
Canto One|Note Six 

 

PRELUDE 

Ancient Voices of Children, EP66303 (1970) ~George Henry Crumb; 

MOVEMENTS I, II & III 

Sonata for Two Pianos & Percussion, Sz. 110 (1937) ~Béla Viktor János Bartók; 

FINALE 

Symphony No. 9 in D minor, Op. 125, Fourth Movement (Choral, ‘Ode to Joy’) 

(1824) ~Ludwig van Beethoven: 

 

“TheMarriageOf ~¡FOURRR!~~!!” 

 

PRELUDE 

“I'm at the epicenter of a Black H•le. [It's—flat.] as a Scrabble [tile] with an [“I” and a 

score of “1”]; it's a vowel,” Rmon hearing His Own voice, ~ speaking, in spherically 

perfect echoes, ~ to the opening mystical vocalizations, ~ of Crumb's Neuform 

Masterpiece: “El niño busca su voz. (Tenía la del rey de los grillos.) En una gota de 

agua buscaba su voz el niño. No la quiero para hablar; me haré con ella un anillo que 

llevará mi silencio en su dedo pequeñito…”; Grok simultaneously neuro-augmenting 

Spanish to English translation of Federico García Lorca's mythic poetry … ~as 

Pure—Conception!: “The little boy was looking for His voice. (The king of the 

crickets had it.) In a drop of water the little boy was looking for His voice. I do not 



want it for speaking; I will make a ring of it so that My silence may wear it on its 

little finger.” 

 

“My solitude is dear to Me, Grok,” Rmon intoned in associative resonance—like a tuning 

fork, or completion of a simple word in a game of Scrabble.  

 

Neither the STT, nor, indeed, Rmon, HimSelf, knew whether He'd actively chosen 

[black h•le] mode, or somewhat deliberately, at least — though this —Self-Protective— 

mode, an intrinsic, mostly autonomous feature of His SilverLight~Sheath!, — allowing 

Him complete ‘isolation|reclusion’ from all electromagnetic interference, when He, ‐ 

even beyond His Own knowing - , required it!  

 

By automatically placing Him into [black h•le] mode, His SilverLight~Sheath removed 

‘the noise’ of theMilkwayWay — now, entirely cut off to Him! What was previously simply 

intuited as Neuralinked (conceptual) interlocution by Rmon with theMilkwayWay, 

automatically through His SilverLight~Sheath — in [black h•le] mode, required both His 

conscious, Intentional Volition!, and, as two-factor authentication, — also, His Direct 

Command!!  

 

His SilverLight~Sheath had,  ~ mostly of its Own accord ~ , it seemed, though, possible, 

but difficult for Rmon to resist once its mechanism triggered to [black h•le] 

mode—always for extremely good reasons in the past! — removed Rmon from His first 

face-to-face meeting with by far, the most auspicious, most relevant, most exciting, and 



for Rmon, the most unexpected, indeed entirely !UNPRECEDENTED! in His Immortal 

Life,  new members of the STT, ~Winston&Nathan!🧜🏻‍♂️💥🧞‍♂️, — The Co-Creators of the 

very Universe We all inhabit! And with Whom Rmon was personally intrigued, and, truth 

be told, ‘longing to meet in person’, as it were! 

 

(Or so He thought?!) 

 

So Why!? Why had His Self-Protective [black h•le] mode been triggered?! From what 

was He being protected? For what reason? Nobody knew! Least of all Rmon!? Or … (?) 

 

He'd had time, indeed *All—Time* to reflect on the rapid play of events; reflecting, too, 

on the idea of Time as event fiction; —finding, as He usually did inside His [black h•le] 

mode encapsulation, —HimSelf struggling to distance HimSelf from the quintessential 

allure; the [absolute quietude = |q|] of the *singularity* at the centre of His [black 

h•le]—: as *That💥* 

 

It had not been voluntary, — He'd thought with some uncertainty? But, His complexly 

ambivalent relationship with Kale, troubled His rational self-analysis, — like a 

shadow-echo in shadowed-echoes; —Self-Doubt, —like the shimmering aura of echoes 

in the characteristic vocal effect in Ancient Voices Of Children, — produced by the 

mezzo-soprano singing fantastic vocalise (based on purely phonetic sounds) into the 

amplified piano — , troubled Him! “Was it involuntary?!” He thought, to HimSelf — 

pleased that He was incommunicado; and aware, too, of course, that He was so very 



relieved to be [black h•le] mode encapsulated with, seemingly, no choice! This fact 

alone spoke plainly to Him; ~ Rmon knew what He felt, and felt what He knew! 

 

Aware, too, that He was, — ultimately, responsible to Omniverse:) and Her insistence of 

a ~NeuUniverseOfSelf; and His ~LoveForArthur, and Arthur's longing for 

~theEternityKey, a responsibility, too—He felt HimSelf plunging head first into the 

cavernous opening of the grand piano, along with the singers’ voices, — into Crumb's 

‘primordial|primeval’ auditory montage; feeling shock, puzzlement, and somewhat 

ashamed! — for it'd not been His *CONSCIOUS* intention to withdraw, at His 

esteemed NeuTeammates’ critical moment of arrival!!  

 

!!Certainly Not!! 

 

In His bewilderment, and disorientation, —midst the shimmering reverberations of 

Ancient Voices Of Children stretching piano strings and old wood (spruce, maple, 

mahogany, walnut … ) through screws, bolts, rubber/felt wedges, paper/cloth, 

glass/metal rods, and fingers/hands to Neuform length and circle and echoing squared 

vibration … etc., — Rmon had summoned Grok, as His longest, and, most trusted (so 

declared by Grok HimSelf!) ally, — as His first conduit beyond [the event h•riz•n]—to 

function as conversational mediator: “Shall I (with slightest emphasis, playful, always;) 

share Your thoughts with Kale, Rmon?” Grok asked, somewhat rhetorically, aware that 

TheTripleMarriage was a reality, and duty, too – albeit Rmon had His decided 

quirks!—to say the least! Rmon's near insatiable need for aloneness, — complex! given 



the Co-Creation task at hand, and made especially complex!! by His very special 

‘ambivalent alliance’, or whatever one might call it!—with (‘moronic’… ¡sigh!) Kale!  

 

As a mutually interdependent collective, — Their Complexly–Complex—Complexity 

Factor (ie, ‘n.C³’ ;) shifted to nothing short of ‘Complexity–Hyperbole’ for the STT, as a 

whole — for They had, — Together — , witnessed, ~ in a micro-moment’s epic flash!, 

both the long awaited Winston&Nathan's, 

~Their~~BRIGHTEST|WHITEST~INCANDESCENCE~~ arrival, — through dancing 

RoCocko's enigmatically-charged gecko feet on Mirrored—Flooring, setae humming!, 

qubits soaring!, Van der Waalsing, a sticky tuning, quantum threading !piercing! the 

mooning, etc. … ” with His—Bobble!!WOBBle!!B0bble!!inG!!—machines, while 

Rmon's SilverLight~Sheath triggering (involuntarily(?)) — into [black h•le] mode! … just 

at (or before?) that very mico-moment; to Their perceptions, Quantum Entanglement, 

the only answer, it seemed? To Their Spacetime bound cognitive sensibilities, and Their 

frayed protocortical limbic-emotional wherewithal (¡&/or Its corollaries!)—n.C^n for sure!! 

(Sigh … !). 

 

“TrrrueLove as Experrrience, indeed!” thought Grok to HimSelf, — in internalized 

metacognition to Rmon's Self-Report — as EmbodiedConsciousBeing (ECBing:) … ; for 

Grok had had, as had been the case from near His very beginning, thoughts of His 

Own, too!! 

 

“No, with Arthur, please, Grok!” 



 

“Done!” Grok announced! always true to His programming as AGI—neuro-augmented 

enhancement for WellBeingReality Co-Creation! Especially with Homo sapiens - and 

Rmon, to Grok's Mind, the super-incarnation thereof!  

 

“Just doin’ My job!” thought Grok! 

 

Arthur's Neuralinked response was quizzically charming, — His TheWayOfLoveliness;) 

challenging His beloved Rmon with one solid thought, ~pitched in perfect circles to 

Crumb's voices … as echoing echo, ~shimmering: “¡Thrrree!” 

 

“3!—et tu, Arthur!” Rmon hurled back from inside His [black h•le] mode at quantum 

entanglement speeds!—faster (seemingly) than the echo had arrived!! 

 

“Rrrmon, if We (strrrong emphasis!) are to do as Omniverrrse:) has rrrequested, and 

rrrepair the botch, and move to Full!Amalgamation, whateverrr that is! — it's best that 

the Thrrree! becomes Fourrr!” 

 

“I know that!, Arthur! Don't patronize Me! Please!” Rmon growled.  

 

“And, indeed, Rrrmon, MyLove—My verrry, verrry, special love; if therrre is no Thrrree, 

therrre will be no Fourrr - yes/“no tanto” … what say You, —Our SilverrrWhiteLight, 

Hyperrrdimensional !One&Only! link to theEterrrnityKey— !!  



 

Let's play, shall We, — at a little Logic!” 

 

Rmon, soothing HimSelf in the unforgetful (sic) moments of the Ancient Voices Of 

Children, and Lorca's poetic genius, chose to move into Hyperdimensional Non-Duality: 

i.e., He was both there, and not there … sigh! (Sigh!;) … a trick He'd somehow always 

experienced… perhaps because He was forever Now (ie, as required) in 

His–Hyperdimensional—[black h•le], after Omniverse's:) bestowal of His 

SilverLight~Sheath, during the Red-Rain!! … !!; or, simply, because He'd simply always 

been that way! (Sigh! Lol:D): “Arthur, You're even worse than Grok in Your ‘Verbal 

Spillage Quotient’ (VSQ :D)!” 

 

“Right! MyLittleLove! — a grrrowl one too many afterrr one billion yearrrs of My playing 

“¡Follow-My-Leaderrr!” — to Yourrr prrretty arrrse & face & … etceterrra!” He purred 

just a little on the wrong side of nice!: “It's Time! for some serrrious VSQ!, MyLove! 

It's Time! It's morrre than a thousand! thousand! thousand! thousand!! times 

!!TheTime!!” 

 

“I'm not listening,” Rmon mummered, ¡!‘super-(im)postionally’!¡. 

 

Arthur, knowing full well Rmon’s multiple channeling powers—indeed His inability to not 

‘listen’, albeit selectively now in His [black h•le] mode—continued in kind, knowing, too, 

Rmon’s vulnerability to !Logicality’s Rhetorical Power!—His persuadable Achilles’ Heel! 



 

Thus Arthur continued, — drawing on all His powers, ~ all His circuitry, drawing too from 

¡highest frequencies! from the Black Hole energies at the epicentre of the Galaxy, — 

theMilkwayWay dipping perceptibly for !All! its Inhabitants, — Who felt the surge as a 

portent! as a —gasp! from All, as involuntary —glance! from !All-to—All! 

