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ALSO AVAILABLE on
signumclassics

Shostakovich: Hypothetically Murdered
City of Birmingham Symphony Orchestra, Mark Elder

Shostakovich: Festival Overture and Symphony No. 5
The Philharmonia Orchestra, Vladimir Ashkenazy

SIGCD051

SIGCD135

Four works that in many ways signify the incredible personal and
politcal upheaval faced by Shostakovich over a turbulent six-year
period (1931 - 1937) - the orchestral suites Hypothetically Murdered,
Four Romances on Poems by Pushkin, Five Fragments and Suite No.
1 for Jazz Band.

Two consistently popular works by Shostakovich, the Festival
Overture and his Symphony No. 5, performed live by the Philharmonia
Orchestra under renowned Russian conductor Vladimir Ashkenazy.

“ ... here’s a conductor who truely knows what this music is about.
It shows.” Classic FM Magazine

Available through most record stores and at www.signumrecords.com For more information call +44 (0) 20 8997 4000
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Mini Stories
1997, rev. 2002

HAFLIDI HALLGRÍMSSON

1. A Suite
2. Scene

[1.44]
[2.01]

15. A Play
16. Left Hand Singing

[3.13]
[1.20]

3. A Fable
4. The Centre of the Universe

[1.19]
[1.53]

17. A Dream
18. The Ship Sails North

[3.28]
[3.09]

5. Incidents
6. Script

[1.41]
[1.23]

[3.42]

7. A Sonnet
8. Rondino

[1.56]
[1.32]

19. A Young Man Who Astonished a
Watchman
20. March For One

[2.06]

9. An Optical Illusion
10. Mystical Navigation

[1.28]
[2.30]

21. Losing Things
22. Seven Halos

[2.00]
[1.23]

23. Victory Boogie-Woogie

[3.18]

24. Blue Notebook No. 10

[1.24]

11. What They Sell in the Stores Nowadays [2.05]
12. Red Trees, Blue Sky, Dead Leaves
[2.04]
13. Petrakov
14. Singing Lesson

[1.49]
[2.28]

Total Timings

CAPUT ENSEMBLE
SIMON CALLOW NARRATOR

www.signumrecords.com

The stories by Kharms that I selected for this work
come from a collection of short stories entitled
Incidences, that were found amongst papers that
came into the possession of the American
professor George Gibian on one of his visits to
Eastern Europe in the late 1960s. Incredible as it
may seem, these amazing pieces written in Soviet
Russia more than 70 years ago could easily sit
beside the Western absurdist literature of the
sixties and seventies: the stories range in content
from mundane everyday events to black humour,
absurd occurrences, mindless violence, mild
eroticism and to stories reminiscent of fairy tales.
The last story I use refers to a red-haired man, who
is gradually “dismantled” until he exists no more.
It is tempting to see this last story as a reference
to the near total annihilation of peoples’ freedoms
during Stalin’s reign of terror, when the safest conduct
was to be virtually “unseen” and “unheard”. It
also brings to mind the final days of Kharms’s life,
with his prolonged death from starvation in a
prison hospital in Leningrad in 1942.

COMPOSER’S NOTE

mini stories

[51.07]

My music-theatre composition Mini Stories was
commissioned by the Northlands Festival in 1997
and premiered at the Mill Theatre in Thurso,
Scotland on 8 September that same year, with the
Russian actor Victor Sobchak as the narrator and
the LYS Ensemble performing the music. The piece
was revised in 2002, providing the version heard
on this recording.
I was introduced to the writings of Daniil Kharms
by an old friend and Russophile, Ken Reynolds, in
the early 1970s. It was a memorable discovery
that produced a strong feeling of identification,
and the desire to use some of Kharms’s writings
for a music-theatre piece if and when an
opportunity would arise. Eventually, Kharms’s
writings inspired me to compose not only Mini
Stories, but also a large scale opera, Die Wält der
Zwischenfälle (The Whirld of Incidences) which
was co-commissioned by Stadttheatre Lübeck and
Netzzeit Vienna. The opera was premiered at
Stadttheatre Lübeck on 11 February 2004, and
received its Austrian premiere in Vienna the
following year.

