Introduction by Daniel Kidane
Gary Carpenter - one of Britain’s most diverse and
engaging composers, whose work’s span: dance,
film, opera, musicals and concert music, releases
a highly anticipated CD of his orchestral works.
Each of the immaculately crafted compositions moves
effortlessly between contagious toe tapping energy
to more reflective, poignant and timeless pieces.
His is a sound world enthused with quirky jazzy
undertones and lush orchestrations – a truly contemporary composer whose musical language speaks to all.
Originally hailing from London, Gary’s strong connections with the North of England have led to many fruitful
artistic collaborations. He is the Royal Liverpool
Philharmonic Orchestra’s Composer in Association
and this CD sees conductor Clark Rundell and Andrew
Manze bring the RLPO, with soloists Iain Ballamy
(saxophone) and Kathryn Rudge (mezzo-soprano)
to life.
This CD is a gem to be discovered! A must for
music connoisseurs of all ages and those wanting
to delve into the musical imagination of one of
Britain’s quietly impressive talents.
© Daniel Kidane 2018

Fred & Ginger
Commissioned and first performed by the London
Symphony Orchestra conducted by Daniel Harding
(Barbican Centre, London, March 2011).
The idea for this piece was initially an abstraction whereby
two sets of similarly constructed chords travel loosely in
parallel but according to different procedures; one based
upon descending semitones, one according to cycles of
fifths. The chords themselves would have been familiar to
1930s New York songwriters or any early Schoenbergian.
Fred (Astaire) & Ginger (Rogers) enter the frame so:
having started the piece, I was watching the main
pas de deux in the film ‘Top Hat’ (Irving Berlin’s
music abounds in the kind of chords I was interested
in) and was struck (obviously) by the suavity and
sophistication but particularly by Astaire’s choreographic technique of gliding through phrases against
Berlin’s music. It’s perfection. But I remembered
a quote: “Sure he was great, but don’t forget that
Ginger Rogers did everything he did, backwards... and in high heels.” (Bob Thaves 1982)’
Further background reading also revealed that the
Astaire/Rogers working relationship was far from
amiable and was marked by storms and tears. So what
we saw on the screen - the beauty, line, poise, ease,
elegance - was a result of a serious clash of temperaments.
‘Fred & Ginger’ stops short of portraiture: it borrows
from the dance phrasing (often the music suspends ‘in
mid-air’ or is punctuated by silence), one passage is
marked ‘soave’ whilst the device of running similar
chords according to different procedural criteria means
that harmonic sequences which are quite innocuous
in their separate selves clash fiercely when they elide.

If not programmatic in a descriptive sense, Fred &
Ginger does nod towards a creative paradox and is
certainly a hommage.
SET – Concerto for tenor saxophone and orchestra
Commissioned and first performed by BBC Philharmonic Orchestra, soloist Iain Ballamy, conductor H.K.
Gruber (Bridgewater Hall, Manchester, February 2014)
Iain Ballamy and I met in the 2010 at the Loch Shiel
Festival where we had both been commissioned to
write pieces. One mellow, whisky-ed evening by the
hotel fire, we got to discussing the tenor saxophone and
the orchestra from which the idea for this piece grew.
The title SET was chosen to reflect the jazz convention
where a performer plays a group of pieces referred to
as a ‘set’. ‘Set’ is also an alternative term for a 12tone row, the bedrock of formal atonality. There’s an
implied paradox: the jazz ‘set’ involves improvisation and is synonymous with freedom whilst ‘set’
in my world is perceived as being rigid; fixed. So the
title became an analogue of the piece, especially as we
decided that invading the deathly world of crossover
was not for us and that travelling in the same direction,
engaging in meaningful conversation and nodding
sagely at each other suited better. My job was thus to
invent a sound world that enabled Iain to improvise freely
(after all, Iain is a superb improviser and you don’t get a
Lamborghini to do the weekly shop!) whilst still retaining
a formal hold on the structure and musical progression.
All movement titles refer to 1950’s TV. Commenting
on his musical Company, Stephen Sondheim refers
to New York as the subtext of the entire piece as

even though the piece is not about the city, the city
permeates it. 1950’s TV functions similarly in SET.
1 - No Hiding Place
This is the closest SET gets to ‘swing’ and the first twelve
notes you hear form a tone row or ‘set’ so two birds (or
elephants in the room) are ritually slain with one stone.
No Hiding Place was a popular police drama from the
earliest days of commercial TV. The siren towards the end
of this movement was the Proustian ‘madeleine’ moment
that led me to 1950’s TV (sets) as the source for my titles.
2 - You’re Never Alone...
...with a Strand was the strap line for a cigarette
advertising campaign. A handsome, Trilby-hatted
man in a raincoat, filmed in a moody, noir-ish black
and white (I know that because it also played in
cinemas!) is seen wandering around the Strand area of
an atmospherically nocturnal London, stopping only to
light a ciggie. It was the most famous, award-winning
campaign of its time and it killed the product stone dead
as no one wanted to think of themselves as being alone
in the middle of the night. I went with the ‘noir’ element.
3 - Footso
This dance floor number celebrates Footso, the pet cat
of Twizzle, a string puppet with extendable limbs. The
Adventures of Twizzle was the first TV series made
by Gerry Anderson who famously went on to
make Thunderbirds.

