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PLANET WAVE by Tommy Smith & Edwin Morgan 
featuring Niall Grieg Fulton

SNJO Artistic Director Tommy Smith collaborated over many years with much-loved poet, and 
first Scots ‘Makar’, Edwin Morgan encapsulating themes as broad as Beasts of Scotland, Monte 
Cristo, Sons & Daughters of Alba, Song for Glasgow, Planet Wave, and The Millennium Suite. 
To celebrate and mark Morgan’s centenary year the SNJO take a trip through time as they 
perform the colossal ‘PLANET WAVE, an extraordinary collaboration between Morgan and 
composer Tommy Smith, and that will feature actor Niall Greig Fulton in spoken word theatre. 
First premiered in 1997 at the Cheltenham Jazz Festival, the work matched Morgan’s revelatory 
poetry to Smith’s powerful music in an epic depiction marking a stage in the history of the 
Earth. This journey takes the listener through waves of history from 20 billion years B.C. to 
1543 A.D and the Age of Copernicus, re-imagining major events and pivotal moments along the 
way, as we are enabled to see the end of the dinosaurs the great flood, the construction of the 
great pyramid and the age of Copernicus 1543 A.D. 

“The music carried a powerful emotional charge that mirrored Morgan’s poems to 
perfection.” - The Scotsman

snjo.co.uk
If you enjoyed tonight’s concert, please do 
consider becoming a “Friend of the SNJO” and 
help support the future of our orchestras and 
that of jazz in Scotland. We welcome new 
friends at any time.
Membership is available by
• filling in the form in this programme 
• collecting a form at the SNJO desk    
• joining online at snjo.co.uk 

We do look forward to welcoming you.

We would also like to 
encourage everyone to please 

sign up for our irregular 
email updates at  

snjo.co.uk/news 
 

and to join us on social media
  theSNJO     snjo2

SPONSORS
We are very grateful for the continued support of our regular partners Creative Scotland 
and the Royal Conservatoire of Scotland.

These very special Planet Wave concerts 
are a reminder that great rewards spring 
from great ambition. This is especially 
true when it comes to understanding 
our place in the grand scheme of things. 
The SNJO under the direction of Tommy 
Smith has long played a leading role in 
communicating what it means to be 
human through evocative, empathetic and 
soul-stirring music. Further elucidation is 
provided by words from Edwin Morgan, 
whose poetry is woven like a silver thread 
into the fabric of these performances. The 
orchestra is joined on stage by the Scottish 
actor Niall Greig Fulton who will provide 
absorbing and atmospheric interpretations 
of Morgan’s verse.
Any artist who prefers to work on a big 
canvas understands the properties of 
scale. A small figure in a huge, empty 
landscape grabs the attention and evokes 
mixed feelings of solitude and loneliness. 
It is easy to imagine the poet Edwin 
Morgan (1920-2010) as both the artist 
and the figure in one of his space poems. 
His poet’s-eye-view of the universe 
readily acknowledged our isolation among 
infinity of stars, but he also celebrated 
human existence and persistence against 
challenging odds.
Edwin Morgan and Tommy Smith first met 
in 1996 and collaborated on a number 
of ideas. One of them, Planet Wave, 
quickly grew into a concept of gigantic 
proportions. The raw material was the 
stuff of Life itself, from The Big Bang to 
an imaginary expedition to St. Barnard’s 
Star. On this journey, there is nothing too 
trivial to report and much to see (and 
hear) in terms of spectacle. The result is 
a kind of musical alchemy that conjures 
fantastical images using composed music, 

sampled sounds, spoken word theatre, 
and colourful improvisation.
There were to be three parts to Planet 
Wave, beginning in 1996/7 with part 
one and continuing with part two in the 
same vein. Sadly, part three has remained 
unfinished since Morgan’s death. Planet 
Wave (Part One), performed by the SNJO 
with spoken verse from Morgan, was 
premiered at the Cheltenham Festival and 
recorded by the BBC that same year. Music 
for the second part is featured on Tommy 
Smith’s 2003 album ‘Evolution’, which 
he recorded with an all-star sextet. In all, 
Smith commissioned a total of fifty-five 
poems from Edwin Morgan for Planet 
Wave, which can be found in Morgan’s ‘A 
Book of Lives’, published in 2007.
The programme for this concert, Planet 
Wave (Part One), is a major feature of 
celebrations in Morgan’s centenary year 
and a fitting tribute to his artistic vision. It 
is an existential magic carpet ride across 
waves of human history from the birth 
of the Universe to a Copernican Age of 
Enlightenment. The music, which is highly 
innovative yet full of human feeling, 
bears witness to primordial existence, the 
ascent of humankind, first civilizations, 
the perpetual voyage of discovery, and the 
revelatory discovery of the Solar System.
There is something both timely and ahead 
of its time about Planet Wave. It seems 
somewhat prescient that it should date 
stamp key moments in human history 
while contemplating Earth’s essential 
vulnerability. Perhaps, that’s why music is 
so important. We have to keep making it, 
if only to let the rest of the Universe know 
that we’re still here. 

