradivarius is the most revered forefather of violin making. It may interest 

you to hear something about this Stradivarius, whose death 200 years ago was 

commemorated last year [1937] in Cremona.

He was born in 1644 and died in 1737, thus attaining the venerable age of 93. 

Fortunately for him, and for us, his longevity meant he was able to bequeath us 

with a large number of violins. It has been claimed that he made 1000 violins during 

his long life and there are apparently violins in existence that he made at the age 

of 92. He was married twice, producing six children from his first marriage, and 

another five with his second wife.

It could not be claimed that the great Stradivarius squandered his time: 1000 violins, 

two wives, eleven children—even if this did all take place over a 93 year time span. 

From a financial point of view he also had a blessed life, despite selling his splendid 

instruments for the ridiculous price of 4 Louis d'or, equivalent to 95/75 francs today. 

Nowadays, people are prepared to pay 95,000 lire or more for one of his instruments. 

Dukes and princes bought violins from him, while others are now in the possession 

of conservatoires and museums. The Florence Conservatoire, for instance, has a 

violin, a viola and a cello that were owned by Cosimo de Medici.

Many instruments have been lost in wars, earthquakes and fires. Others are locked 

away in collectors' display cases, while we still have the pleasure of hearing other 

instruments played by great violinists such as Menuhin, Heifetz or Kreisler.

After Stradivarius' death, two of his sons took over their father's firm. However their 

skills were far too inferior to those of their father for them to attain fame. On the 

other hand, the violins made by his students, such as Bergonzi, Guadagnini and 

Galliano, are still of great value today.

Decline of the Italian School
At the end of the eighteenth century, the art of violin making in Italy entered a 

decline, from which it was never to regain its former glory. As a result, to this day 

any self-respecting violist, violinist or cellist who wishes to give concerts immedi

ately goes in search of an Italian instrument from this period and pays large sums 

of money for its purchase. Sometimes this is the musician's own money, but more 

frequently a well-wishing benefactor will offer assistance.

Foreign Violins
In order to illustrate the vast difference between the famed Italian violin makers 

and the best foreign makers, I need only say that, of the French violin makers, only
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two achieved renown: Nicolas Lupot and Jean-Baptiste Vuillaume. Germany boasted 

Stainer and Klotz, who lived during the eighteenth and early nineteenth century. 

However, ladies and gentlemen, to give you an idea of their value: a Stainer, Klotz, 

Vuillaume or Lupot can be purchased for two, three or a maximum of four thousand 

francs, whereas the Italian instruments cost between fifteen thousand and fifty 

thousand francs.

I repeat here the words of a learned man, the very same Grillet to whom I referred 

earlier, when talking about the viola d'amore. He said about Italian violin making: 

"that is where the first elegant instruments were made, and there they succeeded in 

attaining perfection in every aspect of their design. It is these beautiful models that 

are copied with varying degrees of success by violin makers from other countries."

First Compositions for Violin
Now I shall say something about the great school of Italian violinists of the 

seventeenth and eighteenth centuries. It must be remembered that the first 

compositions for stringed instruments still being used today-namely the violin, 

viola and cello—were written for the purpose of playing quartets. They were nothing 

more than transcriptions of the vocal quartet. The first violin played the soprano 

part, the second violin the alto, the viola the tenor and the cello the baritone or 

bass part. In fact, the music was referred to as music "to be sung or played". 

However, compositions soon followed in which the violin was assigned a more 

important role than the other instruments. One of the first opera composers, Claudio 

Monteverdi, who was born in 1567 and died in 1643, introduced the violin in his 

orchestral scores.

First Soloists
The first true solo violinist was a certain Biagio Marini (1587-1665) from Brescia. 

He was followed by Marco Uccellini, Massimiliano Neri, Carlo Farina, and from the 

very beginning the players continued to develop and perfect their instrumental 

technique. However, it is Arcangelo Corelli who is at the forefront of the glorious 

multitude of great violinists and Italian composers of violin music. His music is still 

notable for its pure beauty and expression.

Corelli and the Roman School
Born in Fusignano in 1653, he moved to Bologna as a boy and from there to Rome, 

where he founded a violin school that swiftly gained renown. He enjoyed great suc

cess, also outside Italy. He regularly visited the court of Queen Christina of Sweden 

and enjoyed the protection of Cardinals Ottoboni and Pamphili. He died in 1713.

The story of A
lba R

osa V
ietor



134

I hope you will agree to my performing the La Follia sonata by this famed composer. 

Corelli was the head of a significant violin school. His students who emigrated 

became the forefathers of the schools that have produced today's great violinists, 

such as Kreisler, Menuhin, Milstein and others.

Foreign Schools Stemming from Corelli
Among the students of Corelli who emigrated, we find Francesco Geminiani from 

Lucca, for instance, who departed for England and established the English school. 

A German, Johann Georg Pisendel, went especially to England for the purpose of 

studying with him, subsequently returned to Germany and founding the German 

school. Yet another of Corelli's students, a certain Louis of Piemonte, was the teacher 

of Leclair, who in turn established the French school.

Nicolo Paganini (1782-1840), 

painted in 1832, aged fifty, 

by Eugene Delacroix (1798-1863).

In Vienna, you can view the entire genealogy of the violin schools, framed in the 

salon of my former tutor, Professor Sevcik. It would not be an exaggeration to say 

that the majority of today's violinists are great-grandchildren of the famed Italians 

of the glorious period 1600-1700, with Corelli as our great forebear.

Paganini
This little talk about violinists would be incomplete without a brief mention of the 

greatest violinist of the nineteenth century, Nicolo Paganini.

Born in 1782 in Genoa, he apparently had an extremely strict father who compelled 

the young boy to study both the mandolin and violin. He performed his own 

compositions at an early age in the Agustino theatre. Like most players of his age, 

he appears to have been an autodidact (as was Corelli), for there are no certificates 

showing that he undertook regular studies with a teacher.

Paganini was court violinist to Princess Elisa Bacciocchi, Napoleon's sister, in Lucca. 

When Princess Elisa became the Grand Duchess of Tuscany, Paganini followed the 

court to Florence. However, from 1812 onwards, he travelled throughout the world 

giving concerts. He performed his piece entitled Le Streghe (The Witches) for the 

first time in Milan, where he met Ugo Foscole and Vincenzo Monti. Rossini, who 

was in the audience, rushed to the stage afterwards to embrace him.

After Italy, Paganini travelled all over Europe, igniting audiences everywhere. The 

remarkable thing, however, is that, rather than receiving the epithet "divine", as 

was often the case with great artists, Paganini was instead given the nickname "the 

devil's violinist".
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He was tall, with straggly, black hair, droopy eyes above wan cheeks, and had 

extremely large hands with which he could span a greater distance on the 

fingerboard of the violin than anybody else was capable of.

After his long triumphal procession through Europe, he returned to Italy. His health 

already ailing, he departed for Nice, in the hope that the mild climate would do him 

good. However, consumed by tuberculosis, he died there in 1840.

When it comes to the musical value of his compositions, they are somewhat inferior 

to the music of the masters of the eighteenth century, with the exception of his 

Caprices and the Concerto in D. On the other hand, he transformed the technique 

of the violin, adding all kinds of methods that were original and new for those times, 

which he used to achieve musical effects more calculated to astonish listeners than 

to sound beautiful. Nevertheless, he was truly a great artist and several of his 

Caprices for solo violin are true gems of the art of music.

Beyond Paganini
After Paganini, Italy produced other famous violinists, such as Camillo Sivori, who 

was said to have had lessons from Paganini, the Millanollo sisters, and much later, 

Teresina Tua, born in 1867, and others. But they were never even capable of standing 

in Paganini's shadow.

With regard to modern violinists, Italy has lagged behind somewhat, letting the 

Russians, Polish and Israelis take the lead-Heifetz, Milstein and Menuhin. There is 

a violinist by the Italian name of Francescatti, but he was born and bred in France.

However, while there is currently a dearth of great violinists in Italy, the country 

boasts a record number of celebrated singers and orchestral conductors, with at 
their forefront Toscanini, who despite having reached seventy years of age, triumphs 

everywhere, even to the present day, with the power and perfection of his interpre

tations of the music of Italian and foreign composers.

In conclusion, I offer accolades to the Italian musical art, which has been a source 

of so much pleasure throughout the centuries, and to the present day, to people 

from all walks of life.
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Style in Music

Lecture given on March 21, 1949 for the Washington Composers Club at the Phillips 

Gallery, Washington D.C.

In my brief survey on style in music, I will start by telling you that I consider 

music as a universal language expressing not only emotions, but also ideas and 

conceptions.

In music as well as in literature, we have the phrase, the sentence, the period 

(corresponding to the paragraph), the grammatical and oratorical accent; all of 

them used to express ideas. Literature does it with words, music with sounds.

As in literature, music goes through changes following the trends of time. We do 

not write now in the same style as a hundred years ago; and we do not compose 

music-or try not to!—in the manner even of Berlioz, who was a radical in 1849.

From the early songs of ancient Greece, we have come to the thunderous 

symphonies of our time, and it would fill several books to describe and analyze the 

different styles which brought about the evolution of music. I will only mention the 

most important.

Although we have proof of music existing amongst the ancient people as far back 

as 2250 BC from specimens of their instruments, the scientific basis of our music 

was given to us by the Greeks. Pythagoras, born in 582 BC, gave mathematic 

proportions to the scale by regulating the vibrations of stretched strings. From his 

work, and that of his successors, came the well-developed system of Greek modes.

The Romans adopted Greek music, but being jolly pagans, their style was spectacular 

and bombastic, and applied mostly to games and dances. In fact, you will find some 

interpretation of this style in Respighi's Fountains of Rome.

After the Romans came the early Christian era, with the plain chants which later, 

in the 6th century, Pope Gregory the Great developed into what we know nowadays 

as Gregorian style, which is still widely used in our churches, especially the Roman 

Catholic church. Gregorian chants are of a recitative character, without set measure,



sung wholly in unison or octaves. Their style is pure and simple. Any dramatic accent 

in singing would be out of place.

In the Middle Ages, with the advent of polyphonic music-that is, music written in 

different parts or voices-church music continued lead. At the same time, the 

Minnesingers and Meistersingers in Germany, and the troubadours in France and 

Italy, developed secular music, with their love songs and epic songs, praising the 

beauty of fair ladies and the courageous deeds of warriors. Their style was refined 

and yet popular in spirit.

During the Renaissance, it is interesting to note that, just as the other arts reached 

their peak of mastery and beauty, especially in Italy and the Netherlands, music 

attained the same level of importance, also with composers from Italy and the 

Netherlands, such as Palestrina and Orlando di Lasso. While their most remarkable 

compositions still remained in the domain of the Church, their style became more 

complex and also more impressive. Towards the end of the 15th century, Italy 

developed the melodrama, with incidental singing in a declamatory style 

accompanied by an ensemble of instruments of those times, such as lutes, violins 

and S.F.

Later, in the beginning of the 17th century, Claudio Monteverdi broadened this form 

of music into the first grand opera, with belcanto singing and an orchestra far 

beyond its predecessors.

By the end of the same century, in 1685, a greater genius was born, Johann 

Sebastian Bach. He produced a huge number of compositions in which, besides 

bringing many innovations in counterpoint with his celebrated fugues, he 

proved to be a master in writing melodies full of intense feeling, like the slow 

movements of his violin concertos. Listening to his Matthaus Passion or some of 

his great works for organ, we feel the sense of grandeur which opened the path to 

Beethoven, Brahms and many other great composers, down to modern Hindemith
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and Shostakowitch. Theirs is music on a grand scale-a picture of life as a whole, 

complete with its passions and emotions, not of a single being but of a multitude.

We shouldn't fail to mention a great contemporary of Bach: Georg Friedrich Handel, 

whose style is less deep and more free than Bach’s, but in his masterpiece, the 

oratorio The Messiah, Handel attained the same heights as his great colleague.

Next, Haydn and Mozart were great in different ways. In their style, the chief 

qualities are purity, elegance and, at times, humor. Theirs was the spirit of the 18th 

century, in all its glory of polish and frills and delicate colors, like its painters 

Gainsborough, Boucher and others.

Beethoven, the gigantic mind of music, was in my humble opinion, the first 

composer who brought the meaning of music to the same wide range of expression 

as the spoken word. His style can be extremely powerful, like in the 9th Symphony, 

deeply melancholic, like the Moonlight Sonata, placid and peaceful, as in the 6th 

Symphony, and even humorous, in the Ecossaises or some of his Scherzos.

Now to the romantics. Chopin, Schumann, Mendelssohn were definitely of this 

school, but some critics put the later Beethoven, Schubert and even Wagner 

amongst them. The first requirement for the interpreter of this music is pathos, that 

is: suffering, tears and love. He should wrap himself in a sort of a momentary, 

artificial unhappiness to be true to the idiom of Romanticism which never gives 

way to real, carefree gaiety. We find this also in Tchaikovsky; but his style, as seen 

in the Overture of Romeo and Juliet and the Symphonic Pathetique, is beyond bland 

melancholy-it reaches deep gloom and despair, to the point of tragedy.

