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Composition Notes: 

Trasformazioni nel Tempo

1) Prologue
2) Fanfare

In the Prologue, the dialogue between the parts, characterized by 
fragmentation and dissonance, gradually gives way to a more tonal 
architecture, while still maintaining a hesitant pace. After a repetition of a 



melodic motif sung by the soprano, a final section unfolds, in which a 
spoken voice is layered over an ornamented melody played by the violin.
In this section, the soprano recites a poem titled Confessione, written in 
2014 by the composer.

In Fanfare, at the end of the piece, the same final melody is heard again 
(this time played by the harpsichord), but emerging from a completely 
different musical structure, characterized by a regular beat and a “vaguely 
fusion” harmonic system.

Overall, the final melodic theme is freely inspired by Baroque structures (for 
instance, in the use of arpeggios and trills), while the piece as a whole takes 
inspiration from the concept of mutability as a prismatic reflection of 
sensations and words that, over time, acquire different meanings.
(For example, the meaning of the poem may change over time due to 
subjective interpretation and the listener’s personal moment).

A version for violin, two sopranos (second soprano: Teresa Varelli), and 
electronics also exists, and it was premiered at the “Ennio Morricone” 
Auditorium (University of Rome “Tor Vergata”) on June 2025. 

Confessione 

written on 13th August, 2014
Poem by Paolo Gatti

Affannosi quadri di speranza,
distaccati dal vero materiale.

Divorare i petali sul pavimento,
che importa del nuovo giorno,

tacito sgomento.

Le immagini lottano,
non vogliono spiegazione,

caro poeta,
caro attore.

Raccoglierò dunque il fiore
prima dell’ultimo ingresso!

Amica mia, 
ecco il soliloquio che affrontai, 

di quando, 
confuse le rune intagliate,

sparsa la coltre di foglie secche,
mi volsi all’amore

con ali di cera.