PROGRAMME NOTES

Michael Clark



Edwin George Morgan was a 
poet, author, and an academic 
who became one of Scotland’s 
most influential literary 
figures. Appointed in 2004 
as Scotland’s first official 
Poet Laureate, Morgan was 
endlessly inventive, inquiring, 
energetic, internationalist, and 
deeply committed to his home 
city of Glasgow.
Born 27th April 1920, the 
only child of loving, yet 
undemonstrative parents who 
were politically conservative 
and Presbyterian, Edwin 
was raised in Rutherglen.  
The family business was 
concerned with the breakage 
of redundant ships and 
steam locomotives during a 
period of rapid re-invention in 
engineering and as a result, 
Morgan grew up immersed 
in “the industrial side of 
Glasgow.” 
Morgan attended Rutherglen 
Academy and Glasgow 
High School before entering 
Glasgow University in 1937 
where he studied English 
literature, French and Russian. 
The outbreak of the Second 
World War interrupted 
his studies and although 
registering as a conscientious 
objector, Morgan nevertheless 
compromised by serving in 
the Royal Army Medical Corps 
in Egypt, the Lebanon and 
Palestine.
Post war, he resumed his 
studies, graduating with 
1st class honours in 1947 

subsequently joining Glasgow 
University as a lecturer in the 
English Literature Dept. 
Edwin Morgan spent 
virtually his entire working 
life in Glasgow where he 
produced a body of work 
that has since received 
worldwide recognition.  His 
first collection, The Vision of 
Cathkin Braes, was published 
in 1952. In the same year, 
his translation of Beowulf 
was printed and for 50 years 
Morgan maintained this 
double output: translations 
from Russian and Hungarian, 
Latin and French, Italian and 
Old English keeping pace 
with his own work, showing 
astonishing variety and 
technical skills in both.  
In 1968, his first volume of 
collected poems, A Second 
Life, appeared, signalling a 
profound private change as 
well as public achievement 
and established Morgan’s 
importance. In 1963, Morgan 
had met and fallen in love 
with John Scott, to whom he 
remained attached – although 
never lived together – until 
Scott’s death in 1978. Given 
the repressive legislation and 
attitudes of the time, this 
was a concealed love, but 
for Morgan it represented 
and marked a liberating 
reciprocity.  Many, if not all, 
of his love poems referenced 
his sexuality. He did not come 
out publicly until 1990 but 
his poetry is perhaps better 

understood as a result of his 
openness. 
“I really learned for the first 
time… that you can write 
poetry about anything.”

The scope, style and content 
of his poetry now knew few 
boundaries and his subject 
matter ranged from the 
smallest of observations 
to the mysteries of the 
cosmos. His 1973 collection, 
From Glasgow to Saturn, is 
particularly definitive of 
Morgan’s love of the minutiae 
of Glasgow life and his 
enduring fascination with the 
stars. His interest in science 
fiction also embraced the 
history of earth and manifest 
itself in 1997 in Planet Wave 
that was commissioned and 
set to music by Tommy Smith. 
For more than 50 years, he 
pursued a career that saw the 
publication of over 25 books 
of new poetry, numerous 
translations, dozens of 
essays, and several plays.  In 
1999 he became Glasgow’s 
first official Makar and a year 
later, received the Queen’s 
Gold Medal for Poetry. His 
many other accolades include 
an OBE in 1982, the Oxford 
Weidenfield Translation 
Prize (2001) and a Lifetime 
Achievement Award for 
Literature from the Saltire 
Society.
Edwin Morgan died on  
19th August 2010 in Glasgow.

EDWIN GEORGE MORGAN

ph
ot

o 
cu

rt
es

y 
of

 th
e 

Ed
w

in
 M

or
ga

n 
Tr

us
t



Born in Edinburgh in 1967, 
Tommy Smith is one of 
the finest jazz musicians 
of his generation.  His 
prolific career began with 
his 1st album, Giant Strides 
when only sixteen, which 
earned him a scholarship to 
Berklee College in Boston. 
Whilst there and thanks 
to a recommendation by 
legendary pianist Chick 
Corea, Smith was invited to 
join Gary Burton’s quintet 
and toured worldwide 
playing on ECM’s album 
Whiz Kids.  Since then, he 
has recorded over thirty solo 
albums for Blue Note, Linn, 
ECM and his own Spartacus 
Record label, toured 50+ 
countries, and collaborated 
with many including Arild 
Andersen, John Scofield, Jaco 
Pastorius, Kenny Wheeler, 
Jack DeJohnette, Dizzy 
Gillespie, Makoto Ozone and 
Trilok Gurtu.
It was whilst with Linn 
Records, that Smith first met 
Glasgow’s inaugural poet 
laureate Edwin Morgan. 
They formed a unique 
artistic relationship creating 
55 works of poetry and 
music, and formed a close 
friendship that continued 
until Morgan’s death in 
2010. In 1996, Tommy 
recorded Beasts of Scotland 
inspired by Morgan’s poems 
and then again in 1997 
commissioning Planet Wave, 

