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Michael Stimpson has had works performed and commissioned by some of the UK’s most distinguished 
artists including the English Chamber Orchestra, London Sinfonietta, Allegri and Maggini String 
Quartets, Bristol Bach Choir, Roderick Williams, Paul Agnew, David Campbell, Philippe Graffin, and 
Sioned Williams. The capital’s foremost venues have hosted his works, and international recognition 
has prompted performances in Europe, the USA, and Australia. His works are varied in their subject 
matter, the stimulus often from contemporary events, favourite authors, and poets. String Quartet No. 
1 (Robben Island) reflected the breakdown of apartheid; The Stars Have Withdrawn Their Shining (harp), 
the life of John Ruskin; The Angry Garden (choir and orchestra) explored the issue of global warming; 
A Walk Into War (tenor and piano quintet) was based on the writing of Laurie Lee; and Tales from the 
15th Floor (cello and piano) was a personal account of over four months in intensive care. In 2005, his 
major work to mark the 60th anniversary of the end of World War 2, Clouds of War (choir and 
orchestra) was presented at Cadogan Hall in the presence of HRH Prince Michael of Kent. 2009 
focused on a four-stage work, Age of Wonders, to commemorate the 200th anniversary of the birth of 
Charles Darwin. Beginning as a piece for violin and piano, it evolved through string quartet and string 
orchestra to a work for full orchestra, commissioned by the Darwin Symphony Orchestra in Australia. 
Since then, Michael has completed Preludes In Our Time for piano, a revision of his piano trio, two songs 
based on the poetry of Giovanni Pascoli, and a new work for solo harp, The Drowning of Capel Celyn. 
These were composed whilst writing his first opera, Jesse Owens, a work in four acts for soli, chorus 
and full orchestra. Both the incidental music from the opera Jesse Owens and Age of Wonders have 
been recorded with the Philharmonia Orchestra for future release. Michael lives in the Chalke Valley 
near Salisbury.



Roderick Williams encompasses a wide repertoire, from baroque to contemporary music, in the opera 
house, on the concert platform and in recital. He enjoys relationships with the major UK opera houses 
and is particularly associated with the baritone roles of Mozart. He has also sung world premieres of 
operas by, among others, David Sawer, Sally Beamish, Michael van der Aa, Robert Saxton and Alexander 
Knaifel. He sings concert repertoire with all the BBC orchestras, and many other ensembles including the 
Royal Scottish National Orchestra, the Philharmonia, London Sinfonietta, Royal Liverpool Philharmonic 
Orchestra, the Hallé, Britten Sinfonia, Bournemouth Symphony, Scottish Chamber Orchestra and 
Orchestra of the Age of the Enlightenment. Abroad he has worked with the Berlin Philharmonic, 
Deutsches Symphonie-Orchester Berlin, Russian National Orchestra, Orchestre Philharmonique de 
Radio France, Ensemble Orchestral de Paris, Accademia Nazionale di Santa Cecilia in Rome and Bach 
Collegium Japan amongst others. His many festival appearances include the BBC Proms (including the 
Last Night in 2014), Edinburgh, Cheltenham, Aldeburgh and Melbourne. He is an accomplished recital 
artist who can be heard at venues and festivals including Wigmore Hall, Kings Place, LSO St Luke’s, the 
Perth Concert Hall, Oxford Lieder Festival, London Song Festival and the Musikverein, Vienna.

Sioned Williams is an international soloist and Principal Harpist of the BBCSO. She has appeared in 
recital with the Brodsky Quartet, William Bennett, Michael Chance, Michael Cox, Paul Edmund-Davies, 
Martyn Hill, Garfield Jackson, Steven Isserlis, Neil Mackie, Lisa Milne, Aurèle Nicolet, Mark Padmore and 
Andrew Watts. Sioned also performs with the BBC Singers, Cantamus, Tenebrae and other choirs. Many 
of Sioned’s commercial recordings on Chandos, Collins Classics, EMI Classics, Guild Records, Hyperion 
and Meridian have received international awards; she has partnered James Galway, the Holst Singers, Lisa 
Milne, Anthony Rolfe-Johnson, Frederica von Stade, the Choir of Kings College Cambridge, The Sixteen, 
Westminster Cathedral Choir, Winchester Quiristers, Oxford Voices and the Brodsky Quartet on disc. 
Sioned is renowned for her research on harp music from many eras; she is equally passionate about 
commissioning and premiering new works for harp solo, concerto and chamber music, resulting in 
creative presentations with words, poetry and film. Highly acclaimed as an educator, she regularly gives 
masterclasses and illustrated lectures, appears on selection and examination boards and edits and 
contributes critical editions, articles and reviews. Sioned is President of the UK Harp Association, and 
Emeritus Fellow of Harp Studies, Trinity Laban Conservatoire of Music and Dance. 
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  DYLAN
  Dylan Thomas (1914-1953)

