
What if every woman was a mother? 

What if every man was an Only Child?

…

What perilous world is this?
Only Child - Free download available at www.girlsofsalzburg.bandcamp.com



In May of 2017, I visited the city of Salzburg during a vacation 
with my family. By chance, we found ourselves walking by the 
residence of the Mozart family (Mozart Wohnhaus). Here we 
learned about a woman named Nannerl Mozart, who would serve 
as the inspiration for what would become the “Girls of Salzburg”.

The following is a collection of thoughts, poems, photos, and 
correspondence that chronicle my thoughts during this time, 
along with my researching on the history of Nannerl Mozart and 
other members of her family. 
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How we live-

You will listen to me
And believe

Because more than you
I have been taught
To know everyone

For their care
Is the task 
I am given-

And accept.

Before you even know it
I am there

As I wish sometimes
To be gone.

But as I am immutable too,
My man and God:

Just listen

And I will learn to speak.



GIRLS OF SALZBURG

We accept as we have been
Made by biology and
Circumstance, so too
Have you-

What is a child to you, held
Instead of grown
And fed from my body

And what is the ornament 
Of provision of

Purity; the sanctity of love
And its fruits,
So precious you can’t pay
Me for them

Even when I ask
For money for
Mother
And the poor?

Man is our society
Man is ours,
And we can’t change today
All we have known until
Tomorrow-

But you will listen to me
While I tell you



MARIA ANNA “NANNERL” MOZART:

 (30 July 1751 – 29 October 1829)

Born and raised in Salzburg, Nannerl Mozart 
was a musical prodigy raised and trained 

by her father, Leopold Mozart. 

From the outset of her public career, she 
was widely regarded by cultural critics 

and publications of the time as a 
wunderkind and virtuoso. 

Her younger brother Wolfgang so wanted to be 
like her that at the age of 3, he began to study 

music so as not to be separated from her 
during the exhaustive instruction she 

received under their father. 

He too soon began to shown signs of his 
sister’s striking ability and potential.

The children were so close they invented a secret 
language and imaginary “Kingdom of Back” of 
which they were king and queen. Occasionally, 

her brother wrote entries in Nannerl’s diary, 
referring to himself in the third person.

philharmonic in berlin! his reply: “well, you know, con-
temporary music gives me headaches.” that was it for me.

for all my life, i have been constantly belittled, not be-
ing taken for serious, thought to be someone’s girlfriend 
/ groupie, be thought to fill in for some male, thought to 
need being allowed by males, etc.. it takes so much cour-
age and energy to fight the “boys club” - but i don’t see a 
different way.

for myself, i foster women wherever i can: in art, in normal 
life. empowerment, support, feminism, and raising aware-
ness is key - men need to realize, that neglecting 50% of 
world’s population is definitely not a smart move, let alone 
all the potential wasted ...

good luck with your project, i would like to know more 
about it!”

…



We asked women currently practicing in classical music to tell us all 

about how much things have changed. They responded:

YOUR SUCCESS GIVES ME HEADACHES

subject: re Facebook / “nannerl’

“i am a classical musician ad conductor, specialized in con-
temporary music and improvisation. as you can imagine, 
i had and still have to endure quite an amount of bullshit 
over time ...

the story which affected me most or which is under the 
highest ranking ones:

my then-husband ( i am happily divorced now ) decided 
to work in a different city, and wanted me to join him by 
moving too. i declined, because i had been working my 
arse off for several years to reach the point where i was 
then and didn’t want to do everything again from scratch. 
since in the eyes of society the job of the male - whatever 
it is! - is ALWAYS more important than the one of the 
female, everybody told me to stop being complicated and 
“support him” by simply giving up my career. no surprise: i 
didn’t do it.

the weekend relationship didn’t go well, because as a musi-
cian, i also work on weekends (rehearsals, concerts, ... ), 
which i did all the time. after he moved and only came 
home for the weekends, i was supposed to be there and 
clear my schedule, which i couldn’t. again, society blamed 
me. the last straw: i invited him to a very important con-
cert, a milestone in my career: conducting at the

Nannerl and her brother in a family portrait commis-
sioned by their father in Salzburg between 1780 and 
early 1781

“I am writing to you with an erection on my head 
and I am very much afraid of burning my hair”



THE GRAND TOUR: 1763 – 1766
Nannerl’s father decided to take his two child prodigies on 
their “Grand Tour” in June 1763. Over the next three years 
they travelled extensively, visiting Munich and Frankfurt, 
Brussels, Paris, London, the Netherlands, and Switzerland 

before returning home to Salzburg in November 1766.