a major project of poetry 
and music addressing the 
subject of time, and in 
1998 with Monte Cristo, a 
musical based on Alexandre 
Dumas’ epic novel featuring 
a hybrid ensemble of 
classical and jazz musicians. 
Smith received an inaugural 
Creative Scotland Award 
from the Scottish Arts 
Council in 2000 that let him 
fulfil his ambition to record 
the atmospheric Alone at 
Last: a solo programme that 
again featured Morgan’s 
poetry. Smith and Morgan 
next premiered Sons and 
Daughters of Alba at the 
Glasgow Jazz Festival: a 
blend of folk music and 
poetry and in 1999 wrote 
Song for Glasgow followed by 
The Morning of the Imminent 
for Dame Cleo Laine and Sir 
John Dankworth as a tribute 
to the millennium, and in 
2002 they created Planet 
Wave, part 2, Evolution. 
Meantime, during his prolific 
period with Linn, and despite 
receiving no institutional 
support, Smith found time 
to establish the Scottish 
National Jazz Orchestra in 
1995 and single-handedly 
ensure its progress until 
proper funding was 
secured. He founded the 
Tommy Smith Youth Jazz 
Orchestra in 2002 to provide 
educational opportunity for 
the country’s best young 

jazz musicians, and fought 
to establish the first full-
time jazz course in Scotland 
at the Royal Conservatoire. 
In 2009, Smith was 
appointed its inaugural head 
of Jazz, becoming Professor 
in 2010.
Tommy holds numerous 
jazz accolades but his 
contributions to jazz were 
recognised nationally when 
in 1998, he become the 
youngest-ever recipient 
of an honorary Doctorate 
from Heriot-Watt 
University in recognition 
of his extraordinary 
artistic achievement. He 
subsequently received 
honorary doctorates from 
Glasgow Caledonian and 
Edinburgh Universities. Last 
year, he was given an OBE 
for services to jazz from 
HRH Queen Elizabeth II.
With a busy performance 
schedule, and continued 
experimentation with style 
and composition, Smith 
remains dedicated to the 
advancement of jazz. With 
the SNJO regarded as 
one of Europe’s foremost 
big bands, and the TSYJO 
flourishing, he will be 
recognised for generations 
to come as the boy from 
Wester Hailes with a 
saxophone, who became the 
man that changed the face 
of jazz in Scotland forever.

TOMMYSMITH
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COPERNICUS 
(1543 A.D.)
 
In the Baltic there are many waves,
but in Prussian fields I saw, and did not see,
the wave of thought that got the earth to move.
Copernicus’s Tower, as they call it,
took its three storeys to a viewing platform,
open, plenty of night, no telescope though.
I used to watch the light go on, then off,
and a dark figure occlude a star
as he would see the moon do.  Moon and sun
swung round the earth, unless you were blind.
No.  Earth and moon swung round the sun
and earth swung round itself.  Mars, Venus,
all, a family, a system, and the system was solar.
 
Who was he, and does it matter?  No stories
are told about this man who kicked the earth
from its false throne.  Luther called him a fool
but Luther was the fool.  He had servants,
rode a horse, healed the sick, heard cases,
administered a province, but his big big eyes
smouldered like worlds still unadministered.
Big hands too - but he never married.
War swirled round his enclave, peasants starved,
colleagues fled, he stayed in the smoking town - 
something of iron there.  A play lampooned him
but nothing could stop this patient revolutionary.
I heard them knock at the door of his death-chamber
to bring him the book of his life’s labours
but I doubt if he saw it - he gave no sign - 
that tremendous title On the Revolutions
(and what a pun that was) of the Heavenly Spheres
floated above the crumpled haemorrhage and sang
like an angel, a human angel cast loose at last
to voyage in a universe that would no more stand still
than the clouds forming and re-forming
over Copernicus’s Tower.
 
                          I looked from the roof
till it was dark and starry, and knew my travels
were just beginning: the Magellanic Clouds
wait for those who have climbed Magellan’s shrouds.

TOMMY SMITH  
YOUTH  

JAZZ  
ORCHESTRA

tsyjo.com   

CITY OF MUSIC STUDIO 

GLASGOW 
ROYAL CONCERT HALL

ASSEMBLY ROXY 

EDINBURGH 
AFTERNOON JAZZ

sat 21
MAR 

2.30pm

fri 2o
MAR 

8.00pmglasgowlife.org.uk 
0151 353 8000

tsyjo-jazz-at-the-roxy.eventbrite.co.uk 
0131 623 3030

Founded by Tommy Smith in 2002, the TSYJO are looking forward to sharing their 
fabulous sound and improvisational talents with you in the coming year. They will 
kick-off the spring season with two relaxed concerts at the City of Music Studio, 

Glasgow and then at Assembly Roxy, Edinburgh. Each concert will feature a 
fantastic line up of gifted players as under the direction of Tommy Smith they play 
tracks ranging from Ellington, Basie, and Gillespie classics to present day charts.

