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Z9ES I sat at the hospitable table
i of Signor and Signora Paoclo
Tosti a few days ago, the idea
fashed across my mind that
I should like to interview the
I popular composer.

In his home in Finchley Road, Signor
Tosti becomes the most domesticated man
imaginable. He takes a great pride in his
charming house, which is graced by one of
the loveliest women I know—his wife.

It was a revelation to me when I entered

his dweiling one day, to find him ardently
engaged in the pursuit of his favourite hobby,
upholstery.  He makes the most graceful
chairs, divans, and sofas with a dexterity
which even a professional upholsterer could
not surpass. His house contains a rare
collection of autographic photographs, most
of which he has framed himself, and his wife
tells me that the delicately coloured lamp
shades composed of pale sea-green silk which
stand in Signora Tosti’s boudoir were designed
and fabricated by Signor Tosti himself,
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But I am perhaps drifting from the imme-
diate purpose of this paper, and will try to
give as accurately as possible what the
maestre told me about himself.

It was with some difficulty, however, that
T induced Signor Tosti to recall the past.

THE WOMAN AT HOME.

“ At Qrtona swl mare, in the glorious
Abruzzi, on the gth of April, in 1847.

“In 1858 my parents sent me to Naples to
study the violin, under Pinto, at the Royal
College of St. Pietro 2 Majella, where from
the age of ten to that of twenty-one I was
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He has always hitherto strenuously withstood
any effort made to interview himy, for he
shrinks, not unnaturally, from speaking about
the illustrious personages with whon he
comes in contact almost daily.

His knowledge of colloquial English is so
limited that he absolutely refuses to converse
in our language, so he talks in his bright and
chatty manner in French for the most part,
often relapsing into his own familiar mother-
tongue, Italian.

«1o be kind,” I said to him in I'rench,
« and tell me something about yoursell.”

“IVhat do you want o know? " Tosti
inquired, while a kindly smile spread over
his face. “Shall I tell you about the time
when my meals chiefly consisted of oranges,
bread and cheese? Those -vere struggling
days, but they taught me more of life's
vicissitudes than all my masters put together.
1 dislike speaking of myself, but for friend-
ship's sake ask, and T will answer you.”

it Tell me about your early days, when you
were unknown,” I said. Where were you
born?”

[Sradeie & Yaiing, 295, Regent Street,
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forbidden to study aught else. The Conser-
vatoire was very conservative in those days,
so that I was only able to study composition
and harmony under the secret guidance of
the vencrable Mercadante, and of Conti.
“The life at the Conservatoire was very
hard, and although Conti placed me in the
position of maestrine under himself (at the
meagre salary of sixty lire per month, it is
true), I ran away to Ancona and struguled
on. There I gave music lessons for a fee of
fivepence an hour! This was the period
of my career during which I chiefly lived
on oranges and bread and cheese. But I
must confess I never felt better in my life,
although I watched and waited and perse-
vered very ardently, in the hope that some
day I might become other than a humble
violinist striving and studying in the Valle
Theatre at Rome. I remember how I used
to sit in my obscure corner unnoticed and
uncared for, staring at the boxes which con-
tained all the great personages in Rome, and
wondering whether it would ever fall to my
lot to speak with one of the most beavtiful



queens wha ever graced a throne, Margherita
of Savoy. My hopes and wishes were grati-
fied later, but those days of poverty were
dreadful to endure. My early compositions
were laughed at, and yet I was so poor that
in desperaticn I competed for the zoo lire
prize to be given by the Florentine Art
Society, and sent in a song which, needless
to say, was immediately rejected. This very
song, ‘ Vorrei Morire,’ has since been one of
my most conspicuous successes,”

“Who was the first person to recognise
your talent and give you a helping hand ?”

“Well, there were many who wanted to be
kind, but they were struggling like myself. I
think, however, Sgambat: was among the first
to encourage me to work ; in fact, he helped
me to give my first concert at the *Sala
Dante’ in Rome, where I produced some of
my works with great d/af. Sgambati com-
posed a song for my_benefit, which I sang,
called ¢ Eravi un vecchio Sire.’ *

““Can you recollect the name of your first
song, Signor Tosk

*“ Yes, indeed; my very first song was
composed with great effort, for I had been
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counteied refusals vu all sides.  Thiree pub-
lishers rejected it, and that, together with the
second song I wrote, ‘Lamento d’Amore,
remained for a long while unknown

“dpropos of "Non m’ama pity,’ T must
tell you that while staying lately at Berk-
hall, Sir Algernon Borthwick’s country seat,
we celebrated the anniversary of the day,
just twenty-five years ago, when I composed
it, and I was féted as though it had been my
Lirthday. My health was drunk, and later on
inthe evening I was asked to sing the song in
question.”