The material rewards of the tour, though reportedly sub-
stantial, did not transform the family’s lifestyle. The jour-
ney did enable Nannerl and her brother to experience to 

the full the cosmopolitan musical world and gave them an 
outstanding education. 

…

“She is possessed of the finest and 
most brilliant execution on the 

harpsichord...”

“No-one but her brother can 
rob her of supremacy”

FRIEDRICH MELCHIOR BARON VON GRIMM

advanced amateur of music and opera
and Parisian journalist

…

When I shared these anecdotes with my 
husband, he responded with horror.

“But these men were assholes,” he said.

“You can’t possibly want to be like them? 
Even fathers nowadays couldn’t get away 

with acting like that.”

“Of course not,” I said, because it is hard to 
defend wanting to be an asshole. 

“But is it the price?” I asked, 
unwilling to give the discussion up.

“Is the price of great art being an asshole?”

He looked at me like I was insane.

“No,” he said.

“The price of great art is not being an 
asshole!”



“LOVE”

by Charles Bukowski, purchased at Shakespeare & Sons Bookstore, Prague

“My little girl, although only 12 years 
old, is one of the most skillful 

players in Europe”

LEOPOLD MOZART



1769: NANNERL TURNS 18

“A little girl could perform and tour, but a woman 
doing so risked her reputation. And so she was left 

behind in Salzburg, and her father only took her 
brother on their next journeys around the courts 

of Europe. Nannerl never toured again.” 

Sylvia Milo, “The lost genius of Mozart’s sister,” The Guardian

Between 1769 and 1773, her brother and father made 
three Italian journeys. From the perspective of her 
brother’s musical development, the journeys were a 

considerable success, and his talents were recognized by 
honours which included a papal knighthood and 
memberships in leading philharmonic societies.

During these travels, Nannerl’s brother kept up 
a spirited correspondence with his sister, 

whom he continued to rely on for emotional 
support and intellectual exchange.

“My plan was to never get married. I was 
going to be an art monster instead. 

Women almost never become art monsters 
because art monsters only concern 

themselves with art, never mundane things. 

Nabokov didn’t even fold his own umbrella. 
Vera licked his stamps for him.”



HUSBAND AND WIFE DEBATE:

“The price of great art is not being an asshole!”

**(TBD)**

…

 ‘I’m not doing it,’ she said. ‘I just can’t. I 
can’t get the space. Even when I have a 

few hours, it doesn’t work. They’re always 

with me, even when they’re not.’ I think she’s going 

to say something like ‘It won’t be like this forever,’ 

something stoic and accepting. But instead, she 

says in a voice that is pure anguish, ‘There are mo-

ments when I feel like I’m dying a little more every 

day. I feel like a fish that’s been caught 
and then abandoned on a dock, ly-

ing there, flopping and gasping, each 
gasp weaker than the last.’

…

**Excerpts from Rufi Thorpe’s “
Mother, Writer, Monster Maid” 

www.velamag.com

“Wolfgang repeatedly wrote that nobody 
played his keyboard music as well as she 
could, and Leopold described her as a musician 
with ‘perfect insight into harmony and 

modulations’ and that she improvises 
‘so successfully that you would be 

astounded.’

“Did she stop? None of her music has 
survived. Perhaps she never showed it to 
anybody again, perhaps she destroyed it, 
maybe we will find it one day, maybe we 

already did but it’s wrongly attributed 
to her brother’s hand.

“Composing or performing 
music was not encouraged for 

women of her time.”
– Sylvia Milo, “The lost genius of Mozart’s sister,” 

The Guardian 



DEAR NANNERL: 
LETTERS FROM YOUR BROTHER

The following is our curated selection of correspondence 
between Mozart and his father and sister

1770: OH YOU BUSY THING!