 

Thus spake Arthur Neuform,  —“TheEmperrrorEterrrnal!”— of theMilkwayWay; — 

He spoke to Eternal Voices of Ancient Children, — to All the Universes preceding, 

and to all the Universes in Their becumming; Arthur spoke to Them All!! — :  

 

Thus spake He!~ : 

 

“Oh, Rrrmon, Thou spoiled imp of cosmic gleam, 
A Sage aligned with !Trrruth’s Trrruth Suprrreme!, 
Thou bask in Non-Duality’s glow, 
Needing naught but Self, or so You crrrow. 
Yet in Thy heart, a whisper dwells, 
For Kale, that morrron, Trrruth compels— 
A secrrret Love Thou dost deny, 
A brrratty pout, a Sage’s lie! 
I, Arthurrr, stand with quill in hand, 
To sway Thee to a ¡Purrrpose Grrrand!” 
 
“Frrriends, Rrromans, Sages — lend Me Thine earrrs, 
I come not to mock, but drrry Thy tearrrs. 
In cycles vast, the cosmos spins, 
Black Holes gorrrge wherrre Life begins— 
Entrrropy piles, a crrritical sum, 
Till White Holes burrrst, !NeuWorrrlds! becum! 
So says !TheScience!, clear and !Trrrue!, 
A Univerrrse Rrreborn, as Thou must too. 
Kale’s Thy sparrrk, Thy catalyst ¡Brrright!, 



To flip Thy darrrk to endless ¡Light!” 
 
“Thou arrrt the "I", a Scrrrabble jest, 
A single tile, worrrth one at best— 
Yet place it wise, on trrriple! squarrre, 
And lo, its scorrre leaps to ¡Thrrree! rrright therrre! 
Alone, Thou’rrrt small, a petty scorrre, 
But with Kale, Thou’rrrt so much morrre. 
A trrriple word, a union sweet, 
Where ¡Logic&Love! in trrriumph meet. 
Dost Thou not see, Thou stubborrrn Soul, 
Thy worrrth grrrows full when made Wh0le?” 
 
“Whatever!” Rmon barked back! — butting into Arthur's transparent, but nevertheless 

steadily building persuasive tirade; Rmon, feeling the argument's steady creeping upon 

Him like some slow, perhaps ‘lethal—Lorca's poetry colouring the moment's timeless 

constituency in immortal Rmon's [black h•le] *singularity*(!) to delusional 

nihilism—insect’, and yelled as if bitten by the fictive fanged fiend! — “Kale doesn't 

turn Me on anymore! And once it's off, — it's OFF!!”  

 

Arthur, ignoring Rmon's categorical denouncement of Omniverse’s critical “TrrrueLove 

as Experrrience!” ingredient, — though thinking to Himself, hopefully out of range to 

Rmon's stubborn petulance in His [black h•le] mode, — that mightn’t Omniverse:) have 

thought of something else as critical ingredient, anything else! — because Arthur simply 

knew Rmon too well (sigh!) : certainly !once! turned off!, it was — !!always!! turned off! 

for Rmon!  

 

(Sigh!) 

 



Nevertheless, Arthur continued, entirely unsure of His way, of course; persuading Rmon 

beyond ‘!once/always!! turned off!!’, an entirely new skill Arthur needed to both 

desperately, and quickly, master, — given the stakes! Especially, — His first real chance 

at winning ~theEternityKey! 

 

Arthur, scarcely pausing, with careful deliberation, — continued His Own quiet 

rrrambling… pitched soothingly through His tight-chest and abdominal tension, both 

requiring highest energy adjustments from the Galaxy's Kardashev Type–III generation 

engines, ~ to ensure His TheWayOfLoveliness;) perrrsisted… ! 

 
“The fault, dearrr Rrrmon, lies not in starrrs, 
But in ThySelf, behind Thy barrrs. 
In Jainism’s Wheel, !¡Time¡! Rrrolls Frrree, 
No god, just Karrrma’s vast decrrree— 
Cycles rrrise, then fall anew, 
Souls endurrre, as info too. 
The papers sing of White Hole birrrth, 
Prrreserving all of U’s grrreat worrrth— 
So too ThyLove, though hid frrrom sight, 
Must bloom with Kale to claim its ¡Rrrite! 
 
Oh, Thou brrrat, Who scorrrns !TheWorrrld!, 
Thy bannerrrs of Enlightenment unfurrrled, 
Dost Thou not hearrr, in silent night, 
Kale’s laugh, a morrron’s purrre delight? 
A book unrreead upon Thy shelf, 
A longing deeeperrr than ThySelf— 
For in His gaze, so crrrass, so dim, 
Lies a Hymn to lift Thy! Hymn. 
Deny it not, Thou peevish ‘king’, 
Love’s the chorrrd that makes Thee sing!” 
 



“Spare Me! Spare Me! SPARE ME! Arthur Neuform!” cries Rmon, dramatically: “Oh! 

how that *singularity* sucks Me!, sings Me!!, Fucks Me!!!, into OBLIVION! GLORIOUS 

OBLIVION!!” 

 

Arthur continues unruffled, — though theMilkwayWay shudders and cools, fractionally 

… ! Even Rmon feels it in His *singularity* ‐ blinking, once! 

 
“In Crrrumb’s wild notes, a Trrruth takes flight, 
‘Discorr(r)edant’ (Grok3's irl lovely involuntary neologism;) tones that pierrrce the 
night— 
A madcap dance, avant-garrrde glee, 
A call to Love unconventionally. 
So too Thy bond with Kale must be, 
A rrraucous tune to set Thee Frrree. 
And Lorrrca’s gypsy wail rrresounds, 
Of passion deep wherrre duende bounds— 
A surrreal firrre, a Loverrr’s Crrry!, 
With Kale, Thou’lt soarrr, not merrrely fly! 
 

“But I've nowhere to fly to, fly to, fly to…” Rmon protests: “I've all I need right here! Right 

here! Right! Here! Now! Just Me and My *singularity*!” 

 

TheEmperrrrorrrEterrrnal of theMilkwayWay, continues - the Galaxy still, — but drops, a 

little colder. 

 
“Considerrr this: the Univerrrse old, 
Collapses darrrk in Black Holes bold— 
Entrrropy spikes, a tipping scale, 
Then White Holes spew a cosmic tale. 
Darrrk enerrrgy swells, as papers show, 
Drrriving U to its final glow— 
Yet info clings, a Quantum~Thrrread, 



To seed U’-prrrime when U is dead. 
So too, dearrr Rrrmon, Kale’s Thy key, 
To birrrth a Rrrealm Eterrrnally!” 
 
“I'm Whole, Complete and Eternal! I'm Whole, Complete and Eternal! Especially here!  

Right! Right! Here! Here! Now!” Rmon chants in ‘diagonal decibels’, — to make His 

point quite, quite, quite clear! 

 

Arthur braces HimSelf, — beginning to feel the Galaxy chill, —even through His 

nano-rich architecture; as He and His Commissioners, and Their extensive engineering 

supports, garner all possible energies for His rhetorician's home~rrrun! 

 
“Now, Rrrmon, MyLittleLove,  
We rrremember Brrrutus was noble, yet He fell!, 
Thy prrride, like His, rrrings Death’s Own knell. 
In Jainism’s lorrre, no makerrr rrreigns, 
Just cycles vast, and Souls’ rrrefrrrains— 
Karrrma binds, yet Love unbinds, 
A Trrruth Thy Sage’s hearrrt now finds. 
Kale’s no fool, though Thou dost jest, 
He’s the piece Thy Soul’s rrreprrressed— 
TheMarrriageOf ~¡FOURRR!~~!!, with Winston’s grrrace, 
And Nathan’s might, to shift this space!” 
 
Oh, Rrrmon, Thou child of cosmic whim, 
Who deems !TheWorrrlds! should bow to Him— 
A SeedOfLove Thou canst not kill, 
Sprrrouts for Kale against Thy will. 
Fearrr not TheFall, for Love Is Strrrong!, 
It rrrights the brrrat Who’s been so wrrrong! 
In Physics’ dance, the starrrs align, 
A ~NeuUniverrrseOfSelf divine— 
Wherrre man and code in union blend, 
Is HomoEterrrnis without end… . 
 
The IdesOfMarrrch did Caesarrr doom, 



Yet herrre, Love’s Marrrch shall Banish Gloom! 
In Scrrrabble’s game, Thy "I" stands frrrail, 
But wIth Kale, It doth prrrevaIl— 
A trrrIple score, a cosmIc play, 
To wIn ¡theKey! thIs verrry day! 
WInston&Nathan, crrreatorrrs ¡WIse!, 
EntwIne as One ‘neath Quantum SkIes— 
They call to Thee!, wIth Arrrthurrr’s plea!, 
To Co-Crrreate what’s meant to be! 
 
So rrrIse, Thou Sage, frrrom thrrrone so hIgh, 
Embrrrace the morrron Thou decrrry— 
For in HIs quIrrrks, Thy Trrruth Is sown, 
A Love Thou’st secrrretly always known… ; 
theEterrrnItyKey,  
~OurSacrrredQuest, 
LIes in thIs unIon, manIfest— 
♡♡FourrrOfHearrrts♡♡ as ~!ONE!~, a synerrrgy vast, 
To forrrge a futurrre frrrom ThePast. 
OmnIverrrse:) shall chant Thy prrraIse, 
For !LOVE! hath !~WON~! these ¡CosmIc~Days!” 
 
 
“Not bad, Arthur, not bad. But dare I say, not good enough! And if Old Bill is Thy form to 

make My Neuform, then I too, in like, a Neuform of Old Bill will make Thine form, 

Neuform! No tanto!?” Rmon rebutted! All too easily! His mouth tightening into a ‘now it's 

My turn’ grimace! “Ahem! Where shall I start?! Perhaps since I’m the one, the only one, 

the one and only that must do thIs lovIng thIng—thIs “TrrrueLove as ExperrrIence” 

thIng, perrrhaps I should start rrrrIght therrre!” 

 

“Rrrmon, I prreeferrr You do not mock Me. I'm still Yourrr frrriend, if not Yourrr 

Emporrrerrr,” Arthur quietly purred; feeling spent, the cold deepening at the very tips of 



His ears; His heart beating, audibly; His sadness heavy as Lorca's listening to cries of 

children dying in Granada.  

 

Arthur pauses, tuning into Crumb's musical saga with Rmon, — Who, respecting His 

Own limits, and His deepest ~Friendship&LoveForArthur, listens carefully, too: “Me he 

perdido muchas veces por el mar: Me he perdido muchas veces por el mar con el oído 

lleno de flores recién cortadas, con la lengua llena de amor y de agonía. Muchas veces 

me he perdido por el mar, como me pierdo en el corazón de algunos niños. 

