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Unturned Stones: Duo for Violin and Viola (2012) * 15:41 
 1 I Eppur si muove 4:20 
 2 II A Courtesy Towards Being 8:32 
 3 III Coming Home to the World 2:48 

Il Ritorno: Perambulation for Solo Violin (2013-2015)  33:36 
 4 I Preamble 7:56 
 5 II Bearings 3:55 
 6 III Silence 7:58 
 7 IV Water 2:46 
 8 V Stone 7:08 
 9 VI Song 3:49 

10 Mornington Caprice: Duo for Violin and Viola (2015) *  3:55 

11 Diaphany (2016) for solo violin  3:49 

Total playing time:  57:01 

 Peter Sheppard Skærved  violin    

*  Diana Mathews   viola



the music: notes by the composer 

The four works on this album—two solo violin works and two duos for violin and 
viola—came about through my friendship with two superb London musicians.  Peter 
Sheppard Skærved and I met in 2004 at the behest of our mutual friend and mentor, 
the great American composer George Rochberg.  Through thirteen years and dozens 
of projects, inside and out of our respective academic institutions, Peter and I have 
conspired to bridge gaps of every kind, between music and other lines of spiritual 
inquiry, between erudite education and the living presence of art in all its spheres of 
activity, between what is English or European or American, and (best of all) against 
obsolete but persistent misapprehensions regarding what is “old” and what is “new.”  
There is too much I have to say in order to thank Peter for his inspiration, the radiant 
influence of his artistic vision on my work as a composer, and his trust in my music.  
More follows in my notes below.   

Diana Mathews is a veteran of the Exchange Program which Peter and I created in 
2005 (“Collaborative Composition”), and which ran biennially for a dozen years 
between Nashville and London.  The Vanderbilt and Royal Academy students whom 
we selected to participate give us ongoing testimony about the ways in which the 
intensive workshops of this exchange continue to affect and underscore their lives as 
professional musicians.  Diana has become one of the uncanny company of violists in 
my life who are my essential Muses, summoning forth more and more viola repertoire, 
including two caprices so far, the second of which is the duo Mornington Caprice on this 
disc.  She’s the one who commissioned Unturned Stones.  Let’s turn to it now.   

Unturned Stones: Duo for Violin and Viola (2012) 

The old saying "to leave no stone unturned" has always honored the virtue of studying 
a landscape so thoroughly that nothing about it remains unexposed. But there is a 
different kind of honoring, a spiritual hunch that it might be best to leave things alone, 
without imposing our own wills upon them.  Where I live, in middle Tennessee, it's  



impossible to turn over a stone in a cedar glade without uncovering a lizard, snake, or 
colony of insects.  In this teeming context, leaving stones unturned supports both 
personal safety and ecological sanity. 

In my own Unturned Stones, I begin by addressing the difficulty of doing so.  The 
gravitational attraction of stone-turning governs the changeable character of the first 
movement, whose epigraph "Eppur si muove" ("And yet it moves") was allegedly 
muttered by Galileo under his breath to his Inquisitors, defiantly (if apocryphally) 
affirming the inexorable turning of the Earth around the Sun.  How unnatural it would 
be to be to refrain from turning stones when the stone of planet Earth is always 
turning! 

And yet...there is another way, a counterpoint to the relentless pull of knowing things 
(“Turn it, and turn it, for everything is in it,” goes the famous rabbinical motto for 
Talmudic study).  Zen masters have given various names to this alternative path.  I want 
to call it "A Courtesy Towards Being" (the title of my second movement).  Here, the 
centrifugal force that nourished the unease of the violin and viola in the previous 
movement now turns inward, so that the two instruments sing with each other, and to 
each other, and as one.  Being courteous towards another has always been a serious 
challenge for us all, no matter if we are saints or sinners.  How much more implausible is 
it to be courteous to a stone?  I know I’m not capable of it.  But my music hopes to be. 

That’s why the third movement bears the title "Coming Home to the World": a 
movement to grasp the fact that we belong here on Earth, that the universe is our 
home address and there is no need to forward ourselves to any other.  This 
homecoming is just as disquieting as the first movement, but in a new key.  To be 
astonished is never a simple matter, least of all when the feeling arises from simple 
matter: from stones: from sounds: from the playing of Diana and Peter, to whom I am 
grateful for so beautifully singing my turning and unturning songs of the Earth. 