Both concerts are ideal for the whole family -  
especially with free tickets on offer for school children.

Niall Greig Fulton was born on September 
14, 1970 in Glasgow, Scotland but later 
moved to Edinburgh and attended 
Broughton High School.

Niall is a professional screen actor and 
has worked extensively in film and 
television, appearing in shows such as 
Taggart, Holby City, Eastenders, Casualty, 
Wedding Belles, Borgia, The Five, Vera, 
Doctor Who, and Outlander; and films 
including The Acid House, The Flying 
Scotsman, Cloud Atlas, Let Us Prey, Sunset 
Song, Moon Dogs, and Outlaw King. He 
can currently be seen in BBC/Amazon 

Studios co-production Good Omens and 
his most recent film The Turning, which 
was released in January 2020 by Amblin 
Entertainment. 

As well as an actor, Niall has also worked 
as a programmer at the Edinburgh 
International Film Festival for over 15 
years becoming its senior programmer in 
2008. Niall is responsible for conceiving 
and curating retrospectives, helping 
to construct the main programme and 
representing EIFF in the media and at 
other international film festivals.

NIALL GREIG
FULTON



WOODWINDS
Tommy Smith 
Yvonne Robertson 
Paul Towndrow 
Konrad Wiszniewski 
Bill Fleming

TRUMPETS/FLÜGELS 
James Davison 
James Copus 
Tom MacNiven

TROMBONES 
Liam Shortall 
Michael Owers

RHYTHM
Piano, Synth, Samples:   
Pete Johnstone 
Drums, Percussion:   
Tom Gordon
Acoustic Bass/Electric bass:   
Geoff Gascoyne
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Please note that there will be no interval for this concert. 

IN THE BEGINNING 
20 BILLION B.C.

THE EARLY EARTH 
3 BILLION B.C.

END OF THE DINOSAURS 
65 MILLION B.C.

IN THE CAVE 
30,000 B.C.

THE GREAT FLOOD 
10,000 B.C.

THE GREAT PYRAMID 
2500 B.C.

ON THE VOLGA 
922 A.D.

THE MONGOLS 
1200-1300 A.D.

MAGELLAN 
1521 A.D.

COPERNICUS 
1543 A.D.



IN THE BEGINNING 
(20 BLLION B.C.)
 
Don’t ask me and don’t tell me.  I was there. 
It was a bang and it was big.  I don’t know 
what went before,  I came out with it. 
Think about that if you want my credentials.
Think about that, me, it, imagine it 
as I recall it now, swinging in my spacetime hammock,
nibbling a moon or two, watching you.
What am I?  You don’t know. It doesn’t matter.  
I am the witness, I am not in the dock.  
I love matter and I love anti-matter.  
Listen to me, listen to my patter.

Oh what a day (if it was day) that was!
It was as if a fist had been holding fast
one dense packed particle too hot to keep
and the fingers had suddenly sprung open
and the burning coal, the radiant mechanism
had burst and scattered the seeds of everything,
out through what was now space, out
into the pulse of time out, my masters,
out, my friends, so, like a darting shoal,
like a lion’s roar, like greyhounds released,
like blown dandelions, like Pandora’s box,
like a shaken cornucopia, like an ejaculation -

I was amazed at the beauty of it all,
those slowly cooling rosy clouds of gas,
wave upon wave of hydrogen and helium,
spirals and rings and knots of fire, silhouettes
of dust in towers, thunderheads, tornadoes;
and then the stars, and the blue glow of starlight
lapislazuliing the dust-grains -

I laughed, rolled like a ball, flew like a dragon,
zigzagged and dodged the clatter of meteorites
as they clumped and clashed and clustered into
worlds, into the best clutch of nine
whirled in the Corrievreckan of the Sun.
The universe had only just begun.
I’m off, my dears.  My story’s still to run!

THE EARLY EARTH 
(3 BILLION B.C)
 
Planets, planets - they seem to have settled
into their orbits, round their golden lord,
their father, except he’s not their father,
they were all born together, in that majestic wave
of million-degree froth and jet and muck:
who would have prophesied the dancelike separation,
the nine globes, with their moons and rings, rare - 
do you know how rare it is, dear listeners,
dear friends, do you know how rare you are?
Don’t you want to be thankful?  You suffer too much?
I’ll give you suffering, but first comes thanks.