**Who was your first Royal pupil ?”

“The gentle and attractive (then Princess)
Margheritz di Savoja, who was present at the
concert which Sgambati helped me to or
ganise in Rome, and who showed her gracious
approval of my works by instantly appoint-
ing me as her singing-master. After this,
of course, my luick began to change mate-
rially, and I rapidly made my way towards
success,

“In what year did you pay your first visit
to England 7 ¥

“I came to London in 18ys, only to stay
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dangerously ill, and it was during those
tediously long days of recovery that T diverted
my thoughts by the composition of the song
which has since become very popular, ‘ Non
m'ama pit.'

‘ When I tried to get it published, I en-

THE DRAWING ROOM,

[Fradelie & Yonng, 240, Regent Street,

for a short while ; then I became acquainted
with my kind and honoured protectress, the
late Duchess of Cambridge. This dear lagdy
took me under her protection, and bade me
sing to her almost every day up to the date of
her death. She was very old and infirm, you
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know, and had but little to amuse her latter
days.

“ It was a great blow to me when she
died,” continued Signor T'osti, becoming very
prave, *for we were the best of friends. See,
here is her portrait, which I value among my
most precious relics.”

Signor Tosti handed me a picture of the
Jate Duchess in a massive golden frame, and
written on it by her own hand were the touch-
ing words : “A mon cher Tosti, qui par son
talent sait alléger les souffrances de ma
vieillesse.” :

The sufferings of the late Duchess were not
to be relieved by medicines or outward ap-

THE WOMAN AT HOME.

time with her finger, and often humming soffo
goce the airs he was singing to her.

With the exception of * Good-bye,” which
the late Duchess admired especially, she pre-
ferred those compositions of Signor Tosti
written to Italian words, and strictly in the
Ttalian style, to others which are more English
in their character. It was through the inter-
mediation of the Duchess's devoted and
trusted friend, Lady Geraldine Soinerset, that
Signor Tosti was first presented to her Royal
Highness, who had expressed a wish to hear
him sing some particular song—onc of her old
Ttalian favonrites. After this the Neapolitan
saestro discoursed sweet music to the ilus-

From Phota 1]

plications ; but music, which she loved, hever
failed: to calm and soothe her, producing a
physical effect of 2 twofold nature, acting at
once as a cordial and a sedative. :

Her Royal Highness was a true musician at
heart, and her memory was richly stored with
the works of operatic comwposers now con-
sidered more or less old-fashioned. Among
these, she chiefly delighted in the airs from
#Ia Sonnambula,” * Lucreza,” and Lucia,”
which were included in Signor Tostis daily
programme of songs, and which he would
recite to her while she lay on her chaise-longue.
Of Signor Tosti's compositions, she delighted
especially in hearing his faultless delivery of
“Daope,” “Preghiera” and * Povern Mamma,”
and would listen enraptured, while beating

, [Fradelle & Yeung, 240, Reyrend Steeef,
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trious invalid wellnigh every afternoon,
cheering her spirits and soothing her pains by
the beneficent magic of his art. :

Upon his watch-chain Sighor Tosti wears a
simple signet-ring, presented to him by the
Duchess upon one of the many occasions
when he sang to her. )

Tosti’s voice, though not by any means a
powerful one, is of a singularly pathetic and
sweet fimbre. A friend, speaking of him the
other day, described it as being in quality
remarkably akin to that of the late Charles
Gounod.

Although the Commendatore (Tosti holds
this title by reason of the conferment upon
him by the King of Italy of the Order of the
Crown af Italy) lives in Finchley Road, he
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still retains his studio in Mandeville Place,
where he continues to give his singing
lessons.

This suite, like his home, abounds in valu-
able relics and souvenirs of illustrious person-
ages and Royal pupils ; but among all these
it is touching to see his wile's portrait, which
is placed in a simple frame near the piano,
so that he may be inspired hy a glance at her
sweet face when he is deep in the composi-
tion of a new melody. He prefers to give
his lessons in town, he tells me, for he likes
to keep his home exempt from care or
business.

The ménage is a most united one, and
although Signor and Signora Tosti have no
children, the most important “person” in
TFinchley Road is
Master  Bobbie, a
handsome fox-terrier,
who rules his master
and mistress in a
delightful manner.