In the 1880's music turned to Impressionism. Composers like Debussy and Ravel 

restrained their feelings and stressed beauty of tone and color. It became the 

triumph of harmony, the combinations of sounds being more important than the 

one line melody. Their style gives more aesthetic enjoyment than thrills, it appeals 

more to the intellect than to the heart.

But shortly before the First World War, a revolutionary by the name of Stravinsky 

came to knock down the ethereal contemplation of the impressionists. His style is 

bold, impressive, and even crude at times, because it often lacks emotion.
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Alba in her house in 

Washington, DC, late 1940s.

From then on, in a period covering these past forty years, music has been expressed 

in a more sensational-l dare say almost violent-style full of contrasts.

Airplane motors rumble above our heads and motors are everywhere, in cars and in 

household gadgets (ever heard the music of a vacuum cleaner?). The need for thrills 

is so strong that we read books, or go to the theatre or movies hoping to be shocked 

or even frightened. And the terrible noises of war are still ringing in the ears of our 

generation. How, then, can we expect the style of our contemporary music to be 

gentle and soothing, if, as I believe, music is just a mirror of life?

Anyway, let's not dismay at our noisy world. Since, with the divine noise of music, we 

can still attain great beauty, power and grandeur. Let us listen with pride and satis

faction to Hindemith, Bartok, Prokofiev, Shostakovich, Copland and others: they write 

in the style of our own age, which has its great accomplishments and glory as well.

I thank you!
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Experiences in Writing Music
Lecture given on November 18, 1949 at Mrs. Solomon Wright's residence, Montclair, NJ

Before announcing the program for this afternoon, I want to express my deep grat

itude to our hosts, Mr. and Mrs. Wright, who were so kind to offer the pleasant and 

inspiring surroundings of their home for this musical meeting. Also, I want to thank 

Mrs. Nesbitt and Mrs. Delafield, both very fine musicians, who, by joining me in 

playing, are making it possible to perform some of my compositions for you. I 

always feel that when musicians give their talent and time to study some new music, 

they give the composer a vote of confidence. As today I happen to be the composer, 

I appreciate more than I can say the valuable cooperation of both Mrs. Nesbitt and 

Mrs. Delafield, who got the music of my pieces only a few weeks ago.

Before we start playing, however, I am going to say a few things about composition, 

which is one of the most fascinating adventures in music. The idea of this short talk 

came to me some time ago, when an amateur player and lover of good music told 

me he could not picture how a new piece of music is created, and seemed quite 

puzzled by the whole process of composing.

His comments impressed me and I thought that it would be quite interesting to 

gather some music lovers and try to explain to how composers go about writing 

their compositions. It would be fun to discuss this topic together.

Let us see, then, how and when you start to compose. Usually, you begin very young, 

long before you have any notion about theoretical subjects like counterpoint, fugue 

or even harmony. Most of the biographies of great composers report that their first 

manuscript dates from an early age. We all know that when Mozart was seven years 

old he had already composed a sonata and at the age of twelve he wrote the opera 

Bastien and Bastienne. (Incidentally, I had once the opportunity to hear this opera 

in Salzburg performed in a theatre of marionnettes and it was remarkable.) And not 

only Mozart, but others like Schubert, Chopin, Mendelssohn and Debussy wrote 

compositions in their early teens.
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As for the fact that you can compose before knowing the technical rules, let me 

quote Victor Seroff from his book on Russian composers entitled "The Big Five". 

Writing about Rimsky-Korsakov when he was teaching theory at the St. Petersburg 

Conservatory, Seroff notes: "He had to pretend that he knew everything and was 

often forced to general remarks. Time was a good friend to him. As a rule the pupils 

did not suspect that he was as ignorant on the subject as they were, and by the 

time they began to suspect, he had learned something." This happened in 1873, 

when Rimsky-Korsakov had already composed two symphonies and the operas 

Sadko and The Maid of Pskow, both performed with great success. The way 

Rimsky-Korsakov taught as a theory professor probably happens more frequently, 

with all kinds of professors. But it is also true that Rimsky-Korsakov recognized the 

importance of theoretical knowledge, since at that time he was working on that 
particular subject.

Anyhow, let us leave now the great masters and come down to the average 

composers. Let us consider what the necessary requirements are to becoming a 

composer. First of all, you need creative instinct, namely the urge to do things your 

own way. Besides which, you must have occasion to listen to a great deal of music, 

good and bad. Last but not least, you must be able to play a self-sufficient 

instrument fairly well. By "self-sufficient" I mean an instrument that can produce 

both melody and accompaniment. Piano, organ, harp, guitar, accordion and celesta 

are all self-sufficient. String and wind instruments are poorly equipped for complete 

music, as mostly they need another instrument as accompaniment. Of course with 

percussion instruments you cannot produce melody or accompaniment, all you have 

at your disposal is rhythm. Some savage or jazz music has solos for drums, but that 

is just coordinated noise. You can find, if you wish, a tune by singing, humming or 

even whistling, but it will remain a tune without accompaniment, which is not so 

interesting, especially in our modern conception of music.

You can also compose on paper without playing, but to do so requires a certain 

knowledge of music, since you not only need to know the relationship between the 

values of sounds and the written notes, but also have to imagine the sounds without 

playing. Beethoven composed a lot without playing, on account of his deafness, and 

he accomplished miracles but that is the privilege of a genius.



Frankly, unless you are a master of the calibre of Beethoven, I do not believe in 

composition at the table, even though many musicians do it. I dare say that with 

our modern music, full of dissonances, it is even more difficult than in Beethoven's 

days, as you are inclined to put down the wrong dissonances and then get those 

awful combinations of sounds with fancy titles which at times you hear in concerts. 

Another danger with this system is writing music by calculation like algebra. The 

result is also painful to the listener, as you get a dry meaningless succession of 

sounds which seem to fight each other hopelessly, making the audience glad when 

it's over.

To come back to our subject, piano is the ideal instrument for composing: always 

at hand and within the range of the human voice and all instruments. Usually when 

children or grownups start composing, it sounds very simple in the beginning. 

Composing comes in a casual manner. You just happen to beat the piano. Maybe 

you do not feel like studying your lesson or playing a piece, and you start to fool 

around on the keyboard. Before you know it, you are making up something of your 

own (or so you think!). Of course, you are still composing by ear, without knowing 

exactly what you are doing. You would be surprised, though, how often you do the 

right thing simply because unconsciously you follow the pattern of music you 

have heard.

My humble experience was that I went on for many years this way, never taking 

seriously what I was doing in this direction. Musically speaking, I concentrated my 

efforts on becoming a concert violinist and teacher, play the piano and chamber 

music, and so on. At times I would not compose for years, and then I would return 

to it again.

Many of my early compositions I never even bothered to write down, so quite a few 

of them were forgotten and forgiven. Until about fifteen years ago, when I had the 

opportunity to show a piece for violin I had written to the violinist Eddy Brown. He 

was very encouraging, and wrote me a note saying that it was very charming and it 

would be worthwhile for me to study composition. I then went to Neuehatel, Switzer

land, and studied for three years under a fine musician, Professor Benner. In 1937, 

having completed my studies and become a composer conscious of the rules of com

position, a new era started, as I took an entirely different outlook on my musical life.
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After trying my luck in a few short pieces, I started a sonata for piano and violin, 

the first substantial piece that met with my approval and was properly completed. 

When you start a work of this calibre, you know that you are in for quite some time 

and it becomes part of your daily activities, like watching a living thing that develops 

and takes shape a little more every day. Each movement of a sonata needs two 

themes quite different from each other, which are the basis of the whole piece. So 

when you have them ready you are in a quite a good position and start to get 

imbued with the character of the whole thing.

However, your troubles are not over, as you may still get hopelessly stalled in the 

middle of the piece, not knowing how to go on-just as you do with an automobile 

in the middle of the road when you have motor trouble. You may keep on trying for 

days and go nowhere, at which point some musicians would advice you to take a 

rest and wait for inspiration. That's alright in movies, but in reality you cannot 

write good music if you depend on a moment of luck to combine a few sounds 

together that make sense. Instead you have to keep trying at the piano, and 

ultimately the theme or passage you want will come. Your ability as a composer 

lies in choosing the right themes or passages, and rejecting what is not of value or 

sounds like something you heard before. When you find the right theme, put it down 

on paper immediately or you will forget it in no time.
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Program Notes
(Numbers refer to list of Compositions page 184)

Alba often wrote brief commentaries on her compositions intended 

for inclusion in the relevant concert programs.

1) BARCAROLA per pianoforte, "a Jan" (New York, Giugno 1918) There is a hint 

of rain hovering over the leaden colored beach, a few silvery drops land in the placid 

water. The windmill's sail-bearing brown rotators circle in silence; winding embank

ments adorned with green tufts rustling with delight in the salt laden breeze. A 

small fast-moving vessel passes by. The oarsman drives it forcefully forward with 

strong muscular grace and with a bright facial expression reflecting his well being 

and joy;. Leaves of purple roses have kissed his cheeks two fresh cherries hang from 

his lips and his long hands manipulate the oars that cleve the waves in uniform 

rhythm.

2) PRIMAVERA LOMBARDA (1952) Starts with an introduction by the strings with 

a soft effect of harmonies and pizzicatos, ending with a solo recitative of the first 

violin. A slow, nostalgic theme follows, played by the oboe, then unfolds with 

dramatic intensity from the strings. Again, the first violin then has a short cadenza, 

this time giving way to the Allegro Molto, which opens with a brisk theme by the 

clarinets. This theme will be repeated in turns by different instruments, alternating 

with two other themes, in the mood of gay songs. All three themes finally come 

together in a jolly manner, giving the hint of a waltz.

The title was chosen after the music had been written. The slow introduction 

describes the melancholic yet beautiful winter landscape in Lombardy with its 

intensely purple light. The Allegro Molto celebrates the joy of all living things at 

the awakening of nature in northern Italy, in all its glory of colors, warmth and 

perfumes, inviting song and dance.
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Cover of the 1920 US edition of 

The Blue Bird, originally a children's 

book, with drawings by the then 

famous illustrator, Herbert Paus. 

Note that, although written by 

Maeterlinck's wife Georgette 

Leblanc, it was published under 

the name "Madame Maurice 

Maeterlinck".

3) HIGH FLIGHT (1943) See page 116

4) THE BLUE BIRD SUITE (1944/1951) [Piano version] Music written in ballet 

form, with commentary, after the 1908 play L’Oiseau Bleu by the Belgian symbolist 

playwright, Maurice Maeterlinck (1862-1949). The ballet was performed in 

Manchester, NH, and Burlington, VT. The music is intended to describe the dream of 

Mytyl and Tyltyl, the children of a woodcutter. A fairy gives them the power to see 

the inner souls of the animals and objects that surround them in their daily lives. 

The piece can also be performed for orchestra.

1. The Song of the Woodcutter It's dawn. Mytyl and Tyltyl are in bed, peacefully 

sleeping, while Tyl, their father, works outdoors. Feeling very happy, he sings a little 

tune to the rhythm of his axe chopping into a huge tree .

2. The Clock Mytyl and Tyltyl see in their dream the soul of the old clock which 

stands against the wall. As the clock strikes eight, the Hours (beautiful and radiant 

girls) come running out from the Clock and start to dance:

I The Morning Hour dance

II Noontime Tarantella

III Afternoon Prank

IV Hours at Dusk

The day draws to a close: the clock strikes eight, the Hours return inside the Clock.

3. Tumbling Bread The breadbox overturns and out tumble the loafs of bread, 

rolls and muffins jumping, conscious of their goodness and their value 

to humanity.

4. Gavotte of the Spilled Milk Crash, bang! There goes the pitcher, smashing in a 

hundred pieces. The milk spreads its smooth, silky robe out over the floor, softly



sobbing an old time gavotte. Tylette, the cat, discovers the milk and licks and licks 

at it until the last drop disappears.

5. Ditty of the Sugar Loaf The sugar loaf is unwrapped to reveal its broad smile, 

which seems to say: "What a good fellow I am! Every child's friend and the enemy 

of bitterness."

6. Tylo the Dog Tylo is happy to see Tyltyl and Mytyl. He displays his joy by wagging 

his tail, barking, and jumping clumsily around. Tylo's behaviour becomes so noisy 

that Mytyl orders him to be quiet and he obediently lies down.

7. Tylette the cat Tylette the cat, curled up in a corner of the sofa, is purring 

contentedly: “It is so nice to be lazy". She stretches and then after a few cautious 

steps, jumps down onto the floor. But, wait! She has spied a mouse, and runs after 

her prey... there! She has caught it and proudly brings it to the children.

8. Running Water The faucet opens and the Soul of water runs out, clear and 

transparent, its dripping gurgle a querulous refrain.
9. The Soul of Fire Tremulous blue flames creep up from under the logs in the huge 

fire place. Explosions send out a golden dust of sparks, that multiply, growing bigger 

and bigger, until they become so unruly that the Fairy summons Dame Water to 

extinguish them... Nothing but ashes and smoke remain.

10. The Pageant of the Fairies Mytyl and Tyltyl's beautiful dream comes to an end. 

The Fairy who gave them the insight into the souls of the elements is returning, 

marching along, followed by beautiful creatures: Goodness, Love and Justice the 

great joys of Life. There is something mystical about this procession of Splendour. 