Think of that early wild rough world of earth:
lurid, restless, cracking, groaning, heaving,
swishing through space garbage and flak,
cratered with a thousand dry splashdowns
painted over in molten granite.  Think of hell,
a mineral hell of fire and smoke.  You’re there.
What’s it all for?  Is this the lucky planet?
Can you down a pint of lava, make love
to the Grand Canyon, tuck a thunderbolt
in its cradle?  Yes and no, folks, yes and no.
You must have patience with the story.

I took myself to the crest of a ridge
once it was pushed up and cooled.
There were more cloudscapes than earthquakes.
You could walk on rock and feel rain.
You shivered but smiled in the fine tang.
Then I came down to stand in the shallows
of a great ocean, my collar up to the wind,
but listen, it was more than the wind I heard,
it was life at last, emerging from the sea,
shuffling, sliding, sucking, scuttling, so small
that on hands and knees I had to strain my eyes.
A trail of half-transparent twitching!
A scum of algae!  a greening!  A breathing!
And no one would stop them, volcanoes wouldn’t stop them!
How far would they go?  What would they not try?
I punched the sky, my friends, I punched the sky.



END OF THE DINOSAURS 
(65 MILLION B.C.)
 
If you want life, this is something like it,
I made myself a tree-house, and from there
I could see distant scrubby savannas
but mostly it was jungle, lush to bursting
with ferns, palms, creepers, reeds, and the first flowers.
Somewhere a half-seen slither of giant snakes,
a steamy swamp, a crocodile-drift
in and out of sunlight.  But all this, I must tell you,
was only background for the rulers of life,
the dinosaurs.  Who could stand against them?
They pounded the earth, they lazed in lakes,
they razored through the sultry air.

                                                              Hear, 
if you will, the scrunchings of frond and branch
but also of joint and gristle.  It’s not a game.
I watched a tyrannosaurus rise on its hindlegs
to slice a browsing diplodocus, just like that,
a hiss, a squirm, a shake, a supper - 
velociraptors scattered like rabbits.

It didn’t last.  It couldn’t?  I don’t know.
Were they too big, too monstrous, yet wonderful
with all the wonder of terror.  Were there other plans?
I saw the very day the asteroid struck:
mass panic, mass destruction, mass smoke and mass ash
that broke like a black wave over land and sea,
billowing, thickening, choking, until no sun
could pierce the pall and no plants grew and no
lizards however terrible found food and no
thundering of armoured living tons disturbed
the forest floor and there was no dawn roar,
only the moans, only the dying groans
of those bewildered clinker-throated ex-time-lords,
only the last scrape of claw on rocks and trunks,
only, at the end, skulls and ribs and hatchless
eggs in swamps and deserts
left for the inheritors -
my friends, that’s you me
branched on a different tree:
what shall we do, or be?

IN THE CAVE 
(30,000 B.C.)
 
Dark was the cave where I discovered man,
but he made it, in his own way, bright.
The cavern itself was like a vast hall
within a labyrinth of tunnels.  Children
set lamps on ledges.  Women fanned a hearth.
Suddenly with a jagged flare of torches
men trooped in from the hunt, threw down
jagged masses of meat, peeled off furs
by the fire till they were half-naked, glistening
with sweat, stocky intelligent ruffians,
brought the cave alive with rapid jagged speech.
You expected a grunt or two?  Not so.
And music, surely not?  You never heard
such music, I assure you, as the logs crackled
and the meat sizzled, when some with horns and drums
placed echoes in the honeycomb of corridors.
This was no roaring of dinosaurs.

I joined them for their meal.  They had a bard,
a storyteller.  Just like me, I said.
I told him about distant times.  He interrupted.
‘I don’t think I believe that.  Are you a shaman?
If so, where’s your reindeer coat?  Have another drink.
If you’re a shape-shifter, I’m a truth-teller.
Drink up, we call it beer, it’s strong, it’s good.
You should’ve been out with us today,
it isn’t every day you catch a mammoth,
keep us fed for a weak, fur too, tusks - 
nothing wasted.  Spears and arrows both,
that’s what you need, plus a good crowd a boys,
goo’ crowda boys.  Take s’more beer, go on.
See mamm’ths?  Mamm’ths’re fuck’n stupit.
Once they’re down they can’t get up.  Fuck em.
Y’know this, y’know this, ole shaman-man,
we’ll be here long after mamm’ths’re gone.’

He stumbled to his feet, seized a huge torch and ran
along the wall, making such a wave of sparks
the painted mammoths kicked and keeled once more.

A deep horn gave that movie flicker its score.



THE GREAT FLOOD 
(10,000 B.C.)
 
Rain, rain, and rain again, and still more rain,
rain and lightning, rain and mist, a month of downpours,
till the earth quaked gruffly somewhere and sent
tidal waves over the Middle Sea,
tidal waves over the Middle East,
tidal wave and rain and tidal wave
to rave and rove over road and river and grove.
I skimmed the water-level as it rose:
invisible the delta! gone the headman’s hut!
drowned at last even the stony jebel!

