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New Y ork State Symphony -  Special Thanks

The author would like  to offer special thanks to the 
follow ing persons, fo r which this production could not 
have been made possible otherwise:

To Jamie Elmer -  thank you for challenging me to w rite  
outside my comfort zone.

To Sean Carswell -  thank you for your guidance, and 
the proper environment in which to develop my skills.

To Kiara Harpster - the muse of my liv ing  Cadenza. 
Here’s to another nine years o f love, life, and music.

Cadenza Lunare -  A  Performance in  Three Acts

A Performance in Three Acts 
Music: Mendelssohn, L. Catastrophe 
Virtuoso: Cadenza Ferrente

A ct One ; LUNAR REMINSCENCE
Perform ed by Luna Kensington 

A ct Two ; THE SOLOISTS DIARY
Perform ed by Cadenza Ferrente 

A ct Three ; CADENZA LUNARE
Perform ed by Kensington and Ferrente



P e rfo rm e rs

L u n a  K e n s in g to n  is b e tte r  know n as Luna C atastrophe , 
le a d  s inger, bassist, and  s o n g w rite r  o f  the  1990s ro ck  
b an d  sensation “ B lack Star H e ro in e ” . Luna is an aw ard  
w in n in g  a rtis t w hose con trove rs ia l ly r ic s  and  de fia nce  
o f tra d it io n a l g e n d e r no rm s le n t them se lves w e ll to  
h ig h  m e d ia  a tten tion  co n tin u in g  in to  and w e ll a fte r h e r 
u n tim e ly  dea th  at the  age o f 27.

C a d e n z a  F e rre n te  tra in e d  on scho la rsh ip  at the  N ew  
York A ca d e m y o f S ym phon ic  A rts , and the Royal 
A ca dem y o f M usic. She began  to s tudy  the  v io lin  at the 
age o f 5, f irs t a p p e a rin g  as a so lo is t w ith  the  A m e ric a n  
Youth O rchestra  in  1995. She con tinues to  p e r fo rm  as a 
c r it ic a lly  acc la im ed  so lo is t fo r  the N ew  York State 
S ym phony and the  Los A nge les  P h ilh a rm on ic .



A c t  I

L u n a r  R e m i n i s c e n c e



I 'm  w o rs e  

a t w h a t I  d o  b e s t  a n d

fo r  th is  g i f t  I 'm  b le s s e d  
o u r  l i t t l e  g r o u p  h a s  

a l w a y s  b e e n  a n d  

a lw ays 

will until 

th e  e n d .



I  th ough t y o u r  name was beau tifu l. I  s t ill do , even 
now . Y ou  said m y  nam e was p re ttie r -  h o w  Luna always 
rem inded  you  o f the m oon. Y ou  always lo ve d  the m oon 
and eve ry th ing  tha t came w ith  it. Y ou  said the n ig h t tim e 
hours were the best tim e  to be at peace and enjoy the 
m usic. M us ic  was so im p o rta n t to  us, so b e a u tifu l and so 
p o w e rfu l. The sort o f magic tha t cou ld  transcend 
anyth ing . Y ou 'd  love  the m usic here, Cadenza. I  re a lly  
th in k  y o u  w o u ld . I  w is h  tha t yo u  cou ld  hear it. I  w is h  
tha t y o u  cou ld  hear me.

Y ou said y o u r parents h a d n 't the s lightest idea 
w h a t y o u r name actua lly  m eant. They had ju s t 
rem em bered i t  fro m  the nam e o f the restaurant w here  
y o u r m om  had  gone in to  labor. They never were ones fo r 
p lann ing  o r care fu l decisions, b u t I  th o u g h t yo u r name 
was the best th in g  they 'd  ever g iven  to  you. The Cadenza 
-  th a t b e a u tifu l p a rt o f a concerto w here the  entire  
orchestra goes qu ie t, and the s p o tlig h t comes dow n; 
w h en  the v irtu o so  stands alone and pours he r heart in to  
a to ta lly  im p ro v ise d  piece o f her o w n  design. Y ou  had 
laughed w h e n  I  asked i f  i t  was like  a g u ita r solo, and  you  
sm iled  at me w ith  w id e  eyed a ffirm a tion , a sm ile th a t 
seemed like  i t  w o u ld  never fade. I  w is h  y o u  were 
w earing  th a t sm ile, now .