   It is intriguing how the subject matter for a new work initiates, develops, and takes its final form. The 
work of Dylan Thomas was introduced to me during college days both by a Welsh girlfriend and a 
music teacher of the time. I dipped into Dylan Thomas’s poems and stories on occasion until in 2001 
at the final rehearsal for a new piece for harpist Sioned Williams, a throwaway remark about setting 
some Dylan Thomas for voice and harp was left in the air. As the 50th anniversary of Dylan Thomas’s 
death approached we began to discuss a work more seriously. During further reading I was taken by 
a whole series of little coincidences, not least that I had lived in Delancey Street in London, where 
Dylan Thomas lived for a time as well.

   And so the reading and research began in detail, and immediately the striking elements emerged: the 
controversy of his character, the poverty, alcoholism, the extraordinary relationship with his wife 
Caitlin, America, and of course the remarkable ability to write and speak so astutely and evocatively. 
This song cycle thus takes many of these components to give a chronological account of Dylan 
Thomas’s life. Each song is preceded by a short spoken text, and these, together with the words used 
for the songs, date as closely as possible to the period and subject matter in question.

   However, I am aware that the character of Dylan Thomas was extremely complex, and it seems to 
me that a series of intense but wide-ranging impressions were often presented by him, some 
deliberate and some not. As with Erik Satie, I am never entirely sure how something was intended, 
or more to the point, how something should be interpreted. But this of course is ideal for the 
composer and in this respect the song-cycle is as much a series of related images as a strict chronicle 
of his life. Dylan Thomas once wrote in a letter, ‘It was something I said for something to say’. 
Perhaps so, but it must have been significant as people are drawn as much to his work now as they 
ever were. 



1 i The Beginning
 Under Milk Wood & A Child’s Christmas in Wales
  When drafting the song-cycle it seemed appropriate that it should begin and end with spoken text 

from Dylan Thomas’s most famous work, Under Milk Wood. Dylan Thomas was born in Swansea on 
October 27th 1914; hence the briefest of musical references to World War I is made midway during 
the accompanying song. The words for the song are from one of Dylan Thomas’s many short stories, 
A Child’s Christmas in Wales, one of his most evocative works that look back on childhood.

  To begin at the beginning: 

   It is spring, moonless night in the small town, starless and bible-black, the cobblestreets silent and 
the hunched, courters’-and-rabbits’ wood limping invisible down to the sloeblack, slow, black, 
crowblack, fishingboat-bobbing sea. The houses are blind as moles (though moles see fine to-night 
in the snouting, velvet dingles) or blind as Captain Cat there in the muffled middle by the pump 
and the town clock, the shops in mourning, the Welfare Hall in widows’ weeds. And all the people 
of the lulled and dumbfound town are sleeping now.

   Years and years and years ago, when I was a boy, when there were wolves in Wales, and birds 
the colour of red-flannel petticoats whisked past the harp-shaped hills, when we sang and 
wallowed all night and day in caves that smelt like Sunday afternoons in damp front farmhouse 
parlours, and we chased, with the jawbones of deacons, 

   the English and the bears, before the motor-car, before the wheel, 
   before the duchess-faced horse, when we rode the daft and happy hills bareback, it snowed and 

it snowed. But here a small boy says: ‘It snowed last year, too. I made a snowman and my brother 
knocked it down and I knocked my brother down and then we had tea.’
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2 ii Genesis
 Letter to Hamish Miles, Return Journey & I dreamed my genesis
  In September 1925 Dylan Thomas entered Swansea Grammar School and two years later his first 

published poem appeared in the Western Mail. His character at this time is reflected in another 
short story, Return Journey, and this provides the spoken text. The song is a setting of I dreamed my 
genesis, published in 18 Poems (1934). Thomas wrote of this poem (and two others), ‘I do hope 
you’ll like one of them, though I admit their constant anatomical symbols can’t be to the taste of 
many, and are, quite often, not even to the taste of myself’.