I groaned at whole families swept out to sea.
Strong horses swam and swam but sank at last.
Little treasures, toys, amulets were licked
off pitiful ramshackle village walls.
Weapons, with the hands that held them, vanished.

So what to do?  Oh never underestimate
those feeble scrabbling panting gill-less beings!
Bitumen smoking!  Foremen swearing!  A boat,
an enormous boat, a ship, a seafarer,
caulked, battened, be-sailed, oar-banked, crammed
with life, human, animal, comestible,
holy with hope, bobbing above the tree-tops,
set off to shouts and songs into the unknown
through rags and carcasses and cold storks’ nests.

The waters did go down.  A whaleback mountain
shouldered up in a brief gleam of sludge,
nudged the ark and grounded it.  Hatches gaped.
Heads smelt the air.  Some bird was chirping.
And then a rainbow:  I laughed, it was too much.
But as they tottered out with their goats, their bundles,
and broke like a wave over the boulders and mosses,
I thought it was a better wave than the wet one
that had almost buried them all.

                                                    Water 
we came from, to water we may return.
But keep webbed feet at arm’s length!  Build!
That’s what I told them: re-build, but build!

THE GREAT PYRAMID 
(2,500 B.C.)
  
A building of two million blocks of stones
brought from beyond the Nile by barge and sledge,
dragged up on ramps, trimmed and faced smooth
with bronze chisels and sandstone pads, what a gleam,
what a dazzle of tomb, what mathematics
in that luminous limestone point against the blue,
the blue above and the yellow below,
the black above and the silver below,
the stars like sand-grains, the pyramid joining them - 
You should have seen it, my friends, I must confess
it made a statement to me, and you can scrub
conventional wisdom about the megalomania
of mummies awaiting the lift-off to eternity.
The architects, the surveyors, the purveyors,
the laundresses and cooks, the brawny gangs
who were not slaves, they would go on strike
if some vizier was stingy with grain or beer:
it was the first mass effort to say
We’re here, we did this, this is not nature
but geometry, see it from the moon some day!

Oh but the inauguration, the festivity, the holiday -
I joined the throng, dear people, how could I not?
The sun gave its old blessing, gold and hot and high.
The procession almost rose to meet it:
what was not white linen was lapis lazuli,
what was not lapis lazuli was gold,
there was a shining, a stiff rustling, a solemnity,
the pharaoh and his consort carried in golden chairs,
the bodyguards were like bronze statues walking,
there were real desert men with hawks, severe
as hawks themselves, there were scribes and singers,
black dancing-girls oiled to black gold - wild -
and then the long powerful snake of the workers 
which rippled from the Nile to the four great faces
and coiled about them for the dedication.

And the bursting wave of music, the brilliant discords,
the blare, the triumph, the steps of the sound-lords
bore away like a storm my storyteller’s words.



ON THE VOLGA 
(922 A.D.)
 
I fancied a change, bit of chill, nip in the air,
went up into Russia, jogged along the Volga,
quite brisk, breath like steam, blood on the go,
ready for anything, you know the feeling.
But I was not as ready as I thought.

I came upon a camp of Viking, traders
bound south for the Black Sea, big men, fair,
tattooed, their ships at anchor in the river.
Their chief had died, I was to witness
the ritual of cremation.  It was so clear -
dear people, I must speak and you must hear -

A boat was dragged on shore, faggots were stacked,
they dressed the dead man in cloth of gold, laid him
in a tent on deck.  Who would die with him?
A girl volunteered - yes a true volunteer - 
walked about singing, believe me, talking to friends.
What did she think of the dog that was cut in two,
thrown into the ship?  Nothing, it was what was done.
The horses?  The chief must have his beasts
by his side on that black journey.  She,
when her time had come, went into six tents
one by one, and lay with the men there.
Each entered her gently, saying ‘Tell your master
I did this only for love of you.’  Strong drink
was given her, cup after cup.  Stumbling, singing,
she was lifted onto the ship, laid down, held,
stabbed by grim crone and strangled simultaneously
by two strong men, so no one could say who killed her.
Shields were beaten with staves to drown her cries.

Sex and death, drink and fire - the fourth was to come.
The ship was torched, caught quickly, spat, crackled,
burned, birchwood, tent-cloth, flesh, cloth of gold
melted in the blaze that was fanned even faster
by a storm blowing up from the west, sending
wave after wave of smoke in flight across the river.

My friends, do you want to know what you should feel?
I can’t tell you, but feel you must.  My story’s real.

THE MONGOLS 
(1200-1300 A.D.)
 
The Pope sent a letter to the Great Khan, saying
‘We do not understand you.  Why do you not obey?
We are under direct command of Heaven.’
The Great Khan replied to the Pope, saying
‘We do not understand you.  Why do you not obey?
We are under direct command of Heaven.’
I must admit I turned a couple of cartwheels
when I found these letters.  Mongol chutzpah,
I thought, something new in the world, black comedy
you never get from the solemn Sacarcens.
Why not?  Heaven has given them earth
from Lithuania to Korea, they ride
like the wind over a carpet of bones.
They have laws, they record, they study the stars.
They are a wonder, but what are they for?