Il Ritorno: Perambulation for Solo Violin (2013-2015)

This is the story of how my music for Dartmoor came into being.  I've been so 
touched by the moor that a linear account would be impossible.  My memories and 
impressions are as changeable as the sky over Easdon Tor, but—I hope—as orderly, 
and as full of promise. 

I first came to Dartmoor in 1991, on what I thought would be a side trip from Dorset.  
I have no terms to describe the fateful upshot of this detour.   I can't even invoke 
words like upshot or detour without alighting upon Uppacott and Leigh Tor instead.   This 
defining epoch of my life belongs properly to the language of Dartmoor.  I took a stickle 
path, for sure.  I went farther south, with zeal.  My whole life became thorn-worthy.  
Dorset was Hardy's—dark and deep—but I had miles to go before I'd sleep.  When I 
raised my stakes and pushed west, Dorset gave way to tor-set, Dorchester to tor-chaser. 

Such wordplay is a composer's occupational hazard, a malady of accidental relations, 
turned into unexpected melody.  Every composer I've ever loved was an unapologetic 
punster (Mozart, most egregiously).  The silliness also serves as a defense against the 
absurdity of expressing in words an intensity of feeling approachable only by putting 
sounds together, with due harmony, and even duer discord.  

This is what I have done in my new piece for violinist Peter Sheppard Skærved.  This is 
what Peter and I are so pleased and honoured to share with you.  It's what's taken me 
a quarter-century to figure out: how to translate my experience into a music that 
reflects every aspect of the moor's astonishment; how to compose something fit 
enough for Dartmoor's beauty and strangeness to course through it, as only my friend 
Peter—one of the greatest performing artists of our time—can play it; how to make 
each sound into a unique entity, belonging to a much larger, diverse, unified, and vital 
landscape.  That's the moor infinitely dear to me, bound in a ball of bog cotton.   



Dartmoor stands as the reigning metaphor of my life.  I am not so much obsessed by 
the place, as redeemed by it.  I sometimes fancy that my Jewish ancestors smelted tin 
at the King's Oven, hard by Birch Tor, and that now I have returned to finish the job, 
distilling precious metal from the raw ore of their forced exile.  My entire curriculum 
vitae—Pennsylvania, Israel, Italy, Upstate New York, Tennessee—always runs home at 
last to these square miles of Devon stone, water, flora, and fauna.  The truth is, I don't 
even have to be home to be at home.  So vivid is the image of the moor to my 
imagination that my mind has become a virtual ordnance survey map, thoughts and 
feelings stored into river valleys and ancient copses as into cabinets and drawers.  
Dartmoor is nothing more or less to me than a royal forest of memory, each site held 
fast both on its own inimitable account and as a repository for everything I cherish in 
the world.   

On that day in 1991, at the age of 31—the day I drove from Sydling St. Nicholas to 
North Bovey—I came home, and into my own.   That same day—the very moment I 
arrived on the open moor—I was made to feel welcome in it.  Clem Otho-Briggs was 
pottering up by his garage, which fronted the single-track road at Blissmoor, the tin 
miner's cottage under Cripdon Down that he and his redoubtable wife Margaret had 
transformed into the most hospitable haven in the British Isles.  Clem invited me to 
park safely on his property.  After a few sharp questions—by which he learned 
everything worth knowing about me—he urged me to clamber up to Bowerman's 
Nose, but only to whet my appetite for the main event, which would be tea with him 
and Margaret down below.  It was as good as a moral bond: my walk on the moor 
would be prologue to the glorious tea that followed, courtesy of Margaret and Clem. 

My experience of Dartmoor thus began as a lesson in kindness, a triangulation 
according to the metaphysical OS coordinates of hospitality, human presence, and 
humane interaction.  For 25 years, this intuition has grown by leaps and bounds, as if 
from boulder to boulder across the Dart under Crow Tor, as if from tuft to precious 
tuft of solid grass over Beardown Man to Fur Tor.  I have learned that every millimeter  



of moor must be measured by the long chronicle of those who have lived and worked, 
suffered and thriven upon her through five thousand years, a largely untold pageant of 
ingenious craft and perilous livelihood, drawn from The Mother of Many Rivers, season 
after season. 