   Oh yes, I remember him well, the boy you are searching for: he looked like most boys, no better, 
brighter, or more respectful; he cribbed, mitched, spilt ink, rattled his desk and garbled his lessons 
with the worst of them; he could smudge, hedge, smirk, wriggle, wince, whimper, blarney, badger, 
blush, deceive, be devious, stammer, improvise, assume offended dignity or righteous indignation as 
though to the manner born; sullenly and reluctantly he drilled, for some small crime, under Sergeant 
Bird, so wittily nicknamed Oiseau, on Wednesday half-holidays, appeared regularly in detention 
classes, hid in the cloakroom during algebra, was, when a newcomer, thrown into the bushes of the 
Lower Playground by bigger boys, and threw newcomers into the bushes of the Lower Playground 
when he was a bigger boy; he scuffled at prayers, he interpolated, smugly, the time-honoured wrong 
irreverent words into the morning hymns, he helped to damage the headmaster’s rhubarb, was 
thirty-third in trigonometry, and, as might be expected, edited the School Magazine.

   I dreamed my genesis in sweat of sleep, breaking 
  Through the rotating shell, strong
  As motor muscle on the drill, driving 
  Through vision and the girdered nerve.

  From limbs that had the measure of the worm, shuffled 
  Off from the creasing flesh, filed
  Through all the irons in the grass, metal 
  Of suns in the man-melting night.



  Heir to the scalding veins that hold love’s drop, costly 
  A creature in my bones I
  Rounded my globe of heritage, journey
  In bottom gear through night-geared man.

  I dreamed my genesis and died again, shrapnel 
  Rammed in the marching heart, hole
  In the stitched wound and clotted wind, muzzled 
  Death on the mouth that ate the gas.

  And power was contagious in my birth, second 
  Rise of the skeleton and
  Rerobing of the naked ghost. Manhood 
  Spat up from the resuffered pain.

  I dreamed my genesis in sweat of death, fallen 
  Twice in the feeding sea, grown
  Stale of Adam’s brine until, vision 
  Of new man strength, I seek the sun.

3 iii New Horizons
 Letter to Trevor Hughes, Return Journey & I have longed to move away
  In the summer of 1931 Dylan Thomas left school to be a reporter on the local newspaper. In a letter 

of January 1933 on why he allowed himself to be fired from the newspaper, Thomas wrote ‘No, 
what I feared was the slow but sure stamping out of individuality, the gradual contentment with life 
as it was, so much per week, so much for this, for that’. Within two years one of his significant poems 
had been published, And death shall have no dominion. 1933 was also the year of his first visit to 
London and I have therefore used his poem I have longed to move away, first drafted in that year. This 
was published in a later collection, Twenty-Five Poems, by which time he was a young celebrity in 
London. The spoken text is from Return Journey. 



    … he’s five foot six and a half. Thick blubber lips; snub nose; curly mousebrown hair; one front tooth 
broken after playing a game called Cats and Dogs, in the Mermaid, Mumbles; speaks rather fancy; 
truculent; plausible; a bit of a shower-off; plus-fours and no breakfast, you know; used to have poems 
printed in the Herald of Wales; there was one about an open-air performance of Electra in Mrs Bertie 
Perkins’s garden in Sketty; lived up the Uplands; a bombastic adolescent provincial Bohemian with a 
thick-knotted artist’s tie made out of his sister’s scarf, she never knew where it had gone, and a cricket-
shirt dyed bottle green; a gabbing, ambitious, mock-tough, pretentious young man; and mole-y, too.

  I have longed to move away
  From the hissing of the spent lie 
  And the old terrors’ continual cry 
  Growing more terrible as the day 
  Goes over the hill into the deep sea;
  I have longed to move away
  From the repetition of salutes, 
  For there are ghosts in the air 
  And ghostly echoes on paper,
  And the thunder of calls and notes.

  I have longed to move away but am afraid; 
  Some life, yet unspent, might explode
  Out of the old lie burning on the ground,
  And, crackling into the air, leave me half-blind. 
  Neither by night’s ancient fear,
  The parting of hat from hair, 
  Pursed lips at the receiver, 
  Shall I fall to death’s feather.
  By these I would not care to die, 
  Half convention and half lie.