On a first reading, the stories in their extreme
brevity may seem startlingly simple, and even
frivolous, but on closer inspection they begin to
assert their grip on the reader. They come across
as humorous, cynical and even cruel in their
observations of human existence and behaviour.
-3-
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There is a disturbing contrast between the content
of the stories and the minimal number of words
that Kharms employs, which sometimes threatens
to undermine the content of the story. Many of the
stories are so rigorously pared down that they no
longer seem to fit any established patterns. On the
other hand, some are imbued with an unworldly
atmosphere, as if written by an ‘all-seeing’
superior being, observing mankind from afar.

of underlying structure to the whole composition.
By placing the shortest stories at the beginning,
and gradually incorporating the more substantial
ones, a focal-point was reached with A Young
Man Who Astonished a Watchman. This story
reveals a mystical, even religious side to Kharms.
Two much shorter stories then follow, with the last,
Blue Notebook No. 10, the shortest of all. It is an
apt text for bringing Mini Stories to its conclusion.
Kharms’s sad and lonely death certainly comes to
mind when reading or listening to it.

These stories are difficult to classify and hard to
interpret. To most readers they will seem inscrutable,
but that was no doubt Kharms’s intention. As
Anatoli Aleksandrov noted of Incidences: “The world
has been losing its agreeable order - it is in
discord, even nightmarish. Without order, there
can be no hierarchy, and without hierarchy there
can be no sense of value”. To quote further from
Neil Carrick’s monograph, ‘Daniil Kahrms:
Theologian of the Absurd’: “The stories pose the
reader a puzzle, but apparently provide insufficient
clues for its solution”.

In composing the music, I intended the texts to be
recited one by one, with my own musical ‘mini
stories’ acting as interludes, hopefully enhancing
the absurdity of the text by existing on a different
plane. The titles of the interludes are my own,
except for the final piece (Victory Boogie Woogie taken from the title of Piet Mondrian’s final,
unfinished work), and reflect my original intention
of creating music that is at variance with the
text itself.

When I started work on Mini Stories, my original
intention was to create a music-theatre piece that
could be staged in either a theatre or as part of a
concert, without requiring any theatrical props.
Having chosen twelve stories from Incidences, I
devised an order that was intended to give a sense

As the composition progressed, the absurdist
nature of the stories began to assert their
influence, and to dictate to a degree the musical
content of the interludes. Not only did the essence
of the text infiltrate the music, but the atmosphere
of Leningrad - as I imagined it to be during that
-4-

period - seems to be evoked, leading to some
highly atmospheric music.

Shardam’. The predilection for ‘Kharms’ allegedly
derives from the tension between the English
words ‘charms’ and ‘harms’ (plus the German
Charme ; indeed, there is an actual German
surname ‘Harms’), but probably also owes
something to a similarity in sound to Sherlock
Holmes (pronounced ‘Kholms’ in Russian).

I decided to revise Mini Stories in 2002, and to
incorporate fragments of quiet music as a
background to the narration of the text, to give the
impression of a near-continuous sonic presence.
On repeated listening it seems to me, at least,
that these new connections have given Mini
Stories a greater sense of unity.

From 1925 Kharms began to attend ‘left’ poetry
readings and other avant-garde activities. He
gained membership of the Leningrad section of
the All-Russian Union of Poets (from 1926), one of
the many predecessors to the eventual Union of
Soviet Writers, and published two poems in
anthologies in 1926 and 1927. Almost unbelievably
now, these were the only ‘adult’ works Kharms was
able to publish in his lifetime. In 1927 he and a
number of like-minded experimental writers,
including his talented friend and close associate
Aleksandr Vvedenskii and the major poet Nikolai
Zabolotskii, formed the literary and artistic
grouping OBERIU (the near-acronym of the
‘Association of Real Art’).

It’s worth mentioning in closing that Kharms was
a great lover of music, and above the harmonium
in his room was a sign that read: “Here we only
play Bach”.
Haflidi Hallgrímsson

DANIIL KHARMS:
A SHORT BIOGRAPHY
Daniil Kharms (1905 - 1942) was the main
pseudonym of Daniil Ivanovich Iuvachev. The son
of a notable St Petersburg intellectual figure (I. P.
Iuvachev), Daniil was to achieve, within his
lifetime, only limited local renown as a Leningrad
avant-garde eccentric and children’s writer of the
1920s and 1930s. Among other pseudonyms, he
had employed ‘Daniil Dandan’ and ‘Kharms-

