Notes:

Evening Rain (2005) was the first successful advanced piece | ComPosed. Itis insPirecl
bg a |ove|y poem bg Carlo Toselli, from a collection called “What is Time?”. I stumbled
across this poem because my wife Susan, also a Piano teacher, taught Mr. Toselli’s
granclchi!clren, Domenic, Chiara and Francis Toselli. The book was givenas a gth to
Susan bg the Familg, and | immecliatelg fell in love with the poetry. An unusual feature of
his poetry is that he has written it all in three languages: ltalian, French and English.

Evening Rain

Far OFFI hear
a sound of rain
a sound of nothing

a SOUI’IC] O‘F PCaCC

quiet clrops
quick clroPs
thicker\ing
fall aslant
and flow down
on windowpanes
Pattering out
Changing rhgthms

it rains in the dark
on thorny brambles
on bared bushes

on m9 nakecl SOUI

Carlo Toselli
From “What is Time?” (200%), Publishecl bg Le Grazie, West Vancouver
RePrintecl by kind Permission of the Familg.



Fantaisie (2012) was insPirecl bg and dedicated to a former teacher of mine, Jean-Paul
Sevilla. As head of Acaclemy Piano at MRU, I had invited Jean-Paul to come and give

some masterclasses 1Cor our aclvancecl students. One evening, aicter a busg clag omc music

making, we were at dinner and he told me that he had alwags wanted to write variations
on Purcell’s aria, “If Love’s a sweet Passion, whg does it torment?” from the Fairy Queen.
He then suggestecl that | tryit. | listened to the theme, but decided that 1 didrt rea”g
want to write variations on it. While he was visiting, though, | started Plaging with some
other ideas for a new Piece, and somehow Fragments of the Purcell kePt sneaking their
way in. So, surrenclerir\g to the inevitable, | decided to write a Fantasg using, elements of
the Purcell aria as a base. One can hear a direct quote from the theme near the encl,
althoug]ﬁ re-harmonized in way that most lii(e19 would have startled and PerhaPs
clismagecl Purcell.

Three Haiku (2007) A haiku is a traditional Japanese poem. It consists of three lines

with a total of seventeen sg”ables. The first contains five sg”ab!es, the second has seven
and the third five again. Theg usua”9 have an allusion to nature and the seasons. Three
Haiku was insPirec{ bg the poetry of Inge Isracl and dedicated to my former teacher,
Helmut Brauss and his wife Kuniko. Susan and I were invited to dinner at their home in
Victoria where we met Inge and her husband Werner. She was kind eriough to give me a
book of her poetry, which I read with clelight. I loved the concise Precision of the haiku
form, and 1 found Inge’s images Captivating. The titles for the three Pieces are my own,
taken from the Poetrg: Ice Crgstals} The Heron and SPicler’s Web. She has also written
several other books of poetry which | high!g recommend.

SParkling ice crgstals
know how to die in the sun.

Plum blossoms linger.

Water beat quic|<ens.
The river swells, rewarcling

the heron's Patience.

A sPicler's web,jewe”ecl
with dew, in my Path.  take
the long way to town.



Re[:)rinted from Inge Isracl's poetry collection,
Raking Zen Furrows (1991),
with the kind Permission of Ronsdale Press.

To Quiet Lands (2008) was written for my motiicr) Elise Marie Therese van der Leeuw. |

put her maiden name in here because she was intenseig Proud of being both Dutch and
avan der Leeuw. At the time | was composing the Picce, she was in the later stages of
Alzheimer’s disease and Fading fast. For inspiration, visited a website Posted i)g Walter
Aue (see bciow} and came across his translation of Waldlied (Forest Sorig> bg Nicolas
Lenau. Walter was also kind CﬂOUgi"l to give me Pcrmission to use his ioveig Pi‘io’cograpi‘i,
“| eaves and Waves” for the cover of this CD. The poem suited my mood exactig, and |
was insPired to write the Piecc‘ | gave the Prcmicre in a recital at Leacock Tiieatre,
Mount Rogai University, Caigarg four days before she died, Feioruarg 13, 2008. 1 like to
think that she was waiting for me to Piag it before she left.

waldlied

Rings ein Verstummen, ein Entfsrben;
Wie sanft den Wald die Lufte streicheln,
Sein welkes Laub ihm abzuschmeicheln;

Ich liebe dieses milde Sterben

Von hinnen geiit die stille Reise,
Die Zeit der Liebe ist verkiungen,
Die Véjgei haben ausgesungen,
Und diirre Blatter sinken leise.