Then, gradually... it fades away.

In 1956 Alba worked as the music 

teacher at the Ecole Champlain 

summer camp in Burlington, 

Vermont, where the Blue Bird Suite 

was performed as a ballet-panto- 

mime, Alba playing the piano.

5) DEDICATION (1945) Poem by Chretien Roche. Love has given me much joy, but 

also much sorrow. Yet I want it, as it is the essence of my life.
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6) MEDIOLANUM (1950) This symphony composed in 1950 is dedicated to the 

city of Milan, or 'Mediolanum', as it was known during the Roman Empire, when 

the official language in Italy was still Latin.

The Castle - attempts to depict the atmosphere of the medieval castle of 

Sforza-Visconti, which still stands in the center of the city.

The Cathedral - is dedicated to the Duomo, begun by Gian Galeazzo Visconti in the 

14th century.

The Stadium - is still used for Sports and called Arena, and dates back to the 

Roman Empire.

7) LITTLE SUITE (1952)

Prelude - stately background music for a religious rite.

Intermezzo - originally entitled "calm", as in a pond surrounded by a lovely garden. 

Arrangement for instruments of "CALMA" 1936 for piano solo.

Subway Station - an impression of a subway dancer in a Subway Station in NYC. 

The tempo reflects the city's nervousness. Figure comes in, tries to move but cannot 

keep up the tempo. She breaks down, almost; but the tempo persists. She goes on 

and eventually breaks down completely. Nevertheless, through this, she rediscovers 

calm and her own way again, described in a melodious mood that reminds one of 

the initial agitated mood.

(Description by Mme Pola Nirenska, August 1951)

8) SYMPHONIETTA (1959)

Andante Abstract - I try to depict in music my impressions of abstract paintings. 

Musical Arithmetic - Arithmetic is the essence of discipline, as it strictly follows 

certain definite rules.

9) TABLOID (1960) Originally meant as a Ballet Suite, it aims to describe the 

different sections of a tabloid newspaper. (Performed twice by the Air Force 

Orchestra at the Corcoran Gallery of Art and at the Watergate under the direction 

of Col. Howard and Capt. Yesulaitis.)

10) DANZA ANTICA (1960) I was thinking of the BCE dancers of Egypt, or even 

dancers during the Roman Empire. Rather conservative style.
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11) SERENADE IN PRE-MODERN STYLE (1961) The turn of the century. Rules are 

softening, yet it is still no sin to be romantic. Melodies are still allowed to come 

out clearly, without the subterfuge of shocking sounds.

12) BILLY'S PRAYER (1966) After a day ofvigourous play, Billy's bedtime has come. 

A prayer of thanks is due to the Good Lord who provides for so many good things. 

Up there somewhere, somehow, an angel seems to accompany his prayer.

13) TODDLER AT PLAY (1966) We are up early this morning. Blue skies and bright 

sunshine make Billy feel boisterous, gay and noisy. After sometime, rest is called 

for. Perhaps some comforting whispering, cuddling... then out we go again.

14) RICHIAMO, a.k.a. Remembrance (1972) I am sitting alone thinking about events 

of years ago. But then, I have to attend to my daily duties and my mind is kept busy 

elsewhere. I rest for a while, and my thoughts go back to things from the past.

15) SUITE for piano (1976)

Sunrise - complete darkness and silence everywhere. Suddenly, a grey line is visible 

on the horizon. Soon it becomes green, blue, then pale yellow. Finally, the golden 

shape of the sun emerges in all its brilliance and a new day has begun.

High Noon - in the city, church bells are striking twelve. The streets are crowded 

with lively people enjoying food, shopping and socializing, before returning to the 

routines of work and home.

Sunset - the sun is low on the horizon. Life is saying goodbye for the day. In the 

sky, a beautiful deep red glows. Soon it becomes purple, then light blue, then... it's 

gone! And silently, the night begins.

Manuscript of Primavera Lombarda.
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Throughout her life, Alba had a penchant for aphorisms: 

short, often very insightful statements that she would 

deliver on a wide range of subjects music, of course, but 

also morality, lifestyle, relationships, politics and her 

adopted homeland of America. She called these, after 

Flaubert, Pensees Intimes. Her opinions can be challeng

ing and controversial, but they are never dull or lacklus

ter. In her lecture "Experiences on Writing Music", Alba 

describes the creative instinct of human beings as "the 

urge to do things your own way" and this was certainly 

true of her.
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1. We should have faith not only in what we do, but also in what we can do. Z. Tenderness

is the perfume of life. ?. Nature is the cheapest show on earth.. A characteristic of mediocre

people is that they believe that they are perfect, r. At times, silence has such power that the

harshest words cannot touch it. 6. Real generosity is doing what is unpleasant for us for the

benefit of others. Modern taste in art is the triumph of ugliness. S. Religion is an artificial,

yet so beneficial, way of trying to be good, cj. My moral is: duty first, pleasure next (but that

is not to say I always follow it!) 10. Some atheists are good and honorable: they are religious

without knowing it. Some religious people are greedy and false: they are atheists without

knowing it. 11. Some people are religious without knowing it, as their main purpose in life is

to accomplish their duties just as if they were dictated by religion, iz. Those who cannot

believe in other people's virtues do not have any themselves. 1 i, Illness is like a parenthesis in

one’s life. / ,1. Mountains are the folds of land, waves are the folds of the sea. In those of land

there is immobility, in those of the sea there is eternal motion. 7 s". The essence of good

education: 1. Try to make people happy when they are with you. Z. Have self-control. l6.

When politeness is overdone, it can turn into hypocrisy; when frankness is overdone, it can

become rudeness. If. A creative mind does not grow old. .ZtV Which language is the most

difficult to learn? The language of music. Which language is the most difficult to understand?

The language of diplomacy, if}. Silence is the companion of thoughts. ZO. To getalong with

people, be lenient with others and strict with yourself. ^.7. To guide your actions in life, do not

ask yourself, is it pleasant? Ask rather, is it right? ZZ. Always try to be proud of your life. Z 1.

Frankness, generosity, efficiency are the three great American virtues. 2 0/. The essence of

discipline is to do what you do not like because it is necessary. Z s". The best kind of discipline

is the one you impose upon yourself. 7 O. You don’t mind duty if you are used to it. 7 f. Too

much discipline imposed upon you by others may destroy your personality; if you obey your own
/? o

discipline, your personality will grow. ZO. Poetry is the music of words, music is the poetry of 

sounds. Z(). Intolerance is usually found in youth or old age; maturity hears differences of 

opinion much better. jO. The practicing of arts requires a profound study of nature and of the 

human soul. ? Z. Lack of memory is due to lack of interest. 1Z. A duty of humanity is to 

improve humanity. ? j. Democracy reflects optimism in public opinion. jOc • Those who possess 

genius and courage become the leaders of humanity. > s'. At times, on account of an error, a 

new theory is discovered, j 6. Many of the good intentions of American welfare are expressed 

through chicken salad, ice cream and cake. ? 7'. Only those who do not know much about life, 

do not believe that fiction can become real. . Understanding beauty brings happiness.



UJ ■ Money deserves respect but no love. See the purpose and disregard the sacrifices 

to attain it. 'f' 7. Too much wealth or too much poverty are, at times, harmful to intelligence. 

^2 . Fear and shyness are a form of pessimism.^; j . Patriotism is often nothing but national 

egotism. Y V . You have to make the best of your ideals, and apply them as well as you can to 

the realities of life.^; r. You do better to think of the high standard of being than of the high 

standard of living.^. . Willpower is like a muscle, you have to make it strong through exercise.

The climax of suffering is when physical pain becomes sorrow and when sorrow becomes 

physical pain.^c:'. Castor oil, orange color next to red, a drunken person, or music by certain 

modern composers: they all have the same nauseating effect upon me. ^^7. Some modern 

music you could give the title: the pleasure of being ugly. \0. Often the best thing about a 

radio or television is the button that turns them off. C-Y. Great intelligence is a source of 

satisfaction, but not of happiness: geniuses are often unhappy, We need Christmas to 

become good, at least once a year. CJ . People who accomplish great things rarely have a normal 

life, c,’/. Discipline is doing something that you do not like, but you do it for a good purpose. 

r<T* If you can laugh when you feel like crying, you have acquired the discipline of suffering.

Harmony in music is the chemistry of sounds. 07'. We do not invent a melody, we discover 

it. sO. Most composers nowadays write music in terms of figures. <0;. Modern composers 

are so delighted with the discovery of a musical idea that they keep repeating it, even if it 

amounts to a simple chord, bo. To appreciate happiness, you must know suffering, bl. A 

wide knowledge of human society broadens your mind and your power of judgement, b 2. The 

human touch in music is the interpretation of melodies, b i. Prestige is a murderous word in 

politics, as it is the cause of most conflicts and wars. b^£. What is the best in life? Just to love

what is good and beautiful, be- Why, at times, as we grow old, do we have the impression
<»✓ -

that we have steered our lives through persistent errors? bb. Music by a great composer 

always has its own physiognomy. Of'. American genius is engineering. Another American genius 

is gadgets, bb. You are never too old to learn about things, by. When you are a composer 

of music, the best attitude to have is not one of producing a new musical idea, but of receiving 

it. fO. At times, the manifestations of my old age (87) produce a deep sense of disgust in my

self. f2. One of the greatest gifts God has given me is the ability never to become bored. f2 . 

Life for people over eighty years old is to move from one cushion to another, f j. In music, 

melody is the expression; harmony is the dress; rhythm is the discipline, ff. When a musical 

theme takes shape, a living thing is born, ready to go into the world. ~s-. Advice to musicians: 

in your teens, perform; in your youth, interpret; in your maturity, create; in your old age, judge.
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On Alba's Compositions
Some Characteristics of her Piano Music

Robijn Tilanus

When Mary van Veen-Vietor, who is a first cousin of my 

mother, asked me to contribute to this book, I felt honored 

and grateful. For I share much more in common with Alba than 

simply our family relationship: like her, I am a musician whose 

main instruments are the piano and the violin, I am a woman, 

and I compose music.
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One of the things that first catches the eye and ear when studying Alba's music, is 

the fact that she really uses the full compass of the instrument, from the bottom 

to the top. Far more often than other composers, she writes very high and very low 

notes. Listen for instance to measures 45-47 of Tylette the Cat’.

Or to measure 18-19 of ‘Prologue’.

a-

Or to measures 10-14 of the fourth part of the Sonata.

sempre cresc.
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There are many places in her music where she makes the performer ‘open his or her 

arms' in order to embrace the full compass of the piano. This gives her music a 

strong, dynamic, vital feeling.

Another characteristic of Alba's Music, is her love of chromaticism. Very often, we 

find in her compositions fragments of the chromatic scale. You get a chromatic 

scale when you play all the keys of the piano, both black and white, one by one, in 

sequence. Starting from a given key somewhere in the middle of the piano, you can 

play this chromatic scale either ascending or descending. In Alba's music, we find 

both. In some compositions, the ascending chromatic scale prevails, in others the 

descending, and in quite a few, we find both the ascending and descending versions. 

For instance:
measures 37-40 of The Sugar Loaf Ditty’ (left hand descending chromatic scale);

scnza rallentando

measures 21-23 of 'Malinconia' (left hand descending chromatic scale);

21 22J----N ,

g L-L O

-rJr-TJr

measures 30 and 52-53 of 'Indian Dance' (right hand ascending chromatic scale); 

29 30
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measures 15-16 of 'Afternoon Prank' (both hands ascending chromatic scale);

measure 4 of the fourth part of her Sonata (right hand descending chromatic scale, 

left hand ascending chromatic scale).

When you play an ascending chromatic scale, often the musical tension increases 

little by little, and we get a kind of positive, energetic feel. On the other hand, when 

you play a descending chromatic scale, your energy can descend with it: it's said 

that in the middle ages people started to cry when they heard a descending 

chromatic scale... In Alba's music, we encounter both.

Another characteristic of her music is her love for 'doubling octaves'. Very often 

she 'doubles' one voice with its octave. One example of this (there are many 

more):measures 28-36 of 'The pageant of the Fairies' (both hands playing 'doubling 

octaves').
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molto dim.

Every now and then, she even 'double-doubles'one voice with its octave and with 

the octave of its octave. See measures 2+4 of the first movement of the Sonata.

There's one occasion where she even 'double-double-doubles' one voice with its 

octave, with the octave of its octave, and with the octave of the octave of the octave 
(if you follow me): measures 34-36 of 'Duetto Fugato all' Antica'.

a tempo

non legato

a tempo

non legato
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These doubling octaves give her music a virtuoso character. However, it's up to the 

skills of the performer not to let this sound too bombastic or ’showy’.

One of the things I love in Alba’s composing is her inventiveness in letting a series 

of pieces sound as one whole. In written music, we often encounter a number of 

pieces or movements that are supposed to form a greater whole, such as a Sonata 

or Suite. In fact, it’s sometimes difficult to let these pieces really sound as if they 

are a 'whole', to construct an inner coherence. Alba has found some simple, but 

very effective solutions to this problem:

In The Blue Bird Suite:

• In the little piece called ‘The Chimes', she literally repeats: nr. 3 and nr. 10 are 

both called The Chimes' and are exactly the same piece (except that nr. 10 is trans

posed up a third.) This enhances the feeling of 'unity' in the Suite. Alba chose very 

carefully the piece she wanted to repeat: 'The Chimes' is very beautiful, very short, 

very simple and because of that, very easy for the listener to remember.

