This is a composer who in his operas

(Faust. Un Travestimento; Šostakovič
oder der Künstler und die Macht; Prospero),

and in his large orchestral productions never denies

himself the pleasure of using an extensive format.

He is well known for the width of his theatrical

conceptions and his creative orchestration. Here,

however, he turns introspective and installs an intimate

dialogue with the listener.

Three are the groups of instruments used in this collection

of works (all composed during the last decade).

Four compositions are dedicated to the flute family,

one to the cello, and eight are “tributes” to the

piano, taken from a vaster (and still growing) series

of private musical thoughts, inspirations and memories.

The cello and the flute, together, in Einstein-Dialog,

conclude the voyage.

The performances are entrusted either to various

soloists with whom Lombardi has often collaborated,

or else to young musicians of outstanding capacities

with whom the composer has recently installed

a relationship of creative trust. This too is an important

part of music : people, discoveries, relationships.

The curtain is raised on Nel Vento, con Ariel a

piece destined to become part of the opera Prospero,

and dedicated to Roberto Fabbriciani.While we listen

we can almost “see” the Shakespearian idea

that appears, vanishes, dissolves becoming wind,

and, with irreverent levity only to linger on flying carelessly,

becoming breath, becoming whisper. The

proud exhibition of instrumental capacity is never allowed

to take over the dramaturgical side of the musical

expression. The sensation, listening, is that of a

clear interior image, not a descriptive one. Here is

announced an artistic intention that lasts, in different

ways, in all the works written for this instrument presented

in this recording. Now comes a coherent yet

distinct series of three musical compositions united

under the title of Flautus.

….(da Infra) is the re-elaboration for solo flute of the

original Infra, composed in 1997 for an ensemble of

eleven instruments. In an acoustic range that privileges

the piano and pianissimo, Lombardi takes us by

hand and leads us unto an imaginary place where

sound can transform its energy and volume into an

indefinable quality; where music overflows, no 
longer tells a tale but simply evokes it, grows by 
continuous nd sudden associations of its own

becoming.Thus the bass flute of .... (da Lucrezio)
resounds throughout with an oscillation f brief 
incisi held together by the egato sign. 
A continuity of breath, nd of the sound it produces 
helps us erceive the ability of the performer

just where listening and resonance meet, that is in 
the brief moment where one sound becomes memory

just as the other is being taken in.

Michel Imberty, a scholar of the perceptive

dimension of music, writes:

“The way we perceive music is paradoxical: developed

over time, a work has, however, an architectural

unity that places it in a psychological present, which

is denoted by suffused borders. The listener must

follow successive passages that define changes,

and at the same time recreate ties that travel

through time, so that one can recognise repeated

themes, and a complex play of symmetry and response...

Time is by its very nature irreversible, but

every coherent temporal conception implies that the

person involved is capable of very complex operations

that reduce this irreversibility, at least in part.”

It is a piccolo that gives start to the velocissimo in Rò

like an irresistible wave of life that soon calms itself

in the calmo and legatissimo, here once again dominant.

This is a composition that is both single and binary,

united but all the same dishevelled, nostalgic

and serene: a double nature that is at first alternated,

then meets, and at last learns to coexist as the various

voices follow one another: from the piccolo to

the flute in C, in G, hence to the bass, at last returning

to the piccolo that plunges and soars in an intense

and vanishing farewell. Rò is dedicated to the

composer’s father Franco, and this in part explains

its joyous ambiguity, its friendly teasing. The Grotesque

never holds a secondary place in Lombardi’s

poetical vision. He chose the final fugue from Falstaff

as the music to be played at the commemorative

service in honour of his father, sure that his father

would have understood and appreciated.

The instrument changes, but the over all character of

the recording does not. Our ear must now adjust to

the multiform expressions of the cello, explore the

vastness of its register, the variety of techniques of

sound production, the different resonance and pressures

used in the fingers and the bow. In Essay3

(“Steiner”) - composed in 2003, on commission

from the Rudolf Steiner archives of Donach, Switzerland

- the instrument becomes a vase, that can be

filled and emptied; alive with echoes, memories and

quotations from its own acoustic and poetic history,

as well as using an undeniably new language.