When  either s
indisposed, Bobbie
considers it his duty
to behave with be-
coming  sympathy
curling himself up in
his hasket, he refuses
to leave the room,
shivering  the  while

and making a pre-
tence of being ill
himself !

“Come and sing,
Bobbie,”  exclaimed
Signoer Tosli ; and up
came Bobbic, while
his master sang a tune
to him, and Bobhic howled in accompan-
iment.  “You see we are all musical
here,” continued the maesiro, “and 1 have
actually succeeded in ‘making Bobbie siay in
tune !’

After luncheon was over, Signor Tosti had a
treat in store for me, he sang some of his latest
compositions.  When he is deeply inspired
with a theme, it seems that the melody comes
to him with the greatest facility imaginable.
He first writes his music at his desk, and
whea it is finished he sings it over and tries
itat the piano. He has a desk which is at-
tached to the instrument, and which enables
him to write with one hand and try the notes
over with the other.

Signor Tosti carries a memorandum book
about with him, ruled with musical lines, so
that at any time when he becomes possessed

SIGNOR TOSTI'S MUSICAL DGG.

by an inspiration he ean jat it down instantly,
‘This little book. bears the appropriate title of
¢ Inspirations en chemin.’

“Which of your songs do you consider to
have been the most popular in England?” I
asked, later.

“ Undoubtedly “For Ever and for Ever)?
and I also think that * Bid me Good-bye’ has
had an exceptional success. In America I
fancy ‘The Venectian Song’ has had the
largest sale.  Over a million copies of some
of these songs have heen sold, but in England,
perhaps, ‘‘That Day,” *Vorrei Morire,” and
¢ Aprile ” have shared the popularity of * Good-
bye' and ‘ For Ever and for Ever’ I have
just finished three more songs (the manu-
seripts of those Signor Tosti showed me),
and am just sencing
them off to my pub-
lishers, Messrs,
Ricordi.”

“Among all your
distinguished pupils,
to whom are you
most attached ? ”

Signor Tosti scem-
ed to be wrapped
in thought for a
moment, and I no-
ticed a sad, faroff
look in  his eyes.
Presently, without a
word, he rose from
the piano and placed
a portrait in my hand,
which bore the siniple
inscription : “ A mon
cher maitre,” and was
signed ¥ Leopold.”

I understood then
that the poor young Duke, whe died in
the flower of his youth, will never be sup-
planted in  Tosti's heart by any other
scholar. .

Tosti is overwhelined daily by importunate
communications from strangers, requesting
him to set their verses to music. * It would
take me months,” he told me, *to answer all
the letters I receive on this subject. I do
not keepr a secretary, and cannot make a slave
of my wife ; therefore I fear that, leaving so
many letters wnanswered, my silence may be
regarded as reprehensible. 1 assure you that
I do not wish to appear to be rude ; but my
lessons and cogagements prevent me from
answering all the odd applications aderessed
to me by post.”

Among his illustrious pupils are the Princess
of Wales, Princess Beatrice, the Duchess of
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York, and Princess Louise. Signor Tost
has sung innumerable times before Her
Majesty the Queen ; be arranges most of the
Royal concerts.

In consequence of his valuable services
rendered to the Royal family, Her Majesty

THE TVOMAN AT HOME.

the souvenirs and interesting tokens of which
the maestro is possessed, for he guards them
all too jealously from the eyes of the world;
suffice 1t to say that all his Royal pupils, as
well as artists of all nationalities, have be-
stowed tokens of friendship upon him.
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the Queen has conferred upon Signor Tosti
the Jubilee Medal, and I hear that he possesses
nine more decorations besides the two I have
mentioned, which, however, he seldom if ever
wears.

It would Le impossible to enumerate all

Tosii’s manner is most genial and kindly.
He is never weary of alleviating the wants of
struggling artists; he has hardly ever been
known to refuse help when a deserving case
presented itself,

In remembrance of our meeling, Signor
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Tosti pronused to write out a few bars of the sat down to play a game of their favourite pas-

beginiing of hiy fint and last songs com- time, draughts, while * Bobbie,” sitting hard

posed up to to-day, and which he presents Dy, scemed to take an almost human interest

to THE Wonan AT HoME as a slight souvenir. in the pursuits of his beloved master and
When I was leaving, Signor T'osti and his wife  mistress.
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SQME BARS OF SIGNOR TOSTI'S LAST SONG.