I stood in waves of grass, somewhere in Asia
(That’s a safe address), chewing dried lamb
and scanning the low thundery sky,
when a column on Mongol soldiers came past,
halted, re-formed, were commended by their shaman
to the sky-god Tengri who was bending the blue
in order to bless them.  Instruments appeared 
as if from nowhere, a band, war music
but very strange, stopped as suddenly,
except for the beat of the kettledrums as the troop
moved forward.  Were they refreshed, inspired?
Who knows?  But oh that measured conical bob
of steel caps, gleam of lacquered leather jerkins,
indefatigable silent wolf-lope!
Were they off to make rumble of some great city?
I think they were of to enlarge the known world.
The trotted out of sight; the horsemen followed;
a cold wind followed that, with arrows of rain.
Even in my felt jacket I shivered.  Yet -
yet they were there to shake the mighty in their seats.
They were like nature, dragons, volcanoes.  Keep awake!
Are you awake, dear people?  Are you ready for the Horde,
the page-turner, the asteroid, the virtual sword?



MAGELLAN 
(1521 A.D.)
 
Cliffs of Patagonia, coldest of coasts,
and the ships sweeping south-west into the strait
which was to be Magellan’s: like St. Elmo’s fire
I played in the rigging, I was tingling, it was good
to see the navigator make determination
his quadrant and his compass into the unknown.
A mutiny?  Always hang ringleaders.  He did.
One ship wrecked, one deserted?  Right.  Right.
On with the other three.  This channel of reefs,
a wild month needling through, cursing the fogs,
crossing himself as he saw the land of fire,
Tierra del Fuego, flaring its petroleum hell,
then out at last into what seemed endless waves - 
Magellan stared at watery third of the world.
West!  West and north!  What squalls!  What depths!
What sea-monsters I watched from the crow’s nest!
The starving and parching below, the raving, the rats
for dinner, the gnawing of belts!  Magellan held
his piercing eye and salt-white beard straight on
to landfall, to the Marianas and the Philippines and
to death.  I shuddered at that beach of blood
where he was hacked to pieces.  Would you not?

And would you not rejoice that his lieutenant
sailed on, sailed west, sailed limping back,
one tattered ship, sailed home again to Spain
to prove the world was round.  And they would need
more ships, for it was mostly water.  A ball
with no edge you could fall from - that seemed fine.
But a wet ball in space, what could hold it together?
Every triumph left a trail of questions.
Just as it should, I told the geographers.

Don’t you agree, folks, that’s the electric prod
to keep us on the move?  Don’t care for prods,
put your head in a bag, that’s what I say.
Well, I’m given to saying things like that,
I’m free.

                Great Ferdinand Magellan,
sleep in peace beneath the seas.
The world’s unlocked, and you gave us the keys.

COPERNICUS 
(1543 A.D.)
 
In the Baltic there are many waves,
but in Prussian fields I saw, and did not see,
the wave of thought that got the earth to move.
Copernicus’s Tower, as they call it,
took its three storeys to a viewing platform,
open, plenty of night, no telescope though.
I used to watch the light go on, then off,
and a dark figure occlude a star
as he would see the moon do.  Moon and sun
swung round the earth, unless you were blind.
No.  Earth and moon swung round the sun
and earth swung round itself.  Mars, Venus,
all, a family, a system, and the system was solar.

Who was he, and does it matter?  No stories
are told about this man who kicked the earth
from its false throne.  Luther called him a fool
but Luther was the fool.  He had servants,
rode a horse, healed the sick, heard cases,
administered a province, but his big big eyes
smouldered like worlds still unadministered.
Big hands too - but he never married.
War swirled round his enclave, peasants starved,
colleagues fled, he stayed in the smoking town - 
something of iron there.  A play lampooned him
but nothing could stop this patient revolutionary.
I heard them knock at the door of his death-chamber
to bring him the book of his life’s labours
but I doubt if he saw it - he gave no sign - 
that tremendous title On the Revolutions
(and what a pun that was) of the Heavenly Spheres
floated above the crumpled haemorrhage and sang
like an angel, a human angel cast loose at last
to voyage in a universe that would no more stand still
than the clouds forming and re-forming
over Copernicus’s Tower.

                          I looked from the roof
till it was dark and starry, and knew my travels
were just beginning: the Magellanic Clouds
wait for those who have climbed Magellan’s shrouds.



PATRONS AND SUPPORTERS 
OF THE SNJO/TSYJO

To all our Friends and Supporters listed 
below and to those who have chosen to 

donate anonymously – your help has been 
invaluable and we thank you sincerely.