With lingering romantic resistance, I have grasped that there is no "wilderness" to 
speak of on Dartmoor, even with all its wildness.  The farthest reach of Foxtor Mire is 
favoured by certain sheep, who know its crossing by heart (as I know mine).  Such 
interdependence between humanity and the natural world holds, of course, in all 
places.  But Dartmoor is an objectively special case of the fragile harmony at work in 
the transactions between people and nature.  Through successive cataclysms of climate 
change, deforestation, and modernity, Dartmoor is a landscape whose contours have 
been, through five millennia, literally taken for granite.  Neolithic rows and circles, 
medieval crosses and longhouses, Georgian townhouses and Victorian manors—all 
bear witness to the endurance of a single topographic principle: when building 
something, one must give the most direct and artful response to the demands of the moor.
Dartmoor determines the character of its architecture, husbandry, and industry, as 
surely it determines the character of its native flora and fauna (including its people).   

This particularity of composition is precisely what I have sought in my violin music for 
the moor.  It has taken me many sojourns here—eighteen, to be precise, from 1991 to 
2015—to work this out.  On two occasions, Peter has accompanied me here, so that I 
could see and hear the moor through his artful eyes and ears, and he through mine, 
assuring that his solo journey through my music could ultimately be a more 
companionable one.  My turning and returning to Dartmoor has been an ongoing 
laboratory, a happy analogy to the pattern of the music itself, which takes shape 
through recurrent chorus, memorable burden, and haunting refrain.   

That's why I have called my piece Il Ritorno—The Return.  The title points in the first 
place to my own continuing homecoming hither, and in the second place to the cyclical 
staying power of the moor through ages of alteration.   



At the heart of the Italian word Ritorno is tor (naturally), the surrounding letters 
outlining the central outcropping in Gallic black (noir).  As for the subtitle of the 
work—Perambulation for Solo Violin—there is, of course, an appropriation of the 
ancient term for a comprehensive circuit of the moor (in this case, through music) and 
an affirmation of Dartmoor's great gift of solitude. 

The six movements of the piece go as follows: 
I. Preamble (before the walk) 
II. Bearings (a word of many connotations) 
III. Silence (a paradox music shares with the moor) 
IV. Water (the element most aligned with music's flow) 
V. Stone (the objective features of the moor culminate with this hard yet 
infinitely malleable feature) 
VI. Song (coming back round to simple, subjective wonder) 

Just like a Dartmoor sky—a byword in the family for our children's sudden shifts from 
tears to laughter—Il Ritorno carries its weather from moment to moment, sunlight and 
shadow succeeding one another in a complex and tuneful dance.  I don't know how 
else to tell you what my music sounds like.  I simply and humbly hope you'll come out 
to hear Peter play it. 

Whatever mystical sense I've got adheres only to rocks and to my loved ones.  But I 
do think Il Ritorno contains the inkling of a spirit—both immanent and transcendent—at 
first so seemingly forbidding, but so strangely life-giving upon more intimate 
acquaintance.  To me it is a prison, for that is part of its rich history.  But then it is so 
much moor.  Heaved up through Devonian (and other) sediments as intrusive magma, 
Dartmoor is even now gracefully eroding into my heaven on earth, all through the 
ingenious stewardship of its human beings, including the wonderful folks at 
Moretonhampstead—with special thanks to Dr. Ian Mortimer of Mearsdon Manor, to 
the Very Reverend Simon Franklin, and to John Willis of Green Hill Arts—and the  



National Park Authority, all of whom so hospitably co-sponsored the premiere of my 
Dartmoor cycle at the Church of St. Andrew’s in June of 2016.  This process perfectly 
corresponds to the ways music is made by composers and performers—how the hard 
stone of pure sound is eroded into beautiful and changeable shapes.  Il Ritorno is my rill 
of gratitude, my spate of wonder and continuing discovery.   

Mornington Caprice: Duo for Violin and Viola (2015) 

This is my second caprice for violist Diana Mathews.  The first is a solo piece called 
Pygmy Nubian, a breed of goat, honoring the etymology of “caprice.”  There will be 
more, I hope, perhaps a whole herd of them in the end.   

As well as being the violinist of the world, Peter Sheppard Skærved is one of my 
favorite graphic artists.  In addition to the image of Dartmoor on the cover, you can 
enjoy many of his paintings and drawings on his website, where you will also learn what 
it means really to make art: to pay attention (as Peter does) to the Universe with all 
your heart, and soul, and might, through every medium available to you.    

Peter’s conviction that there can be no meaningful boundary between the practice of 
music and everything else under the sun—no possible way of addressing the complex 
evolution of composers and performers of every era, without taking into account the 
entire culture in which musical works came into being, found their venues, and were 
(more or less successfully) disseminated and preserved—has brought him into fruitful 
collaborations with a wide range of museums, galleries, and historic performance 
venues, along with civic, environmental, and scientific organizations in the U.K. and 
abroad.  

