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Program notes

Calligrammes: Poems of Peace and War by Guillaume Apollinaire

Calligrammes is a collection of poems by French poet Guillaume Apollinaire (1880
– 1918) written between 1913 and 1916. Published in 1918, they were dedicated to 
his friend René Dalize, who died “on the field of honor, 7 May 1917”. 
Calligrammes is particularly distinguished for how typeface and spatial 
arrangement of words on the page add to the meaning of certain poems, and make 
the whole experience so special. These forms of poetic compositions are called 
“calligrams”. Poetry plays a central role in the creative process of González’ music.
In the case of Calligrammes for piano trio, two central ideas are explored: letters 
from the poems are assigned to music sounds (notes) and the forms-designs of the 
Apollinaire's 'Calligrammes' are imitated in the formal structures of the music.

The European premiere of Calligrammes was done by the Bukolika piano trio at the
David Josefowitz Hall at the Royal Academy of Music in London in 2018.

Calligrammes for piano trio

Maison (Home) - 1st movement



Miroir (Mirror) - 2nd movement

In this mirror I am enclosed alive and true as we
imagine the angels and not as are the reflections 



C’est ton visage (It is your face) - 3rd movement 

The sweet lunar night and plenty of stars

it's your face that I no longer see



Le départ (The departure) - 4th movement 

Et leurs visages étaient pâles

Et leurs sanglots s’étaient brisés

 

Comme la neige aux purs pétales

Ou bien tes mains sur mes baisers

Tombaient les feuilles automnales

 

 

And their faces were pale

And their sobs were shattered

 

Like the snow with pure petals

Or your hands on my kisses

Falling autumnal leaves



Du coton dans les oreilles

(Cotton in the ears) - 5th movement 

So many explosives on point SHARP

Write a word if you dare

The points of impact in my soul always in war

Your ferocious herd spits fire

OMEGAPHONE



Il pleut (It's raining) - 6th movement 
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