This short-lived movement, something resembling
a union between Futurist aesthetics and Formalist
approaches and considering itself a ‘left flank’ of
the literary avant-garde, caused a minor sensation
with a highly unconventional theatrical evening
-5-
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entitled ‘Tri levykh chasa’ (‘Three Left Hours’) in
I928. This included a performance of Kharms’s
Kafkaesque absurdist drama Elizaveta Bam. The
time for propagating experimental modernist art,
however, in the aesthetically hardening Stalinist
climate of the late 1920s was past. Hostile
journalistic attention ensured the hurried
disbandment of the OBERIU group, following a
small number of further appearances.

had moved to the Ukraine in the mid-1930s) somehow
survived the ‘great purges’ of the 1930s. However,
the outbreak of War brought new dangers: Kharms
was arrested in Leningrad in August 1941, while
Vvedenskii’s arrest occurred the following month
in Khar’kov. Vvedenskii died in December of that
year and Kharms (it seems of starvation in the
prison hospital) in February 1942. Both were later
rehabilitated during the Khrushchev Thaw, but the
great bulk of their adult writings had to await the
Gorbachev period for publication in Russia.

Kharms and Vvedenskii withdrew into the realm of
children’s literature, writing for the children’s
publishing house Detgiz, known fondly as the
‘Marshak Academy’ (run by the redoubtable
children’s writer, Samuil Marshak). By I940
Kharms had published eleven children’s books and
he contributed regularly to the magazines Ezh and
Chizh. However, even in this field, anything out of
the ordinary was not safe. Kharms, in his playful
approach to children’s literature, used a number
of OBERIU-type devices, already denounced earlier
in a Leningrad paper as ‘reactionary sleight-ofhand’, and at the end of 1931 Kharms and
Vvedenskii were arrested, imprisoned, and exiled,
albeit fairly briefly, to Kursk: the times, in a
punitive sense, being still then relatively moderate.
Little literary employment was to be had thereafter;
work at Detgiz was erratic and periods of nearstarvation followed. Kharms and Vvedenskii (the latter

Kharms was apparently charged with spreading
defeatist propaganda: there is evidence that even
at the time he managed to clear himself on this
charge, possibly by feigning insanity. He had been
a marked man since his first arrest in I931 and
was probably fortunate to escape disaster over a
children’s poem in 1937, about a man who went
out to buy tobacco and disappeared: ‘Iz doma
vyshel chelovek’ (‘Out of a house walked a
man’). A harmless eccentric litterateur Kharms
may have been, but in the circumstances that was
no protection.
Adapted from an article by Neil Cornwell, © 1998
Reproduced by permission.
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“What do you want?” the witch asked him.
The short man stood there, and he was so
frightened, he couldn’t say anything.
“Well?” said the witch.
The short man stood there and said nothing. The
witch disappeared.
At that point the short man started crying and
biting his nails. First he bit all the nails on his
fingers and then those on his toes.

TEXTS
INCIDENCES
Daniil Kharms (1905 - 1942)
A Suite
Since a long time ago, people have been reflecting
on what intelligence and stupidity are. With a
respect to this, I remember an incident. When my
aunt gave me a desk, I said to myself, “I’ll sit
down at the desk, and the first idea I’ll come up
with at that desk will be an especially intelligent
one.” But I wasn’t able to think up an especially
intelligent idea. Then I said to myself, “Very well. I
didn’t succeed in thinking up an especially
intelligent idea, so I’ll think up an especially
stupid one.” But I wasn’t able to think up an
especially stupid idea, either. It is very difficult to
do anything extreme. It is easier to do something
in the middle. The center requires no effort. The
center is equilibrium. There’s no struggle there.

Reader, think hard about this fable and you will
feel pretty strange.
Incidents
Once Orlov ate too many ground peas and died.
Krylov found out about it and died too. Spiridonov
up and died all by himself. Spiridonov’s wife fell
off the cupboard and also died. Spiridonov’s
children drowned in the pond. Grandma
Spiridonov took to drink and hit the road.
Mikhailov stopped combing his hair and caught a
skin disease. Kruglov drew a picture of a lady with
a whip in her hand and lost his mind. Perekhrestov
was sent four hundred rubles by telegram and put
on such airs that they fired him at his office.

A Fable
A certain short man said, “I’d do anything if only I
could be just a little taller.”
He had hardly finished saying this when he saw a
witch standing in front of him.

