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PROGRAM 

Sonata No. 16 in B-Jlat Major, K. 570 
Allegro 
Adagio 
Allegretto 

Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart 
(1756-1791) 

Sonata No. 23 in F Minor, Op. 57 No. 3 Ludwig van Beethoven 
(1770-1827) ''Appassionata '' 

Allegro assai 
Andante con moto 
Allegro ma non troppo 

INTERMISSION 

Nocturne in D-Jlat Major, Op. 27 No. 2 Frederic Chopin 
(1810-1849) 

Gaspard de la nuit 
Ondine 
Le Gibet 
Scarbo 

Maurice Ravel 
(1875-1937) 

(Inspired by the poetry of Alojsius Bertrand) 

Photographing and sound recording are prohibited. We further request that audible paging 
devices not be used during the performance. Paging arrangements may be made with the ushers. 



BIOGRAPHY 

JOHN PERR ~ distinguished artist and teacher, earned both his Bachelor and 
Master of Music Degrees at the Eastman School of Music in Rochester, New York, where 
he was a student of Cecile Staub Genhart and of Frank Mannheimer. Recipient of a Fulbright 
Scholarship, he continued studies in Europe for three years where he worked with Wladyslav 
Kedra, Polish concert artist and professor at the Akademicfor Musik in Vienna, and Carlo 
Zecchz~ renowned conductor, pianist and head of the piano department at Santa Cecilia Academy 
of Music in Rome. 

Critics have acclaimed him in recital as (( . .. a keyboard artist of the first rank and 
astounding precision ... an American counterpart to the Russian Emil Gilels appears to 
be rising n (Berliner Morgenpost), (( . .. a performance which was powerful and poetic, 
technically and musically superb n (Vienna Volksstimme) and ((An excellent pianist ... his 
playing was brisk, smooth, steady and clean ... fine technique and splendid musicianship n 

(New York Times). 

In addition to appearances with maJor symphony orchestras, Mr. Perry is also a 

respected chamber musician. He has performed with Ray Still, principal oboist of the Chicago 
Symphony, violinist Steve Staryk, bassoonist Milan Turkovic and cellist Paul Olefsky; during 
the 1978-79 season, he was guest artist with the Atlanta Symphony Schubert Festival 
performing in various combinations of instruments, choruses and vocal soloists including 
Seth McCoy, noted tenor. 

Mr. Perry, a native of Minnesota whose concert career began even before completing 
high school, has performed extensively in the United States and in Europe. He is the winner 

of numerous awards including Special Honors at the Marquerite Long International Piano 
Competition in Paris; highest prizes in both the Busoni International Piano Competition 
in Balzano, Italy and the Viotti International Piano Competition in Vercelli, Italy. His 
repertoire is broad and while he is well known for interpretations of Beethoven and Mozart, 
his performances of the Romantic concerti have been highly praised. He has successfully 
introduced several important new works to the piano literature. 

As a teacher, he enJoys an enviable reputation and is in constant demand for master 
classes and workshops at universities and conservatories throughout this country and at regional 
and national meetings of various music teachers' associations. His students have won prizes 
in the Queen Elizabeth, Van Cliburn and Naumburg Competitions and recently the first 
prize in the Rubinstein Competition. In fact, during the most recent Cliburn and Naumburg 
Competitions, more of the candidates were former students of.John Perry than of any other 
teacher in the world. 

Mr. Perry is a frequent guest artist at man_y of the prestzgious music festivals includiug 
Aspen (where he returns each year), Austin Music Festival, the Gina Bachauer International 
Festival and Sarasota to name a few. His recordings are available on the labels of Telefunken, 
Musical Heritage Society and Vox. 

Currently on the faculty of The Shepherd School of Music and the University of 
Southern California, Los Angeles, Mr. Perry has also been associated with Oberlin 

Conservato~y of Music, the Universities of Kansas and Texas and the Aspen Summer Music 
Festival. 



Gaspard de la nuit 

ONDINE 

Alojsius Bertrand 
(1807-1841) 

Listen! It is I, Ondine, spirit of the water, throwing raindrops against your window. 
The shining drops are illuminated by the dreary moonbeams. And there on her castle balcony, 
in a dress of silk, a woman contemplates the stars in the sky and the beautiful sleeping lake. 

The waves are my sisters, swimming the paths which wander towards my palace, 
the walls of poised water between the triple poles of earth, fire, and air. 

Listen! My father strikes the water with a branch. My sisters clasp the green islands 
in arms of white foam, lifting the water lilies, moving the rushes, and teasing the ancient 
willow which casts its line baited with leaves in the water. 

When she had breathed her song, she begged me to put a ring on my finger, to be her 
husband, and sink with her down to her palace, to be king of all the lakes. 

I told her I loved a mortal woman. Sullen and vexed, she dissolved in tears and laughter, 
and disappeared in a sudden shower, white streams along the blue window pane. 

LE GIBET 

Listen, listen! What is it, this uneasy sound in the night? Was it the gasp of the wind 
or did the hanged man on the gallows let out a sigh? 

Was it a frog that croaked down there by the stagnant pond or the creaking fingers 
of ivy strangling the tree? 

Was it the buzz of a fly, hunting after raw flesh, knocking against those ears which 
are deaf to the tolling bell? 

Was it the winged beetle, plucking a blood-soaked hair from the skull? 

Was it the spider, knitting a gray scaif as a shroud for the broken neck? 

No, it is the bell tolling the hour. The walls of the town harden against the sky. The 
carcass of a hanged man casts a reddish glow in the dying sunlight. 

SCARBO 

I have heard him again and again, and seen him too, Scarbo the dwarf In the dead 
of night when the moon was a silver mask on a dark wall, the stars a swarm of bees with 
piercing stings of light. 

I've heard his laugh in a dark corner and the grate of his nails on the bed curtain. 

I've seen him drop from the ceiling, twirl on one foot, and roll across the room, like 
the spindle of a spinning wheel when a sorceress weaves. 

Did I think he had vanished? He rose up between me and the moon, as high and narrow 
as a gothic steeple, a golden bell swinging on top of his pointed cap. 

But then his body changed, became as blue and transparent as the wax of a taper, 
his face as pale as candle grease, and suddenly he faded away. 


