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With Mozart and Brahms beginning the Sunday, only good things can be promised. Especially 
when the interpreters at the matinee at the Festspielhaus are the Latvian sisters Baiba and 
Lauma Skride, playing with two more Rising Stars of the classical world, the French violist Lise 
Berthaud and the Dutch Harriet Krijgh, together forming the Skride Quartet. 
 
Both works on the concert were in G minor, a key commonly associated with melancholy, which 
was especially shown in Mozart’s Andante movement from his Piano Quartet KV. 478, and in 
the final movement of Brahm’s Quartet Op. 25, but was by no means true throughout. The 
Quartet by Mozart was precise, energetic, and tautly agitated, though with the piano part, 
played by Lauma Skride, was a bit too dominant at the beginning of the first movement with 
lots of momentum and got in the way of the rest of the subtly coordinated and responsive 
ensemble. The musicians had a fine interpretation created with care, which for all its energy 
was not overworked. In the finale they showed Mozart’s elegance, with everything flowing in a 
natural tone. This was not a revolutionary reinterpretation, but the detail-oriented presentation 
was convincing. 
 
The work by Brahms was much more dramatic in design, with the home theme in the first 
movement already showing bright-hearted enthusiasm. The musicians played this bold theme 
with dedicated fervor.  
 
As the legend goes, at the first Viennese performance in the private home of violinist Geiger 
Hellmesberger his instrument got so “heated and excited” that he threw it onto his bed. The 
furor of Baiba Skride does not go quite so far, but her dedication to the dramatic detail was 
impressive. The four voices were consistently captivating and perfectly transparent. There were 
many dynamic subtleties in the intermezzo, displaying the motivic developments and the folksy 
sounds transparently. One must agree with Clara Schumann, who said that this music is “a 
piece quite special to me. In it I can dream so softly, it seems to me as if the soul itself weighed 
on the notes.” 
 
The Skride Quartet understands Brahms especially well as a Romantic composer, without 
slipping into oversentimentality. In the finale the highest caution is offered: In the Hamburg 
premiere of the Quartet the cello broke after Brahms himself hit the bridge with too much 
passion during the fiery Csardas. And even though Harriet Krijgh was not lacking passion, we 
were spared this disaster.  In this “alla-zingarese”-finale the musicians unleashed a dramatic 
whirlwind. Whomever appreciates great chamber music in a rousing performance was proven 
exactly right in this concert. 
 
Pity, though, that Arnold Schönberg could not participate in this concert. Though his plan in 
1937 was to arrange this Brahms quartet for orchestra, he would have been fooled at this 
matinee: “It is rarely played. It is always very poorly played, because the pianist plays more 
loudly the better he is, and one cannot hear the strings.” By no means, dear Schönberg, has 
Brahms ever been played with higher sensibility, more incredible beauty of tone, more 
immense dynamic variety and more perfect celebration. 