Good people, but they don’t know how to take
themselves in hand.
-7-
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A Sonnet

An Optical Illusion

An amazing thing happened to me: I suddenly
forgot which came first, 7 or 8.
I went to my neighbours and asked them what they
thought about that.
I was really amazed when they told me that they
too couldn’t remember the counting sequence.
They remembered 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, and 6, but they
forgot what came after that.
We all went into the grocery store at the corner of
Znamensky and Basseynaya streets and asked
the cashier. The cashier smiled sadly, took a little
hammer out of her mouth, and slightly twitching
her nose, said, “I think 7 comes after 8 in those
cases when 8 comes after 7.”
We thanked the cashier and ran joyfully out of the
store. But then, thinking over the cashier’s words,
we again fell silent, because her words turned out
to make no sense.
What were we to do? We went into the summer
park and counted trees. But after we reached 6,
we stopped and argued. Some thought 7 came
next, and others that 8 came next.
We argued for a long time, but fortunately a little
boy fell off a park bench and broke both jaws. This
distracted us from our argument.
Then we all went home.

Semyon Semyonovich, having put on his glasses,
looks at a pine tree and sees that a peasant is
sitting in the pine tree and shaking his fist at him.
Semyon Semyonovich, having taken off his
glasses, looks at the pine tree and sees that
nobody is sitting in the pine tree.
Semyon Semyonovich, having put on his glasses,
looks at the pine tree and again sees that a
peasant is sitting in the pine tree and shaking his
fist at him.
Semyon Semyonovich, having taken off his
glasses, again sees that nobody is sitting in the
pine tree.
Semyon Semyonovich, having put on his glasses
again, looks at the pine tree again, sees that a
peasant is sitting in the pine tree and is shaking
his fist at him.
Semyon Semyonovich doesn’t want to believe in
this phenomenon and decides it is an optical illusion.
What They Sell in the Stores Nowadays
Koratygin came to Tikakeev’s and didn’t find him
at home. Tikakeev just then was at the store and
bought sugar, meat, and cucumbers. Koratygin
hung around Tikakeev’s door and was about to
write him a note, when he looked and saw Tikakeev
-8-

carrying an oilcloth bag in his hand.
Koratygin saw Tikakeev and shouted to him, “I’ve
been waiting for you for a whole hour.”
“That’s not true,” said Tikakeev; “I was only gone
for twenty-five minutes.”
“I don’t know about that,” Koratygin said, “but
I’ve been here for a whole hour.”
“Don’t lie,” said Tikakeev. “It’s a shame to lie.”
“My dear sir,” said Koratygin, “will you please take
the trouble to choose your expressions carefully?”
“I think …,” Tikakeev was about to say, but
Koratygin interrupted him. “If you think …,” he
said, but here Tikakeev interrupted Koratygin and
said, “You are a fine guy yourself.”
These words so enraged Koratygin that he
squeezed one of his nostrils with a finger and from
his other nostril blew his nose at Tikakeev.
Tikakeev took a big cucumber out of his bag and
hit Koratygin with it over the head.

and couldn’t get up.
So Petrakov gathered himself together and with all
his strength pulled himself up on all fours. But his
strength gave out, and he fell down again on his
stomach and lay there.
Petrakov lay on the floor for five hours. At first he
simply lay there; then he fell asleep.
Sleep put strength into Petrakov. He woke up
feeling perfectly fine, got up, walked around the
room, and lay down carefully on his bed. “Well,
now I’ll sleep,” he thought. But he didn’t feel like
sleeping any more. He turned from side to side and
couldn’t fall asleep at all.
That’s about all.
A Play
SHASHKIN (Standing in the center of the stage):
My wife has run away. What can I do? It’s all the
same; once she’s run away, you won’t get her to
come back. One must be philosophical and wise
and understand that anything can happen.
Blessed is he who has wisdom. Kurov doesn’t have
wisdom, but I have. I read a book in the public
library twice. It said very intelligent things about
everything.
I take an interest in everything, even languages. I
can count in French and I know how to say stomach
in German: der Magen. That’s how. Even the