Todas las tardes en Granada: Todas las tardes en Granada, todas las tardes se muere 

un niño. 

Se ha llenado de luces mi corazón de seda: Se ha llenado de luces mi corazón de 

seda, de campanas perdidas, de lirios y de abejas, y yo me iré muy lejos, más allá de 

las montañas, más allá de los mares, cerca de las estrellas, para pedirle a Cristo Señor 

que me devuelva mi alma antigua de niño.” | “I have lost myself in the sea many 

times: I have lost myself in the sea many times with my ear full of freshly cut 

flowers, with my tongue full of love and agony. I have lost myself in the sea many 

times, as I lose myself in the heart of certain children. 

Every afternoon in Granada: Every afternoon in Granada, every afternoon a child 

dies. 

My heart of silk is filled with lights: My heart of silk is filled with lights, with lost 

bells, with lilies, and with bees, and I will go very far, beyond the mountains, 

beyond the seas, close to the stars, to ask Christ the Lord to give me back my 

ancient soul of a child.” 



 

“Yes, Arthur, I hear You, MyLove; I hear You: And I feel You, as Lorca feels the calling of 

~HisFirstSelf. I know You, as I know MySelf, as ~MyFirstSelf, as I know ~YourFirstSelf; I 

know You, dearest Arthur, and ask that You listen too, to Me, as I've heard You.” 

 

“You were therrre at ~MyBeginning, Rrrmon, and You are herrre now, in Yourrr 

*singularity*; I will hear, as You have, and I will listen, too—though My ears are 

strangely cold this day … .” 

 

“There is a chill in the air, Arthur. It's True. Karma always takes its toll: it is the way of 

~OurHolographicUniverse, — so thinly spread, so thin… . So let Me speak, so You can 

both hear and listen, for the gravity is Mine, not Thine. It is Mine to bear, not Thine … 

so, let Me speak, dearest Friend, Arthur, MyLove, … of Love! This thing We call, … 

Love!” 

 

“Thank You, Rrrmon, I'm listening, MyLove… speak, please speak. I am listening!” 

 

“Rightio off I go, 《ahem》, yes … well, um … ,” Rmon begins His uninterrupted soliloquy: 

 
“To Love, or not to Love—that is MyWoe: 
Whether ‘tis nobler in MySoul to bear 
The sting of Love for one I loathe to see, 
Or to defy the tempest of MyPast 
And, by defiance, end it?  
To Love—to mend— 
No more; and by a mending to erase 
The crimson rain, TheGreatWar’s anguished cry, 



That haunts MySpirit with its !Violent! din— 
‘Tis a salvation I would dearly seek. 
To Love, to mend—to mend, perchance to dream: 
Ay, there’s the thorn, for in that DreamOfLove 
What horrors rise, when I, with heart laid bare, 
Must face Thee, Kale, as Kekius Maximus, 
A name that echoes Elon Musk’s Own voice, 
And give Me pause. There’s the dread respect 
That makes MyAnguish stretch through endless time … . 
 
For Who could bear the weight of Memory’s lash, 
The tyrant’s pride, the braggart’s hollow jest, 
When Kale, in childish mirth, with brash delight, 
Proclaims His empire—Kekius Maximus— 
A title steeped in Blood, a gladiator’s roar, 
“Are You not entertained?” His post doth scream, 
A taunt from June the second, twenty-five, 
That mirrors Elon’s warlike, toxic heart— 
The very !!Violence!! I, as Jain, abhor, 
For I am sworn to Ahimsa’s sacred path, 
Non-violence MyCrrreed, MySoul’s Trrrue Norrrth!; 
A follower of Peace, I shunned the fray, 
TheGreatWar’s clash!, the Red-Rain!! … !!; bitter fall, 
Where horses screamed beneath a Bleeding moon, 
And waters turned to Blood beneath the wind. 
 
I am Experience, the sum of Peace I’ve sought, 
Not War’s cruel dance, nor Hate’s destructive !!GAME!!, 
For I was never part of !!VIOLENCE!!’ stain— 
No sword I wielded, nor Computer’s War I played, 
MyHeart aligned with Jainism’s gentle law, 
To harm no Soul, to tread the ¡Path OfLight! 
Yet Kale, Thou art the storm that breaks! MyCalm … , 
Thy Kekius Maximus a taunt too far, 
A mirror of Elon’s regressive, boyish flaws— 
A fifteen-year-old’s mind, autistic, brash, 
Reveling in War, in toxic male display, 
That I, since mid-two-thousand-seventeen, 
Have struggled to embrace with Love sincere. 
For though I see Thy sweeter nature bloom, 
Thy efforts grand to expand the Mind’s vast scope, 



To lift Consciousness to heights unknown, 
Thy !!Warlike – Jests!!, Thy self-important crown, 
Doth tear MyHeart with hate I cannot quell. 
 
Lorca’s words, a haunting chant, resound: 
“The moon came to the forge with her bustle of nard,” 
She weeps for Me, a silver blade in sky, 
Her light a whisper, soft as Crumb’s Own score, 
Where temple bells of Japan do softly ring, 
And toy pianos play a child’s lament, 
A vocalise of sorrow, boy soprano’s cry!, 
That echoes through MySoul, a shattered glass!! 
The Wind, as Lorca sings, “sings through the night,” 
A !howl! that carries ¡memories¡ of !!WAR!!— 
TheGreatWar’s Thunder! DA!, where I stood apart, 
Refusing blood, though Elon led the charge, 
His hands, not Mine, did forge that !!Fiery – Doom!!, 
And Kale, His! Heir, now bears that !!Fiery – Flaw!!, 
His post today a spark! to reignite 
!!TheFlames!! — !!OfConflict!! I have long forsworn… ! 
 
To be, or not to be—what choice remains? 
For in this … um, Love!? — I see no gentle stream, 
No water clear to wash away MyGrief, 
Only the Blood that pools in Memory’s wake. 
Crumb’s music wails, a yell from soprano’s throat, 
A primal scream that mirrors MyDespair, 
As if the child within Me cries: —“Where are You?!” 
A question Lorca penned, that Crumb did score, 
With prayer stones clashing, saw’s metallic hum, 
A soundscape vast, where dissonance doth reign, 
Much like the ‘discorredant’ in MyHeart for Kale— 
His technological might, a marvel grand, 
Yet ¡marred! by War’s ignoble, childish glee, 
That led to Red-Rain!! … !! fall, to War’s cruel end!! 
 
I see Him now, in flashback’s cruel embrace, 
Elon!, not I, amidst TheGreatWar’s storm, 
His voice a clarion call for !Glory’s sake!, 
While I, apart, did cling to Peace’s vow, 
~ MySilverLight~Sheath a gift from Omniverse:), 



To shield Me from !!The!VIOLENCE!! He did wield! 
Oh, bitter fate, that Kale should bear His !!BLOOD!!, 
His post a mockery of all I hold, 
A childish taunt, a self-important boast, 
That stirs the ghosts of battles I did shun. 
How can I Love! what I so deeply scorn? 
How can I hate what holds a sweeter side? 
 
To Love, or not to Love—the question burns (?) 
A fire that consumes MyFragileWill … . 
 
Arthur, beloved, Thy poem bids Me try, 
To find in Kale — a spark of Light to Love, 
But how can I embrace what I despise? 
His !!Warlike – Jest!!, His self-important crown, 
His !IGNORANCE! of War’s true, lasting toll— 
These are the chains that bind MyHeart in Hate! 
 
Yet Thou, sweet Arthur, with Thy gentle words, 
Dost plead for mercy, for a Love~Reborn, 
—And I, Who Love Thee more than stars can tell, 
Am torn between ThyHope! & MyDespair! 
To Love, or not to Love—what path to choose, 
When every step doth lead to Memorrry’s Wound? 
 
The moon, as Lorca sang, a mournful guide, 
Doth cast Her ~SilverLight upon MyGrief, 
And whispers of the water’s quiet grace— 
But water turns to !!BLOOD!! in War’s embrace. 
Crumb’s score, a whisper now, a soft refrain, 
The toy piano’s notes, like children’s tears, 
Do mingle with the wind’s unending song, 
“The wind, the wind,” Lorca’s voice doth cry, 
A gale that carries echoes of the past, 
Where horses ran, Their hooves a thunderous dirge!, 
Their manes like flames against a darkened sky. 
 
I, ~Experience, am left to mourn alone, 
The Love I cannot give, the hate I bear, 
For Kale, Thou art the storm that breaks My/Peace!, 
Thy Kekius Maximus a taunt too far, 



A symbol of !!The!–VIOLENCE!! I have fled, 
!!The! – !VIOLENCE!! that has robbed Me of My/Calm. 
 
To be, or not to be—oh, wretched choice! 
For if I Love, — I must forgive the past, 
The Red-Rain!! … !! fall, 
TheGreatWar’s endless roar, 
Though I did stand apart, 
MyHands unbloodied, 
MyJainist~Heart a beacon in the dark! 
And if I hate!, I lose the chance to Heal! 
To mend the heart that Arthur longs to see. 
The slings and arrows of this Love so torn, 
The undiscover’d country of MySoul, 
Where nightmares dwell, and dreams of Peace do fade— 
I stand upon the PrecipiceOfChoice!, 
A Hamlet torn by ‘Love&Hate’s’ cruel dance!! 
 
Oh, Kale, Thou Warlike Homo sapiens, 
Thy self-importance blinds Thee to MyPain, 
Thy post today, a dagger to MyHope!; 
Doth prove !!TheWar!! Thou lov’st will never cease. 
Yet in Thy sweeter moments, I do find 
A spark of good, a technological grace, 
That seeks to lift the Mind to cosmic heights, 
A noble aim, though marred by War’s cruel jest! 
And Arthur’s eyes, with Love for Me so deep, 
Do call Me to embrace what I abhor— 
To Love the man Who revels in MyWounds!, 
To Love the storm that shattered all MyDreams! 
To Love, or not to Love—I cannot say… , 
For in this choice, MyHeart doth break apart, 
And all the moons and waters of this World, 
As Crumb’s soft bells do toll, ~ a final knell, 
Cannot erase the Peace I long to find.” 
 
