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TEXTS

[ ("Antemusic™) and V ("Antimusic")

If music be the food of love, play on,

Give me excess of it: that surfeiting,

The appetite may sicken, and so die.

That strain again! it had a dying fall:

0, it came o'er my ear like the sweet sound
That breathes upon a bank of violets,

Stealing and giving odour. Enough, no more!
‘Tis not so sweet now as it was before.

0 spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou,
That, notwithstanding thy capacity

Receiveth as the sea, nought enters there,

Of what validity and pitch soe'er,

But falls into abatement and low price,

Even in a minute: so full of shapes is fancy,
That it alone is high fantastical.

Hilliam Shakespeare
I ("Viola™)

Viola--
Even the name must be savoured,
spoken slowly with long vowels and soft consonances.

Sculpted from dark wood,

shaped with hot irons into warm curves,
her music beckons with a siren's trill--
each listener drawn to his own
entrancement.

111 (“An die Musik")

wnait's the difference between art

and spectator sport?

In both, the audience expresses itself
vicariously.

Hearing a symphony can be as wonderful as writing one--
depending, of course, on the listener

and the composer,

for example--me

and Mozart.

Why is it that every time I write a piece,
Mozart--now dead almost 200 years--
improves more than I do?

IV (“Syrinx*)

Whispering softly

with dreadful nuance,

the ruby-low notes seduce,
caressing gently as they fall.

This is the sound of love--
first coy,

then sure,

then glorious.

Nimble and confident it rises,
higher and higher,

to climax in glittering argent.

Silver rings shimmering in the air,
then fades

to yet another

exquisite

silence.

John Armstrong