• Measures 1-15 of 'Epilogue' (nr. 21) are an exact copy of measures 1-15 of The 

Woodcutter Song' (nr. 2). We also find the melody of the right hand of these 
measures returning in nr. 19 'The Pageant of the Fairies' (measures 18-28) and in 

nr. 20 'The Slumber Song' (measures 2-15). The melody is only slightly altered and 

'enlarged' (that is, all the notes' values are twice as long so that, for example, every 
sixteenth note becomes an eighth note, every eighth becomes a quarter, etc). The 

last three pieces of the Suite (nrs. 19, 20 and 21) form just such a whole, and 

because of the ’attacca' between each of them, they almost seem to be one piece.

• In the Sonata:
At the very end of the Sonata, Alba repeats its opening: measures 116-120 are 

an almost exact copy of measures 1-5. This gives the whole Sonata a feeling of 

'oneness'.

Alba loves fourths. When Mozart was a very little boy, he 'discovered' the third. 

For hours and hours, he would play thirds on his father's piano, listening to their 

sound. We'll never know, but maybe Alba as a young girl had already played, and 

become fascinated by, the fourth. We find fourths in so many places in her music. 

Both melodic fourths (where the two tones are played after one another) and 

harmonic fourths (where the two tones are played simultaneously),both the 'perfect' 

fourth (for example c - f) and the augmented fourth (for example c - f sharp). 

First, some examples of melodic fourths: Gratitudine (measures 1-5)

Allegro moderate 2
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The Pageant of the Fairies (measures 1-3; 9-11)

Now some examples of harmonic fourths:

Sonata, part 1, measures 97-102(both 'perfect' and augmented fourths)

Gratitudine (measure 9: left and right hand form together a scale of harmonic 

fourths)
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In addition to Alba's love of fourths, we find her love of modulating to the fourth 

degree. In tonal music, we often encounter a so-called modulation (that is, going 

from one key to another key during one piece). The great majority of composers 

usually modulates a fifth upwards, to the so-called fifth degree.

So, for example, when you start in the key of C-major, you modulate a fifth upwards 

to the key of G-major. After that, composers tend to go back to the tonic (the key 

in which the piece started). Not Alba. When she starts in a certain key, she usually 

modulates a fourth upwards, to the so-called fourth degree, and then goes directly 

back to the tonic (the key in which the piece started), without having hit the fifth 

degree, as would be common practice. So, for example, she starts in the key of 

C-major, modulates a fourth upwards to the key of F-major, and then immediately 

back to C-major again, without having hit G-major. Here are a few examples of this 

in her piano music:

• Gratitudine (modulation from E-major to A-major and back to E-major, without 

having hit B-major)

• Valse de Salon (modulation from C-major to F-major and back to C-major)

• The Woodcutter Song (modulation from C-major to F-major and back)

• The Morning Hours Waltz (from C-Lydian to F-Lydian and back)

Alba also uses some quite idiosyncratic dissonance. Very often, her dissonances 

emerge by stacking consonances up on each other. (A dissonance consists of tones 

that sound 'harsh' together-there is a tension between them. A consonance, on 

the other hand, consists of tones that sound 'at peace' with each other, so that we 

don't hear any harshness.) For example: in measures 1-18 from 'Solitudine', we find 

almost constantly in the left hand a dissonance consisting of two fifths stacked on 

each other (a fifth being a consonance: but when you stack two fifths on one other, 

you create a so-called 'ninth', which is a dissonance).

Adagio
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8 9 10 11

16 a— 17 18

This same typical dissonance we find in measures 25-32 of 'Malinconia'.

29 30 31 32f*.

But Alba also invents new chords. Quite often, I encounter in her music chords 

that I have never, or hardly ever, encountered before. Making them effectively 

discoveries of Alba's. In the first measure of her Sonata, we find just such an 'Alba 

chord'. It consists of the tones e, f, b, d and f sharp. In particular, the unusual 

combination of an f and f sharp together in one chord gives it a uniquely dissonant
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sound. I have never previously encountered this chord. What should we call it? 

Classical harmony is not well equipped to give it a precise name. The tones e, b, d 

and f sharp together form the E9 chord, whereas the tones e, b, d and f together 

form the Eb9 chord. Maybe we should call the Alba chord: 'E9b9', being a 

combination of the E9 and Eb9 chords?

I have the feeling Alba herself loved this chord a great deal, since she repeats it in 

measures 3 and 5 of the first movement, and in measures 116, 118, 120 and 121 of 

the last movement of her Sonata.

Molto moderate (J = 60)

Alba plays with tonality. Her music is tonal, yes; but in some of her compositions, 

we don’t know which key we're playing in. She keeps this vague on purpose, giving 

her music a very special flavor, as in:

• Ansieta
• Dialogue (which starts in the key of a-minor, and ends in the key of G-major).

Alba quite often uses the so-called ’modes’. Modes are very old scales, frequently 

used in church music during the Middle Ages. We frequently encounter them 

nowadays in pop music and modern jazz. There are seven different modes, each 

with a different mood and feeling, and it seems to me that Alba has a special 

interest in just two of them: the so-called Phrygian and Lydian modes.

Phrygian is the most sorrowful of all the modes, and has been nicknamed the ’super 

minor’, sounding even more sad than minor itself (it has one flat more than ‘normal’ 

minor). Lydian, on the other hand, is the most joyful, the happiest of all the modes 

and has been nicknamed ’super major’, as it sounds even more joyful than major 

itself (it has one sharp more than ’normal’ major).

An example of Alba’s use of the Phrygian mode: in measure 27-31 of ’Malinconia’

The story of Alba R
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the little melody f - e - d (which is 'normal minor1) is repeated with an extra flat: 

f - e flat - d (the Phrygian way). You hear a Phrygian scale when you play all the 

white keys of the piano in an ascending row, starting from e.

27 2)t

_xj_

And some examples of Alba's use of the Lydian mode: Gratitude (measures 24-26). 

Instead of an a (which would be 'normal' in E-major), Alba uses an a sharp (this 

extra sharp is the so-called 'Lydian fourth'). You hear a Lydian scale when you play 

all the white keys of the piano in an ascending rom, starting from f.

The Morning Hours Waltz. The tonic of this piece is the C. Normally, C-major has 

no sharp. But Alba notates this piece with an f-sharp. And indeed, we constantly 

encounter the f-sharp, the so-called ’Lydian fourth’. One could even argue that this 

piece is written in the key of 'C-Lydian'.

Alba's music also contains a lot of humor. In general, it's difficult to explain why 

a joke is witty, and likewise, it's difficult to explain why certain music has that 

quality of 'wit'. But let's try: it has to do with just doing things differently from 

what we expected.

So, in 'The Clock', we find in measures 4 and 14 in the right hand an A-major scale, 

which is immediately followed by a C-major chord. The C-major chord is given quite 

some heaviness, by the accents, and by the fact that there is a c added to it in a
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very low register. The C-major chord thus gives us a doom-laden feeling, through 

its heaviness and the fact that the piece is written in the key of C-major. This is 

witty indeed, because the previous A-major scale has nothing at all to do with a 

C-major ending. So, the immediate juxtaposition of the A-major scale and C-major 

ending is very unexpected and, I believe, witty.

4/14
-iMr

A. t i r
1 1 1 1 ^ 1

The final characteristic of Alba's music I'd like to touch on is her habit of using a 

lot of dissonants in the piece itself, while ending the piece with a consonance. 

See, for example:

• Tylette the Cat

• Running Water

• The Soul of Fire

• The Fairy's Return

• Part one, two and fourth of the Sonata

In so doing, Alba gives the listener a sense of ‘in the end, things will 

be all right'. I like this a lot. To me it seems that Alba was very fond of 

a happy ending!
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A Mirror of Life:
The Music of Alba Rosa Victor

Peter Fraser MacDonald DMA

How can we expect the style of our contemporary music to be gentle and soothing if, 

as I believe, music is just a mirror of life?

Alba Rosa Vietor

The music of Alba Rosa Vietor spans an impressive seven decades and represents 

many of the important trends of twentieth century American music. Although she 

enjoyed a prestigious career as both performer and composer across Europe, South 

America, and in the United States, her music has been grossly under-represented in 

the concert hall since her death in 1979. Moreover, until now, there have been no 

theoretical or musicological representations of Victor's music or musical life. One 

might conclude from this that she never had a significant musical following in her 

lifetime, but nothing could be further from the truth. Many of her pieces were 

recorded and her works were performed regularly in Washington. She herself also 

performed as a musician in the United States, South America and Europe. The 

enthusiastic response to these concerts, by audiences and critics alike, indicates the 

depth and accessibility of her music.

I first became familiar with the music of Vietor in 2005, when I was commissioned 

by the University of Miami School of Music to engrave her scores and have them 

placed in the Music Library there. During this period, I also had the opportunity to 

make a theoretical analysis of her music and to learn about her incredible life.

Vietor wrote music in all the major genres, including Symphony, Ballet, Chamber 

and Piano Music, and Vocal Works. The earliest composition I found, Giuochi, was



dated 1916 and the last, Dialogue, was written in 1977, two years prior to her death. 

In this paper I discuss the various influences on the music of Alba Rosa Vietor and 

analyze representative works in an attempt to reveal the depth and beauty of her 

music, and to place her in her proper historical context: as an incredibly prolific and 

inventive composer, and a genuinely significant figure in twentieth century 

American music.

I. Influences
The influences on the Music of Vietor are many and varied, and include all the major 

stylistic trends of the first half of the twentieth century with the exception 

of serialism. As we shall see, she was heavily influenced by three composers in 

particular: the Frenchman Claude Debussy, the Hungarian Bela Bartok, and the 

American Aaron Copland. Her music is also steeped in several folk music idioms, 

including that of Italy, South America and the United States. She also wrote salon 

music in the style of the early twentieth century French composers, and dabbled in 

jazz and Music Theater.

The influence of the "French School" on twentieth century composition cannot 

be overstated and there were three significant factors that lead to this musical 

revolution.

The first was the music of Debussy, whose influence on every major stylistic trend 

of the first half of the twentieth century, with the possible exception of serialism, 

is well-established. As Stravinsky acknowledged, Debussy was the composer "we 

are most indebted to". Stravinsky himself fell under this influence from his earliest 

days living in Paris.

The second factor was the vibrant artistic environment in Paris during the early part 

of the last century. All the major composers and artists of the time, including the 

Americans, were permanent or temporary residents of the city. Stravinsky's three 

most famous ballets, the Firebird, Petrushka, and the Rite of Spring, were all 

premiered there; and it was here that the a unique new compositional movement 

was born. Neo-Classicism incorporated traditional formal structures, tonality, 

dissonance, folk idioms, and jazz, and represented a plausible reaction to the atonal 

"system" of composition of Schoenberg and his followers.
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The third factor is perhaps the most significant in terms of Victor's work. In the 

early part of the twentieth century, a great number of American composers went 

to Paris to study composition with the renowned instructor, Nadia Boulanger. It is 

for this reason that American composers like Copland and Virgil Thompson are 

considered proponents of the "French" style. Of course, Vietor had also visited Paris 

on numerous occasions and was undoubtedly familiar with the music of Debussy, 

Ravel, and Stravinsky. As a result, her music developed a kind of American 

neo-Classical style: a combination of American and European folk music, essentially 

tonal but often with bitingly dissonant sonorities, and highly structured 

formal designs.

II. Stylistic Traits
1) Program Music

One the most compelling aspects of Victor's music is its programmatic nature. The 

vast majority of her works, even sonatas and chamber music, have this element as 

a focal point. Indeed, many of them are biographical or autobiographical, describing 

in musical terms the composer as a woman, mother, or grandmother.

This is particularly true of the piano works. In the piano suite Pezzi (1973) several 

moods are visited, from the playful energy of Gratitudine, expressing a mother's 

gratitude for her son, to the heart-wrenching Speranza for her daughter and the 

somber, self-descriptive Melanconia. Billy's Prayer, from Piano Music Book I, is a 

lullaby to her grandson that is in turns poignant and gentle. These are but a few 

examples of how the composer fearlessly bares her emotions through her music.

2) Harmonic Vocabulary

Vietor was a master of the harmonic language of both the Common Practice period 

and the twentieth century. Her piano works especially provide a plethora of complex 

harmonic materials, including extended and altered chords, and chords based on 

stacks of 4ths (quartal) and 5ths (quintal). Solitudine, which makes use of Quintal 

chords, is reminiscent of the sonorities of Copland's Appalachian Spring (1944), and 

Debussy's piano work La Cathedral Engloutie (1910):
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3) Melodic and Rhythmic Aspects

Folk Music - Vietor traveled and lived all over the world. As a consequence, her 

music incorporates many elements of folk music from various countries. From Italian 

street songs to South American dance rhythms and American popular songs to 

flamenco, her works are heavily imbued with the "music of the people". The fourth 

movement of the Piano Sonata, for example, is representative of the habanera 

rhythm of Cuba:

Tempo de habenem

The Gypsy scale, a harmonic minor scale with a raised fourth degree,...