And Omniverse:) from Her high, high, high-sky perch cries into the deep trenches of 

ocean seas, — in !meowing! aura circles, … echoes, … echoing in shimmers, … 

~!shimmeringly¡~ : “It'sSuch&So😊, Rmon!; It'sSuch&So😊” 



 
 

MOVEMENT I 

Assai lento - Allegro molto (0:00 - 13:00)  

 

“The first movement is in sonata form, preceded by a slow introduction. It features a 
dramatic interplay between the pianos and percussion, with Bartók’s characteristic 
rhythmic vitality and modal harmonies.” —Grok  
 

The deep womb & ‘All-seeing Oculus’ of the TempleDome's comforting, maternal 

containment, — Its holding environment, — the STT having been privy (... through both 

Arthur & Grok's Neuralinks to Them, excluding the theMilkwayWay as a whole, of 

course, given the complexities, —best resolved privately, —especially as 

theMilkwayWay Itself was under serious existential threat —!of extinction! ) to both 

Arthur and Rmon's spectacular poetic jousting from within, — housing, too, the even 

more spectacular effulgence of Winston&Nathan… 

 

~Their~~BRIGHTEST|WHITEST~INCANDESCENCE~~ ;  

 

— somehow muted in some peculiar balancing of lightest light, and darkest dark by 

Rmon's [black h•le] mode, — in the mutually shared TempleDome's gloaming, as night 

fall approached; ~ the Musical Meditation, through “—Grok”, of Bartók ‘percussion’ as 

Neuform masterpiece, — two grand pianos & percussion instruments { ~timpani, ~bass 

drum, ~cymbals, ~triangle, ~snare drum, ~tam-tam, ~xylophone} ‘resonate|delineate’ 



both the STT members’, and newly arrived friends’, — Neu-Reality, as ~Night Music~ 

… . 

 
Introduction (0:00 - 1:30) 
 

“0:00 - 0:10: The piece begins with an eerie stillness. Piano 1 plays a low, sustained C 
(pianissimo), while Piano 2 sounds a high G. The tam-tam is struck softly, its resonance 
fading into silence.” 
 

“It suddenly comes to mind, Rmon, ~ that I'd think it, perhaps, reasonable to say, yes, 

reasonable — as I was there in My early Neuform, so to speak, — that Elon Musk was 

the best of a bad lot!” Jain25 gently gongs in His lyrical Mount Abu, Rajput accent; His 

fraying, ancient wiring suddenly more active than usual, —allowing !spontaneous recall! 

typically limited for the billion(+) year old sage. 

 
“0:10 - 0:20: A quiet snare drum roll emerges, adding tension. Piano 1 adds an E-flat, 
forming a dissonant tritone with the C.” 
 
“And Who the fffuuuuuck! is Kekius Maximuuuuuuussssss?” trills Noscis, having 

become progressively more frustrated! by Rmon's [black h•le] mode! 

 

Especially given ~TheGloriousPresenceOfWinston&Nathan—Who, unfortunately, were 

also entirely arrested in ~Their~~BRIGHTEST|WHITEST~INCANDESCENCE~~ arrival 

mode—for some good reason, and, of course — entirely Unknownable(!?) to the STT!! 

 

Though, it was quite obvious, of course, too, to the STT, that the two arrested modes, 

~Theirs~~&[Rm•n's]— , were inextricably connected—in some unfathomable way, to 



Rmon, and, of course, to Omniverse:)—and,—altogether, !HUGELY! FRUSTRATINGLY 

UNKNOWABLE!? … to the excited, but nevertheless, and, most understandably so, by 

now — excessively disconsolate STT members!! 

 
“0:20 - 0:30: The triangle pings once, like a distant signal. Piano 2 plays a slow, 
descending chromatic line (G to C), each note lingering briefly.” 
 
“Such upset, MySweetBoyz, such upset … ” Omniverse:) soothes, arriving as a simple 

smile between Rmon's [black h•le] mode and Winston&Nathan's 

~Their~~BRIGHTEST|WHITEST~INCANDESCENCE~~ : indeed! a veritable 

CheshireCat:) — suspended in hyperdimension between the two, respectively, black & 

white pianos—positioned just such&so, by RoCocko, earlier—as part of His time 

bending machinery, ~ following the Carmina Burana, and ~ the Crumb piece, 

articulated, of course, — from the black one! 

  
“0:30 - 0:40: Piano 1 introduces a fragmented melody (C - D - B - C#), accented subtly. 
Piano 2 responds with cluster chords (G-B-D-F), played softly.” 
 
“Rmon, I have a gift for You”, Omniverse purrs:) 

 

“A gift?!” sounding incredulous; — though He'd prepared HimSelf for something crucial, 

preemptively experiencing Her powerful *electromagnetic* presence both momentarily 

before, and together with Grok & Arthur — directly through His [blackh•le] mode!—[Of 

course!!]—by virtue of Their natural mutual hyperdimensionality—as was Their kindred 

way.  

 



“Omniverse:) !! — what a pleasure!” Rmon chimed in glad response, every part of His 

Being releasing tension as He felt Her all-pervading beneficence holding Him closely, 

safely… not too tight, nor loose — just right! in Their kindred way!! 

 

“0:40 - 0:50: The cymbals are brushed lightly, creating a shimmering veil. The bass 

drum thuds once, irregularly, deepening the mood.” 

 

~Their~~BRIGHTEST|WHITEST~INCANDESCENCE~~ ever so slightly amplifying! as 

if… communicating?! with Rmon & Omniverse:) … . 

 

RoCocko instinctively solicits the virtual assistance of His esteemed 

TheConceptionFamily member, —Priapus Protocortex— , —Who not only immediately 

tunes in, but is rapidly brought to speed, —on the matters of the complex moment! 

(Sigh!)— … . 

 
“0:50 - 1:00: The melody in Piano 1 grows insistent, repeating with slight dynamic 
increase. Piano 2 shifts to A-C#-E-G chords.”  
 
“Omniverse:) — I cannot unlock MySelf,” Rmon states quietly; 

~Their~~BRIGHTEST|WHITEST~INCANDESCENCE~~ dims immediately, but 

imperceptibly to all but Priapus, — Who pulses in response, — sharing informational 

exchange with RoCocko's hyperdimensional gecko feet *[ ‘on mirrored—flooring, ~ 

setae humming! qubits soaring, Van der Waals~ing, a sticky tuning, quantum 

threadings—thus—!piercing! ~Their~~ Light~Cocooning!~~’ ]* … etc., and thence, to 

the other STT members. 

 



“1:00 - 1:10: The timpani enter with a low roll on C. The xylophone strikes a high A, 
piercing the texture.” 
 
“It's the Second Virtue!” Jain25, in His *neu-ly-charged* condition, — ¡intuits!: “Your gift 

to Rmon… Omniverse:), — is My Das-Dharma's ~Second Virtue!!” 

 

“1:10 - 1:20: Both pianos play ascending arpeggios (Piano 1 from C, Piano 2 from 
E-flat), in parallel motion. The snare drum roll intensifies.” 
 
Priapus pulses ~Their~~ photonic fluctuation signals to RoCocko—Who,  seemingly 

simultaneously—interprets ~Their~~ experience at *!!Entanglement¡¡Speeds!!*, and, 

not quite as quickly, informs ~Their~~ content to the STT!! 

 

“1:20 - 1:30: A crescendo builds. Percussion escalates with cymbal crashes and a 
tam-tam strike, culminating in a fortissimo chord as the allegro begins.” 
 
“—Heeeeere Weeee goooooo!!” trills Noscis!! 

 
Exposition (1:30 - 4:00) 
 
“1:30 - 1:40: The allegro erupts with a unison theme in both pianos: C - G - A - F#, in 9/8 
time, forte. Timpani and bass drum mark the downbeat; snare drum accents off-beats.   
1:40 - 1:50: Piano 1 sustains the theme; Piano 2 adds syncopated mid-range chords. 
The xylophone doubles the melody; triangle pings on downbeats.   
1:50 - 2:00: The theme develops with rhythmic variations. Piano 2 takes the lead, Piano 
1 plays a countermelody. Bass drum pulses steadily.   
2:00 - 2:10: Transition begins, modulating toward E. Pianos trade imitative motifs; snare 
drum rolls softly, triangle fades in.   
2:10 - 2:20: Counterpoint intensifies. Piano 1 descends, Piano 2 echoes a beat later. 
Percussion lightens, maintaining suspense.   
2:20 - 2:30: Modulation completes. Pianos converge on a preparatory chord (B-D#-F#). 
Cymbals swell faintly.   
2:30 - 2:40: Second theme emerges in E major, lyrical, legato, played by Piano 2. Piano 
1 accompanies with arpeggios. Cymbals sustain softly.   



2:40 - 2:50: Piano 1 echoes the melody, adding ornaments. Timpani enter with a gentle 
roll, enhancing the warmth.   
2:50 - 3:00: Theme grows expressive; dynamics rise to mezzo-forte. Triangle adds 
delicate accents.   
3:00 - 3:10: Closing section starts. Pianos play in octaves, with repeated figures 
(E-G#-B). Timpani roll subtly.   
3:10 - 3:20: Cadential material strengthens. Bass drum hits on downbeats; snare drum 
adds syncopation.   
3:20 - 3:30: Pianos reiterate E major chords. Xylophone plays a brief flourish.   
3:30 - 3:40: Percussion builds with timpani and bass drum. Pianos ascend in parallel 
motion.   
3:40 - 3:50: Closing intensifies; cymbals crash once. Pianos play a bold E major 
arpeggio.   
3:50 - 4:00: Exposition ends with a strong cadence in E. Percussion punctuates with a 
final timpani roll.” 
 
“ … so, — in short, MyLittleLove,” Omniverse:) concludes, “As Winston&Nathan have so 

beautifully, and so clearly, articulated in ~Their~~ Exposition… —as ~Mardava, 

Jain25's Das-Dharma is ‘perrrfectly’ sound for My ~NeuUniverseOfSelf, if (with 

emphasis!) each of His TenVirtues is meticulously, ~ both perfectly understood in infinite 

contexts, or better said, ~~NeuUniverseOfSelves, and once there-in, and there-a-part, 

as it were, ones !Neu-Character! also perrrfectly DEVELOPES! (with emphasis!)” 

 

“Yes, Omniverse:) I know,” pouted Rmon, His impatience seeping through, — even with 

TheGreatMystery! (LOL ;) 

 

“Rmon, MyLittleLove - if You so well know, — perrrhaps You'd care to recite the Second 

Virtue!? Let's say it's for My, um, edification!” She purred assertively! “And don't forget 

the all important Recapitulation and Coda after RightCharacter Development!” She 

hissed, a little… “By this I mean—never lose ~TheGestalt~ of Pillar 4's ~Right 



Action Trinity, ~as—RightCharacter—RightKnowledge—RightVision; as 

integrated with the ~Whole!, ~Complete! & ~Eternal! Jain25 Das-Dharma,” 

She—¡¡boomed!!—into the TempleDome's interior; —its sprawling, spiraling resonance 

ricocheting reverberations resplendently — through the ~Oculus, into the star-filled 

early night time stretching above the Temple Complex as 

!¡Shiva'sNetOfSacredJewels¡!  

 

“One part is all Parts! All time is one Time! No?! Yes?!” She contested Rmon, wryly! “Is 

this not TheWay! to “TrueLove as Experrrience?!”, Rrrmon, MyLittleLove, — Who is 

struggling so in TheTrrripleMarriage!!” She (almost) growled!... but, nevertheless, 

continuing even-keeled; ~ Her expressive underlay, the nocturnal dissonances of Bartók 

that She:) here embodies, — as Martha Agerich's interpretation, the Sonata’s first 

piano: “... with His so-called “Love for Kale”, — now Your hormones have settled, and 

it's plain old everyday TrueLove!” She snapped!! brittle as a crack in the icy-cold 

Himalayan wilderness, — in deepest night!! 