Act II The Soloist's 

Diary

S h e  e y e s  m e  lik e  a  p is e s  w h e n  I a m  

weak live beam lo cked  ins ide  

your heart-shaped. Bon for weeks live 

b e a m  d re a m  in to  yo u r m a g n e t fo r p it tra p

I wish I could 

ea t your cancer W h e n  y o u  tu rn  b la c k .



Luna. It's  a lready been ten m onths since I  los t you, 
and ten m onths tha t I've  never stopped m issing you . I t  
s t ill doesn't seem real. I  s t il l haven 't go tten  used to  
w r it in g  o u t m y  thoughts. I t  a lw ays w o rke d  fo r  you , b u t 
you  were a lw ays the poet, the ly r ic is t. I  a lw ays loved  tha t 
about you. Y o u r m agica l w a y  w ith  w ords. I  guess to  you, 
they were ju s t another ins trum en t. You p layed  i t  w e ll.

O u r room  is p re tty  m uch  exactly the w a y  y o u  le ft 
it. The p os t-it note p lay lis ts  y o u  le ft  m e are s t il l u p  on  the 
m irro r, next to  the selfie w e took  a t the Greek. Y ou  hated 
tha t p ic tu re  because y o u r h a ir was tha t awesome lo ok in g  
w h ite , and I  hated i t  because I 'd  overdressed. W e had 
the b lanke t spread o u t on the law n . Behind us, F rank 
Zappa's son was p la y in g  Frank Zappa's m usic. D w eez il 
was his name. I t  was a fu n n y  nam e fo r  a k id , b u t I  guess 
w e rea lly  d id n 't  have any room  to  ta lk , d id  we?

Prog N a tio n  was the tou r, I  th in k . It's  fu n n y , prog. 
I t  exists som ewhere at the in te rsection  between 
sym phony and death m eta l. I t  rem inds m e o f us. Y ou  
appreciated the poe try  and I  appreciated the technique. 
W e bo th  loved  the m usic. D ream  Theater was the 
headline, and y o u 'd  tra ined  m e fo r  weeks before hand 
ge tting  me fa m ilia r enough w ith  th e ir  d iscography so I  
cou ld  k n o w  the songs and sing along. Y ou  w ere a lw ays 
so good about in tro d u c in g  me to  ne w  th ings, exc iting  
th ings. I  m iss you. I  s t i l l  d o n 't k n o w  h o w  I  get th ro u g h  
each day. A  b roken  s tring  can be replaced, a ru in e d  b o w  
can be restored. Losing you  shattered the w h o le  o f m y  
ins trum ent. I 'm  s t il l p ick in g  u p  the pieces.



Y o u r six s tring  is s t il l resting b y  the door. I  haven 't 
even tu rn e d  o ff  y o u r rad io . The C D  changer keeps 
ro ta tin g  th ro u g h  the same five  discs, ove r and again. 
E very  song rem inds me o f you. Y ou  never m oved in to  
the d ig ita l realm , w ith  yo u r m usic. Y ou  a lw ays had a so ft 
spot fo r  the phys ica l -  v in y l,  CDs, cassettes. "Sm ells L ike  
Teen S p ir it"  ju s t came on. I  s t il l rem em ber th a t n ig h t w e  
f irs t rea lly  hung  out. W e'd been in  the same m usic class 
in  the s ix th  grade. Y ou  sent me hom e w ith  a copy  o f 
"N e v e rm in d "  as a prerequ is ite  fo r  o u r friendsh ip . The 
next day I  was so excited and to ld  y o u  h o w  m uch I  loved  
it. I  said w e shou ld  to ta lly  go see N irv a n a  live . I  hated 
yo u  fo r  te llin g  m e C obain  was dead. I t  was the f irs t and 
last tim e  y o u  ever m ade m e c ry  o u t o f anger. M y  inne r 
fa n g ir l m ourned . Y ou  made i t  a ll better w ith  a hug  and a 
m ixtape. Those w ere a ll I  rea lly  ever needed. I  cou ld  use 
them  bo th  r ig h t about now . It's  a lm ost tim e.