Koratygin clutched his head, fell down, and died.
That’s how big the cucumbers are that they sell in
the stores nowadays.
Petrakov
The other day Petrakov wanted to go to bed, but he
missed the bed and plopped down beside it. He
bumped the floor so hard that he lay on the floor
-9-
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painter Kozlov is my friend. We drink beer together.
And Kurov? He can’t even tell time. He blows his
nose in his hands, eats fish with a fork, sleeps
with his shoes on, doesn’t brush his teeth. Phooey!
That’s what I call a peasant. Take him into society.
They’ll throw you out and curse you. If you are an
intellectual, don’t go around with a peasant.
You can’t get the better of me. If I’ve got to talk to
a count - I talk to a count. If I have to talk to a
baron - I talk to a baron. You can’t even figure out
right away what kind of person I am.
It’s true that I know German badly, though I do
know that stomach is der Magen. But if they say to
me, “Der Magen findel mooey,” already I don’t
know what it is. But Kurov doesn’t even know der
Magen. And she ran away with that kind of a
dummy. You can see what she wanted! You see,
she doesn’t consider me a man. She says, “You
have a voice like a woman.” But it’s not a voice
like a woman but a voice like a child. A delicate
voice, a child’s voice, not at all a woman’s voice.
What a fool she is. What did she want Kurov for? The
painter Kozlov says that I’m just made for a portrait.
A Dream
Kalugin fell asleep and dreamed a dream. He was
sitting in some bushes, and a militiaman went
past the bushes.

Kalugin woke up, scratched his mouth, and fell
asleep again, and again he dreamed a dream. He
was walking past some bushes, and in the bushes
a militiaman was sitting and hiding.
Kalugin woke up, put a newspaper under his head
so as not to make the pillow wet with his
slobbering, and fell asleep again, and again he
dreamed a dream. He was sitting in some bushes,
and a militiaman was walking past the bushes.
Kalugin woke up, changed the newspaper, lay
down, and again fell asleep. He fell asleep and
again he had a dream. He was walking past some
bushes, and a militiaman was sitting in the
bushes.
At that point Kalugin woke up and decided to sleep
no more, but immediately he fell asleep and had a
dream. He was sitting behind a militiaman, and
bushes were walking past.
Kalugin shouted and turned over in his bed, but he
was no longer able to wake up.
Kalugin slept for four days and nights in a row,
and the fifth day he woke up so thin that he had
to tie his boots to his feet with twine so that they
would not keep falling off.
In the bakery, where Kalugin always bought wheat
bread, they didn’t recognize him and slipped him
bread that was half rye.

- 10 -

The Sanitary Commission inspected the apartment
house and saw Kalugin, and declared him to be
unsanitary and good for nothing, and ordered the
apartment cooperative to throw Kalugin out with
the trash. They folded Kalugin in two and threw
him out with the trash.
A Young Man Who Astonished a Watchman
“Well!” said the watchman, examining the fly. “If
one put carpenter’s glue on it, it might be all done
for. What a thing! Just simple glue.”
“Hey, you,” a young man who was wearing yellow
gloves shouted at the watchman.
The watchman understood immediately that it
was he who was being spoken to, but he went on
looking at the fly.
“What do they call you?” the young man shouted
again. “You ox, you.”
The watchman squashed the fly with his finger
and said, without turning his head in the direction
of the young man: “What are you yelling for? Aren’t
you ashamed? I hear you anyway. No need to yell.”
The young man brushed off his trousers with his
gloves and asked in a delicate voice, “Tell me, old
man, which way to heaven?”
The watchman looked at the young man, screwed
up one eye, then screwed up the other eye, then
rubbed his beard, then looked at the young man once

more and said, “Don’t loiter around; get a move on.”
“Excuse me,” said the young man. “I’m on urgent
business. They even have a room ready for me there.”
“Fine,” said the watchman; “Show me your ticket.”
“I don’t have a ticket. They told me they would let
me in without one,” said the young man, looking
straight at the watchman.
“Well!” said the watchman.
“So what do you say?” asked the young man. “Will
you let me through?”
“All right,” said the watchman. “Go ahead.”
“But which way should I go? Where?” the young
man asked; “I don’t even know the way.”
“Where do you have to go?” the watchman asked
and made a severe face.
The young man put his hand over his mouth and
said in a very low voice, “To heaven.”
The watchman leaned forward, moved his right
foot so as to stand more firmly, stared at the
young man, and asked sternly: “What’s the matter.
Are you playing the fool?”
The young man smiled, raised one of his yellowgloved hands, waved it over his head, and
suddenly disappeared. The watchman sniffed the
air. The air smelt of burned feathers.
“Oh, my, my,” said the watchman; he unbuttoned
his jacket, scratched his stomach, spat at the
spot where the young man had stood, and slowly
went into his hut.
- 11 -
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Losing Things