...is an important feature of The Morning Hours Waltz, from The Blue Bird Suite:
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It was a scale also used by Bartok in several of his major works, including String 

Quartet nr 6, the Concerto for Orchestra and the tone poem Kossuth.

In Victor's Valse de Salon (1936, preliminary version 1918) she creates a perfect 

representation of the salon-style piano music so popular in France in the early part 

of the twentieth century:

Valse

/ ------ » * * * =’ 1 r-- r - ~r
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Representations of this style were also used in works of the French composers' 

group, Les Six, whose illustrious membership included Darius Milhaud, Francis 

Poulenc and Germaine Tailleferre.
Non-Dodecaphonic Chromaticism - this technique, largely associated with the



music of Bartok, particularly in his six string quartets, involves the use of all, or 

nearly all, the pitches in the chromatic scale, without repetition, in a relatively short 

period of time. It differs from the twelve-tone method of Schoenberg in that there 

is no rule for when a note should be repeated. The result is a more flexible music 

that leaves the ear of the composer as the final judge.

Recitative, for string orchestra, is a wonderful example of non-dodecaphonic 

chromaticism. In this example, from the opening measures, the violoncello intones 

nine separate pitches before a single note (Eb) is repeated. In the viola part that 
follows, ten distinct notes are sounded before a repetition (E) occurs:

Andante

4) Timbre

Another fascinating aspect of Victor's music, one also often associated with the 

music of Debussy, is her use of timbre as a unifying element in a work. Primavera 

Lombarda (1949), for orchestra, makes use of a multiplicity of instrumental 

combinations to describe various moods. In this delightful example from the opening 

measures, she makes use of a piccolo (in an extreme register) combined with a 

triangle and a harp, with the violins and viola playing harmonics and the violoncelli 

and double basses playing pizzicato. The overall effect is haunting. Its Oriental 

aspect, obviously influenced by Debussy's Prelude a I'Apres-Midi d'une Faune, gives 

a quite distinct impression of the first blossoms of spring:
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Piccolo

Triangle

Violin I

Violin n

Violoncello

Contrabass

Conclusions
As we have seen, the compositions of Victor paralleled the major compositional 

developments of American classical music throughout the twentieth century. In 

fact, she is one of the few composers to have musical representations in practically 

every major trend of that century. The astonishing thing about her music is that 

none of these stylistic aspects seems at all forced. She is equally at home with music 

from the Avant Garde as she is with the music of Broadway.

Victor is a quintessential figure and the proverbial American composer: 

inventive, versatile, and truly unique.
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Passionate Images in Sound 
An essay on the CD that 
accompanies this book

Paul Janssen

The history of music as we know it is nothing more than a history of composers and 

performers who for one reason or another received more publicity and opportunities 

to publish their work than others. Thus, all the music that we regard as being 

well-known is merely the tip of the iceberg. Naturally, there have been composers 

throughout the centuries who towered above the rest, who succeeded in altering 

the course of music history, who played a crucial part in the birth or demise of a 

particular style. We take it for granted that nowadays the work of these composers 

is generally available in print and as recordings. But what about the work of those 

numerous other composers who did not occupy a position in the public limelight? 

It has been estimated that 'known' music that is easily accessible amounts to just 

two percent of all the music that has been made public throughout the centuries. 

The musicians who occupy themselves with historical performance practice and 

who have since unearthed an abundance of previously unknown composers and 

music appear to confirm this estimation.

It goes without saying that these 'unknown' works and composers are often no less 

worthy of recognition than the great names and help put the core repertoire and 

the history of music as we know it in greater perspective. It comes as more of a 

surprise that, since the advent of photography, film, radio, TV, the internet, in short: 

since the development of the information society, there are still composers who 

remain in obscurity and whose works are not easily available, if at all, to the 

interested public. Nevertheless, there are indeed gems lying under the dust of recent 

obscurity that are worthy of being carefully unearthed and displayed. One such gem
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is Alba Rosa Vietor. She lived the life of a cosmopolitan, developed into a first-rate 

violinist, teacher and composer, ended up in the United States where she attained 

a certain degree of renown, and more or less sank into oblivion after her death in 

1979. Thanks to the tireless efforts of her son Hendrik in particular, most scores are 

now available once more and her works have been given a new lease of life. These 

are the compositions of a passionate musician; a musician whose initial wish was 

above all to be a violinist and who only later, in her forties, began to formally realise 

her need and talent for expressing the world around her in sound.

The four-movement Sonata for Violin and Piano from 1937 marks a turning point 

in this regard. In the first place, the recording featured on this CD is of historical 

value: Alba Rosa herself plays the violin part during a concert in The Phillips Gallery 

in Washington DC. She is accompanied by the pianist Ramon Gonzales. In a lecture 

she gave in 1949 prior to a concert in Montclair Alba Rosa referred to this sonata 

as 'the first substantial piece that met with my approval'. She had just completed 

a three-year course studying composition with Professor Benner in Switzerland and 

had evolved from being a composer who wrote pieces purely by instinct ('composing 

by ear, without knowing exactly what you are doing') into a composer 'conscious 

of the rules of composition'. Indeed, this may be the very problem that still surrounds 

this sonata to some degree. After all, Alba Rosa was primarily a composer who wrote 

from her heart. In the violin sonata there is no question that the themes originate 

from her heart; however, due to her efforts to adhere to the rules of form, harmony 

and counterpoint the music occasionally sounds somewhat academic as a result. 

Nevertheless, this sonata is also 'indicative of the composer's individual style' due 

to the 'novel combinations of interval and tone colour', as one critic wrote in 

reference to a performance of the first movement, Allegro moderate, during a 

concert of the Washington Composers Club in 1945.

It is this individuality, originality combined with a passionate spirit and joie de vivre, 

which did not allow itself to be contained by rules or formulas, that ensured the 

relative success of the orchestral works composed by Alba Rosa in the late 1940s 

and early 1950s.

For instance, in the three-movement 'symphony' Mediolanum ('In the middle of 

the plain', after the Latin name for Milan) she succeeded in infusing the music with 

her Mediterranean background in an enervating fashion. This work for chamber 

orchestra is a portrait of Milan, the city where the composer grew up, which depicts



three characteristic buildings. Thanks to a surviving radio recording, we hear the 

piece as it was performed during its premiere on 27 April 1952 by The National 

Gallery Orchestra directed by Richard Bales. Judging by the ensuing enthusiastic 

applause, it would seem that the audience of the time was totally carried away by 

the work’s colourful depiction.

The first movement, The Castle, evokes the atmosphere of the Medieval castle 

inhabited by the dukes of the Visconti and Sforza families, with forceful marching 

music and troubadour-like harp swirls. The second movement, The Cathedral, brings 

the stately and richly ornamented Duomo di Milano to life with the sounds of the 

celesta and exalted melodic lines. The third movement, The Stadium, is a veritable 

finale. Its racing strings and triumphant winds refer to the ruins of the Arena of 

Roman times and the Neoclassical Arena Civica dating from the early nineteenth 

century, which continues to host sporting and cultural events today.

'Melodious and well done', wrote the Evening Star in reference to Mediolanum. 

Critics expressed similar sentiments about her best-known work, Primavera 

Lombarda for string orchestra from 1949. 'An intriguing Mediterranean tone

painting, seguing from dark lyricism to rhythmic tarantella and ultimately a ditzy 

waltz.' The Herald Tribune pertinently commented that 'her talent to discover 

acoustic symbols for atmosphere and mood and to fit a distinguished lyric gift to 

this appealing scene is outstanding.'

And this is indeed the case. Both Mediolanum and Primavera Lombarda would serve 

admirably as first-rate film music, as images in sound. The images impose themselves 

upon us, as it were. In Primavera Lombarda these are images of a delightful spring 

in Lombardy, as the title implies, even though the composer admitted that the title 

'was chosen after the music had been written'. However, this did not prevent her 

from filling in more details: 'the slow introduction describes the melancholic and yet 

beautiful winter landscape in Lombardy with its intensely purple lights. The allegro 

molto celebrates the joy of all living things at the awakening of nature in northern 

Italy in all its glory of colours, warmth and perfumes, inviting to song and dance.’ 

The Washington Post subsequently referred to the work as 'a curious combination 

of pseudo tone-row and Italian street song', and aptly so. There is no trace of the 

academicism that occasionally marks the sonata. A few years after completing her 

studies in composition, Alba Rosa had keenly grasped the art of combining a certain 

degree of structure with the rhapsodic and quasi-programmatic style of writing 

that so suited her nature.
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This rhapsodic style of writing is also evident in the ambitious Piano Trio in A Minor 

from 1951. In this trio Alba amply displays the extent to which she had since 

attained a natural mastery of the large form and how successfully she manages to 

captivate the listener's attention throughout the work with surprising twists and 

tonal combinations. The work does not feature a programme or direct source of 

inspiration, but unfolds as a narrative rhapsody featuring two main elements: the 

magnificent, slow melody heard on the cello over a pedal tone on 'A' opening the 

work and a tarantella-like fast element passionately resounding with Italian folklore. 

The composer varies these elements with consummate ease, alternating between 

the various tempi to relate a temperamental tale that ultimately returns to the 

very same 'A' pedal tone and melody with which the piece opened less than ten 

minutes earlier.

Nevertheless, the most important element that dominates all of Alba Rosa's works 

is not the form but rather the mood that she wishes to convey. Alba Rosa is a 

composer of the emotions. This explains why her larger orchestral works sound like 

passionate images in sound and why her miniatures are masterly sound poems 

comparable with the miniatures of Robert Schumann, certainly in spirit, although 

by no means in content. The finest example of this is perhaps the piano suite Pezzi 

from 1973. The five short movements are among the last works to be written by 

the composer and every one of them is a sketch of the emotions of a woman, lover 

and mother in respect of her surroundings. In the first three movements Solitudine, 

Melanconia and Ansieta she looks back over the past and gives musical expression 

to her fears about life, death and relationships and in the last two movements she 

gives the listener the sense of being a voyeur by turning in an extremely personal 

manner to her children Jeanne (Speranza) and Hendrik (Gratitudine). These are 

poignant moments captured in a few notes; this is Alba Rosa's great strength.

In almost all of her compositions she succeeds in elevating the human 

dimension into music, in endowing a recognisable experience or emo

tion with its own particular sound and colour. And through this gift 

she offers many gems that would not be out of place on the tip of the 

iceberg.
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Press Reviews of the Compositions
(Letters refer to list of Compositions page 184)

A Nocturne £t Scherzo (1 936/37) ...Having a completeness of outline and a sensitiveutili- 
zation of the instruments tonal richness that offers interpretive possibilities to the player...
(Evening Star, 29 april 1942)

Nocturne (1936) ...A stern and rugged page, full of threat and foreboding, its one moment of 
tenderness far removed from any hint of lyricism, the whole striking and powerful...
(Times Herald, 29 April 1942)

Scherzo (1937) ...She displayed a sure and genuine touch in the arrangement of her material...
(Evening Star, 4 May 1943)

...Imaginative and neo-romantic with lines of surprising contours and some piquant harmonic 
colors... (Washington Post, 4 May 1943)

B Sonata (1 937) ...Full of effective modernisms. This new impulse manifested itself most often in 
the assignment of the piano since the violin's variety of effect long since haasbeen exhausted. Nevertheless 
the joint utterance was excitingly eloquent in the first movement, capricious and witty in the scherzo and 
engagingly grotesque in the finale... (Times Herald, 29 April 1942)

...The exciting and adroit scherzo in the sonata with its agile and surprising turns of phrase...
(Washington Post, 29 April 1945)

...Exploited the possibilities of the piano in range, novel combinations of intervals and tone color...
(Evening Star, 6 March 1945)

C Romantic Waltz (1939) ...One sensed the distinctive and original color of the music, the 
deft use of dissonance, the expert definition of mood. Violinists should clamor for this intriguing 
addition to the repertoire... (Times Herald, 29 April 1942)

D Quintette in La Minore (1940) ...A poetic composition wherein she has been most successful 
in the interweaving of tonal hues, creating many interesting effects with her feeling for the dramatic 
expression of the five instruments... (Evening Star, 29 April 1942)

...Begins with superb drama, continues with an enigmatic but alluring andante, a scherzo that falls 
short of the mark and a rousing finale. One ventures to suggest revision of the third movement to 
bring it up to standard of her later works... (Times Herald, 29April 1942)

E High Flight (1943) ...She has depicted both the mechanical means of a flyer's profession and the 
spiritual expansion which the freedom of the high altitudes awakened, the former in the original and richly 
designed accompaniment and the latter in the voice part... (Evening Star, 4 May 1943)

...Has an interesting piano part suggestive of the motor's roar and the wind's voice..
(Washington Post, 4 May 1943)

F Blue Bird Suite (first version 1944, final version 1951) ...An engaging gift of melody 
and a witty sense of dissonant harmony made these brief pieces attractive...
(Times Herald, 25 January 1944)

...Fanciful and attractive, conservatively modern in harmonic use of fourths and sevenths, and well 
adapted for ballet purposes... (Washington Post, 25 January 1944)