4 iv Caitlin
 Letter to Vernon Watkins & I make this in a warring absence
  Dylan Thomas married Caitlin Macnamara at Penzance registry office on July 11th 1937. Their early 

plans are described in the spoken text, a letter written shortly after the wedding. Not surprisingly, 
this extraordinary and tempestuous relationship is a focal point of Thomas’s life. In some respects, 
Caitlin’s character appears (to those like myself who read about her rather than knew her) as varied 
and complex as Dylan’s himself. The song is a setting of I make this in a warring absence, published in 
Twentieth Century Verse in1938, with the title Poem (For Caitlin). 

   My own news is very big and simple. I was married three days ago; to Caitlin Macnamara; in 
Penzance registry office; with no money, no prospect of money, no attendant friends or relatives, 
and in complete happiness. We’ve been meaning to from the first day we met, and now we are 
free and glad. We’re moving next week - for how long depends on several things, but mostly on 
one - to a studio some miles away, in Newlyn, a studio above a fish-market & where gulls fly in 
to breakfast. But I shall be trying to come home soon for at least a few days, along with Caitlin: I 
think you’ll like [her] very much, she looks like the princess on the top of a Christmas Tree, or like 
a stage Wendy; but, for God’s sake, don’t tell her that.

  I make this in a warring absence when
  Each ancient, stone-necked minute of love’s season 
  Harbours my anchored tongue, slips the quaystone, 
  When, praise is blessed, her pride in mast and fountain 
  Sailed and set dazzling by the handshaped ocean,
  In that proud sailing tree with branches driven 
  Through the last vault and vegetable groyne,
  And this weak house to marrow-columned heaven,



  She makes for me a nettle’s innocence
  And a silk pigeon’s guilt in her proud absence, 
  In the molested rocks the shell of virgins,
  The frank, closed pearl, the sea-girls’ lineaments 
  Glint in the staved and siren-printed caverns,
  Is maiden in the shameful oak, omens 
  Whalebed and bulldance, the gold bush of lions 
  Proud as a sucked stone and huge as sandgrains.

  These are her contraries: the beast who follows 
  With priest’s grave foot and hand of five assassins 
  Her molten flight up cinder-nesting columns,
  Calls the starved fire herd, is cast in ice, 
  Lost in a limp-treed and uneating silence, 
  Who scales a hailing hill in her cold flintsteps 
  Falls on a ring of summers and locked noons.



5 v Bottled God
 Under Milk Wood & various letters
  Dylan Thomas’s capacity to drink is one of his most famous, or infamous, characteristics. While the 

quantities may be questionable, the regularity and influence on his life is not in doubt. Stories 
abound, but I have retained in my mind his drunken sleep, his hangovers, his ability to fall down the 
steps to his house in Laugharne, and his more boisterous self, in this loosely based variation for harp 
on Bread of Heaven. The preceding text is from Under Milk Wood; the spoken interjections are from 
various letters.

   MRS CHERRY OWEN:
   Remember last night? In you reeled, my boy, as drunk as a deacon with a big wet bucket and a 

fish-frail full of stout and you looked at me and you said, ‘God has come home!’ you said, and then 
over the bucket you went, sprawling and bawling, and the floor was all flagons and eels.

   CHERRY OWEN: 
  Was I wounded?
   MRS CHERRY OWEN: 
  And then you took off your trousers and you said, ‘Does anybody want a fight!’ Oh, you old baboon.
   CHERRY OWEN: 
  Give me a kiss.
   MRS CHERRY OWEN: 
  And then you sang ‘Bread of Heaven’, tenor and bass.
   CHERRY OWEN: 
  I always sing ‘Bread of Heaven’.
   MRS CHERRY OWEN: 
  And then you did a little dance on the table.
   CHERRY OWEN: 
  I did?
   MRS CHERRY OWEN: 
  Drop dead!
   



   CHERRY OWEN: 
  And then what did I do?
   MRS CHERRY OWEN: 
  Then you cried like a baby and said you were a poor drunk orphan with nowhere to go but the grave.
   CHERRY OWEN: 
  And what did I do next, my dear?
   MRS CHERRY OWEN: 
   Then you danced on the table all over again and said you were King Solomon Owen and I was 

your Mrs Sheba.
   CHERRY OWEN: 
  And then?
   MRS CHERRY OWEN: 
  And then I got you into bed and you snored all night like a brewery.

