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Prom 1
Symphony of a Thousand
Albert Hall
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Itis nicknamed the Symphony of &
Thousand, Here we merely had the
BBC Symphaony Chorus, ch End
Felﬂ'ul nnll.E}'I:lnEj' Fhuhannmiu
Choirs, boy choristers of St Paul's,
Westminster A nnd Westminster
Cathedral (all gaudily arrayed in
cassocks), and a massively enlarged
EECS}rmp Orchestra— plus
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chord must have been
n Southend, nevermind South
Ken, Andthat was just ataster. Likea
H dlisaster film, thisisa
symphony that begins with an

and works up toa climax,
harnessing of God

Itsitext —acreaky harnessing
and Goethe — is best ignored.
Someone once said you should try
everythingin life except morris
dandnumdinm I would add
metaphysical German poetry to that

list. “The Eternal-Feminine draws us
heavenward "? Chance would bea fine
thing. The music, however, isa
different matter. Miahler may have

written for tie forces, but there'sa
stunning about hisgradual
trunsformation of two ar
essential themes through 90 minutes of
pulsating counterpoint and hushed
ethereal taftuuhhu.zlnwm&
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momentum falter dangerously in
quieter momentsaf the first
movement; nervessometimes gol the
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eight soloists made as great an
Impression as the magnificent
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second movement — really the opera
that Mahler never wrote — admirably
fromits hushed beginnin thm£1
riof Blessed Boys,

Penitent Women and More
mﬁme moment when, just
ousfinal chorale, every
platform unites in that
nﬂleulng-ahth phrase.
this, the moment seems
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