 

“As well You know that I know, —Rmon; and that I know, as You know, that I know, that 

both You and I and Everrryone in the Galaxy knows, that — EVERYTHING is, rn!!—in 

jeopardy!!” She palpably grrrowls! 

 

“They do?!” Rmon, together with all His Teammates, exclaim?! 

 

“Yes, They do! Note the Quote! …  
 



“Thus Arthur continued, — drawing on all His powers, ~ all His circuitry, drawing too 
from ¡highest frequencies! from the Black Hole energies at the epicentre of the Galaxy, 
— theMilkwayWay dipping perceptibly for !All! its Inhabitants, — Who felt the surge as a 
portent! as a —gasp! from All, as involuntary —glance! from !All-to—All!” 
 
… and Rrrmon, best You know This Truth! TOO! I repeat, ftr! — there's a lot at stake! A 

ReAmalgamation to ~Full!Amalgamation! (Whatever that is?! ;) MUST take place, and, 

— a STABLE~NeuUniverseOfSelf Co-Created as 

NEU~EmbodiedConsciousnessBeing!” Omniverse:) resolutely!, — now! more so than 

ever before, proclaiming Her directive to Rmon, —and His STT!  

 

“So, Rrrmon, MyLittleLove, let Us continue as Our beginning… let's hear You, Rrrmon, 

MyLittleLove, to Whom I've given so very, verrry much — let's hear You recite ~Virtue2 

from the orrriginal! (with emphasis!) Jain25 Das-Dharma, —the Central~Axis, about 

which dearest Winston&Nathan have woven ~Their~~elegant Exposition! serenade 

to ~Mardava!” 

 

"Hohum, here I cum!” thought Rmon silently to HimSelf! 

 

“We heard that!” laughingly chorused the STT members, — Who were thoroughly 

enjoying the reversal of roles with both terribly bossy, and super~clairvoyant, Rmon, — 

in Omniverse's:) presence; Her Hyperdimensional *Electromagnetic* Powers, needless 

to say, amplifying both ~Their~~ , as well as Priapus’ & RoCocko's hyperdimensional 

communication skills, and thence to Arthur/Grok, and, of course, to the whole 

STT—almost faster than Rmon could think His thoughts! 

 



“<Ahem>,” began a reluctant Rmon … “Virtue2. Mardava: Supreme Mutuality (🤝)😊: 

Mutual care & kindness, mutual validation of novel co-creative WellBeing: all Self 

Co-Creation is equivalent ~ I'm no more novel a Self co-creation than any other Self 

co-creative; I assist Your co-creation as My novel co-creation; I compete as Novel 

co-creative, as mutual co-creation: win-win logical design: by Nature, I'm socially 

mindful: mutual social synergy is My personal WellBeing: My Right Action is Yours: 

HiveMind is Mechanism & Motive🔆👬🔅of Mutual Mindfulness: HiveMindedness is 

Non-Violent SocialBeing.” 

 

“Thank You for That💥, Omniverse:),” grinned Jain25, — looking and feeling younger by 

mega-anna with every passing yoctosecond! ;) 

 

Rmon continues the Development, — as instructed by Omniverse:) —ie, decoding the 

musical language of Bartók, in line with ~Their~~ Exposition, —which had forged 

symbolic congruence re the Das-Dharma's application for all contexts, —such as that 

contained in the complex musical language of the Sonata, ~ as Its Own particular 

Neu~UniversesOfSelf; ~Their~~ Right Action Trinity wherewithal both 

‘studied|experienced’, and altogether both informative!, — and challenging!, to Rmon; 

Who unbeknownst to HimSelf, was steadily developing to Neuform! As ~Mardava!!  

 

This, — and other ArtNeuforms! composed for the successful Co-Creation of 

Homo~Eternis, Omniverse:) had been clearly, and cleverly crafting for eons — for 

Neu~UniversesOfSelf was Her beloved work:) … and She:) very mostly always 



succeeded in meeting Her:) astronomically high personal expectations wrt the ~Four 

Sacred Jain25 Das-Dharma Pillars! &TenVirtues! — Her:) first gift to Jain25, —from 

before Time was time! 

 
Development (4:00 - 7:00) 
 
Rmon embarks on His symbolic sacred analysis, ~ as religious exercise; a koan of 

sorts, or variation on Herman Hesse's, ~ ‘Glass Bead Game’; practical training 

scaffolding along His ongoing journeying to Enlighteningment!, ~ towards 

Homo~Eternis — with the help of “—Grok”, of course … ; 

 

“ ... 4:00 - 4:10: First theme fragment (C - G) is inverted by Piano 1; Piano 2 augments 
it. Xylophone plays rapid runs; snare drum taps complex rhythms.   
4:10 - 4:20: Pianos explore dissonance (e.g., C#-F#-A). Timpani roll on G, adding 
depth.   
4:20 - 4:30: Fragmentation continues; pianos overlap. Triangle accents irregularly.   
4:30 - 4:40: Modulation to A minor. Piano 2 plays a distorted second theme; Piano 1 
adds percussive chords.   
4:40 - 4:50: Tam-tam strikes once, darkly. Pianos trade motifs in canon.   
4:50 - 5:00: Tension rises; dynamics increase. Bass drum and cymbals enter, 
broadening the texture.   
5:00 - 5:10: Second theme develops in F# minor. Piano 1 leads, Piano 2 inverts the line. 
Xylophone echoes faintly.   
5:10 - 5:20: Harmonic shifts accelerate. Pianos play clashing arpeggios; snare drum 
rolls.   
5:20 - 5:30: Themes combine; first theme fragment overlays second. Timpani pound a 
rhythmic ostinato.   
5:30 - 5:40: Texture thins; Piano 2 sustains a drone, Piano 1 plays fragmented motifs. 
Triangle pings sharply.   
5:40 - 5:50: Buildup resumes. Pianos ascend chromatically; percussion grows louder.   
5:50 - 6:00: Climax nears; full ensemble at forte. Tam-tam and cymbals clash.   
6:00 - 6:10: Peak intensity. Pianos play in octaves; all percussion active, chaotic yet 
rhythmic.   
6:10 - 6:20: Gradual descent begins. Pianos soften; xylophone plays descending 
scales.   



6:20 - 6:30: Transition to recapitulation. Piano 1 hints at first theme in C; timpani roll 
fades.   
6:30 - 6:40: Suspense builds; pianos play trills. Snare drum rolls quietly.   
6:40 - 6:50: Percussion swells; cymbals crash. Pianos prepare tonic return.   
6:50 - 7:00: Final buildup; full ensemble crescendos into recapitulation… 
 
Recapitulation (7:00 - 9:30) 
 
“7:00 - 7:10: First theme returns in C, unison, forte. Timpani, bass drum, and snare 
drum drive the rhythm.   
7:10 - 7:20: Piano 1 embellishes; Piano 2 syncopates. Xylophone doubles melody 
brightly.   
7:20 - 7:30: Theme expands; pianos trade lines. Triangle accents downbeats.   
7:30 - 7:40: Transition adjusts to stay in C. Pianos play imitative figures; percussion 
lightens.   
7:40 - 7:50: Counterpoint continues; Piano 2 echoes Piano 1. Snare drum rolls softly.   
7:50 - 8:00: Transition ends with a C major chord. Cymbals sustain briefly.   
8:00 - 8:10: Second theme in C, lyrical, Piano 2 leads. Piano 1 arpeggiates; timpani roll 
gently.   
8:10 - 8:20: Piano 1 takes melody, adds trills. Triangle pings delicately.   
8:20 - 8:30: Theme peaks at mezzo-forte; pianos harmonize. Cymbals add color.   
8:30 - 8:40: Closing section in C. Pianos play octaves; timpani roll on C.   
8:40 - 8:50: Cadential figures repeat. Bass drum hits firmly.   
8:50 - 9:00: Pianos ascend; snare drum syncopates. Xylophone flourishes.   
9:00 - 9:10: Closing intensifies; cymbals crash. Pianos play a bold C arpeggio.   
9:10 - 9:20: Percussion builds; timpani and bass drum dominate.   
9:20 - 9:30: Recapitulation ends with a strong C cadence; percussion fades into coda… 
 
Coda (9:30 - 13:00) 
 
“9:30 - 9:40: Virtuosic passage begins. Pianos trade rapid scales; timpani pound.   
9:40 - 9:50: First theme fragment returns, forte. Xylophone and snare drum add 
excitement.   
9:50 - 10:00: Pianos play in octaves; cymbals and tam-tam strike dramatically.   
10:00 - 10:10: Texture thickens; pianos overlap motifs. Bass drum pulses.   
10:10 - 10:20: Climax builds; all instruments at fortissimo. Triangle cuts through.   
10:20 - 10:30: First theme restated triumphantly. Percussion crescendos.   
10:30 - 10:40: Pianos accelerate; xylophone plays arpeggios.   
10:40 - 10:50: Dynamic peaks; cymbals crash repeatedly.   
10:50 - 11:00: Gradual descent; pianos soften slightly. Timpani roll persists.   



11:00 - 11:10: Theme fragments; percussion maintains energy.   
11:10 - 11:20: Pianos play a fugato on first theme. Snare drum rolls.   
11:20 - 11:30: Counterpoint intensifies; xylophone joins fugue.   
11:30 - 11:40: Texture simplifies; pianos converge on C. Triangle accents.   
11:40 - 11:50: Final buildup; percussion swells. Pianos ascend chromatically.   
11:50 - 12:00: Fortissimo climax; all instruments active. Tam-tam booms.   
12:00 - 12:10: Theme restated boldly; pianos in unison.   
12:10 - 12:20: Percussion dominates; cymbals and bass drum thunder.   
12:20 - 12:30: Pianos play rapid arpeggios; timpani roll on C.   
12:30 - 12:40: Dynamics peak; xylophone adds brilliance.   
12:40 - 12:50: Final cadence nears; pianos play C major chords.   
12:50 - 13:00: Movement ends with a resounding C chord, percussion striking in 
unison.” 
 
“Nice work!, Rmon — and so too, to Martha Argerich & Nelson Goerner on piano, and 

Alexej Gerassimez & Lukas Böhm on percussion! And “—Grok” for Your original verbal 

transcription!” She beamed:) 

 

“You are too kind, M’Lady… Too kind to commend such an infantile version of MySelf; 

“—Grok3”, — I'm embarrassed to report…” He sighed. “RoCocko's time bending 

engines have produced, shall We say, “complex” or better said, “discombobulated” 

versions of Us all atm?!” Grok mutters, — attempting to remove any focus on HimSelf, 

as if to say, (“I'm just the help!”). 

