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Henry  Purcell/arr. Holst  
Born September 10, 1659 ?Westminster, London. Died November 21, 1695 Westminster, London 
 

Gordian Knot Untied, suite no. 1 & 2 (1690) 
 Overture; Air; Rondeau Minuet; Air; Jig; Chaconne 

 
The story of the Gordian Knot comes from ancient Greece. The knot is apparently named after 
the poor peasant Gordius who used this intricate tie to secure his ox cart in a market square 
in Phrygia. According to an oracle, the person who would succeed to untie the knot - one tied 
in such away that the ends of the rope were hidden - would rule all of Asia. Later, the legend 
evolved that Alexander the Great succeeded to undo the knot by either slashing it his sword, 
or according to Aristobulus, by removing the yoke pin at the center of the knot. Now days, the 
phrase “cutting the Gordian Knot” can mean solving a difficult problem – though perhaps by 
drastic ‘slashing.’ 
 
This story somehow became the title of a play performed in London in 1690, one referred to 
as a comedy.  Although the play has been lost, this incidental music of Purcell remains. How 
the ancient story was used as the basis for a comedy remains unknown.  
 
We first hear the overture, which would have set the tone for the play to follow. The remaining 
music selections refer to dance forms - Air, Minuet, Jig, Chaconne - as incidental music was 
often used to fill pauses between acts or scenes. With this in mind, the listener may let the 
music fill the mind with its rhythmic energies, gestures, and imagery. 
 
The NSO performs a slightly modernized version of Purcell’s work. In 1922 the British 
composer Gustav Holst (1874-1934) added modern wind instruments bringing the music into 
full orchestral color. –Kim Diehnelt 

   
 
Angel Lam  

Memories from My Previous Lives (2014) – World Premiere 
 

Angel Lam writes: 
 
This piece is about a fragment of a memory or dream that haunted my mind 
numerous times; it seems to yearn for remembrance. The piece is about my struggle 
to remember this memory or event, which occurred sometime long ago, in the distant 
past...beyond the reach of my memory.  
 
When I was still a small child my family moved to Los Angeles. At age 16, with a piece 
of music that I wrote as a young child, I was admitted to the Hong Kong Academy for 
Performing Arts. Once again, I return to my birthplace. I clearly remember that 
summer: the moment I came down from the airplane, I could feel the unbearable 
heat and humidity of Hong Kong's subtropical climate in mid-July. I became 
emotional, easily angered and frustrated, and increasingly allergic to everything 
around me. I wished I could fly back to Los Angeles immediately to embrace the dry, 
sunny climate of southern California. 
 
Summer seemed like it would never end. Finally in November I found relief when a 
friend of my father's took me to visit the Big Buddhist Temple on an island off the 
coast of South China. I started to go there every Saturday to learn and practice the 
ways of Buddhist mediation. 
 
Surprisingly, I adapted to the Buddhist mediation quite quickly; I even enjoyed it. One 



month later, I had grasped the techniques, and even some secrets to mediation-- I 
would wonder endlessly in a timeless journey, floating in a silent space. The feeling is 
quite wonderful. It is peaceful, serene, sometimes even beautiful. 
 
However, at the end of my training I had some very unusual encounters during my 
meditation sessions. I felt myself sprinting endlessly in darkness, somewhere 
unknown, perhaps during the midnight hours. Above me is a sky full of stars, 
twinkling; below me, endless fields of rolling red dusts. I feel as though there are 
people, groups of them, chasing after me. I would awake from these sessions in 
freight and terror. 
 
I asked the chief monk at the temple why this was happening to me, and what could 
be the meaning to all this terror. He was unable to answer my inquiry; sometimes he 
would nod as I told him the details, but would not say a word about the meaning. 
Later on I became more persistent as this imagery recurred more frequently. He said 
to me, "These are the memories from your previous lives... the mystery of their 
content and meaning, only you yourself can come to understand." 
 
I have translated my experience of this dream journey into this composition. 
 

Program notes use with permission http://angellam.com/ 
 

 Intermission 
 
César Franck  
Born December 10, 1822 Liège, France. Died November 8, 1890, Paris 
 

Symphony in D minor, op. 48 (1886-88) 
Lento – Allegro non troppo 
Allegretto 
Allegro non troppo 

 
 
Belgian composer and organist César Franck wrote his Symphony in D minor in an unusual 
three movements rather than the still standard four. In this abbreviated form musical ideas 
appear across all movements yet are rarely allowed to fully grow. They await completeness 
when they appear within the last movement. 
 
Franck brings his sensitivity to color and texture as an organist to his work as composer and 
orchestrator. The orchestra players create large organ-like canvasses of sounds and shifting 
mood, running through chromatic alterations, presenting familiar material now re-drawn in 
more vivid color and tension. 

 
Opening with a slow and searching idea, the whole work leans forward towards a resolution, a 
natural cycle of completion. Intertwined through out the work is a motif dubbed the ‘faith 
motif’ that reaches a triumphant final form at the close of the work.  Each reoccurrence of the 
motto provides another glimpse of ever-changing expectations and doubts.  
 
Franck explained: “The Finale, as in Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony, recalls the themes. But in 
my Symphony, they do not appear as mere quotations; rather they play the role of new 
elements, which is something else entirely.” 
  
The finale, indeed, brings together the past events as if memories have been resolved into 
the joyous moment of the present. –Kim Diehnelt 

 
 