Blue Notebook No. 10

Andrey Andreevich Myasov bought a wick at the
market and carried it home.
Along the way Andrey Andreevich lost the wick and
went into a store to buy 150 grams of Poltava
sausage. Then Andrey Andreevich went to a dairy
store and bought a bottle of yogurt; then he drank
a small mug of kvas at a counter and waited in
line to buy a newspaper. The line was quite long,
and Andrey Andreevich spent about twenty
minutes waiting in it, but when he got to the paper
boy, he had just sold the last newspaper right in
front of his nose.
Andrey Andreevich stood around for a while, then
left for home, but on the way he lost the yogurt,
went into a bakery, bought a French roll - but lost
the Poltava sausage.
Then Andrey Andreevich went directly home, but
along the way he fell down, lost the French roll,
and broke his pince-nez.
Andrey Andreevich came home angry and right
away went to bed to sleep, but he couldn’t fall
asleep for a long time, and when he did fall
asleep, he had a dream: he dreamt that he had
lost his toothbrush and was cleaning his teeth
with some kind of candle holder.

There was once a red-haired man who had no eyes
and no ears. He also had no hair, so he was called
red-haired only in a manner of speaking.
He wasn’t able to talk, because he didn’t have a
mouth. He had no nose either.
He didn’t even have any arms or legs. He also
didn’t have a stomach, and he didn’t have a back,
and he didn’t have a spine, and he also
didn’t have any other insides. He didn’t have
anything. So it’s hard to understand whom we’re
talking about.
So we’d better not talk about him any more.
Based on translations by George Gibian

BIOGRAPHIES
HAFLIDI HALLGRÍMSSON
Haflidi Hallgrimsson is one of the most important
figures in the 20th Century flowering of Icelandic
music. Born in 1941 in the small town of Akureyri
on the north coast of Iceland, he began playing the
cello at age 10 and studied in Reykjavik and at the
Accademia Santa Cecilia in Rome. He continued
his studies in London with Derek Simpson at the
Royal Academy of Music and was awarded the
coveted Madame Suggia Prize in 1966. The
following year he began compositional studies
with Alan Bush and Sir Peter Maxwell Davies. On
leaving the academy he remained in Britain,
eventually making his home in Scotland having
being appointed Principal Cellist with the Scottish
Chamber Orchestra. Despite his success as a
performer the urge to compose proved stronger,
and in 1983 Hallgrímsson left the orchestra to
devote himself to this activity full time.
His catalogue includes instrumental, chamber
and orchestral works, and he received international
recognition for the highly successful Poemi for
solo violin and string orchestra, which was
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awarded the prestigious Nordic Council Prize in
1986 after winning second prize at the 1985
International Wieniawski Competition and the
Icelandic Dagbladid Visir Cultural Prize.
Although he admits to some major influences,
Hallgrímsson’s musical style is entirely original,
showing a sensitivity to line and colour, shape and
texture - not surprising from a composer who in
1969 performed one of his earliest compositions,
Solitaire for solo cello, surrounded by an exhibition
of his own drawings and paintings. Such
involvement with the visual arts remains a key
influence on Hallgrímsson’s musical style and in
1996 he was commissioned by the Scottish Chamber
Orchestra to write Still Life, in conjunction with a
specially commissioned painting by Craigie
Aitchison. Aitchison’s work was also an influence
on Hallgrímsson’s Symphony No. 1 (Crucifixion)
(1997), commissioned by the Royal Philharmonic
Orchestra as part of the Maxwell Davies Millennium
Programme of commissions.

recorded it for future release on the Ondine label.
Two years later, Hallgrímsson produced his largest
chamber work to date, Notes from a Diary (2005)
for viola and piano, an intensely moving evocation
of a visit to The Anne Frank Museum in Amsterdam.
Recent years have seen ever-increasing interest in
Hallgrímsson’s music, with a number of significant
performances, and the release of a number of
portrait CDs featuring his choral, orchestral,
chamber and keyboard works. In 2008 the Iceland
Symphony Orchestra announced Hallgrímsson as
their composer in residence - a three year association
that will encompass performances and three
new commissions, including a violin concerto for
Jennifer Pike, and a concerto for orchestra.

CAPUT ENSEMBLE
The Caput Ensemble was founded in 1987 by a
young group of Icelandic musicians, beginning life
as a small chamber group which has since grown
to a sinfonietta of 18 players. The size of Caput
has always been flexible, allowing each member to
stand out as a solo performer as well as
performing in a variety of ensembles such as
duos, trios, quartets, octets etc.