...Not only skillfully done, but shows a great deal of talent and imagination. There is disctinction in 
the variety of ideas and harmonization. While the Finale lacks, somehow, that spontaneity and
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expression for which the rest of the numbers can be especially commended, the suite is a notable 

achievement and should have no difficulty in finding its way to proper channels for a ballet 
presentation... (Evening Star, 25 January 1944)

G Excerpt from Virgil [1945] ...A fine quality of musicianship and discipline to voice 
accompaniment... (Times Herald, 6 March 1945)

H Adagio Dramatico (1937) Et Danse Grotesque [1946] ...She adopted a more 
conservative style than in her previous works and the two numbers are among the best she has written. 
The two pieces show her skill in mood creation, the rather solemn tone of the Adagio setting off the 
not-too-grotesque Danse... (Evening Star, 12 March 1946)

J Primavera Lombarda (1949) ...Acuriouscombinationof pseudo-tone-row melodies and Italian 
street song, it holds the listenere's attention throughout... (Washington Post, 9 May 1949)

...Her talent to discover acoustic symbols for atmosphere and mood and to fit a distinguished lyric 
gift to this appealing scene is outstanding. When this really fine piece has been played more 
frequently I believe she will find ways to shorten it without sacrificing effect. Conductors are apt 
to think it slightly too long... (Herald Tribune, 9 May 1949)

...She has written virtuoso passages for the violin section, with several brilliant solos. The moods of 

the work is sombre, in spite of its name, and intensely dramatic. She has shown a keen grasp of tonal 
coloring and exploited it in her expert modern contrapuntal writing... (Evening Star, 9 May 1949)

...A work of true orchestral invention, made a hit last night... (Times Herald, 29 May 1950)

...An intriguing moody Mediterranean tone-painting, segueing from dark lyricism to rhythmic 
tarantella and ultimately a ditzy waltz, none too convincingly...
(South Florida Sun-Sentinel, 22 September 2003)

K Mediolanum (1 950) ...The martial gait in the first movement suggested marching legions by its 
steady drumbeat. It spoke of conquest and determination. The harp, celesta and strings filled the hall with 
sonorous overtones in the second part, while the third moved pleasantly at a brisk pace. It is melodious 
and well done... (Evening Star, 28 April 1952)

...It explores no tangled tonalities, tries out few novel harmonies, is melodically straightforward, its 
counterpoint well planned... (Times Herald, 28 April 1952)

L Little Suite (1952) ...It isn’t a suite at all, but rather a collection of three unrelated pieces, the 
third of which -an impression of a dancer in a subway station- was a rewarding rhythmic study...
(Times Herald, 16 March 1953)

...Most impressive in the suite was the pert finale in which the composer's facility in a rapid-fire 

style made for a clever spot... (Washington Post, 3 November 1958)

M Symphonietta (aka Sinfonietta) (1959) ...This piece progressed from an introductory 
fugal movement, solidly rooted in string tone, through increasingly dissonant sonorities to a finale that 
had me convinced that the "Call of the Wild” was answered... (Evening Star, 20 March 1960)

N Suite for Piano, Flute, Violin and Violonello (1969) ...I especially liked her suite, which 
was imaginative and more daring than most of the program (by other composers)...
(Evening Star, 13 December 1970)



P Wall Street ft As A Violinist [Lost works] ...The poems by Richard Burton are given an 

intersting treatment, particularly As A Violinist, in which the composer has written a duet for voice and 
instrument that emphasizes the close tonal resemblances of the two... (Evening Star, 29 April 1942) 

...Singers should be [...] greatful for the songs As A Violinist and Wall Street...
(Times Herald, 29 April 1942)

General remarks ...She showed herself as a greatly gifted musical writer, equally proficient in whatever 
form she uses. The flow of her inspiration is continuous and is expressed in fluent and easy 
manner. Originality that is genuine and imagination of range and vivid quality gave a stamp of distinction 
to her work, together with a forcefulness that projects the musical idea and preserves the integrity of the 
form... (Evening Star, 29 April 1942)

...A significant musical personality...

...The immediate impression is one of a consistent, forceful and highly imaginative creative power 
and of an extended and resourceful technique that fashioned new musical patterns or varied the 
established forms to original and personal intention...
(Times Herald, 29 April 1942)

...The compositions which she submitted last evening are not above criticism in minor details, but 
they have the assurance and the soundness of a writer who has something definite to say and who 
knows how to express herself clearly...
...Her music has a profile as unmistakable as her own personality, and its characteristics are well 
defined, both intellectually and emotionally. It is music of vitality and a diversity of expression from 
which one can readily deduce her eager temperament, her mental keenness and her poetic inclination... 
...Her melodic sense is excellent, as is her instinct for rhythm, and her harmonies have piquancy. As 
one would expect from a violinist, her writing for that instrument is skillful to a high degree. No 
one but a violinist or a seasoned composer with a violinist at his elbow to advice him in technique, 
could have written the exciting and adroit scherzo in the sonata with its agile and surprising turns 

of phrase...
(Washington Post, 29 April 1942)

...She is a gifted woman with a lively imagination for musical imagery in terms of pianoforte 
sonorities and in the larger medium of the orchestra, for many of her brief pieces suggest 
orchestral color...
...Her talents and attainments as a violinist are too well-known here to require extra comment... 
(Times Herald, 25 January 1944)

...Her facility in writing for the violin is based on her knowledge of what is effective for it... 
(Evening Star, 12 March 1946)

...She was at the concert (where her Primavera Lombarda was performed) and was called forward 

to acknowledge enthusiastic applause from the large audience...
(Evening Star, 29 May 1950)

...Mme. Vietor is one of the few, and possibly the only, American woman composer today who is 
a violinist herself and therefore writes intelligently and interestingly for that instrument...
(Letter by Elena deSayn, March 12, 1955)
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List of Compositions 

Chronological
Legend

Title Naming/spelling is in keeping with the catalogued compositions at the University of Miami 

Orig = Year of origin / p = preliminary version 

Perf = Year(s) of (first) performance(s)

RfA = Reference to chapter 'Press Reviews', indicated by letters A-P

Rfl = Reference to chapter ‘Program Notes’, indicated by numbers 1-15

Rec = Composition has been recorded digitally (situation 2009)

Time = Estimated duration

Pgs = Number of pages of printed score

Bk = Reference-number in the collection of the Alba Rosa Victor Foundation in The Netherlands.

All compositions in ROMAN have been catalogued by the University of Miami (i.e. a printed score exists).

All compositions in ITALICS have not yet been been cataloged by the University of Miami (i.e. data obtained 

from preliminary ft summarized sources made available by Hendrik Victor, and from newspaper reviews).

All years of origin between brackets [ ] have been inferred from performance dates (i.e. origin ‘no later than’). 

All other remarks between brackets [ ] have been added by the editors of this book (from various ARV-sources).

Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time

CAPRICCIO 1914 piano 02:30

PICCOLO DANZA 1914 piano 03:30

GAVOTTE ROCOCO 1916 piano 02:00

GIUOCHI 1916 violin, piano 07:00

TEMA FUGATO 1916 piano

VALSE LENTE 1916 piano

SOGNI 1916 violin, piano
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rf1 Rec Time Pgs Bk

STUDIO (Etude) 1917 piano 01:00 6

ADAGIO 1917 violin, piano

ADA NEGRI 1917 voice

MOD ERATO 1917 violin, piano

ALLEGRO APPASSIONATO 1918 piano 15:00 15 PI

BARCAROLA (a Jan) 1918 piano 1 04:00

INDIAN DANCE 1935 piano 02:40 8 P2

EILEEN’S REFRAIN 1935 piano 02:30

VALSE DE SALON (p1918) 1936 piano © 02:30 3 P2

CALMA 1936 piano 01:30 3 PI

NOCTURNE 1936 piano 1942 A 09:00 9 PI

TIN SOLDIERS 1936 piano 02:00 4

TRUITJE DANST OP KLOMPIES 1936 piano 01:30

SCHERZO 1937 piano 1942 A 04:30 10 PI

1943

SONATA 1937 violin, piano 1942 B 22:00 69 12

Allegro Moderate 1945

Adagio Drammatieo 1946 H

Scherzo (Allegretto) 1950

Finale (Allegro Ritmico) 1955

EXTA5E 1938 voice
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time Pgs Bk

RISVEGLIO 1938 voice

CANZONETTA (pi 920) 1939 violin, piano 1949 02:45 7 12

INCERTEZZA 1939 piano 01:30

VALSE ROMANTIQUE 1939 violin, piano 1942 C 04:00 16 12

QUINTETTO IN LA MINORE 1940 piano, 1942 D 25:00 104 11

string quartet

Adagio

Andante

Scherzo

Allegro

TO A VIOLINIST 1940

[Text by Burton]

ELEGIE [in memory of Jan Kubelik] 1941

soprano, piano 1942

violin, piano 1943 

1944

03:00 9 13

HIGH FLIGHT

[Text by John Gillespie Magee]

1941 mezzo soprano, 1943 E 3 

piano 1955

1963

VIRGILIAN SPRING 
[Primavera Virgiliana] 

[Text excerpt from Virgil]

1941 mezzo soprano, 1945 G 

piano 1963

INVOCATION

DEDICATION 
[Text by Roche]

DANSE GROTESQUE

1945 soprano, piano

1945 soprano 1955 4

[1946] [piano] 1946 H

1947 soprano, pianoRIMPIANTO
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time

CHIUSA (LONGING) [1947] baritone, piano 1947

SONATA 1948 piano 2006 © 15:00

Molto Moderate

Andante

Scherzo - Meno Mosso 

Molto Moderate - Allegro

NOCHE DE VERANO (TANGO) 1949 piano 03:30

PARAPHRASE ON

"SOUTH PACIFIC" 1949 piano 12:00

PRIMAVERA LOMBARDA 1949 orchestra 1949 J 2 ® 10:17

[21 instr.] 1950

1959

2003

TANGO HABERNERA 1949 piano 01:40

MEDIOLANUM 1950 orchestra 1952 K 5 18:25

The Castle

The Cathedral

The Stadium

[21 instr.]

DUETTO FUGATO

ALL' ANTICA (p1918) 1950 2 pianos 1951 03:00

VARIATIONS ON

LONDON BRIDGE 1950 piano

THE BLUE BIRD SUITE (pi 944) 1951 piano 1944 F 15 ® 20:00

Wood Cutter Song 2006

The Hours 

The Soul of Bread 

Pussy Cat March 

Tylo the Dog

Pgs Bk

35 P2

13

68 1

5 P2

95 2

13 P2

60 P2
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time Pgs Bk

Gavotte of the Spilled Milk 

The Soul of Fire 

Sugar Loaf Ditty 

Pageant of Light 

Slumber Song

THE BLUE BIRD SUITE 1951 orchestra [20 instr.] 15 20:00

Prologue

The Woodcutter's Song 

The Chimes 

The Fairy of Light 

The Clock

The Morning Hours Waltz 

Noontime Tarantella 

Afternoon Prank

Hours at Dusk 1948

The Chimes

Tumbling Bread

Gavotte of the Spilled Milk

The Sugar Loaf Ditty

Tylo the Dog

Tylette the Cat

Running Water

The Soul of Fire

The Fairy's Return

The Pageant of the Fairies

Slumber Song

Epilogue

PLAINTE CHROMATIQUE l+ll 1951 piano 01:00

PLAYGROUND 1951 piano 03:00

PRELUDIO
[Also part of Little Suite, 1952]

1951 piano 02:30

TRIO IN A MINOR 1951 violin, violoncello. ® 09:00

185 3

4 PI

26 10



Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Ree Time Pgs Bk

Molto Moderate 2005

Adagio

Allegro Ritmico

VALSE FANTASTIQUE 1951 piano 1953
[Also part of Five Sketches, 1953]

INTERMEZZO 1952 violin 1, violin II, 

viola, violoncello,

double bass

LITTLE SUITE [1952] 1952 piano, violin 1, 

violin II,

1953

Prelude [as stand-alone: 1951] viola,

violoncello 1958

Intermezzo

Subway Station

1965

RHAPSODY 1952 violin, piano

FIVE SKETCHES [1953] piano 1953

Uncertainty

Fantastic Waltz [as stand-alone: 1951]

Complaint

Playground

Soul of Fire

MALIA 1955 tenor, piano

FORGET ME NOT (p1945) 1956 soprano, piano 1945

EVENING BELLS [1956] carillon 1956

CHIMES AT DUSK [1956] violin, viola

FOUR [HUMORISTIC] SKETCHES 1957 piano, violin 1, 1957

violin II

10 P2

3 9

29 9

24 13

12:00 25 10
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time

Lovers and Moon

Moonbeams

Rain

TO MY DARLING 1957 soprano

THE MEADOW LARK 1958 tenor, piano

LITTLE POEM 1958 violin 1, 2005

violin II, viola, violoncello, 

double bass, piano

® 08:00

NOSTALGIA 1959 soprano, piano

RECITATIVO 1959 violin 1, 1960

violin II, viola, violoncello,

double bass 2005

© 05:45

SYMPHONIETTA [Sinfonietta]

Musical Arithmetic

Andante Abstract

The Call of the Wild

1959 orchestra 1960 M
[17 instr.]

