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Cvery story has its beginning, every
harvest has its seed, and so in a name there is the past—the
yesterday which breaks the soil for today’s reality and

tomorrow’s promise.
The Steinway story begins in Wolfshagen in the Harz

mountains in 1797, when Heinrich Steinweg was born to

a humble forester who already had a family of fifteen

children. Nothing singular or promising marked this event.
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