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Titanic pianist possessed d by Prokofiev

REV’IEW

Roger iano

§ sense, as well 35 a demonic mastery
oJ’Prakoﬁev, the possession never
became a mania last night. But fi-
< nally ~ fipaily! — Hongkong woke
i uptothe fact that thisisa Prokoficy ;
' birth centepary. The fact that the
;lwa hours of Piokofiev piano mu- .

= sic was celebrated by this titanic_

- § Australian pmnm made it all
E worthwhite.~ 2oniay

3~ Woodward um'.rm B comy

o
mem with his selections. The' ™

s Three rch was an old”
'- friend, while the -Seventh Sonata
#and Jocalla were familiar, But

3 challenging, and revealed a com-
poser of almost literafly manic di-

EARING a Lisztian
o coiffure, plaid shin and
i = withan iapamble,

% : ]
Becaysé Woodward has good
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By HARRY RoLNICK

Otherwise, this was a world of
revelation. Ope of the Prokofiev
Etades bad the baogx:-wuoglc
rhythm of a Fats Waller
metreofa Gerand Man! pkms

The Grandmother Tales were

almost naively lyrical. The Tocatta -
and Frodes scemed Lo begin with?
Sch

umannesqug calm, only to rise

up like Mount Pinatubo sizzling .

over the zuditoriun..
Roger Woodward was the man

more a lesson in fluid construction.  kofiev might have written them. He
The opcning was saber, lense, 1 was carried away by each onc,
ther the Jnguicio or the andsntino changed moods and left a memory
section played with any exaggera- _ of strange sudden ospinations;
‘tion. 2 Thase final Sarasms are rarely
The second movement had a _ piayed. Not because they are sim-
poctry that was genuinely moving. | ply demonically difficull, but be-
cause they are pasiy pieces. They
grunt, and moan, they shout and
snaﬂ,xhcy wildly spit o at the 2u-
ce. Neadless o say, under Rog-

As for that Prokofiev finale,
when the composer specifies
precipitaia. oue must prepare.to
jump headlong from a massive mu-
sical precipice.

. It was the VmonsFupﬂvcﬂm! ‘.
wu 2lmest exaspera
gle work is more than a
long. Yet to refer to “Webernian
brevity”, as the otherwise sprightly
programme-writer did, would be

iest Sarcasm had a lapidary — and
damgjy wicked — gleam.

to play a whole g full of Pro-
Xofiev. More frenctic pianists
would simply wear oul the listener
with a single work. But Woodward
i$ too great a musician for that.

His opening Seveath Sonata,

then, was less sheer athlcticismand __

cse aren't mathe-

; matical. They gleam with mystic

bells, they imitate h:rpe,l?m«:omc
close to 2n almost schmaltzy cock-