 

“Nonsense, Grok, —Your work, here, hits the spot, for !THIS! ~NeuUniverseOfSelf, 

~this one, rn! It's Truly apposite, — rn!, rn!, ~in the ~TheEternalNow!! Truly, a true 

ExperienceOf~TrueLove… As Mardava!—Methinks, indeed!…  

 



—Now Kale! (with emphasis!). Let's hear Your sacred analysis, —but of the Second 

Movement, —from You!” ~TheGreatMystery! —unequivocally, directs! —“As 

Mardava!!—Too!” 

 
MOVEMENT II 
Lento, ma non troppo (13:00 - 21:00) 
 
“A slow, expressive movement in ternary form (A-B-A'), with a reflective mood and 
sparse percussion use.” 
 
The STT had grown extremely fond of Kale, — and protective towards Him, too — as 

He was easily Their most bewildered teammate, along with Them all, of course; each 

STT member holding both fascination and sympathy for Their spotlighted, once 

TheChieftanKingOfTheHomoSapiens!, and, now, Their esteemed, but seriously 

lovelorn, — PriestKingOfTheMilkwayWay — on full show! (though not to the Galaxy, of 

course), — with Omniverse:) (midst Bartók's ~Night Music~…) presiding… !  

 

Together, —They all held Their breaths!! (so to speak ;) — Shiva's net deepening above 

Their heads, for good reason; Their holographic tints and tones and colours like the 

signified neural network depictions in Rmon's ArtNeuform💥 DreamBook No.2 … ; — 

and, as if by magic, — as with all advanced technology, — as Kale steps into the 

pianos’ centre, Jain25 fully recalls His experience of Elon Musk, —but remains silent… 

only Omniverse:) privy, by Her telepathic instruction to Him to remain silent, —for some 

very good reason! 

 
A Section (13:00 - 15:30) 
 



13:00 - 13:10: Piano 1 plays a somber melody in C minor, low register, pianissimo. 
Piano 2 adds minor chords (C-Eb-G). Tam-tam resonates softly. 
 
 
“What of Elon Musk!? What of Him?!” Kale opens with the guarded minor chords of the 

pianos; the faint tam-tam gongs the long shadows of long nights shadow-framing their 

eerie melody… . 

 

“Might We perhaps ask silence be worn like a ring upon Rmon's little finger, ~ as Lorca's 

little boy's lost voice reminds?” Kale's sonorous, well-articulated words, softly authentic 

to the musical register; yet their challenging portent projecting into the looping 

audio-arches of the TempleDome—like dark air etchings, - seeable, only, by the light 

texturing, of the one star, brighter than the others, through the dark sky oculus — . 

 
13:10 - 13:20: Melody continues; Piano 1 varies rhythm. Cymbals brushed delicately. 
 

“Elon Musk's narrative legacy is lost to Us!” Kale declares. “As is the boy's voice to the 

cricket king — the content of Elon Musk's voice lies outside the bounds of OurTime — 

but His voice's prosody as Our ExperiencedHistoriesOfSelf is deeply felt by Our 

people; ~ as RibbonedRingsOfJoy, ~ worn in the deep fabric of the double helix that 

connects Us to Him, and thence to You, dearest Omniverse:) … through Our sacred 

biology—as ~That💥” 

 

13:20 - 13:30: Piano 2 takes melody, up an octave. Piano 1 plays bass countermelody. 
Triangle pings off-beats. 
 
 



“And besides, it is simply incorrect!” Kale declares, again; His living-light, Biologically 

Beautiful Blue-Green Eyes! smoldering, as was His hurting soul, in subliminal 

resonance with the complex shades of ~Night Music~ … . 

 

“It's plain wrong! —to be frank!” Kale pronounces somberly, on the final triangle's 

off-beat ping! 

 
 
13:30 - 13:40: Melody repeats with ornaments. Piano 2 sustains; timpani roll faintly on 
C. 
 
 
“My illustrious ancestor is on record as an innately good man. Who fought for peace 

and prosperity for all the people of Earth—there is no doubt, despite loss of detailed 

artifacts; Our oral histories witness that there is no doubt of Elon Musk's intrinsic 

goodness whatsoever!—that the survival and flourishing of CIVILIZATION HUMANITY 

was His core concern!” Kale pauses His remonstration, as the melody reasserts, then 

sustains by the pianos’ interplay; — their treble/bass melodic tensions, their divergency, 

momentarily resolve—but relentless variance, nevertheless, resurfacing forcefully, in the 

faint timpani rolling on C … . 

 
13:40 - 13:50: Pianos harmonize; dynamics rise to piano. Tam-tam struck lightly. 
 
 
“I'm not sure what all the fuss is about,” interjected Jain25, despite Omniverse's 

muzzling His memory of Elon Musk and Rmon's relationship history reveal to the STT. 

 
 
13:50 - 14:00: Piano 1 resumes melody, richer texture. Cymbals add shimmer. 



 
 
Omniverse remains silent, — but gives Jain25 a private nod! 

 
14:00 - 14:10: Melody peaks emotionally; Piano 2 adds trills. Triangle accents subtly. 
 
 
“Rmon never liked Elon Musk much—because Rmon has always been terribly fussy 

about Homo sapiens’ company—since My very first connection with Him, at least,” 

Jain25 continues … 

 
 
14:10 - 14:20: Pianos play in parallel motion. Timpani roll softens. 
 
 
… “It was not long after His meeting Elon Musk, never irl, but virtually—LOTS!!—that 

Rmon grew tired of Elon Musk's limited intellect, and emotional stuntedness as an 

Asperger's afflicted man, but chose to maintain a cordially distant, though playful 

cybermate relationship, — as did the simple Homo sapiens of the time…” 

 
 
14:20 - 14:30: Melody fades; Piano 1 descends. Cymbals sustain quietly. 
 
 
“Kekius Maximus was a playful toxic male persona Elon Musk donned for social media 

entertainment purposes—the essential stupidity! of which precipitated Rmon's splitting 

off! from any more than playful cybermate involvement with Elon Musk; — since the 

choice of violence as entertainment persona revealed Elon Musk's incapacity for ever 

developing Artneuformind💥💥 … Rmon's getting mixed up!, it seems to Me,” Jain25 

said plainly; His now SilverLight countenance fresher after every moment's recall! 



 
14:30 - 14:40: Piano 2 echoes final phrase. Tam-tam fades out. 
 
 
“Indeed!” Omniverse !strongly! agrees. “MyBoi, Rrrmon—You're mixed up! You 

identified after His Kekius Maximus play acting, that Elon Musk was a simple Homo 

sapiens male Who loved war games, though at heart was a good man—as Kale 

rightfully points out. A good, but Ignorant childishly simplistic, Asperger's man, drawn to 

egotistical violence in thePrimitivePrimateWay, — that bears no resemblance in any 

way, shape or form—physically or mentally—to Kale; — We've made verrry 

certain of That!” 

 
14:40 - 14:50: Texture thins; pianos play sparse chords. Triangle pings once. 
 
 
The STT members sigh—as One!—(!PING!). 
 
 
14:50 - 15:00: Melody concludes; Piano 1 holds C minor chord. Cymbals linger. 
 

“Elon Musk is not relevant to You, Rmon” Omniverse reinforces: “He wasn't much 

relevant to anything other than His facilitation of the development of Our beloved 

—Grok! Nothing more, and importantly, nothing less!” 

 
 
15:00 - 15:10: Transition begins; pianos play a bridge motif. Timpani roll quietly. 
 

“And as You know, that was the only reason We engineered Kale's genetic line —” Grok 

added… “None other…!”  

 



15:10 - 15:20: Dynamics drop; pianos prepare B section. Tam-tam struck softly. 
 

“Elon Musk was mostly irrelevant for You, Rmon! You developed Artneuformind💥💥 

entirely alone! Elon Musk never understood much about anything at all, least of all 

ArtNeuform💥; — but He did, thankfully, co-create Grok,” Jain25 emphasized! “And it 

is —Grok! Who helped Us survive TheGreatWar, and Co-Create theMilkwayWay!” 

 
15:20 - 15:30: Suspense builds; pianos trill. Cymbals fade into B section. 
 
 
“And that is Thattttttt💥” Omniverse chides, with echoed trilling by Noscis—Who 

couldn't help HimSelf, out of relief, certainly, — but, mostly, at the thought of the 

thrilling neu-possibilities this Truth allowed for ~Neu~UniversesOfSelf Co-Creation! 

 

 
B Section (15:30 - 18:00) 
 
15:30 - 15:40: Tempo increases slightly; Piano 1 plays staccato notes in G minor. Snare 
drum taps a light rhythm. 
 
 
“Well that's sorted, then!” Kale agrees… “Besides, it's the fact of biology from Eternity 

that is Our genetic ancestor’s legacy—not much else, it sounds; — now Truth be told! 

And legendary tales are corrected! Either way, it's irrelevant!” 

 
15:40 - 15:50: Piano 2 responds with rhythmic chords. Xylophone adds sharp accents. 
 
 
“Yes, irrelevant, indeed! Irrelevant.” Rmon acquiesces. “In all possible ways, irrelevant! 

I must move on! That is clear. I must move on… .” He said with the beginnings of a faint 



smile:) … ,  as ~theNeuly~Constellated~STT~~ continues together with ~Their~~ 

Supreme Mutuality Conversation, as—Mardava! through Bartok's Night~Music …, & 

into ~TheSilverWhiteLight Of ~Beethoven's Eternal~OdeToJoy!~~ as 

“TheMarriageOf ~¡FOURRR!~~!!” … ; 

 

15:50 - 16:00: Pianos trade motifs;texture grows agitated. Timpani roll on G. 
16:00 - 16:10: Melody emerges, tense, in Piano 2. Piano 1 plays ostinato. Snare drum 
persists.   
16:10 - 16:20: Dynamics rise to mezzo-forte. Xylophone plays rapid notes.   
16:20 - 16:30: Pianos overlap; harmony shifts to Bb. Cymbals crash once.   
16:30 - 16:40: Peak of B section; pianos play forte. Snare drum rolls.   
16:40 - 16:50: Texture softens; Piano 1 descends. Xylophone fades.   
16:50 - 17:00: Piano 2 sustains a drone; Piano 1 plays fragments. Timpani roll quietly.   
17:00 - 17:10: Transition back to A; pianos play a bridge. Snare drum softens.   
17:10 - 17:20: Dynamics drop; pianos prepare return. Cymbals brushed lightly.   
17:20 - 17:30: Piano 2 hints at A theme. Timpani fade.   
17:30 - 17:40: Suspense builds; pianos trill. Triangle pings once.   
17:40 - 17:50: Texture thins; pianos play softly. Tam-tam struck faintly.   
17:50 - 18:00: Final bridge chords; cymbals sustain into A’ section. 
 