7 10:10

BALLET SUITE (TABLOID) 1960 orchestra [23 instr.] 1961 8 16:30
Politics

Underworld Chronicle 

The Comics 

Advertising

DANZA ANTICA 1960 flute, clarinet Bb,

piano, 1960 9 03:15

percussion, violin I, violin II, 

violoncello, double bass

LITTLE REFRAIN 1960 soprano, piano

Pgs Bk

30 8

10 9

98 6

94 4

11 8
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time Pgs Bk

SERENADE IN PRE-MODERN
STYLE 1961 timpani, harp, 1967 

violin 1, violin II

10 08:30 20 13

Andante

Allegro

TWO CHORAL SONGS 1961 1961

Canon: Dies Irae soprano, tenor, piano

Motet for 3 voices: Gratias Agimus soprano, alto, baritone, piano

DUET 1962 flute, clarinet 2005 ® 02:00 2 10

FIVE SYMPHONIC SKETCHES 1962 orchestra [18 instr.] 09:15 55 5

Moods
Moods (2)

Whims

Dreams [also in piano version: 1965]

Frolics [also in piano version: 1965]

MY BIRTHDAY SONG 1962 soprano, piano

L'ORGOGLIO 1963 soprano, piano

RHYTHM SONG 1963 soprano, piano

CHILDREN SINGING 1965 piano

MAKING MONEY 1965 piano

DREAMS [1965] piano 1965

BILLY'S PRAYER 1966 piano 1967 01:45 2 P1

FROLICS 1966 piano 1966 01:45 4 PI

TODDLER AT PLAY 1966 flute, violin, piano1967 12 05:00 11 7
TODDLER AT PLAY 1966 flute, violin, 2005 ® 05:00 11 7

piano, percussion
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time Pgs Bk

TODDLER AT PLAY 1967 piccolo, flute, oboe, 03:45 21 7

clarinet Bb, bassoon, 

double bass, violin I, 

violin II, viola, violoncello, 

double bass

BILLY’S PRAYER 1967 flute, clarinet Bb, 11 01:45 5 7

bassoon, violin, viola, violoncello

GOODBYE TO NAPLES 1967 soprano, piano

FOUR PIECES 1968 [2 instr.] 10:00 10 10

SUITE 1969 piano, flute, 1970 N 08:30 49 14

violin, violoncello

RICHIAMO [Remembrance] 1972 piano 1972 13 03:30 5 P2

2005 ©

PEZZI 1973 piano 2006 © 05:45 11 P2

Solitudine

Melanconia

Ansieta

Soeranza foerJeanne)

Gratitudine (per Hendrik)

TWO POEMS 1973 soprano, piano

Andante sostenuto 

Allegretto

LITTLE SUITE [1976] 1976 piano 14 02:00 10

Sunrise 
High Noon 

Sunset

RITORNELLO 1976 oboe, piano 03:00
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time Pgs Bk

TARANTELLA 1976 oboe, piano 03:00

DIALOGUE 1977 piano 00:50 2 P2

POPOLINO 1979 clarinet, piano 03:00

WALL STREET 
[Text by Burton]

1940 soprano, piano 1942 P

ANNO DOMINI 1943,
SUITE FOR VIOLIN AND PIANO 

[dedicated to Elena de Sayn]

Poco Adagio (Music without smiles) 

Agitato (Fear)
Andante (Hope)

Ritmico marziale (Courage)

1943 violin, piano

OLD FASHIONED SONG violin, piano 1940

SOGNI 1916 violin, piano

MOD ERATO 1917 violin, piano

ADAGIO 1917 violin, piano

ADA NEGRI 1917 voice

RISVEGLIO 1938 voice

EXTASE 1938 voice
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List of Compositions 

by Genre

Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time Pgs Bk

CAPRICCIO 1914 piano 02:30

PICCOLO DANZA 1914 piano 03:30

GAVOTTE ROCOCO 1916 piano 02:00

TEMA FUGATO 1916 piano

VALSE LENTE 1916 piano

STUDIO (Etude) 1917 piano 01:00 6

ALLEGRO APPASSIONATO 1918 piano 15:00 15 PI

BARCAROLA (a Jan) 1918 piano 1 04:00

EILEEN'S REFRAIN 1935 piano 02:10

INDIAN DANCE 1935 piano 02:40 8 P2

CALMA 1936 piano 01:30 3 PI

NOCTURNE 1936 piano 1942 A 09:00 9 PI

TIN SOLDIERS 1936 piano 02:00 4

TRUITJE DANST OP KLOMPIES 1936 piano 01:30
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time Pgs Bk

SCHERZO 1937 oiano 1942 A 04:30 10 PI

1943

INCERTEZZA 1939 piano 01:30

DANSE GROTESQUE [1946] [piano] 1946 H

SONATA 1948 piano 2006 ® 15:00 35 P2

Molto Moderate 

Andante

Scherzo - Meno Mosso 

Molto Moderate - Allegro

VARIATIONS ON

LONDON BRIDGE 1950 piano

PLAINTE CHROMATIQUE l+ll 1951 piano 01:00

PLAYGROUND 1951 piano 03:00

PRELUDIO 1951 piano 02:30 4 PI

[Also part of Little Suite, 1952]

THE BLUE BIRD SUITE (pi944) 1951 piano 1944 F 15 ® 20:00 60 P2

Wood Cutter Song 2006

The Hours

The Soul of Bread

Pussy Cat March

Tylo the Dog

Gavotte of the Spilled Milk 

The Soul of Fire 

Sugar Loaf Ditty 

Pageant of Light 

Slumber Song

VALSE FANTASTIQUE 1951 piano 1953 09:20 10 P2

[Also part of Five Sketches, 1953]
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Ree Time Pgs Bk

FIVE SKETCHES [1953] piano 1953

Uncertainty

Fantastic Waltz [as stand-alone: 1951 ]

Complaint 

Playground 

Soul of Fire

CHILDREN SINGING 1965 piano

MAKING MONEY 1965 piano

DREAMS [1965] piano 1965

BILLY'S PRAYER 1966 piano 1967 01:45 2 PI

FROLICS 1966 piano 1966 01:45 4 PI

RICHIAMO [Remembrance] 1972 piano 1967 13 03:30 5 P2

2005 ©

PEZZI 1973 piano 2006 ® 05:45 11 P2

Solitudine

Melanconia

Ansieta

Speranza (per Jeanne) 

Gratitudine (per Hendrik)

LIHLE SUITE [1976] 1976 piano 14 02:00 10

Sunrise 

High Noon 

Sunset

DIALOGUE 1977 piano 00:50 2 P2
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time Pgs Bk

GIUOCHI 1916 violin, piano 07:00

SONATA 1937 violin, piano 1942 B 22:00 69 12

Allegro Moderate 1945

Adagio Drammatieo 1946 H

Scherzo (Allegretto) 1950

Finale (Allegro Ritmico) 1955

VALSE ROMANTIQUE 1939 violin, piano 1942 C 04:00 16 12

CANZONEHA (pi 920) 1939 violin, piano 1949 02:45 7 12

ELEGIE [in memory of Jan Kubelik] 1941 violin, piano 1943 03:00 9 13

1944

RHAPSODY 1952 violin, piano 14:00 24 13

DUETTO FUGATO

ALL' ANTICA (p1918) 1950 2 pianos 1951 03:00 13 P2

EVENING BELLS [1956] carillon 1956

CHIMES AT DUSK [1956] violin, viola

RITORNELLO 1976 oboe, piano 03:00

TARANTELLA 1976 oboe, piano 03:00

POPOLINO clarinet, piano 03:00
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time Pgs Bk

CHAMBERMUSIC

QUINTETTO IN LA MINORE 1940 piano, 1942 D 25:00 104 11

Adagio string quartet
Andante 

Scherzo 

Allegro

TRIO IN A MINOR

Molto Moderate 

Adagio

Allegro Ritmico

INTERMEZZO 1952 violin I, violin II, viola, 02:00 3 9

violoncello, double bass

1951 violin, 1951 ® 09:00 26 10

violoncello, piano

2005

LIHLE SUITE [1952] 1952

Prelude [as stand-alone: 1951]

Intermezzo

Subway Station

piano, violin I, 1953L 6

violin II,

viola, violoncello1958 

1965

29 9

FOUR [HUMORISTIC] SKETCHES 1957 piano, violin I, violin II 1957 12:00 25 10

Moon and Cats 

Lovers and Moon 

Moonbeams 
Rain

LITTLE POEM 1958 violin I, violin II, 2005 © 08:00 30 8

viola, violoncello, double bass, piano

RECITATIVO 1959 violin I, violin II, 1960 © 05;45 10 9

viola, violoncello, double bass 2005
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Ree Time Pgs Bk

DANZA ANTICA

DUET

TODDLER AT PLAY 

TODDLER AT PLAY

TODDLER AT PLAY

BILLY'S PRAYER

FOUR PIECES 

SUITE

SERENADE IN PRE-MODERN 
STYLE

Andante

Allegro

1960 flute, clarinet Bb, 1960 9 03:15 11 8

piano, percussion, violin I, 

violin II, violoncello, double bass

1962 flute, clarinet 2005 ® 02:00 2 10

1966 flute, violin, 1967 12 05:00 11 7

1966 piano flute, violin, piano, ® 05:00 11 7

percussion 2005

1967 piccolo, flute, 03:45 21 7

oboe, clarinet Bb, bassoon,

double bass, violin I, violin II, 

viola, violoncello, double bass

1967 flute, clarinet Bb, bassoon, 11 

violin, viola, violoncello

1968 [2 instr.]

01:45 5 7

10:00 10 10

1969 piano, flute, 1970 N 

violin, violoncello

08:30 49 14

1961 timpani, harp, 1967 

violin I, violin II

10 08:30 20 13

ORCHESTRA

PRIMAVERA LOMBARDA 1949 orchestra 1949 J 2 ® 10:17 68 1

[21 instr.] 1950 

1959 

2003
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time Pgs Bk

MEDIOLANUM 

The Castle 

The Cathedral 

The Stadium

THE BLUE BIRD SUITE 

Prologue

The Woodcutter's Song 

The Chimes 

The Fairy of Light 

The Clock

The Morning Hours Waltz 

Noontime Tarantella 

Afternoon Prank 

Hours at Dusk 

The Chimes 

Tumbling Bread 

Gavotte of the Spilled Milk 

The Sugar Loaf Ditty 

Tylo the Dog 

Tylette the Cat 

Running Water 

The Soul of Fire 

The Fairy's Return 

The Pageant of the Fairies 

Slumber Song 

Epilogue

SYMPHONIETTA [Sinfonietta] 

Musical Arithmetic 

Andante Abstract 

The Call of the Wild

BALLET SUITE (TABLOID) 

Politics

Underworld Chronicle

1950 orchestra 1952 
[21 instr.]

1951 orchestra [20 instr]

1959 orchestra 1960 

[17 instr]

1960 orchestra 1961 
[23 instr]

K 5 18:25 95 2

15 20:00185 3

M 7 10:10 98 6

8 16:30 94 4



201

Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Ree Time Pgs Bk

The Comics

Advertising

FIVE SYMPHONIC SKETCHES 1962 orchestra [18 instr.] 09:15 55 5

Moods
Moods (2)

Whims

Dreams [also in piano version: 1965]

Frolics [also in piano version: 1965]

TO A VIOLINIST 1940 soprano, piano 1942

[Text by Burton]

WALL STREET 1940 soprano, piano 1942

[Text by Burton]

HIGH FLIGHT 1941 mezzo soprano, 1943

[Text by John Gillespie Magee] piano 1955

1963

VIRGILIAN SPRING 1941 mezzo soprano, 1945

[Primavera Virgiliana] piano 1963

[Text excerpt from Virgil]

INVOCATION 1945 soprano, piano

FORGET ME NOT (pi 945) 1956 soprano, piano 1945

DEDICATION 1945 soprano 1955

[Text by Roche]

CHI USA (LONGING) [1947] baritone, piano 1947

RIMPIANTO 1947 soprano, piano
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Title and movements Orig Instrument(s) Perf RfA Rfl Rec Time Pgs Bk

MALIA 1955 tenor, piano

TO MY DARLING 1957 soprano

THE MEADOW LARK 1958 tenor, piano

NOSTALGIA 1959 soprano, piano

LITTLE REFRAIN 1960 soprano, piano

TWO CHORAL SONGS

Canon: Dies Irae

Motet for 3 voices: Gratias Agimus

1961 1961

soprano, tenor, piano 

soprano, alto, baritone, piano

MY BIRTHDAY SONG 1962 soprano, piano

L'ORGOGLIO 1963 soprano, piano

RHYTHM SONG 1963 soprano, piano

GOODBYE TO NAPLES 1967 soprano, piano

TWO POEMS

Andante sostenuto

Allegretto

1973 soprano, piano

VALSE DE SALON (p1918) 1936 piano ® 02:30 3 P2

TANGO HABERNERA 1949 piano 01:40 5 P2

NOCHE DE VERANO (TANGO) 1949 piano 03:30

PARAPHRASE ON

"SOUTH PACIFIC" 1949 piano 12:00 13
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Authors, editors and 
contributors

Hendrik Victor. Alba's son, retired 

businessman. Commissioned the 

transcribing of compositions and 

archiving Alba’s legacy.