   … a scrubby Welshman, with a three-weeks-accumulated hangover … a heart full of love and 
nerves full of alcohol, moping over his papers in a mortgaged villa in an upper-class professional 
row ... I’m not sober either, or at least not so much that you’d point after me in the street and say, 
There goes a sober man. I’m out of circulation too, with a swollen throat and a pint-sized 
headache, a jumping hand and not half enough air in my lungs. In Finch’s I was a lion; in the Duke 
of York’s a piece of cold lamb with vomit sauce … cold beer is bottled God …



6 vi War
 Letter to Albert Trick & Ceremony after a fire raid
  1939 saw the birth of their son, Llewelyn, and publication of another important collection, The Map 

of Love. As the extract of a letter illustrates (spoken), Dylan Thomas was not keen to take an ‘active’ 
part in the war and for much of the time he was a scriptwriter for the Strand Film Company in 
London. For the song I have chosen Ceremony after a fire raid, probably written just prior to 
publication in 1944 during the months when the family moved to Sussex to avoid the heavy bombing 
in London. By this time, Caitlin and Dylan had a daughter, Aeronwy.

   As one Daddy to another, what are you doing in the War? I’m very puzzled. When it is necessary, I am 
going to register as an objector, but also, because I want to get something out of the mess if possible, I’m 
trying to get a mild job, in the film-writing racket, before conscientious-registration is forced on me. My 
little body (though it’s little no longer, I’m like a walrus) I don’t intend to waste for the mysterious ends of 
others; and if there’s any profiteering to be done, I, in my fashion, wish to be in on it. But my natural, &, 
to me, sensible, greed & opportunism will unfortunately come to nothing; I’m sure of that: I know a few 
wires but they only tinkle when I pull them. So I’m afraid that I shall have to take the Tribunal. Is there 
any possibility of getting a soft job in Swansea? I don’t know how you feel about all this, but I can’t raise 
up any feeling about this War at all and the demon Hitlerism can go up its own bottom: I refuse to help 
it with a bayonet.

  Myselves 
  The grievers 
  Grieve 
  Among the street burned to tireless death 
  A child of a few hours
  With its kneading mouth
  Charred on the black breast of the grave 
  The mother dug, and its arms full of fires. 



  Begin
  With singing 
  Sing
  Darkness kindled back into beginning 
  When the caught tongue nodded blind, 
  A star was broken
  Into the centuries of the child
  Myselves grieve now, and miracles cannot atone. 

  Forgive
  Us forgive 
  Give
  Us your death that myselves the believers 
  May hold it in a great flood
  Till the blood shall spurt,
  And the dust shall sing like a bird
  As the grains blow, as your death grows, through our heart. 

  Crying
  Your dying 
  Cry,
  Child beyond cockcrow, by the fire-dwarfed 
  Street we chant the flying sea
  In the body bereft.
  Love is the last light spoken. Oh
  Seed of sons in the loin of the black husk left.  



7 vii Laugharne
 Letter to John Davenport & Prologue
  Dylan Thomas’s attitude to and problems with money are at times hard to comprehend. He had a 

remarkable ability to spend, cheat, withstand poverty and hide his wealth, seemingly from those close 
to him as well as from the casual acquaintance and the tax authorities. Although the letter quoted in 
the spoken text reflects some of this, it is a considerable contrast to the words of the song. This is a 
setting of Prologue, a preface in verse for Collected Poems and published in 1952. By this time the 
family had moved to the Boat House in Laugharne. 

   Things are appalling here, which can only mean one thing. Bills and demand notes, at me like 
badgers, whoosh! up the manholes, or gathered, grinning and panting round my bed, odiously 
familiar, like the little hyenas in Paphnutius’s cell. It is bad in a small community where everything 
is known: temporary insolvency goes the glad rounds as swift as miscarriage. I owe a quarter’s rent 
on my mother’s house, Llewelyn’s school fees (for last term), much to each tradesman … I am 
three months behind with my filmscript, a year behind with Peer Gynt. I have the hot & cold, 
roseflush comings & goings after elderberry wine last night in a hamhooked kitchen with 
impossibly rich, and thunderingly mean, ferret-faced farmers who dislike me so much they treat 
me like a brother. At last the National Insurance has caught up with me who has never put a 
stamp on his card, having no card. If you see anyone likely, pinch his boots for me.