4 - Love and Kisses
This piece takes the title at face value although
this was actually a sitcom vehicle for the muchloved Liverpudlian comedian Arthur Askey and
his daughter Anthea. An improvised unaccompanied cadenza links the fourth and fifth movements
as well as jazz and classical concerto conventions.
5 - Blue Fox
The variety show In Blue Fox aired briefly. All scripts
and video are lost so no one really knows anything at all
about it other than it happened. I was attracted - as in an
earlier piece (Van Assendelft’s Vermeer for clavichord)
- by the notion of something that may or may not exist.
Willie Stock

Co-commissioned by Aldeburgh Music and 14-18
NOW: WW1 Centenary Art Commissions.
First performed by the BBC Symphony Orchestra
conducted by Oliver Knussen at Snape Maltings
as part of the Aldeburgh Festival, June 2016.
...the ghost legions (D.H.Lawrence)
...oh death where is thy sting-a-ling-a-ling?
(The Bells of Hell, anon. - quoting from 1 Corinthians 15:55)

...nothing but the mist and the snow and the silence
of death (Helen Thomas).
It opens with an 8-note motif. In musical ‘set theory’
terms (where C=0, C#=1, D=2 and so on up the
chromatic scale) the opening C#-A-C#-F# ‘spells’ the
year 1916; the answering phrase C#-A-C#-G#, 1918.
The motif recurs at key moments whilst the resultant
F# minor tonality vaguely recalls Haydn’s Farewell
Symphony. The crux of the piece however is an extended
oboe melody which is based on the rising sixth interval
found in many recruitment songs of the time;‘Goodbye-ee!’ being a particularly apposite example. This
wends its way through the rest of the woodwind
section but is eventually supplanted by an increasingly
agitated sound world and disappears, only to be returned
like a memory to the oboe at the very end of the piece.
Other contemporaneous popular songs are dotted around
the score; ‘found objects’ that lie like the war dead,
splintered and mutilated across the aural landscape.
The orchestra is slightly smaller than that deployed
by Berg in his Drei Orchesterstücke Op.6 but large
never the less: 17 woodwinds including a contrabass clarinet, 13 brass, 4 percussion, timpani, 2 harps,
piano/celesta and strings. Berg is acknowledged in

two other ways: his obsession with the number 23
is reflected in my piece’s being 184 (23x23) bars
long and in my decision only to use those instruments (and mutes) that would have been familiar to
Berg (which thankfully includes the vibraphone!).
Rifleman Joseph William Stock, known as Willie (12th
Battalion - King’s Royal Rifle Corps) died aged 25 on
2nd April 1918 after being shot by a sniper during the
2nd Battle of The Somme. He had enlisted three years
earlier and had made it through the 1st Battle of The
Somme (1916). His war diaries reveal a highly literate,
conscientious, teetotal soldier with beautiful handwriting.
The sole surviving photograph shows a fresh faced,
good looking young man, full of life and promise. Like
hundreds of thousands of others then (and since), his life
was summarily snuffed out. He is the ‘unknown soldier’
I’ve chosen to memorialise because he was my uncle.
Love’s Eternity
- for mezzo soprano and chamber orchestra
“Schumann’s our music-maker now;
Has his march-movement youth and mouth?
Ingres’s the modern man that paints;
Which will lean on me, of his saints?
Heine for songs; for kisses, how?”
(Robert Browning:
Dîs Aliter Visum; or Le Byron de nos Jours 1864)

In 1992 a friend, Duncan Johnston-Watt speculatively
wrote a radio monologue about Robert Browning’s
last days centred upon My Last Duchess. Browning’s
ruminations were to be interspersed with settings
of Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s love poems sung

