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Peter Jarvis, Opus 33 (2014) 

 
Instrumentation 

 
- Marimba (4 1/3 octave – Low A) 
- Vibraphone 
- Soprano 
- Double Bass 
 

Performance Notes 
 
Amplification: 
- Amplification is preferred for all 4 musicians.  Even in “live”, “bright” halls, amplification is 
desired.  It is not necessarily for volume, although it should assist in achieving precise balances. 
The amplification is more for a blend of sound; it is perfectly OK if the piece sounds 
“electronic.”  
 - Lack of amplification should never preclude performance. Ultimately, the amplification should 
be according to the acoustical environment and the above may be treated as a suggestion, not a 
requirement.  
 
General: 
- Accidentals apply only to the register in which they appear. 
 
Percussion: 
- Unless specifically indicated, pedaling for the vibraphone should be according to articulation 
and the acoustical environment. 
- Marimba and vibraphone: Mallets according to articulation and the acoustic environment. 
- Both percussion players require a bow. 
 
Text:  
Whenever possible, the text as written by Jacob Miller should appear in the printed program. 
 
 

Program Note 
 
 The title for Engine comes from a poem of the same name by Jacob Miller. When I was 
asked, by Max Stehr, on behalf of this ensemble, I happily agreed to the commission and 
immediately contacted friend and colleague Jacob Miller, an American poet from New York. 
Jacob and I discussed my vision for the project and I asked him to send a few poems for me to 
read.  After reading several of his poems I decided to set Engine.   
 I have worked extensively with Max and April; I appreciate the commission and look 
forward to hearing their music making, together with that of Amanda DoBoer and Robert 
Borrows.    
           - Peter Jarvis 



Engine 
by 

Jacob Miller 
  

         First, 
            the voice of a shovel, 
                        then the clods of mud 
            pummeled the coffin. 
            
            But there was no 
                        barrage of words 
            about the soul after— 
                        only that shovel 
            coughing into soil. 
  
            The sky started out stoned today, 
                        with rain scribbling 
                        in too much light, 
            but later, by night, 
            the darkness was thick as a coma 
            when the digging paused, 
                        as if for a period or a comma. 
  
            Later still, 
                        the engine began, 
                        recalled what was felt— 
                        a light mist 
                                    breathing across a field, 
            the overgrown grass hugging one’s legs. 
  
            And outside the cemetery, 
                        life stretched for sleep, 
                        cried cries that glimmered 
                        like a promising thought 
                        then faded 
                                    in the back of a throat, 
            anticipating the extinction of a bulb. 

  






































































