Die Végei zogen nach dem Siiden
Aus dem Verfall des Laubes tauchen
Die Nester, die nicht Schutz mehr brauchen,
Die Blitter fallen stets, die miiden.

In dieses Waldes leisem Rauschen

Ist mir, als hér ich Kunde wehen,

Dabp alles Sterben und \/ergeiien
Nur heimlichstill vergnligtes Tauschen.



Forest Song

The sounds and hues around are Facling;
How soft the winds caress the forest
and Pluck its Foliage like a florist:
| treasure gcntlc Death Parading.

To quiet lands thejourneg‘s tencling:
The time of love has been clegraclecl,
sweet calls of birds have slow19 faded

mongst clriecLuP leaves in calm clescencling.

The birds are gone, their South was ca”ing.
Above the fallen leaves now hover
their nests, no longer neecling cover:

The tired leaves are a|wa95 Fa”ing.

In this old forest's rustling leisure
| seem to hear it soFtlg saging
that all this clying and clccaging

isjust exchange of secret Plcasure.

Nicholas Lenau
English translation: Walter A. Aue
Source: http://mqweb.clal.ca/waue/Trans/O-TransList.html
RePrintecJ 139 kind Permission of the translator.

beqond darkness, there lies light (2009) was written immcdiatclg Fo”owing the death of
my }:)rother, Thom, on Januarg 9,2009. It was the &ag before his 50th birthday, and he
inexplicablg took his own life. As is often the case with suicide, nobodg has any idea whg
he did it, although he struggled with bi~[:>o|ar deprcssion all his life. The title was
Paral:)hrased froma 1CilmJ “Brick Lane”. A young Bangladeshi woman is traPPed ina

lOVClCSS and aPParent19 ]'TOPCICSS marriage in LOﬂdOﬂ, Far awag ‘FI’OIT] homc and hCI’


http://myweb.dal.ca/waue/Trans/0-TransList.html
http://myweb.dal.ca/waue/Trans/0-TransList.html

Familg. In a moment of desperation, she prays, “Begoncl this darkness, let there be
light.”

In Memoriam (2011) Dedicated to both my parents, Elise Marie and Wlodzimierz Karol
Jancewicz. My father died in August 2011, the last of my immediate Familg. I had spoken
with him the afternoon of his death from Johnson’s Canyon, near Banff, where | was
vacationing with Susan, my sister-in-law Gagle, and Grant and Ellaina, my brother
Thom’s children. He sounded fine on the Phone. We returned that evening, and the
Phone rang duringa big thunder and hail storm. 1t was the nursing home imcorming me
that my father was on the way to the hospital. When we gotto the hospital, we were
informed that he had Passecl away. He was old and ill, and 1 believe more than reaclg to
£0, but it was still difficult for all of us. On the Positive side, I think he ger\era”y had a
goocl life, despi‘ce his continued strugglcs with }Di~Polar c]cpression. Those with sharp

ears will hear the “Dies irae” theme Plagccl in several guises.

_like the night of starry skies... 2012) After writing a series of pieces dealing with
death and gri@c, my wife Susan thought it was time for me to write something in another
vein. | agreecl, and set out to write a beautiful Picce. It was inspirecl by a lovelg romantic

poem bg Lord Byron, and dedicated to Susan.

She walks in beauty, like the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that's best of dark and bright

Meet in her aspect and her eyes:

Thus mellowed to that tender light

Which heaven to gauc]g clag denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had half imPairecl that nameless grace
Which waves in every raven tress,

Or sogtlg |ightens o’er her face;
Where thoughts serenelg sweet express,

How pure, how dear their dwclling~Place.

And on that check, and o’er that brow)



So soft) S0 calrn, yet eloquent,
The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of clags in gooclness spent,
A mind at peace with all below,

A heart whose love is innocent!
George Gordon, Lord Byron

Baetica Variations (2008) was written for and dedicated to my wife Susan. Itis a set of

variations written on the theme of the intermezzo from Manuel de Falla’s Fantasia
Baetica (1919). It was commissioned ]35 and dedicated to Artur Rubinstein. | wrote the
variations on a suggestion bg Susan, and since her hands are small for a Pianist, she
rec]uestecl that there be no large stretches in the Piece. “Provincia Baetica”is the old
Roman name for the area along the Mediterranean in southern SPain known as
Andalusia. Fans of SPanislﬂ music with slﬁarP ears will notice a quote in one of the
variations: the “Chanson du Feu Follet” from Falla’s “El Amor Brujo”. Susan asked me to
write it without articulation markings to see if we felt the same way about the Piece. We
did. she also Plaged some of the fast variations faster than | thought necessary. | came
around to her way of thinking.