It is my good fortune to have been involved in a number of these collaborative 
projects, beginning at the Rufino Tamayo Gallery in Mexico City in 2004, and 
continuing through Peter’s second great British Museum project in 2016, for which I 
composed Diaphany. 



It was therefore a blessing—“payback,” if you will—for me to be able to initiate 
another such collaboration with Peter, thanks to my friendship with art historian Lee 
Hallman, whose connections with Tate Britain sparked the composition of Mornington 
Caprice and its premiere at the Frank Auerbach retrospective in March, 2016.  The 
duo—composed for Diana and inspired by Peter—is dedicated to Lee.  

I am unable to feel an objective distance from Frank Auerbach’s paintings.  The 
immediacy of Mornington Crescent – Early Morning (1991) inspired this duo for Peter 
and Diana: 

March 11, 2016: Peter Sheppard Skaerved and Diana Mathews rehearsing Mornington Caprice in front of

Mornington Crescent – Early Morning at Tate Britain.  Lee Hallman, a scholar of Frank Auerbach’s 

 work—who made possible the premiere performance at Tate Britain’s Auerbach retrospective—  

is standing in the foreground. 



The moment I see it, I’m already inside the painting—no doubt partly (and 
embarrassingly) a consequence of my early London associations of falling with Mary 
Poppins and the Banks children into one of Bert’s chalk drawings.   

The first octaves of  the duo open up a space and then immediately draw it in, like air 
going out of a balloon.  This image reflects my feeling of vertigo when first looking at 
any great landscape; somehow I feel it in spades when looking at Auerbach. 

The close-knit dissonance between the violin and viola all through the opening passage 
soon expends itself.  In my experience of this artist’s work, the first feeling of 
provisional disorder always evolves into a more radical order, thanks to the inner 
alchemy of Frank's imagination, his constancy, his confidence in his own brushes, his 
faith in the vitality of things as he sees them.  It is as if he's always returning to the 
origins of painting, to its first purposes.  To record the glory of being.  To offer up 
gratitude for all of it.  To praise. 

That must be why I heard church music—and church bells—coming into my puzzled 
ears at this point.  In responding to a London painting by a displaced German Jew, it 
makes no sense for a composer to give a parody of Roman Catholic polyphony from 
the early 16th century.  It makes so much sense.  The presence of bells speaks for 
itself, on any London street.   

The movement of this archaic contrapunctus enacts a bit of stylistic time travel.  Soon, 
the music is well into its Romantic phase of taking the "objective" language of the 
Renaissance into more humane territory.  What Auerbach painted in Mornington 
Crescent isn’t just a street, after all.  It's where people walk and work and live, including 
the artist.  Now the old-fashioned point of imitation becomes a real tune, with a warm 
Schumannesque sequence.  But the music can't stop there, arrested by the temptation 
merely to sing.  Praise always involves lament.  Béla Bartók knows this better than any 
of my daemonic mentors, living or dead.  And so Bartók’s spirit guides the music right 
into the arrival of a crucial passage: the inversion of the church theme, the collusion of  



the violin and viola in singing that hymn, note for note, now upside down, as an elegy 
of some kind, though I couldn’t say for what.  Indeed, I have no "programmatic" 
narrative in mind at all for the music.  I could write these notes all over again, and give 
you an entirely different account.  But I do know there is something steady I am 
offering to you in Mornington Caprice, apart from the musical-historical “iconography” I 
have already mentioned: my great trust in the fragility, endurance, and strangeness of 
Frank Auerbach’s London vision, embodied here in this extraordinary recording of the 
piece by these two great players.   

As I noted above, the premiere of the duo in March 2016 at Tate Britain’s Auerbach 
retrospective—right under the Mornington Crescent – Early Morning itself, in the 
presence of 70 or so museumgoers—was facilitated by art historian Lee Hallman, who 
defended her doctoral dissertation on the London paintings of Frank Auerbach and 
Leon Kossoff in the spring of 2017.  Lee and I have enjoyed years of conversation 
about Auerbach’s work.  When she and I realized the convergence of Tate Britain’s 
Auerbach retrospective with the 2016 Exchange Program between Vanderbilt 
University and the Royal Academy of Music (which Peter and I have co-directed for 
the past twelve years), Dr. Hallman set things in motion for the premiere of the duo in 
the gallery.  And so I’ll give the last word to Lee, who knows best about Auerbach, and 
who knows my music better than I do.  Here is what she wrote to me, in a Rilkean 
vein, in an email message about the ending of Mornington Caprice: 

“Just as the imitative balance of the polyphony cannot last, neither can lament, not when the 
glory of the world is everywhere, clamoring, calling us out of ourselves, reminding us that we 
are here for saying: sky, pavement, car, factory, chimney, for saying them more profoundly—
more colorfully, more concretely, with a more violent order—than the things themselves could 
ever say.” 