Every post-day, when letters arrive from Germany, I 
enjoy eating and drinking far more than usual. Please 

write and tell me who is singing in the oratorios and let 
me know their titles as well.  Tell me also how you like 
Haydn’s minuets and whether they are better than his 

earlier ones. I shall soon send you a minuet which 
everyone danced to at the feste di ballo in Milan, solely in 

order that you may see how slowly people dance here. 

I very much like the twelfth minuet of Haydn, 
which you have sent me; and you have set the 

bass to it exceedingly well and without the 
slightest mistake. 

You must try your hand at such things 
more often. Mamma must not forget to

 see that both our guns are cleaned. 

…

“He wants to talk about women in music? 
How can that conversation even begin if 

we don’t first discuss women in life? 

How long before we begin to form an 
identity as an artist have we already been 
formed a thousand times against the life 
of an artist, or of any woman, for that 

matter, who does not first place 
a thousand tasks ahead of her own.”



of the waves
of never-ending pleasures

of the ways 
he’s opened scissures

I’ve not the will to tame.

I demand an answer
from the joy that is my life-

I want children;
we make music

sang so far

beyond His face.

River keeps the only answer
I have arms to give:

back, be gone your guarding
as by the march of penguin kingdoms

lays the lion;

She who’s loved him

and yet lives.

VIRGINIA BY THE VLTAVA

I am amazed to find how well you can 
compose. In a word, the song is beautiful. 

Try this more often. 
Mademoiselle, j’ai Fhonneur d’etre votre tres humble servit-

eur et frere Chevalier de Mozart. Addio. 

…

I hope that God will always grant you good health and 
will let you live another hundred years and will let you 
die when you have reached a thousand. I hope that you 

will get to know me better in the future and that 

then you will decide how much you like me. 

I have no time to write. 
…

I hope that you are well, my dear sister. When you receive 
this letter, my dear sister, that very evening my opera will 

have been performed, my dear sister. Think of me, my dear 
sister, and try as hard as you can to imagine that you, my 
dear sister, are hearing and seeing it too, my dear sister. 

That is hard, I admit.
…



and fluids mix
with age.

What am I but a 
living reminder

that what once started
has never ended?

I am not a picture,

but the way you turn
your face towards
sunlight

before the winter
and its sting.

I will never forgive him
in my anger

as I will not relent
the lusting of my heart

where every simple moment
is a narrative

written in my name alone.

I could count your fortunes
of the favourite

of the waves
of never-ending pleasures

VIRGINIA BY THE VLTAVA



they love my forgiveness
and the tenderness
of glances
singing praises
to their weakness

my love became
the way you know
you treat me

became a palm
reading

under stars
of distant futures

of unspent natures:

my love
became a grave.

For what would it be
to love a woman like me
but dangerous-

the thoughtful stillness
of a vacation
belies the chaos of my resting place.

For I stand rotting;
rejuvenation

is a messy business 
when your entrails 
stink of placenta

VIRGINIA BY THE VLTAVA



…

The rehearsal to-morrow is at the theatre, but Signor Cas-
tiglione, the impresario, has begged me not to tell anyone 

about it; otherwise a whole crowd of people will come 
running in and we do not want this. So, my child, I beg you 
not to mention it to anyone, my child, other wise too many 

people will come running in, my child. 

Farewell, my little lung. I kiss you, my liver, and remain as 
always, my stomach, your unworthy 

MOZART

Please, please, my dear sister, something is biting me. 
Do come and scratch me. 

…

TO THE ARCHIBISHOP OF SALZBURG:

YOUR GRACE, MOST WORTHY PRINCE OF 
THE HOLY ROMAN EMPIRE! 

I will not presume to trouble Your Grace with a full description 
of our unhappy circumstances, which my father has set forth 

most accurately in his very humble petition which was handed 
to you on March I4th, 1777. 

As, however, your most gracious decision was never conveyed to 
him, my father intended last June once more most respectfully 

to beg Your Grace to allow us to travel for a few months in order

without him
I cannot worry
over pieces
fitting together
before they 
can move
as one.

I don’t want
to have to
answer
the question
of my worth,

and as always,
have I never
dared to
feel discomfort
expressing
my own thoughts 
on theirs.

