St. Stephen’s Episcopal Church
Cohasset, Massachusetts

Carillon Recital

Sunday, August 12, 2012

George Matthew Jr., guest carillonneur

I. Bereite dich Zion (from the Christmas Oratorio)

J. S. Bach

1.
(1685 – 1750)

II. The Carillon: Prelude to a Poem



John D. Gordon, 1982

(1915 – 1991)

III. Sonne les Cloches dans mon Coeur



John D. Gordon, 1981

IV. Fantasia on the Greek folksong, Kalamationes

Chris Bos

(1920 – 1996)

V. Tombeau pour des Héroes




Roger Vuataz, 1970

(1898 – 1988)

VI. Fairytale Suite






Ghislain Pouseele
(write your own fairytale)




(1925 – 1985)

1. Once upon a time, long, long ago…

2. Round dance of the gnomes

3. The wicked witch’s evil spells

4. Elves and nymphs to the rescue!

5. Wedding march of the prince and princess

… “and they lived happily ever after”…

VII. Selections from the Social Orchestra


Stephen Foster

2.

Soirée Polka 





(1826 – 1864)

Jennie’s own Schottisch

Village Festival

VIII. Toccata: Jubilate Deo




Sister Joyce Evans

(1926 – 1991)

Transcriptions: 
1. Heleen van de Wiele
2. George Matthew Jr.
The Carillon. Prelude to a Poem

Hope Hewitt’s poem, used with its author’s kind permission, first appeared in the Canberra Times in August 1983. The opening bars gradually ascend from the deepest note to the highest in the Canberra carillon. 

Sonne les Cloches has three related themes, of which the first, somewhat chime-like, grows from the opening bars of a traditional French church melody, while the second is a chime designed for the four porcelain bells given me by Annick van der Valk. (The French title in its final form also came from Annick.) The third theme brings together some melodic snippets heard earlier. All three, with the porcelain-bell theme now last, float away in the coda. 

The initial stimulus was a line from a Galsworthy poem – “The clocks are chiming in my heart.”

John G. Gordon.

*************************************

The Carillon. Prelude to a Poem.

Envy the carillon.




From its first roots

deep in the lake in the lake it knows

where it is going. It stands apart,

more seen than heard, ignores

the running commentary of reeds,

bridges and trees, preoccupied foreshores,

feather-brained fountain and the plain

statement of public buildings. It disdains

the sibling towers and spires which need

rampart and flying buttress. It withdraws

from pencil cypress, poplar and pine, at ease

only in pairs, lines, spinneys; and from

flowers

delphinium and hollyhock which mount

best from herbaceous border with a wall

behind. Its disciplined reflections rarely

waver; they soar this morning straight

lake-bed to belfry, whence they fling

their call across the city with so much

to think of.




Happy single-minded thing.






HOPE HEWITT