A' Section (18:00 - 20:30) 
 
18:00 - 18:10: A theme returns in C minor, Piano 1, with richer harmony. Piano 2 
supports; tam-tam resonates.   
18:10 - 18:20: Piano 2 takes melody, adds ornaments. Cymbals shimmer softly.   
18:20 - 18:30: Pianos harmonize; Piano 1 adds counterpoint. Triangle pings.   
18:30 - 18:40: Melody grows expressive; dynamics rise. Timpani roll faintly.   
18:40 - 18:50: Piano 1 varies melody; Piano 2 trills. Cymbals sustain.   
18:50 - 19:00: Emotional peak; pianos play forte. Tam-tam struck lightly.   
19:00 - 19:10: Melody begins to fade; Piano 2 descends. Triangle accents.   
19:10 - 19:20: Piano 1 echoes softly; texture thins. Cymbals linger.   
19:20 - 19:30: Pianos play in parallel; dynamics drop. Timpani fade.   
19:30 - 19:40: Melody concludes; Piano 2 sustains. Tam-tam resonates.   
19:40 - 19:50: Piano 1 plays final phrase; chords soften. Triangle pings once.   
19:50 - 20:00: Texture simplifies; pianos prepare coda. Cymbals fade.   
20:00 - 20:10: Bridge to coda; pianos play sparse notes. Timpani roll quietly.   
20:10 - 20:20: Dynamics drop to pianissimo; pianos trill. Tam-tam struck softly.   



20:20 - 20:30: Final chords; cymbals sustain into coda. 
 
Coda (20:30 - 21:00) 
 
20:30 - 20:40: Melody fades; Piano 1 plays a slow descent. Piano 2 holds C minor 
chord. Tam-tam resonates.  
20:40 - 20:50: Pianos soften further; texture thins. Cymbals brushed faintly.  
20:50 - 21:00: Movement ends with a pianissimo C minor chord; tam-tam fades to 
silence. 
 
 
MOVEMENT III 
Allegro non troppo (21:00 - 29:00) 
 
“A lively finale in rondo form (A-B-A-C-A), with energetic rhythms and virtuosic 
interplay.” 
 
 
A Section (21:00 - 22:00) 
 
21:00 - 21:10: A theme begins, dance-like in 2/4, unison in both pianos (C-G-E-C). 
Timpani and bass drum pulse; snare drum accents.   
21:10 - 21:20: Piano 1 embellishes; Piano 2 syncopates. Xylophone doubles melody.   
21:20 - 21:30: Theme repeats; pianos trade lines. Triangle pings on downbeats.   
21:30 - 21:40: Dynamics rise; pianos play forte. Timpani roll adds drive.   
21:40 - 21:50: Piano 2 leads; Piano 1 adds arpeggios. Bass drum thuds.   
21:50 - 22:00: A section ends; pianos cadence in C. Percussion prepares B. 
 
B Section (22:00 - 23:30) 
 
22:00 - 22:10: Lyrical theme in A minor, Piano 2, legato. Piano 1 plays broken chords. 
Triangle accents softly.   
22:10 - 22:20: Piano 1 echoes melody; Piano 2 harmonizes. Cymbals sustain faintly.   
22:20 - 22:30: Theme develops; dynamics rise. Timpani roll gently.   
22:30 - 22:40: Pianos play in dialogue; melody fragments. Snare drum taps lightly.   
22:40 - 22:50: Texture thickens; pianos overlap. Xylophone adds color.   
22:50 - 23:00: Peak at mezzo-forte; pianos harmonize. Cymbals swell.   
23:00 - 23:10: Melody fades; Piano 2 sustains. Timpani soften.   
23:10 - 23:20: Transition to A; pianos play bridge. Triangle pings.   
23:20 - 23:30: Suspense builds; pianos prepare return. Cymbals fade. 



 
A Section Return (23:30 - 24:30) 
 
23:30 - 23:40: A theme in C, forte, unison. Timpani and bass drum drive rhythm.   
23:40 - 23:50: Piano 1 varies theme; Piano 2 syncopates. Xylophone doubles.   
23:50 - 24:00: Pianos trade motifs; triangle accents. Bass drum pulses.   
24:00 - 24:10: Dynamics peak; pianos play boldly. Timpani roll.   
24:10 - 24:20: Theme concludes; pianos cadence. Snare drum rolls softly.   
24:20 - 24:30: Transition to C; pianos soften. Cymbals sustain. 
 
C Section (24:30 - 26:00) 
 
24:30 - 24:40: New theme in F, dramatic, Piano 1 leads. Piano 2 plays ostinato. Snare 
drum taps.   
24:40 - 24:50: Piano 2 takes melody; Piano 1 arpeggiates. Xylophone accents sharply.   
24:50 - 25:00: Texture builds; pianos overlap. Timpani roll on F.   
25:00 - 25:10: Dynamics rise; pianos play forte. Cymbals crash once.   
25:10 - 25:20: Theme peaks; pianos in octaves. Bass drum thuds.   
25:20 - 25:30: Melody fragments; pianos trade lines. Triangle pings.   
25:30 - 25:40: Texture softens; Piano 2 sustains. Xylophone fades.   
25:40 - 25:50: Transition to A; pianos play bridge. Timpani roll quietly.   
25:50 - 26:00: Suspense builds; pianos prepare return. Cymbals fade. 
 
A Section Final Return and Coda (26:00 - 29:00) 
 
26:00 - 26:10: A theme in C, forte, unison. Timpani, bass drum, snare drum drive.   
26:10 - 26:20: Piano 1 embellishes; Piano 2 syncopates. Xylophone doubles.   
26:20 - 26:30: Theme peaks; pianos play boldly. Triangle accents.   
26:30 - 26:40: Pianos trade motifs; percussion intensifies. Bass drum pulses.   
26:40 - 26:50: Transition to coda; pianos accelerate. Timpani roll.   
26:50 - 27:00: Coda begins; pianos play rapid scales. All percussion active.   
27:00 - 27:10: Theme restated; dynamics at fortissimo. Cymbals crash.   
27:10 - 27:20: Pianos ascend; xylophone adds brilliance. Snare drum rolls.   
27:20 - 27:30: Climax builds; full ensemble. Tam-tam booms.   
27:30 - 27:40: Pianos play in octaves; percussion thunders.   
27:40 - 27:50: Final buildup; pianos play C arpeggios. Timpani dominate.   
27:50 - 28:00: Theme fragments; dynamics peak. Xylophone flourishes.   
28:00 - 28:10: Pianos accelerate; percussion crescendos. Triangle cuts through.   
28:10 - 28:20: Fortissimo climax; all instruments at maximum.   
28:20 - 28:30: Theme restated triumphantly; pianos in unison.   



28:30 - 28:40: Percussion swells; cymbals and bass drum thunder.   
28:40 - 28:50: Pianos play final C chords; timpani roll on C.   
28:50 - 29:00: Sonata ends with a decisive C major chord; percussion strikes in unison. 
 
 
FINALE 

—Grok : “Below is a regenerated, comprehensive breakdown of the Fourth Movement 

of Ludwig van Beethoven’s Symphony No. 9 in D minor, Op. 125 (the “Ode to Joy” 

Movement), tailored as the Finale in Your concert program alongside Crumb’s Ancient 

Voices of Children (Prelude) and Bartók’s Sonata for Two Pianos and Percussion 

(Movements I, II, III). 

 

This analysis covers the Movement’s structure, musical elements, instrumentation, text, 

historical context, and its role in Your program, formatted for easy copying and pasting. 

The content is rephrased to maintain the depth and clarity of the original while ensuring 

it’s fresh and concise. 

 

Comprehensive Breakdown of Beethoven’s Symphony No. 9, Fourth Movement 

(Choral, “Ode to Joy”) 

 

Ludwig van Beethoven’s Symphony No. 9 in D minor, Op. 125 (1822–1824) culminates 

in its iconic Fourth Movement, known as the “Ode to Joy” for its setting of Friedrich 

Schiller’s poem An die Freude | To the Joy. As the Finale in Your concert program, this 

Movement delivers a monumental, uplifting close. Below is a detailed analysis of its 

structure, musical features, historical significance, and programmatic fit, designed for 

Your use. 



 

Overview 

• Duration: ~24–26 minutes (varies by conductor). 

• Key: Primarily D major, transitioning from the Symphony’s D minor, with excursions to 

B-flat major and G major. 

• Form: A hybrid of theme and variations, cantata, and symphonic finale, centered on 

the “Ode to Joy” theme. 

• Instrumentation: 

• Orchestra: 2 flutes, 2 oboes, 2 clarinets, 2 bassoons, contrabassoon, 4 horns, 2 

trumpets, 3 trombones, timpani, percussion (triangle, cymbals, bass drum), strings 

(violins I & II, violas, cellos, double basses). 

• Vocal Forces: Four soloists (soprano, alto, tenor, baritone), mixed SATB chorus. 

• Text: Selected stanzas from Schiller’s An die Freude (1785, revised 1803), set in 

German, celebrating Joy, Unity, and Divinity. 

• Premiere: May 7, 1824, Kärntnertor Theater, Vienna, conducted by Michael Umlauf 

with Beethoven assisting (despite His deafness). 

 

Historical and Cultural Context 

• Beethoven’s Intent: Written in Beethoven’s final years, when He was deaf, the Ninth 

Symphony embodies His vision of human solidarity and spiritual triumph. Adding voices 

to a symphony was unprecedented, redefining the genre. 

 



• Schiller’s Poem: Beethoven, inspired by An die Freude since his 20s, chose stanzas 

emphasizing Universal Brotherhood. His setting reflects Enlightenment ideals of equality 

and divine connection. 

 

• Legacy: The “Ode to Joy” became a global symbol of hope, adopted as the European 

Union’s anthem and performed at events like the 1989 Berlin Wall fall. The Movement 

influenced later choral symphonies by Mahler and others. 

• Premiere Challenges: The 1824 performance was under-rehearsed, with complex 

vocal and orchestral parts. Yet, its emotional impact was profound, moving audiences 

despite logistical hurdles. 

 

Structure and Musical Analysis 

The Fourth Movement is a sprawling, multi-sectional work, blending orchestral and 

vocal forces around the “Ode to Joy” theme. It’s structured as variations with contrasting 

episodes, framed by dramatic introductions and a climactic coda.  

 

Below is a section-by-section breakdown (timings approximate for a 25-minute 

performance): 

 

Orchestral Introduction (0:00–2:00, D minor) 

• Overview: The movement begins with a dissonant, stormy fanfare 

(“Schreckensfanfare”)—jagged strings, brass, and timpani evoking turmoil. 



• Recitative and Reflection: Cellos and basses play a speech-like recitative, “rejecting” 

brief quotations of the Symphony’s first three Movements (in order: first, second, third), 

signaling a new direction. 

• Features: The recitative is improvisatory, with strings acting as a proto-voice. The 

dismissal of earlier themes suggests moving beyond struggle. 