Dr. Mary van Veen-Vietor.

Editor, co-author all sections not 

attributed to Alba or others.

Walter Winkler-Ederveen.

Editor, co-author all sections not 

attributed to Alba or others.

Robijn Tilanus. Musician, 

composer and author of 

"Kwintessens", a study on harmony. 

Peter Fraser MacDonald DMA. 

Musician, composer and transcriber. 

Paul Janssen, Musicologist, music 

journalist and author.

Translations: Bard Jansen,

Barbara Ederveen-Winkler and 

Hendrik Victor.

Final editing: Tom Collingridge. 

CD-production: Lodewijk 

Collette, musician and audio editor.

Editorial Notes

The purpose of this book is to document the many aspects of Alba Rosa Victor's life. 

However, the editors make no claim to cademic research methods. All information 

that relates directly to Alba is either based on Alba's archive of reviews, programs, 

notes, and her own writings, or on written and oral recollections of her son Hendrik. 

The list of Alba's compositions is mainly based on the description of Alba’s works 

by the Frost Institute at the University of Miami, and on information received from 

Hendrik Victor.

Deciding which subjects were annotated has been an entirely subjective matter, 

often based on what, if any, information on that topic was available on the internet. 

Unfortunately, this means we must acknowledge two major gaps here: in spite of 

extensive research, no information beyond that already provided in Alba's memoir 

could be found on Olga Valerio, without whose support Alba's career as a violinist 

would almost certainly not have been as successful as it was. Nor on the Pflaumer 

family, Alba's close friends in Buenos Aires, who seem to have vanished at some 

point during World War I. It is particularly sad that we could not find any photo

graphs of these important friends of Alba's.

Alba’s memoirs "My Childhood and Formative Years" (her own title) in its original 

typescript was not divided into chapters, but consisted of a single ongoing text with 

few breaks. For readability, we have divided the text into chapters that we hope the 

reader finds as logical as we did. Where Alba mentions a date and its month, we 

add the relevant year.

Alba's native language was Italian, so her English was just one of her many learnt 

languages. This clearly shows in her original text, and we have therefore made 

numerous minor grammatical and spelling corrections, while trying to keep the 

"Italian" accent in her English wherever possible.



Dramatis Personae
Andrews, Mark - conductor Et organist of First 

Congregational Church Choir, Montclair. Performed 

with MontclairAfietor String Quartet.

Bales, Richard - conductor of the National Gallery of 

Art Orchestra. Directed several of Alba's works.

Benner, Paul - Professor of Music, University of 

Neuchatel. Alba studied composition under him.

Berce, William - played violoncello in Montclair/Vietor 

String Quartet.

Bertini, Guido - neighbour, later brother-in-law 

through marriage to Dina.

Bertini, Pompeo - neighbour, father of Guido.

Bessey, Harry M. - played violoncello in Montclair 

String Quartet.

Bovet, Eric D. - fellow member of the Washington 

Composers Club.

Breen-Vietor, Robs - daughter of Wim Victor (sen.), 

sister of Wim Victor (jun.), grandmother of Robijn Tilanus. 

Brown, Northrop - prodigy, composer and resident of 

Montclair. Works performed by MSQ.

Brown, Ray - music critic of the Washington Post, 

reviewed Alba's works as part of Washington 

Composers Club program.

Burton, Richard - English poet. Alba composed songs 

to some of his works.

Calace, Enzo - Italian pianist, accompanied Alba in 

Berlin.

Carreres, Maria Et Mr. - Italian pianist Et impressario 

in Berlin, with whom Alba stayed.

Chapman, Charles T. - carilloneur, premiered Alba's 

composition, Evening Bells.

Cima della Scala, Donna - descendant of founders of 

Teatro La Scala. Hosted one of Alba's concerts. 

Cobianchi, Vittorio - Italian ambassador to the USA, 

friend of brother Guido, with whom Alba stayed.

D'Aulby, Malda - soprano, sang songs by Alba at 

Washington Composers Club.

DaMotta, Vianna - Italian pianist, guest of Pflaumers.

DeBernardi, Catalina - first violin teacher in 

Montevideo, married to Virgilio Scarabelli.

DeRossi, Dr. - friend in Montevideo.

DeRossi, Bettina - friend in Montevideo, daughter of 

doctor, married Mazzasogni.

DiTella, Laura and Juan - friends in Buenos Aires. 

DiTella, Torquato - friend in Buenos Aires, later 

succesful industrialist.

Dubois, Theodore - French composer, director 

Conservatoire de Paris.

Elbogen, Julia - pianist, accompanied Alba at 

performances at the Washington Composers Club. 

Emery, Dorothy Radde - fellow member of the 

Washington Composers Club.

Engel, Carl - founder of the Washington Composers 

Club, of which Alba was a prominent member.

Fabini, Eduardo - Uruguayan violinist, studied at the 

same time as Alba in Brussels.

Finekel, Alden - fellow member of the Washington 

Composers Club.

Folkers, Hans - German director of Mueller Et Co 

NYC-branch, lived in Montclair.

Gabriel, Arnald D. - conductor of the United States 

Air Force Band, conducted some Alba works.

Geeraert, Maurice - Alba’s first love, in Brussels. 

Geusau, van - relatives of Jan Fresemann in Holland. 

Gevaert, Francois-Auguste - director of Brussels 

Conservatory when Alba studied there.

Giraldoni, Enrico - baritone, friend of brother Guido. 

Gordon, Macy - played viola in Montclair String 

Quartet.

Grashuis, Mrs - Alba's gynecologist in Groningen. 

Gunn, Glenn Dillard - music critic for the Herald 

Tribune, reviewed Alba's works as part of WCC program. 

Gunther-Mohr, Mr. + Alice - friends in Montclair, 

suggested Alba and Jan Fresemann move to Neuchatel. 

Haskins, John - music critic, reviewed Alba's works as 

part of WCC program.
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Heilig, Harriet - pianist, accompanied Alba at 

performances of Montclair Music Club.

Howe, Mary - American composer, fellow member of 

Washington Composers Club.

Hull, Cordell - Secretary of State under Roosevelt, 

landlord to Alba and Jan.

James, Philip - conductor of Montclair Orchestra, later 

director of Music Department at NYU.

Koppius, Max - married Toa van Wyhe, friend of Jan 

Fresemann.

Kubelik, Jan - Czech violinist, guest of Pflaumers. 

Macias, Alberto - third love of Alba. Argentine aviation 

pioneer and co-founder of Air Force.

Maeterlinck, Maurice - Belgian playwright and poet, 

wrote play "The Blue Bird" on which Alba's suite is based. 

Magee, John - poet, Alba composed song to his 

well-known poem “High Flight".

Margrave, Wendell - music critic of the Evening Star, 

reviewed Alba’s works as part of WCC program. 

Mazzasogni - friend in Montevideo, married Bettina 

DeRossi.

Mercelis - Alba’s doctor in Montclair.

Mezzanotte, Matteo - student of Alba's, later 

performed Alba’s compositions.

Molina, Salas - Italian soprano in Buenos Aires, Alba's 

companion to NYC.

Myers, Emerson - fellow member of the Washington 

Composers Club.

Odell, Sarah - American private pupil of Alba in Buenos 

Aires.

Pallemaerts, Edmund - director of Buenos Aires 

Conservatory, where Alba worked.

Pamplin, Jess - Argentine singer, Alba's initial guide and 

translator in New York.

Pflaumer, Mr.+Mrs. - German friends in Buenos Aires 

Piazzini, - director of William Albert Conservatory in Bu

enos Aires, set up String Quartet with Alba.

Plaza, Victorino de la - Argentine president, audience

with Alba in Buenos Aires.

Pozzi, Genia - school friend in Milan, niece of Edwige 

Santini.

Rampazzini, Giovanni - first violin teacher in Milan. 

Reso, Alice - played viola in the Montclair/Vietor String 

Quartet.

Ricotti, Ida - Italian friend in Buenos Aires, sister of 

Robiola.

Robiola, - Italian friend in Buenos Aires, sister of 

Ida Ricotti, landlord.

Rosa, Bice - sister.

Rosa, Dina - sister.

Rosa, Eugenio - father.

Rosa, Guido - brother.

Rosa-Fontana, Rosa - mother.

Ruvertoni, Aida - friend in Montevideo, married Alba’s 

brother Guido.

Ruvertoni, Pancho - Alba's second love, in Montevideo. 

Brother of Aida Ruvertoni.

Sanderford, Allison - pianist, accompanied Alba at 

performances of the Washington Composers Club. 

Santini, Carolina - friend in Montevideo.

Santini, Edwige - school friend, hotel manager in Paris, 

niece of Genia Pozzi.

Sayn, Elena de - music critic of the Evening Star, 

reviewed Alba's works as part of WCC program. 

Scarabelli, Virgilio - piano teacher in Montevideo, 

married to Catalina DeBernardi.

Sevcik, Otakar - Czech violin teacher.

Shaw, Cornelia - played viola in Montclair String 

Quartet.

Shure, R. Dean - fellow member of Washington 

Composers Club.

Sinding, Christian - Norwegian composer, friend of 

Maria Carreras, acquaintance in Berlin.

Spalding, Albert - American violinist whose concert 

"overshadowed" Alba's concert in Milan.

Spier, LaSalle - fellow member of Washington



Composers Club.

Steiner, George - conductor of American University 

Orchestra, directed some of Alba works 

Thomson, Cesare - violin teacher in Brussels.

Tilanus, Robijn - contributing author, Granddaughter of 

Robs Breen-Vietor.

Tolson, Margaret - pianist, accompanied Alba at 

performances of the Washington Composers Club. 

Tschirky, Oscar - legendary doorman of Waldorf Astoria 

Hotel in NYC.

Valerio, Olga - Italian patron, organized Alba's concert 

tours, donated violin.

Valerio, Giorgio - son of Olga Valerio.

Vecsey, Franz von - Hungarian pianist, met Alba in 

Montevideo and Milan.

Veen-Vietor, Mary van - editor, daughter of Wim 

Victor jun..

Victor, Annet - aunt of Jan Fresemann.

Victor, Hendrik sen. and Dora - parents of Jan 

Fresemann.

Victor, Hendrik - son of Alba and Jan Fresemann, born 

1920.

Victor, Miep - wife of Hendrik.

Victor, Jan Fresemann - husband of Alba. Born 1893, 

married 1919, divorced 1940, died 1953.

Victor, Jeanne sen. - sister of Jan Fresemann.

Victor, Jeanne jun. - daughter of Alba and Jan 

Fresemann, born 1921, died 1991, sister of Hendrik. 

Victor, Suzanna - sister of Jan Fresemann 

Victor, Wim sen. - cousin of Jan Fresemann 

Victor, Wim jun. - son of Wim Victor sen., brother of 

Robs Breen-Vietor, father of Mary van Veen-Vietor. 

Vigoni, Giuseppe - former Mayor of Milan, hosted Alba 

concert.

Vodopia, Cesare Guglielmo (Billy) - grandson of Alba 

and Jan Fresemann, son of Jeanne jun.

Vogel, Marietta - pianist, accompanied Alba at 

performances of Washington Composers Club.

Warner, Waldo - composer, violinist with London String

Quartet. MSQ performed his compositions.

Wyhe, Toa van - friend of Jan Fresemann. 

Windischgraetz, Prince - guest of Pflaumers. 

Yesulaitis, John F. - conductor United States Air Force 

String Symphonette. Conducted Alba's works.

Young, Walter S. - music critic, Montclair Times. 

Zambaldi, Ricardo - friend in Brussels.

Copyright: ® 2009 Alba Rosa Victor Foundation,

All rights reserved.

Coordination: Heleen van Ketwich Verschuur 

Design: Artgrafica, Amsterdam

Printing: Kunstdrukkerij Mercurius, Westzaan

Publisher: Alba Rosa Victor Foundation

Website: www.albarosavietor.com

http://www.albarosavietor.com






In this fascinating personal account 
of a rich life dedicated to music,
Alba Rosa Victor's warm, humorous 
style vividly evokes the events of a 
life that spanned ninety years. We 
follow this resolute, passionate and 
quietly witty concert violinist and 
later composer on a life's journey 
that divides itself over three conti
nents. From a nineteenth century 
Italian conservatoire to fin de siecle 
South America, from the glamour of 
Berlin, Paris and suffragette London 
on the eve of the First World War to 
the Great Depression years lived out 
in a New Jersey suburb. This is a 
story told on a human scale but set 
against the dramatic backdrop of the 
major events of the last century.

Though a respected musician and 
composer, who enjoyed her fair 
share of fame on a modest scale,
Alba Rosa Vietor will likely never 
be more than a footnote in musical 
history. But that is precisely what 
makes her story so fascinating. The 
story of a woman of exceptional 
musical talent, who lived her life to 
the full and gave all she had to her 
music and to her friends and family. 
It is a life at once ordinary and 
extraordinary. This is the story not 
of remote genius, but of someone 
who made the most of life and of 
the considerably talents she was 
given, and in many ways that makes 
it all the more inspiring.