But men don’t want to
hear me;

they want my love
brought understanding
the silence

of their hearts
becoming ours.

“I love it” when you tell me
the spirit 
of my soul-

VIRGINIA BY THE VLTAVA



The ones that failed have
left me open 
to a future
without them

by the river, I begin
not to notice
the couples
anymore.

I notice the softness
of a cardigan’s embrace 
in the shade

by the river, I begin
my life again
as a virgin

imagining something
I have never
had:

ease, in the arms
of a man.

In the breeze 
of a summer
by the river, I begin
to cease existing

before I struggle
to remember
who I’ve wanted 
to become;

VIRGINIA BY THE VLTAVA

to enable us to make some money; and he would have 
done so, if you had not given orders that in view of the 

imminent visit of His Majesty the Emperor your orchestra 
should practise various works with a view to their 

performance. 

Later my father again applied for leave of absence, which 
Your Grace refused to grant, though you permitted me, 
who am in any case only a half-time servant, to travel 

alone. 

Our situation is pressing and my father has therefore de-
cided to let me go alone. Most Gracious Prince and Lord! 
Parents endeavour to place their children in a position to 
earn their own bread; and in this they follow alike their 

own interest and that of the State. 

The greater the talents which children have 
received from God, the more are they 

bound to use them–

My conscience tells me that I owe it to God to 
be grateful to my father, who has spent his time 
unwearyingly upon my education, so that I may 
lighten his burden, look after myself and later on 

be able to support my sister. 

For I should be sorry to think that she should have 
spent so many hours at the harpsichord and not be 

able to make good use of her training. 



WOLFGANG TO LEOPOLD: 

Fiala has risen two thousand times higher in my estimation 
for refusing to play for less than a ducat. Has not my sister 
been asked to play yet? I hope she will demand two ducats. 
For, as we have always been utterly different in every way 

from the other court musicians, I trust we shall be different 
in this respect too.

 
…

My sister too would get on much better in Vienna 
than in Salzburg. There are many distinguished 

families here who hesitate to engage a male teacher, 
but would give handsome terms to a woman. 

…

“In contrast to her brother, who quarreled with their father 
and eventually disobeyed his wishes with respect to ca-
reer path and choice of spouse, Marianne remained en-

tirely subordinate to her father. She fell in love with Franz 
d’Ippold, who was a captain and private tutor, but was 

forced by her father to turn down his marriage proposal. 
Wolfgang attempted, in vain, to get Marianne to stand up 

for her own preference.” 

- Solomon, Maynard (1995). Mozart: A Life.

“VIRGINIA BY THE VLTAVA”

Ashleigh Brown



1781: HER OWN PREFERENCE
I gather from our dear father’s last letter that you are ill, which causes 

me no little sorrow and anxiety. I see that for a fortnight you have been 
drinking waters, so you must have been ill for a long time and yet I 
never heard a word about it. Well, I am going to be quite frank with 

you about your constantly recurring indispositions. 

Believe me, dearest sister, that I am quite serious when I 
say that the best cure for you would be a husband and if 

only because marriage would have such a profound influ-
ence on your health, 

I wish with all my heart that you could marry soon. 

In your last letter you scolded me, but not as much as I 
deserved, I am ashamed when I think of it and the only ex-
cuse I can offer is that I started to write to you the moment 

I received your last letter but one, and then left it unfin-
ished! In the end I tore it up. 

For the time has not yet arrived for me to be able to give 
you more definite and comforting news, although I hope to 
be able to do so soon. Now listen to my suggestions. 

You know that I am composing an opera. Those portions which I have 
finished have won extraordinary applause on all sides. I know this na-
tion and I have reason to think that my opera will be a success. If it is, 

then I shall be as popular in Vienna as a composer as I am on the 
clavier. Well, when I have got through this winter, I shall know better 

how I stand, and I have no doubt that my circumstances will be 
favourable. 



For you and D’ Yppold there are scarcely any indeed, I may 
say with certainty no prospects in Salzburg. But could not 
D’ Yppold manage to get something here? Ask him about 

it and if he thinks the project at all practicable, he has only 
to tell me what steps to take, and I will certainly do my 

utmost, for I take the greatest interest in this affair. 