  This day winding down now 
  At God speeded summer’s end 
  In the torrent salmon sun,
  In my seashaken house 
  On a breakneck of rocks 
  Tangled with chirrup and fruit, 
  Froth, flute, fin and quill
  At a wood’s dancing hoof, 
  By scummed, starfish sands 
  With their fishwife cross



  Gulls, pipers, cockles, and sails, 
  Out there, crow black, men 
  Tackled with clouds, who kneel 
  To the sunset nets,
  Geese nearly in heaven, boys 
  Stabbing, and herons, and shells 
  That speak seven seas,
  Eternal waters away 
  From the cities of nine
  Days’ night whose towers will catch 
  In the religious wind
  Like stalks of tall, dry straw, 
  At poor peace I sing
  To you, strangers,… 
  Hark: I trumpet the place, 
  From fish to jumping hill! Look: 
  I build my bellowing ark
  To the best of my love 
  As the flood begins,
  Out of the fountainhead
  Of fear, rage red, manalive,
  Molten and mountainous to stream 
  Over the wound asleep
  Sheep white hollow farms



8 viii The Thin Night Darkens
 Under Milk Wood & The Visitor
  Under Milk Wood was first performed in May of 1953 (spoken text). Although Dylan Thomas was 

enjoying considerable success, particularly in America, the toll of his lifestyle was beginning to tell. His 
relationship with Caitlin was under increasing strain and his health deteriorating. In October Thomas 
returned to the USA for his fourth trip. On November 5th he collapsed in New York City and died 
on the 9th November 1953 in St. Vincent’s Hospital. Text from his story, The Visitor, provides the 
words for the final song.

  Time passes. Listen. Time passes. 
  Come closer now.
   Only you can hear the houses sleeping in the streets in the slow deep salt and silent black, 

bandaged night. Only you can see, in the blinded bedrooms, the coms. and petticoats over the 
chairs, the jugs and basins, the glasses of teeth, Thou Shalt Not on the wall, and the yellowing 
dickybird-watching pictures of the dead. Only you can hear and see, behind the eyes of the 
sleepers, the movements and countries and mazes and colours and dismays and rainbows and 
tunes and wishes and flight and fall and despairs and big seas of their dreams. From where you 
are, you can hear their dreams.

   A man with a brush had drawn a red rib down the east. The ghost of a circle around the circle of 
the moon spun through a cloud. He passed his tongue over his lips that had miraculously clothed 
themselves with skin and flesh. In his mouth was a strange taste, as if last night, three hundred nights 
ago, he had squeezed the head of a poppy and drunk and slept. From dawn to dark he had talked 
of death, had seen a moth caught in the candle, had heard the laughter that could not have been 
his ring in his ears. The cock cried again, and a bird whistled like a scythe through wheat. Rhianon, 
he said, hold my hand, Rhianon. Hold my hand, he said. And then: Why are you putting the sheet 
over my face?



 THE DROWNING OF CAPEL CELYN / BODDI CAPEL CELYN

  Capel Celyn, a village near Bala in North Wales, was flooded in 1965 to create a reservoir for 
Liverpool. People were devastated as the water rushed into the valley, drowning the Chapel, Quaker 
Meeting House, a number of cottages, and the Post Office. There had been considerable protests, 
including the bombing of a transformer on the site of the dam structure, and in many respects the 
controversy had wider and longer-term consequences. I wrote this work to mark the 50th 
anniversary of the flooding as part of a series of commissions that Sioned Williams made for her 60th 
birthday.

  There are five movements to the work. The opening movement, ‘First Light’ (Golau cynta’r wawr) has 
the feeling of the first shafts of light over a waking village, in some respects reminiscent of similar 
scenes in Under Milk Wood. It is followed by ‘The Wheels of Treason’ (Olwynion brad), the title from 
a poem by Huw T. Edwards, grandfather of Sioned Williams and chairman of the ‘Save Tryweryn’ 
campaign. There is a march-like quality, increasing in intensity and providing a drive towards the third 
movement, ‘Flooding’ (Llifogi). It begins with a trickle, the initial rhythm taken from the stream 
opposite my study, but it completes with an explosion of sound which takes much time to die. In my 
mind, gradually the waves subside and the waters soften, leading to the opening figure of ‘Sunken’ 
(Suddedig). Bubbles stream, fish glide, and towards the end are the first signs of sadness. ‘Farewell’ 
(Ffarwél) the final movement, contains a nod to that most famous of Welsh pieces, Myfanwy, by 
Joseph Parry. Each movement contains at or near its end, three symbolic tolls of a bell, to mark 
betrayal. These take different forms, sometimes a simple chord, other times an arpeggio sequence, 
although in the central movement these are altered to be more ‘explosive’ in recognition of the 
widespread protests against the flooding. 
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