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PROGRAM 

Sonata in F Major, K. 483 

Sonata in D minor, K.l 0 

Sonata in G minor, K. 4 

Sonata in F minor, Op. 57 

Allegro assai 
Andante con moto 

Allegro ma non troppo 
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INTERMISSION 

Gaspard de Ia Nuit 

On dine 
Le Gibet 
Scarbo 

Domenico Scarlatti 

(1685-1757) 

Ludwig van Beethoven 
(1770-1827) 

Maurice Ravel 

(1875-1937) 

This recital is given in partial fulfillment of the requirements for 

the degree Bachelor of Music. 

Mr. Slavchev is a student of John Perry. 
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Gaspard de Ia Nuit- inspired by poems of Aloysius Bertrand: 

Undine 

... I thought I heard a vague harmony enchanting my slumber and, 
near me, spreading, a murmur like the interrupted songs of a sad, tender 
voice. 

The Two Genii (C. Brugnot) 

"Listen! Listen! It is I, it is Undine brushing with these drops of water 
the resonant diamond-panes of your window illuminated by the dull moon
beams; and here, in a dress of moire, is the lady of the castle on her bal
cony gazing at the beautiful starry night and the beautiful slumbering lake. 

"Each wave is a water sprite swimming in the current, each current is 
a path winding toward my palace, and my palace is of fluid construction, 
at the bottom of the lake, within the triangle formed by fire, earth, and air. 

"Listen! Listen! My father is beating the croaking water with a branch 
of green alder, and my sisters are caressing the cool islands of grasses, 
water lilies and gladioli with their arms of foam, or are laughing at the 
tottering, bearded willow that is angling." 

After murmuring her song, she besought me to accept her ring on my 
finger, to be the husband of an Undine, and to visit her palace with her, 
to be the king of the lakes. 

And when I replied that I was in love with a mortal woman, she was 
sulky and vexed; she wept a few tears, burst out laughing and vanished in 
showers that formed white trickles down my blue windowpanes. 

The Gibbet 

What do I see moving around that gibbet? Faust 

Ah! Could what I hear be the cold night wind yelping, or the hanged 
man uttering a sigh on the gallows fork? 

Could it be some cricket singing from its hiding place in the moss and 
sterile iry with which the forest covers its floor out of pity? 



Could it be some fly hunting for prey and blowing its horn all around 
those ears deaf to the fanfare of the mort? 

Could it be some cockchafer plucking a bloody hair from his bald 
scalp in its uneven flight? 

Or could it be some spider embroidering a half-ell of muslin as a tie 
for that strangled neck? 

It is the bell ringing by the walls of a city below the horizon, and the 
carcass of a hanged man reddened by the setting sun. 

Scarbo 

He looked under the bed, in the fireplace, in the chest: nobody. He 
could not understand where he had entered or where he had escaped. 

Nachtstiicke (Hoffmann) 

Oh, how often I have heard and seen Scarbo when at midnight the 
moon shines in the sky like a silver shield on an azure banner seme of 
golden bees! 

How often I have heard his laughter booming in the shadow of my 
alcove, and his nails grating on the silk of my bed curtains! 

How often I have seen him come down from the ceiling, pirouette on 
one foot and roll around the room like the spindle that has fallen from a 
witch's distaff! 

Did I at such times think he had vanished? Then the dwarf would 
grow bigger between the moon and me like the bell tower of a Gothic 
cathedral, a round golden bell shaking on his pointed cap! 

But soon his body would become blue, diaphanous as the wax of a 
taper; his face would become pale as the wax of a candle end- and 
suddenly he would be extinguished. 
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