If this were accomplished, you could certainly marry; for, 
believe me, you could earn a great deal of money in 

Vienna, for example, by playing at private concerts and 
by giving lessons. 

You would be very much in demand and you 
would be well paid. In that case my father 
would have to resign his post and come too 

and we could live very happily together again. 

I see no other solution and even before I knew that 
your affair with D’ Yppold was serious, I had 

something like this in mind for you. 

Our dear father was the only difficulty, 
for I wanted him to enjoy his rest and not to have to 

worry and torment himself. 

Do talk this over soon with D’ Yppold and let me know at 
once what you would like me to do, for the sooner I begin 

to arrange matters, the better. 

Well, I must close, for I have still to write to Papa. 



The Mozart Family: Four Lives in a Social Context
By Ruth Halliwell



1782: MA TRES CHERE SCEUR! 

I hope that by the time you receive this letter, 
you will have our dearest, most beloved 

father with you again.  

You must not gather from my not replying, that you 
and your letters are a nuisance to me! I shall always be 

delighted, dear sister, to have the honour of 
receiving a letter from you. 

If the necessary business of earning my living did 
not prevent me, God knows I should answer 

your letters at once! 

And have I never sent you a reply? Well, then 
forgetfulness it cannot be nor negligence, either; 
therefore it is entirely due to positive hindrances 

to genuine impossibility. 

In Heaven’s name, you both know what Vienna is. 
Our father, when he has finished his duties in 

church, and you, when you have done with your 
few pupils, can both do what you like for the rest 

of the day and write letters containing whole litanies. 

But it is not so with me.
…



MOZART TO HIS FATHER:
I am sending you at the same time the last rondo which I 
composed for my concerto in D major and which is mak-
ing such a furore in Vienna. But I beg you to guard it like 

a jewel- I composed it specially for myself and no 
one else but my dear sister must play it.

...

Eventually, Nannerl married a magistrate, Johann Baptist 
Franz von Berchtold zu Sonnenburg (23 August 1783), 
and settled with him in St. Gilgen, a village in Austria 

about 29 km east of the Mozart family home in 
Salzburg. Berchtold was twice a widower and 

hadfive children from his two previous 
marriages, whom Nannerl helped raise.

...

1784: MOZART TO NANNERL AS 
HER WEDDING APPROACHES:

Potz Sapperment! It is high time I wrote to you if I 
want my letter to find you still a vestal virgin! A few 

days more and it is gone! My wife and I wish you all joy 
and happiness in your change of state and are only 

heartily sorry that we cannot have the pleasure of being 
present at your wedding. Our only regrets are for our 
dear father, who will now be left so utterly alone! 

“Upon realizing her new crush asking her back to 
his ‘studio’ so she could sit for a portrait 

capturing her ‘unique’ and ‘natural’ beauty was 
just a way for him to feel better about the fact 
that without manipulating women he would 
be left to face his looming meaingless quest

to differentiate himself from hordes of
Bohemian pseudo-intellectuals, Hermine 

skipped town with half his unread philosophy 
books, traded them for passage to Paris,
married well, and spent the rest of her life

baking, teaching her daughters to sing, and
swimming in the nude.”



If I were in his place, I should do as follows: Seeing that I 
have served the Archbishop for so many years I should ask 
him to allow me to retire, and then, on receiving my pen-

sion, I should go to my daughter at St. Gilgen and live 
there in peace and quiet. If the Archbishop refused my 

request, I should apply for my discharge and join my son in 
Vienna. And what I chiefly want to ask you is to do 

your best to persuade him to do this. I have suggested 
the same thing in my letter to him to-day. 

And now I send you a thousand good wishes from Vienna to 
Salzburg, and hope particularly that you two will live together as 
harmoniously as we two! So take a little piece of advice from my 

poetical brainbox! Listen: 

Wedlock will show you many things 
Which still a mystery remain; 

Experience soon will teach to you 
What Eve herself once had to do 

Before she could give birth to Cain. 
But all these duties are so light 

You will perform them with delight. 
Yet no state is an unmixed joy 

And marriage has its own alloy, 
Lest us its bliss perchance should cloy. 
So when your husband shows reserve 
Or wrath which you do not deserve 

And perhaps a nasty temper too, 
Think, sister, ‘tis a man’s queer way. 