Diaphany (2016) 

When Peter walked me through the British Museum in January 2016—his British 
Museum, the fabric of connections he was seeing, the texture of his Alexander Project 
for the coming June—he invited me to choose anything at all to write music for, as 
long as it had some bearing on Alexander the Great.  Luckily, the legacy of the world 
conqueror has some bearing on just about everything, including my own middle name, 
which probably derives from the affection one of my Jewish ancestors felt for the 
tolerant emperor as he made his way through Asia Minor.   

As long as I have come to the British Museum, I have loved the sea nymphs in Room 
17, those diaphanously clad Nereids (see them overleaf), sculpted for the tomb of an 
obscure Xanthian dynast who ruled just a half-century before Alexander’s arrival there 
(in present-day Turkey).  I’m so glad that Diaphany comes last on this disc.  Not only is 
it my most recent collaboration with Peter; it is also, for me, the music most replete 
with delightful associations, beginning with our January stroll through the museum.  I 
am astonished by the grace, the movement, the anti-gravitational field of these 
marmoreal ladies.   They are altogether music in stone. I invented the word “diaphany” 
as a tribute to their transparent, free-flowing drapery.  What I didn’t know until after 
I’d finished the piece is that if you change just one letter, you get diaphony, the ancient 
Greek concept of dissonance (O joy!), and also a more recent theoretical term for 
two-part medieval organum.  

There could be no more perfect set of resonances between these various 
connotations and my ongoing collaborations with Peter Sheppard Skærved and Diana 
Mathews:  transparent, free-flowing, beautifully dissonant, strikingly parallel in an 
unpredictable and historically consequential way—these are the terms of my friendship 
with these two awe-inspiring musicians.  I’m the luckiest composer on Earth. 

Notes © 2017 Michael Alec Rose 
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the musicians 

Michael Alec Rose is a composer of symphonic, chamber, piano, vocal, wind 
ensemble, ballet, and theater music.  His music has been performed widely in the 
United States, as well as in Europe and South America.  Rose has received 30 annual 
awards in composition from ASCAP.  Rose teaches at Vanderbilt University's Blair 
School of Music.  With renowned violinist Peter Sheppard Skaerved, he co-directed six 
rounds of an International Exchange Program between Vanderbilt and the Royal 
Academy of Music, London (2005-2016), culminating in the premiere of Il Ritorno: 
Perambulation for Solo Violin, sponsored by the Dartmoor National Park Authority and 
the Parish Church of St. Andrew, Moretonhampstead (June, 2016).  

Rose’s first book, Audible Signs: Essays from a Musical Ground, was published by 
Continuum Books in 2010.  His essays have appeared in Brooklyn Rail and Literary 
Imagination.  A compact disc of his music for strings and horn appeared in 2013, on the 
Toccata Classics label.  A retrospective of his song cycles and solo piano music (“News 
of the Universe”) was presented at the National Opera Center in New York in 2015.  
Rose is now working on a music-theatre version of Sylvia Townsend Warner’s novel 
Lolly Willowes, and a solo piano suite, Musica senza rumore, inspired by paintings in the 
Doria Pamphilj Gallery in Rome, where the piece will be premiered.  He has won three 
university-wide teaching awards at Vanderbilt, including a Chair of Teaching Excellence.  

Peter Sheppard Skærved is the only living violinist to have performed on the violins 
of Niccolo Paganini, Joseph Joachim and G B Viotti. He is the dedicatee of over 400 
works for violin, by composers including Han Werner Henze, Poul Ruders, David 
Matthews, Judith Weir and George Rochberg.  He has a diverse international career, 
ranging from solo appearances in over 30 countries, to in-depth projects and 
residencies: current explorations include an EU-funded collaboration with composer 
Evis Sammoutis based on improvisations in workshops and derelict spaces in Nicosia, 
to a musical exploration of the historic leprosy hospital in, Norway for the Bergen 
International Festival. 