Clearly a piece for an instrumental virtuoso, Essay’s

evolutions are recurrent, cyclical and dwell on a particular

truth that is intrinsic to music: when a sound is

born it is already beginning to die, but when it actually

disappears it lingers, haunting the next note,

the performer, and whoever has been captured by its

spell. The stubborn motif that continues to return is

faced each time (like the same question asked to different

people) with different answers, different timing,

brief replies or more lavish, singing phrases,

with melodic configurations coming from various

different musical cultures.

Memories, games, fondness. Seven of the eight

“greetings” for piano are dedicated to friends, these

being Piero Farulli, Wolfgang Rihm (for his 5Oth

birthday), Luciano Berio, Jürgen Thym;

then come the wedding gifts, for Friedrich Christian

Delius (who wrote the libretto of Prospero) when he

married Ursula Bongaerts; for Alvin Curran who wed

Susan Levenstein, and for Miriam Meghnagi “on occasion

of her being united to my own self”.

The second salutation is for the ending year and the

beginning one. “Taking leave of the old year-greetings

to the new year” is the translation of the Japanese

ritual phrase that is the inspiration for this piece,

a calm composition that studies fractured sonorities.

Lombardi here insists on us contemplating the absence

of sound and its return, like a wave of energy

that ripples a liquid surface with its own movement,

its own existence.

Who so ever might chance to know the people to

whom these compositions are dedicated is likely to

recognise their personal characters, or certain traits

of their characters (and sometimes their musical

“signature”) as being clearly depicted. However, as

Italo Calvino never tired of saying, “when a work of

art leaves the room in which it has been created, it

no longer belongs to the author. It becomes food for

different mouths, music for different ears.”

Ebb to flow, concentrated then expanded, the Saluti

are opposites coupled. Lombardi wants each time to

see them coexist and follow each other in the same

Saluto, or greet each other from one Saluto to the

next. It is evident in the case of “Wolfgang Rihm”, a

portrait suspended between wroth and sweetness, a

sweetness that becomes a caress in the Farulli “inspiration”

with its long conclusive rallentando and piano

on the final corona. Memories come like a flash

from one composer to another, as with the “lightning

caster” - or like an echo, a sound curve, a missed

point in the “Berio” piano composition, and finally

are exchanged from one partner to the other (including

his own) in the disquieting festiveness of

the “wedding gifts”. In the tension springing

from the last Saluto the motif - if such we might

call it - of a silent goodbye is alternated with

memories of an important pianistic past, its

sonority unravelling and melting, reappearing and

suddenly being interrupted, evoking fullness, resonance,

then at last vanishing. While narrating music

does not move directly down a straight time line, but

becomes a layering of interior images as happens

with a conscious but involuntary flow of memories.

Einstein-Dialog was composed in May 2005 on occasion

of the exhibition that the city of Berlin dedicated

to Alfred Einstein. Afterwards it was included in

one of the scenes of Prospero: in the opera the flute

becomes Ariel, the cello is truly the deposed and

fugitive king, powerful and visionary.

A dialogue is immediately developed, in the surprising

speed, in the dynamics of the flute crescendo in

its answer to the initial interrogatio. It is Ariel who

leads the game: insisting, demanding that Prospero

changes skin and nature, and doing so “imitates the

sound of the air in the flute by rubbing the bow over

the wood of the ponticello” while in the mean time he

himself “draws his instrument to and from his lips”: a

theatre of sound, of its physical concreteness, of its

chemical metamorphosis, of its mysterious expanding

into the echoes of echoes. Reading this score is

like taking part in the execution of a one act dialogue

for two voices made of recitativi, solo arias and

duets:“ the dynamics of these two instruments must

be naturally balanced”. However, when, after having

deposed the flute in G, Ariel takes in hand the piccolo,

all Prospero’s attempts to catch him are vein: he

can not take flight and leave the ground , unless he

too becomes of that unearthly matter of which

dreams are made. So he is silent for a while, observes,

reprimands, imitates, rests. He returns, he

follows, fast but pianissimo, as if to hide himself before

turning to “air” a second time.

Metamorphosis of a poetic text, this is - as they were

called up until Richard Strauss - a “symphonic poem”,

where a man tells of his reaching for the eternal,

of the inebriating unfolding of a vision. Einstein-

Dialog closes by splitting the two voices, letting each

return to their true nature, the one that most fulfils

them: here for both lies the final resolution.

Lombardi’s instrumental and expressive mastery

does not take his eyes, however, from the melancholy

horizon, he continues to see it well.

Sandro Cappelletto