by her spectral persona and I was asked to write
the music. Browning’s enthusiasm for Schumann
provided a working stylistic and historical model
and these songs, which are not really like anything
else I’ve ever written, are the result. As a cycle, the
songs are as much concerned with death as with love.
The first four songs were first given at a soirée in Duncan’s house in Walthamstow, North-East London.
I played the piano and Fiona Kimm sang.
Rachel Gilmore (mezzo soprano) and Lucy Colquhoun
gave the first public performance of all five songs at
the Royal Northern College of Music, Manchester in
June 2006. This adaptation for Kathryn Rudge and
the RLPO was written especially for this recording.
Love
Sonnets from The Portuguese XIV
If thou must love me, let it be for nought
Except for love’s sake only. Do not say
I love her for her smile ... her look ... her way
Of speaking gently, ... for a trick of thought
That falls in well with mine, and certes brought
A sense of pleasant ease on such a day’—
For these things in themselves, Belovèd, may
Be changed, or change for thee,—and love, so wrought,
May be unwrought so. Neither love me for
Thine own dear pity’s wiping my cheeks dry,—
A creature might forget to weep, who bore
Thy comfort long, and lose thy love thereby!
But love me for love’s sake, that evermore
Thou may’st love on, through love’s eternity.
Grief
I tell you, hopeless grief is passionless;
That only men incredulous of despair,
Half-taught in anguish, through the midnight air

Beat upward to God’s throne in loud access
Of shrieking and reproach. Full desertness,
In souls as countries, lieth silent-bare
Under the blanching, vertical eye-glare
Of the absolute heavens. Deep-hearted man, express
Grief for thy dead in silence like to death—
Most like a monumental statue set
In everlasting watch and moveless woe
Till itself crumble to the dust beneath.
Touch it; the marble eyelids are not wet:
If it could weep, it could arise and go.
Death
Fast this life of mine is dying,
Blind already and calm as death,
Snowflakes on my bosom lying
Scarcely heaving with my breath.
Love comes by and having known me
In a dream of fabled lands,
Gently stoops, and lays upon me
Mystic chrism of Holy hands.
He draws his smile across my folded
Eyelids as the swallow dips;
Breathes as finely as the cold does
Through the locking of my lips.
So when I look upward, being
Warmed and breathed on from above,
What sight can I have for seeing,
Evermore but thy love?
Transfiguration
Sonnets from The Portuguese XLIV
Beloved, thou hast brought me many flowers
Plucked in the garden, all the summer through
And winter, and it seemed as if they grew

In this close room, nor missed the sun and showers,
So, in the like name of that love of ours,
Take back these thoughts which here unfolded too,
And which on warm and cold days I withdrew
From my heart’s ground. Indeed, those beds and bowers
Be overgrown with bitter weeds and rue,
And wait thy weeding; yet here’s eglantine,
Here’s ivy!— take them, as I used to do
Thy flowers, and keep them where they shall not pine.
Instruct thine eyes to keep their colours true,
And tell thy soul, their roots are left in mine.
Reunion
Heinrich Heine, transl. Elizabeth Barrett Browning
My own sweet Love, if thou in the grave,
The darksome grave, wilt be,
Then will I go down by thy side and crave
Love-room for thee and me.
I kiss and caress and press thee wild,
Thou still, thou cold, thou white!
I wait, I tremble, and weeping mild,
Turn to a corpse at the sight.
The Dead stand up, the midnight calls,
They dance in airy swarms
We two keep still where the grave-shade falls,
And I lie on in thine arms, (lie on in thine arms).
The Dead stand up, the Judgement day
Bids such to weal and woe, (to weal and woe)
But nought shall trouble us where we stay
Embraced and embracing below.

Dadaville
Commissioned by the BBC. First performed by the
BBC Symphony Orchestra conducted by Sakari Oramo
at the Royal Albert Hall, London –
First Night Of The Proms, July 2015.
I encountered Max Ernst’s Dadaville (1924) at Tate
Liverpool by chance and was immediately intrigued; it
looked like a painting but is actually a relief of a seemingly
impenetrable iron wall that is in fact made of a cork so
fragile that it is kept behind glass for fear it might crumble
if touched. Above the ‘wall’, we observe what may be
blue sky and white clouds. The relief is rich in ambiguity.
Dadaville lasts approximately seven minutes and is
scored for an orchestra that includes extensive percussion and a baritone saxophone. It begins with a muted
violin melody that in various incarnations permeates the
entire piece. An energetic section follows based around
the notes D and A; notes which stubbornly pop up
throughout irrespective of context and environment
(and where else might the notes D and A live other than
Dadaville?). A gritty, aggressive segment gravitating
around D flat and A flat (D and A at Baroque pitch?)
ensues. A genial woodwind/celesta bridge leads to a
dreamlike statement of the opening melody (solo violin/
cello then flute/horn) that in turn introduces the tuba’s
infinitely variable 9-bar ground-bass-like figure (or groove
if you prefer) which passes from instrument to instrument to the end of the piece (under the bonnet, the
number 9 and its multiples have structural and symbolic
significance – Dadaville [9 letters] is 180 bars long, for
example). Whilst writing Dadaville, I often pondered
what else (another D and A?) might live behind this
iron-cork wall. The penultimate bar fleetingly hints...
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