Peter is a prolific recording artist, having released over 60 critically acclaimed 
recordings. These include cycles of sonatas by Tartini Telemann and Beethoven, and 
many of the works written for him, resulting in a Grammy nomination, and awards 
from the BBC Music Magazine. In the past year alone, he has released discs of Henze 
Concerti, Telemann Fantasies, Tartini Sonatas, Beethoven’s Eroica Symphony, Reicha 
Quartets, as well as discs of works dedicated to him by Sadie Harrison, Nigel Clarke, 
Mihailo Trandafilovski, David Gorton and David Matthews. Peter is the only musician 
to have curated an exhibition at the National Portrait Gallery, London and has made 
projects for the British Museum, the Victoria and Albert Museum, London and galleries 
worldwide. Later this year, he will be launching a new series of concerts and talks at 
the Metropolitan Museum New York. He is married to the Danish writer and poet, 
Malene Skӕrved, and is the Viotti Lecturer at the Royal Academy of Music, London, 
where he was elected Fellow in 2013.  For recordings, films, writing and more info, go 
to www.peter-sheppard-skaerved.com

Diana Mathews pursues an active performing career as soloist, chamber and 
orchestral musician. Prizes include the Theodore Holland Prize and the Kenneth Page 
Foundation Viola Competition. As concerto soloist, Diana has performed with 
orchestras including the Isis Chamber Orchestra and Huntingdon Philharmonic. As a 
recitalist, Diana’s performances, with her duo partner Jonathan Beatty (piano), have 
included concerts for the Concerts in the West recital series and for Oxshott and 
Cobham Music Society.  

Diana has a keen interest in contemporary music and enjoys working alongside 
composers. Works dedicated to her include Paul Osterfield’s ‘Ablaze’, and Sadie 
Harrison’s ‘Diana Nemorensis’, both for solo viola, and Roger Carter’s ‘Deep 
Thoughts’ for viola and piano.  



She has performed in the World Premiere of Michael Rose’s ‘Hopeful Monsters’ as 
well as giving the UK Premiere of his Third Viola Sonata, ‘The Pedagogy of Grief’. As a 
chamber musician Diana is a regular guest artist with the Kreutzer Quartet, leader 
Peter Sheppard Skærved and she has participated in the London Festival of Chamber 
Music playing with the English String Quartet, leader, Diana Cummings. Diana 
freelances with various orchestras including the Royal Opera House Orchestra and 
London Symphony Orchestra. Diana plays on a Pietro Antonio Testore viola (1780). 
www.diana-mathews.co.uk.  



The first performance of Il Ritorno in St. Andrew Church, Moretonhampstead, Devon, on June 28, 2016, was generously hosted 
and sponsored by the following persons, whom we thank for all their hospitality and support: 
Dr. Ian Mortimer, distinguished historian, poet, and genius loci of the moorside town of Moretonhampstead; 
At St. Andrew’s Church: The Very Reverend Simon Franklin, Joe Scaife and David Forrest; 
At Green Hill Arts, Moretonhampstead: John Willis and family; 
At the Dartmoor National Park Authority: Peter Harper, Sam Hill, Kevin Bishop & Neil White; 
Sarah Squire of Deal Farm, Manaton 

The first two performances of Unturned Stones were given (in London and Nashville, respectively) by the following duos: 
Midori Komachi and Diana Mathews, Danielle Hoisington and Laura Williamson. 
The first performance of Mornington Caprice in the Frank Auerbach retrospective exhibition at Tate Britain (March 11, 2016) 
was organized by art historian Lee Hallman, to whom the piece is dedicated. Special thanks to the Vanderbilt exchange 
students who were present at this premiere: Jack Coen, Ramakrishnan Kumaran, Mary Grace Johnson, and Amy Thompson.  

The engineering and editing of this recording were made possible by a generous gift from Dr. Lewis Jay Rose: “I make this 
contribution in memory of those of my immediate family who are no longer with me and in honor of those of my immediate 
family who are part of my life now.” 
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Il Ritorno was recorded at Moretonhampstead Church, Devon on 22 July 2016 
The other works were recorded at St John the Baptist, Albury, Herts: 
Mornington on March 16, 2016; Unturned Stones on July 18, 2016 and Diaphany on  
December 19, 2016 
Recording Engineer/Editor: Jonathan Haskell (astounding sounds) 
Booklet and packaging design: Stephen Sutton (divine art) 
Front cover image: “The Erne River from above Piles Copse, Dartmoor” (December 2013), 
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