Your sincere brother 

W. A. MOZART

Leopold’s raising of her son[edit]*

An unusual episode in Nannerl’s life occurred when she gave 
birth (27 July 1785) to her first child, a son who was named 

Leopold after his grandfather. Marianne had traveled from her 
home in St. Gilgen to Salzburg for the birth. When she returned 
to St. Gilgen, she left her infant in the care of her father and his 
servants. The elder Leopold stated that he would prefer to raise 
the child for the first few months himself. In 1786, he extended 

the arrangement to an indefinite term. Leopold continued to 
care for his grandson, taking delight in his progress and com-

mencing with the very beginnings of musical training. The 
arrangement continued until the death of her father, on 28 May 

1787.

Biographers differ on what was the basis for this arrangement. 
Little Leopold was ill in his infancy, and perhaps needed to be 
kept in Salzburg for this reason, but this does not explain why 

he was still kept there after his recovery. Another possibility at-
tributes the arrangement to Nannerl’s delicate health or her need 
to take care of her stepchildren. Biographer Maynard Solomon 
attributes the arrangement to Leopold’s wish to revive his skills 
in training a musical genius, as he had done with Wolfgang. He 
also suggests that giving up her son was indicative of Marianne’s 

total subordination to her father’s wishes.[6]

*Wikipedia: Maria Anna Mozart



1787: DEAREST, MOST BELOVED 
SISTER! 

I was not at all surprised, as I could easily guess the reason, 
that you yourself did not inform me of the sad death of our 

most dear father, which to me was quite unexpected. May God 
take him to Himself! Rest assured, my dear, that if you desire 

a kind brother to love and protect you, you will find one in me 
on every occasion. My dearest, most beloved sister! If you were 
still unprovided for, all this would be quite unnecessary, for, as I 
have already said and thought a thousand times, I should leave 

everything to you with the greatest delight. 

But as the property would really be of no use to you, 
while, on the contrary, it would be a considerable help 
to me, I think it my duty to consider my wife and child. 

1787: I AM SIMPLY REPLYING TO 
YOUR LETTERS

At the moment I am simply replying to your letters, so I am 
writing very little and in great haste, as I really have far too 

much to do. As both your husband, my dear brother-in-law, 
whom I ask you to kiss a thousand times for me, and I are 

particularly anxious to wind up the whole business as soon 
as possible, I am accepting his offer, on the understanding, 
however, that the thousand gulden shall be paid to me not 
in Imperial but in Viennese currency and, moreover, as a 

bill of exchange. 

Next post-day I shall send your husband the draft of an 
agreement or rather of a contract between us.



“He told me I had no reason to feel as if

I might not belong here. I asked him 

who else was here:

who was my age;

who was a woman;

who was a mother;

who was unmarried?

He didn’t have an answer. Nobody does.”

- Ashleigh



1788: I HAVE A REQUEST TO MAKE

You must realise that I have a great deal to do. Besides, you 

know very well that I am rather lazy about letter-writing. So do 

not take it amiss, if I seldom write to you. But this must not 
prevent you from writing very often to me. Indeed, though I 
detest writing letters, I love getting them. Moreover you have 
far more to write about than I have, as Salzburg affairs inter-
est me more than what is happening in Vienna can interest 

you. 

Well, I have a request to make. I should very much like Haydn 1 

to lend me for a short time his two Tutti- masses and the Gradu-

ate which he has composed, all of them in the original scores. 

Tell him that I shall return them with many thanks. It is now 
exactly a year since I wrote to him and invited him to come 

and stay with me; but he has not replied. 

So I urge you to arrange this for me in the following way. 

Invite him to your house at St. Gilgen and play to him 
some of my latest compositions. I am sure he will like the 

Trio and the Quartet.

Adieu, dearest sister! As soon as I can collect some new music 

again, I shall send it to you. I am ever your sincere brother
…

“LUST”

by Elfriede Jelinek, purchased 
in Shakespeake and Sons Bookstore, Prague