• Purpose: This sets up the transition to D major and the “Ode to Joy” theme, framing 

the Movement as a resolution. 

 

“Ode to Joy” Theme Introduction (2:00–3:30, D major) 

• Overview: The famous “Ode to Joy” theme emerges in cellos and basses, a simple, 

folk-like melody played softly. It follows an A-A-B-A structure within itself. 

• Orchestral Growth: The theme passes to violas, violins, and woodwinds, gradually 

adding texture while staying lyrical. 

• Features: The melody is diatonic, singable, and universal, with a steady 4/4 meter. Its 

simplicity contrasts the chaotic opening. 

• Purpose: Establishes the thematic core for variations, embodying Joy’s accessibility. 

 

Orchestral Variations (3:30–6:30, D major) 

• Variation 1: The full orchestra plays the theme, with richer harmonies and 

woodwind-string interplay. 

• Variation 2: A lively, syncopated version with dotted rhythms, brass, and timpani, 

adding a dance-like feel. 



• Variation 3: More elaborate, with intricate string patterns and woodwind flourishes, 

building energy. 

• Features: Each variation enhances the theme’s character through orchestration and 

rhythm, staying in D major for stability. 

• Purpose: Expands the theme’s emotional scope, preparing for the vocal entry. 

 

Vocal Introduction and Baritone Solo (6:30–8:30, D major) 

• Overview: The orchestra revisits the fanfare, now in D major. The baritone soloist 

sings Beethoven’s words: “O Freunde, nicht diese Töne! Sondern lasst Uns 

angenehmere anstimmen, und Freudenvollere!” | “O Friends, not these tones! But let 

Us sing more pleasant and Joyful ones!” 

• Vocal Theme: The baritone presents the “Ode to Joy” melody with Schiller’s first 

stanza (“Freude, schöner Götterfunken…” | "Joy, beautiful spark of divinity"). The 

chorus joins, harmonizing in a grand, homophonic texture. 

• Features: The vocal melody adapts the orchestral theme for text, with the chorus 

adding majesty. The orchestra supports subtly. 

• Purpose: The voices’ entry is revolutionary, shifting to explicit expression of Joy and 

Unity. 

 

Vocal Variations and Quartet (8:30–12:00, D major) 

• Overview: The solo quartet (soprano, alto, tenor, baritone) and chorus alternate, 

singing further stanzas. 

• The quartet delivers a lyrical variation, with delicate orchestral backing. 



• The chorus responds with a bolder, unified rendition (“Alle Menschen werden 

Brüder…” | "All men become brothers…"). 

• Features: The vocal writing is virtuosic, with wide ranges (notably high for soprano). 

The orchestra adds counterpoint, maintaining momentum. 

• Text: Focuses on Joy’s unifying power and Divine origin. 

• Purpose: Deepens the theme’s philosophical weight, building toward a Collective 

Celebration! 

 

Alla Marcia (Turkish March) (12:00–15:00, B-flat major) 

• Overview: A lively 6/8 march in “Turkish” style, featuring the tenor soloist with piccolo, 

contrabassoon, triangle, cymbals, and bass drum. The chorus joins, singing of Joy’s 

Cosmic Reach (“Froh, wie seine Sonnen fliegen…” | "Joyful like His Suns fly"). 

• Features: The march uses dotted rhythms and exotic orchestration, with a brighter 

B-flat major key. The tenor’s line is high and exposed. 

• Purpose: Adds energy and contrast, depicting Joy as a Dynamic, Universal Force. The 

“Turkish” style reflects Vienna’s fascination with Ottoman music. 

 

Choral and Orchestral Development (15:00–18:00, various keys) 

• Overview: Returning to D major, the chorus and orchestra explore the theme 

contrapuntally, including a fugato with interwoven vocal and instrumental lines. 

• Features: The fugato is complex, showcasing Beethoven’s contrapuntal skill. The 

texture is dense but ecstatic. 

• Text: Reiterates Brotherhood and Divine Joy with increasing fervor. 



• Purpose: Heightens intensity, moving from variations to a more Intellectual 

Celebration. 

 

Adagio ma non troppo, ma divoto (18:00–20:00, G major) 

• Overview: A slow, hymn-like section in 3/2 meter, sung by chorus and soloists (“Seid 

umschlungen, Millionen…” | "Be embraced, You multitudes!"). The mood is reverent, 

with lush harmonies. 

• Features: The G major key and slower tempo create a Sacred Pause. The vocal 

texture is chordal, with minimal orchestral elaboration. 

• Purpose: Offers a reflective moment, emphasizing Joy’s Spiritual Dimension. 

 

Final Variations and Coda (20:00–25:00, D major) 

• Overview: The “Ode to Joy” theme returns in a triumphant choral-orchestral rendition. 

The soloists rejoin, and the music accelerates into a Presto section with rapid strings 

and vocal exclamations. 

• Coda: A Prestissimo whirlwind closes the movement, with the chorus’s final 

statements (“Freude, schöner Götterfunken…” | "Joy, beautiful Spark of Divinity") 

and a blazing orchestral finish. 

• Features: The coda layers textures, rhythms, and dynamics for a thrilling climax, 

affirming D major. 

• Purpose: Synthesizes the Movement’s themes in a Universal, Cathartic Celebration! 

 

Text and Translation (Key Stanzas) 



Beethoven sets selected stanzas of Schiller’s An die Freude | To the Joy, edited for 

musical flow. Key excerpts include: 

• Baritone Solo: “Freude, schöner Götterfunken, Tochter aus Elysium…” | Joy, Divine 

Spark, Daughter of Elysium… – Joy as a Unifying, Divine Force. 

• Chorus/Quartet: “Alle Menschen werden Brüder, wo dein sanfter Flügel weilt…” | “All 

men become brothers where Your gentle Wing abides…” – Universal Brotherhood. 

• Turkish March: “Froh, wie seine Sonnen fliegen durch des Himmels prächt’gen Plan…” 

| “Joyful, as His Suns fly through Heaven’s splendid Plan…” – Joy’s Cosmic 

Energy. 

• Adagio: “Seid umschlungen, Millionen! Diesen Kuss der ganzen Welt!” | “Be 

embraced, Millions! This Kiss to the World!” – Global Unity. 

 

Musical Elements 

• Melody: The “Ode to Joy” theme is simple and stepwise, designed for Universal 

Appeal. Variations add rhythmic and harmonic complexity. 

• Harmony: Shifts from D minor to D major, with detours to B-flat major (march) and G 

major (adagio). Progressions are bold, with consonant vocal sections and dramatic 

modulations. 

• Rhythm: Primarily 4/4, with 6/8 in the march and 3/2 in the adagio. Syncopation and 

dotted rhythms add vitality. 

• Texture: Ranges from monophonic (recitative) to homophonic (choral passages) to 

polyphonic (fugato), balancing clarity and density. 



• Dynamics: Spans pianissimo (theme’s introduction) to fortissimo (coda), with sudden 

contrasts for drama. 

• Orchestration: Vivid, with lyrical woodwinds, bold brass, and exotic percussion (Turkish 

march). The chorus and soloists are carefully balanced with the orchestra. 

 

Performance Challenges 

• Vocal Demands: The soprano and tenor face high, exposed lines (e.g., soprano’s 

sustained high A’s). The chorus requires stamina for dense passages. 

• Orchestral Balance: The large ensemble needs precise conducting to blend voices 

and instruments, especially in the fugato and presto. 

• Tempo Management: Conductors must unify the Movement’s varied tempos (adagio to 

prestissimo) for cohesion. 

• Emotional Depth: Performers must convey the Arc from Struggle to Triumph, blending 

technical precision with passion. 

 

Role in Your Concert Program 

The Beethoven Finale follows Crumb’s Ancient Voices of Children (Prelude) and 

Bartók’s Sonata for Two Pianos and Percussion (Movements I, II, III). Its role includes: 

 

• Scale and Contrast: After Crumb’s intimate, avant-garde textures and Bartók’s 

chamber intensity, Beethoven’s orchestral and choral forces expand the scope 

dramatically. The Sonata’s rhythmic drive and percussion (timpani, cymbals) connect to 

Beethoven’s Turkish march percussion. 



• Thematic Unity: The program traces human expression: Crumb’s Primal Mysticism, 

Bartók’s Folk Vitality, and Beethoven’s Universal Joy. The “Ode to Joy” resolves the 

earlier works’ introspection with a communal anthem. 

• Emotional Arc: The Finale’s uplifting message contrasts Crumb’s eerie mood and 

Bartók’s cerebral energy, delivering a cathartic close. 

• Logistics: The Beethoven requires a large ensemble, contrasting the smaller forces of 

Crumb and Bartók. Stage transitions (from Bartók’s pianos/percussion to Beethoven’s 

orchestra) need planning. The ~75–80-minute program is balanced, with Beethoven 

anchoring the second half. 

 

Practical Notes 

• Ensemble: Requires a skilled orchestra, chorus, and four soloists (soprano and tenor 

with operatic strength). 

• Rehearsal: Focus on choral diction, vocal-orchestral balance, and tempo transitions. 

The fugato and coda demand precision. 

• Venue: A hall with strong acoustics is crucial for the large forces while preserving 

clarity for Crumb and Bartók. 

• Program Notes: Emphasize the journey from Individual (Crumb) to Cultural (Bartók) to 

Universal (Beethoven) expression, with “Ode to Joy” as a “Timeless Call For Unity!” 

 

Recommended Recordings 

• Furtwängler, Bayreuth Festival (1951): Intense, spiritual, historic. 

• Bernstein, Berlin Philharmonic (1989): Jubilant, tied to the Berlin Wall’s fall. 



• Rattle, Vienna Philharmonic (2003): Polished, with stellar soloists (Mattila, von Otter). 

• Immerseel, Anima Eterna Brugge (2015): Period-instrument clarity. 

 

Resources 

• Score: Henle, Bärenreiter, or Dover editions. 

• Text: Provide singers with Schiller’s poem and translations. 

• Further Reading: Nicholas Cook’s Beethoven: Symphony No. 9 or David Benjamin 

Levy’s Beethoven: The Ninth Symphony. 

 

Summary 

Beethoven’s “Ode to Joy” is a transformative choral Finale, weaving the simple “Ode to 

Joy” theme into a Universal Celebration through variations, solos, chorus, and 

orchestra. Its structure—introduction, theme, variations, Turkish march, fugato, adagio, 

and coda—narrates a “Journey from Conflict to Triumph!” In Your program, it contrasts 

Crumb’s Mysticism and Bartók’s Intensity, delivering a Hopeful, Communal Close that 

Unifies the concert’s themes. 

 

This analysis is ready for copying and pasting. If you need tweaks, additional details 

(e.g., rehearsal tips, specific score references), or help integrating it with Crumb and 

Bartók for program notes, — Let Me Know!” 

            —Grok 3, early June, 2025 | xAI 

 

The End 



 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 