PATRONS 
Gary Burton 
Chick Corea 

Kurt Elling 
Dame Cleo Laine 

David Liebman 
Joe Lovano

LIFE FRIENDS
Michael Connarty - Ellington  

Colin McIntyre - Ellington 
Ian Wilson - Ellington

Carl Bow - Gillespie
Margaret Doran - Gillespie

Robert & Sylvia Fleming - Gillespie
David Halkerston - Gillespie

Frederick Hay - Gillespie
Mark McKergow - Gillespie

Ann Mclean - Gillespie
Andrew McLeod - Gillespie

Lindsay Robertson - Gillespie
Ian Smith - Gillespie

Tom Bowden - Gil Evans
Jim Brown - Gil Evans 

Albert Clowes - Gil Evans
Gordon Drummond - Gil Evans

George Duncan - Gil Evans
David Fenton - Gil Evans 

Larry Foster - Gil Evans
Patrick Hadfield - Gil Evans

George Harrington - Gil Evans 
Jack Hunter - Gil Evans

Alan Lawson - Gil Evans 
Simon Lewin - Gil Evans 

Robin McClure - Gil Evans
Andrew Mitchell - Gil Evans

June Mitchell - Gil Evans
Ian Rankin - Gil Evans
Jules Riley - Gil Evans

John Simpson  - Gil Evans
Peter Wilson - Gil Evans

ANNUAL FRIENDS
Simon Best – Kenton 
Alec Mason - Kenton

Martin Eckersall - Basie
Flora Harrold - Basie

Charles Humphries - Basie 
Gerard Mehigan - Basie 

Moira Pate - Basie
Mike Rymaruk & Jan McLardy - Basie

Tony Smith - Basie

SUPPORTER FRIENDS 
Alan Barclay

Robin Bennie
Douglas Brownlie

Geoff + Ellice Cackett 
Katherine Campbell

Phil Baylis / William Kay
Eric Colledge

Martin Denman
Chris Eilbeck & Frederike van Wijck

Gordon Evans 
John Forrest

Graham Henderson
Graham Jackson

Guy and Ms Sallyann Jubb
David & Maureen Lightbody 

Nadja von Massow
Bill + Liz McBain 

Jenne McClure
Grant McLeman
Venetia Menzies

Jill Morgan 
Allan Murray

Bill and Edna Newman
John Percival 
Mrs A Quigg

Stuart Rae
Paul Sloan

Mr R Steele
J.W. Welsh

If you enjoyed tonight’s concert, please do  consider becoming a Friend of the SNJO and 
help support our future and that of jazz in Scotland. We welcome new friends at any time.

BECOME A FRIEND OF
THE SCOTTISH NATIONAL JAZZ ORCHESTRA
Our Friends’ scheme enables you to enjoy a 
closer relationship with the orchestra that will 
enhance your enjoyment of our concerts and 
maximize your jazz experience. 
Support from individuals underpins much 
of our ability to bring exciting projects to 
our audiences. Every contribution plays an 
important role in the future of the orchestra 
allowing them to produce new jazz works, 

original recordings, education projects and 
exhilarating concerts. 
Further details of benefits can be found at 
snjo.co.uk where you can also download 
forms. Alternatively complete the short form 
below and send to our orchestra manager.  
Thank you.

title & full name

address

phone

email

town post code

ANNUAL SUPPORTER
single £50
joint £75
ANNUAL FRIEND
Kenton £250 
Basie £150
LIFE MEMBERSHIP
Ellington from £2,500
Gillespie £1,000 
Gil Evans £ 500

Please send the completed form to  
The Orchestra Manager, SNJO Ltd, 25 Dreghorn Loan, Edinburgh, EH13 0DF

THE SNJO is a registered Charity recognised by the Inland Revenue.  Charity No: SC028653

If you are an UK taxpayer, you can help the SNJO further by allowing us to 
treat this and all future donations, to the SNJO as Gift Aid Donations.

I confirm that I am a UK taxpayer.
I am including a cheque, made 
payable to SNJO Ltd.

I would like to make a BACS transfer. 
Please send me the details

I would like to remain anonymous.



POP! 
ROCK! 
SOUL!

STEVIE WONDER
EARTH, WIND & FIRE
JONI MITCHELL
THE BEATLES 
AND MORE

FRI 24 APR EDINBURGH 
QUEEN’S HALL 7:30PM
thequeenshall.net  |  0131 668 2019

SAT 25 APR GLASGOW
ROYAL CONCERT HALL 
NEW AUDITORIUM 7:30PM
glasgowconcerthalls.com  |  0141 353 8000

SUN 26 APR DUNDEE
CAIRD HALL 3:00PM
dundeebox.co.uk  |  01382 434940

W I T H  G U E S T S  

JOE LOCKE AND 
KENNY WASHINGTON

SCOTTISH NATIONAL JAZZ ORCHESTRA
D I R E C T E D  B Y  T O M M Y  S M I T H  

      NEXT CONCERT SERIES


