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Joseph L. Moore
When I began this program, I was not simply putting pieces
of piano music together. I wanted to share the place I go
when I play.

For me, music opens into landscapes, characters, memories,
light, and movement. A melody can become a moonlit bay.
A rhythm can become falling water. A musical idea can open

a doorway into the Woodon Forest.

Every part of this evening grew out of that experience—the
music, the images, the lighting, the stories, and the words
you may carry silently while the piano plays. I wanted you
not only to hear the pieces, but to step inside them with me.

Music from the Hologram is my attempt to let sound become
something seen, remembered, and felt all at once. Thank you
for entering this world with me tonight.

Thank you for entering this world with me.
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- When the

- . over Anahola Bay J

When the moon starts to rise

over Anahola Bay,
I dream of you
and all our play L
under the moon AT L ke
of Anahola Bay. ) A
O When the moon starts to shine”
on the waves of the bay,
L | see your eyes
When the waves start to break ﬂa.shing my way -
on the reef of the Bay Ender the e
[ hear your langh of Anahola Bay. ‘.»
in the splashing spray - © :
just like it was yesterday =
playing in Anahola Bay. @ *
— P —
When the moon starts to rise
ﬁ% over Anahola Bay,
When the wind starts to blow [ dream of you
the palms to and fro, and all the love we shared
y e }“‘.'L“’“h under the moon
\ T of Anahola Bay.

wherever I go.
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I WERE A BUTTERFLY .



THEREAS A HORNETAMONGIUS
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> .THROUGH YOUR EYES ",
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KINDNESS CHANGES EVERYTHING.
o THIS IS JUST THE BEGINNING. .




When [ look into vour eyes,
I see a hetter me.
I see all the possibilities
that vou see in me.

When [ feel you hold me close,

I know that I am safe.
IThe world grows soft around me,
and fear hegins (o fude.

When I hear your voice saving,
“You can do anvthing,”
I believe the dream inside me
can open up ils wings.

When I'look into vour eves,
1 see a beiter me.
I see how vou love me,
and who I am meant to be.



