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Phases II : duration 25 minutes.
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Phases III : duration 20 minutes.
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Phases I : duration 40 minutes.

The analogy to this Phase is its beginnings in 
what Yeats called the complete plasticity of the new 
moon. Fragments of poems on sex and death and madness 
are contrapuntally combined with images from a remote 
and distant classicism, increasing in density towards 
the middle and clarifying in a reading of the Second 
Coming out of which a gigantic chord swallows up 
everything which has preceeded and transforms all 
images. Vinter and its discontents are overwhelmed 
by the coming of Spring.
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The weakening of the moon.
The saint, the fool, the martyr 

swept away into 
the chaos 

of 
new 

beginnings.

A northern summer night. The state between 
waking and dream-sleep. The full moon - for Yeats 
the phase of.complete beauty. The hour of the wolf. 
Stream of consciousness, rudely awakened as the moon 
passes into the 15t phase.

The waning of the moon. The fall. The clarity 
of frost. Intellectualisation. Sophistication. The 
(at times) violent passage of organic life into slee 
sleep. Humour. Fragmentation.

Reqular scele. procédés upward beginn 7 
with li-Hk, ■finger of le F+ hand, . and ends, 
after IG Txoke-s, with the Fovefinger of 
te right hand.

The Bardic. Pulse- Lyre.
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Phases is ideally suited to performance in the dark, 
without intermission. Each of the sections is very demanding of 
the listener and they seem to work best with a small group of 
people. If this implies a trip being laid on an audience, 
perhaps so; the works are certainly a kind of journey. They were 
for me a process through which I grew and changed. I have left 
them behind. They are at their worst flawed, even crude at times 
times; at their best , beautiful and reassuring. They are 
apocryphal if not apocalyptic. If I may indulge in any personal 
belief any more it would be this: the age of chaos is upon us; 
but, like an eclipse of the sun, it cannot last; the Darkness 
at its peak only increases our desire for the inevitable return 
of the Light.

Each finger has two notes , 
one formed by the thumb touch, 
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In the fall of 1968, during my first season as composer­
in-residence at Simon Fraser University, I composed, in col- 
'aboration with Wilfrid Mennell, a playwright-director, a 
4-channel version of Beckett’s radio play, Cascando. The elec­
tronic studio at SFU was at that time probably the most sophis­
ticated studio in Canada. After working in studios at Columbia 
and Warsaw Radio, both of which were small and somewhat limiting, 
I found it impossible to continue composing with the Princetoian 
precision in which I had been schooled. The SFU studio contained 
the most recent synthesizer designed by Don Buchla. I only 
vaguely understood what it did. and realised that I would have to 
put aside my rigid preconceptions of how one sound should follow 
another. The sequencer, a device which could generate a series 
of sound events in a more or less random pattern and which at — 
times seemed to have a life of its own, became for me a sort ofI 
window through which I could, see/hear a universe of sounds I 
had never imagined possible. It was necessary for me to step 
back from these sequences of sound events, to control them in 

| some other way: through the mix of one sequence with another in 
| time and space.

1968 was a year of great upheaval: at SFU, Canada’s 
Berkeley, 114 people were arrested for their part in the protest 
over the firing of the entire faculty of the Political Science 
and Anthropology department. Marcuse, Baba Ram Dass and others 

i came to speak to us at peril to themselves; acid and mescaline 
abounded and apocalypse seemed to fairly shout out at us in 
the rarified atmosphere of Burnaby Mountain. The neo-fascist 
architecture of the university seemed to beg for anarchy and 

| ' chaos and linear thought itself seemed doomed to extinction.
It was perhaps inevitable that I be introduced to a book 

! A Vision, by W.B.Yeats (or rather, by the wife of Yeats; written 
automatically - that is, transcribed by her while in a trance), 
a book which deals with the cycles of mankind and civilisation, 
relating archetypal images to the. phases of the moon, the phases 
of the moon to the birth and death of civilisation and the birth 
and death of civilisation to the theory of the gyres - a sort of 
double spiral which looks like a cross between a dna-helix and 
an hourglass. I understood perhaps ten percent of what I read 
arid began to see (rather naively) relationships to many of Yeats’ - 
later poems. It was at this point that Wilfrid introduced me to 
Philippa Polson, a wonderful lady who taught linguistics at SFU 
and who had a special fondness for Yeats and a fine speaking 
voice. It seemed apocryphal that we should all meet and the 
studio, located in the bowels of the theatre, seemed the ideal 
location for the alchemical process. It was all very serious.

The work began in January, 1969: collecting relevant poems 
and appropriate sound-sequences. From that point, the work 
flowed easily and grew as if by itself. Phases I was completed 
in early spring, Phases II by mid-summer. By this time, Wilfrid 
(who had been of invaluable help in the assist of the mix and 
the use of the spoken texts), suggested that that Phases was 
really now mine and felt that I should continue to work on my 
own. I completed Phases III in the fall of 1969. At that stage 
I felt that I had reached a degree of over-sophistication in 
relation to the materials. I stopped work on the Phases and 
became involved with the medium of dance, hoping to complete 
the cycle with one more section at a later date when I had some 
distance from the piece. It was never completed. Philippa died 
rather suddenly a year later and as the years have passed I 
have felt increasingly that the work can only be finished 
internally - not only by me but also by anyone who internalizes 
the universe which the piece has opened up.
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