The sole purpose of the ensemble is the
performance and recording of new music; Caput
has premiered countless works by Icelandic and
international composers. The ensemble is open to
nearly any style or trend in new music, and the
long list of composers that have worked with the
ensemble demonstrates the immense diversity in
late 20th and early 21st Century music.

www.hallgrimsson.org.uk

© Sóla

In 2003 Hallgrímsson produced a long awaited
Cello Concerto, commissioned jointly by the Oslo
Philharmonic, the Iceland Symphony Orchestra
and the Scottish Chamber Orchestra for cellist
Truls Mørk, who has since championed the work in
a number of performances across Europe, and

Caput Ensemble, with the composer dressed as narrator for a performance of Mini Stories
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The early days of Caput were spent in Iceland, but
since 1992 the ensemble has given numerous
concerts abroad. Now Caput has performed in 15
European countries, as well as in America and
Japan. Festival and concert appearances include
the Warsaw Autumn Festival; The Gulbenkian
Festival in Lisbon; Holland Festival; Prague
Marathon; The International New Music Week,
Bucharest; New Concert Series, Toronto; Santa
Cecilia, Rome; and at the Wigmore Hall, London.
Caput organizes its own concerts in Iceland, as
well as taking part in national festivals such as
the Dark Music Days and Reykjavík Arts Festival.

Caput is supported by the City of Reykjavík, the
Icelandic Ministry for Culture and Education and
Reykjavík Loftbrú.
Gudni Franzson, clarinet
Eiríkur Örn Pálsson, trumpet
Steef van Oosterhout, percussion
Thorsteinn Gauti Sigurdsson, piano
Zbigniew Dubik, violin
Hávardur Tryggvason, double bass
Marta Gudrún Halldórsdóttir, soprano

Caput has established itself as a force in
Icelandic cultural life and as one of the leading
new music ensembles in Nordic countries. The
group is widely acclaimed for its powerful
interpretations and technical proficiency.

Simon Callow
Simon Callow was born in South London in 1949.
He lived in Northern Rhodesia (now Zambia) for
three years; when he returned to England he
became a pupil at the London Oratory Grammar
School, of which he eventually became Head Boy.
In 1967, after leaving school he went to work in
the Box Office of Sir Laurence Olivier’s Old Vic
Theatre. In 1968 he went to Queen’s University in
Belfast, but after nine months he ran away to
become an actor. He left the Drama Centre in 1973
to take his first job, playing the front end of a
horse in Büchner’s Woyzeck at the Edinburgh Festival.
His first West End appearance was in 1975
opposite Harry Secombe in The Plumber’s Progress;
later that year, he worked for Gay Sweatshop. He
then joined Joint Stock Theatre Company for two
years, played Titus Andronicus at the Bristol Old
Vic, Arturo Ui at the Half Moon Theatre and Eddie
in Mary Barnes at the Royal Court, before joining
the National Theatre to create the part of Mozart in
Amadeus and perform all of Shakespeare’s Sonnets.
He has since worked at the Royal Court Theatre, in
the West End, at the National Theatre, and at the
Bush Theatre and the Southwark Playhouse. He
has toured extensively, an activity about which he
is passionate. In 1997, he acted in The Importance
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of Being Oscar, following this in 2000 with The
Mystery of Charles Dickens, which he played for
four years in Britain, Ireland, America (New York
and Chicago) and Australia (Sydney and Melbourne).
He has appeared in The Woman in White and, for
the RSC, Merry Wives: the Musical. Recently he
appeared playing Pozzo in Waiting for Godot with
Ian McKellen, Ronald Pickup and Patrick Stewart
at the Theatre Royal Haymarket.
His films include Amadeus, A Room with A View,
Four Weddings and a Funeral, Thunderpants and
The Phantom of the Opera. He has directed over
thirty plays, musicals and operas, including the
original West End production of Shirley Valentine
and, most recently, The Magic Flute at Holland
Park Opera, with designs by Tom Phillips.

Music recorded by Studio Syrland at the Salurinn Concert Hall, Kópavogur, Iceland, on 20, 25 and 27 January 2003.
Text recorded at Lansdowne Studio, London, UK on 18 November 2005.
Produced, Engineered and Edited by Sveinn Kjartansson, Gudni Franzson and Haflidi Hallgrímsson

He was appointed C.B.E in 1999 and is an
honorary doctor of Queen’s University Belfast and
Birmingham University.
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