A c t  I I I

C a d e n z a  L u n a r e



It's  a lm ost tim e, Cadenza. I  see you  there, s tand ing 
atop the balcony, ju s t like  you  do every evening. The sky 
is so clear ton igh t. Y ou  are so fa r away, b u t I  can see and 
feel yo u  there a ll the same. Y ou  lo o k  so beau tifu l, m y  
love. Y ou  m ust have ju s t gotten back fro m  the concert 
ha ll, s t il l a ll do lled  u p  in  yo u r rec ita l dress and those fake 
pearls th a t I  gave yo u  fo r yo u r 22nd b irthda y . I  k n o w  yo u  
can a ffo rd  better. You 're  s t ill w earing  y o u r w e d d in g  ring . 
I t  makes m e so hap py  th a t yo u  w ear them .

Y ou 're  h o ld in g  the Fetzer S trad ivarius. I  s t i l l  
rem em ber the ceremony. I  d id n 't  understand ju s t h o w  
im p o rta n t i t  was, u n t i l  y o u  to ld  m e the p rice  tag. A  three 
m ill io n  d o lla r v io lin  on loan fro m  the R oya l A cadem y o f 
M usic, and yo u  always le t me h o ld  i t  like  i t  was noth ing .
I  a lw ays go t so nervous. You k n o w  h o w  I  trea ted m y  
instrum ents. We w ere  lu cky  i f  I  came back fro m  one o f 
m y  shows w ith  even a single fre tboa rd  in tact. Y ou  
a lways th o u g h t th a t was fu n  to  w atch, b u t o n ly  fro m  
backstage. Y ou  hated crowds. Y ou  always lo ved  to  have 
y o u r space, b u t yo u  loved  to  see m e scream in to  the 
m icrophone and w ake u p  the next m o rn in g  sound ing  
like  a steam ing tea kettle.

Y o u r name is up  in  ligh ts , over there; so ld  o u t 
shows to  see the great Cadenza Ferrante p la y  
M endelssohn's V io lin  Concerto in  E m in o r w ith  the N e w  
Y o rk  Sym phony. Y ou  a lw ays lo ved  th a t one -  go t r ig h t 
d o w n  to  business and opened w ith  a solo, one o f m any. I t  
was f il le d  w ith  those th ings y o u  ca lled doub le  stops, 
p la y in g  tw o  notes at the same tim e. Sometimes y o u  even 
d id  three, p la y in g  chords on  a v io lin  th a t w o u ld  p u t 
H e n d rix  to  shame.



Y ou w ere  always one o f the quietest people I  
knew , b u t at heart yo u  loved  show ing  everyone h o w  
great y o u  were, b u t y o u  were never p ro u d  about it. Y ou  
respected the m usic. Y o u  lo ved  teaching everyone h o w  
to  respect the m usic. I  a lw ays th o u g h t o f tha t Concerto 
like  the "Sw eet C h ild  O ' M in e " o f Rom antic m usic. H e ll, 
yo u  ta ugh t me w h a t R om antic  m usic was, and  h o w  n o t 
eve ry th ing  w ith  an orchestra was ju s t classical. I  a lw ays 
th o u g h t tha t was one o f the m ost rom antic  th ings about 
you. W e w ere always teaching one another, perfec ting  
one another. O u r re la tionsh ip  was like  s igh t read ing  a 
concertina -  yo u  m ake a m istake, y o u  don 't q u it. Y ou  
learn fro m  one another, yo u  w o rk  i t  out, and y o u  keep 
try in g  u n t il its  perfect and practiced and beau tifu l.

Before I  m et you, I 'd  never have th o u g h t 
orchestras any th ing  good b u t fo r  soundtracks and o ld  
people, b u t yo u  changed the w a y  I  looked  at th ings. It's  
fu n n y  h o w  life  w orks, sometimes. Y ou  w ere the  g ir l w h o  
p layed  the v io lin  because y o u r parents fo rced y o u  to, and 
I  was the g ir l w h o  ta u g h t herse lf p iano  so I  cou ld  p la y  a 
cover o f S ta irw ay. I  d o n 't th in k  w e  shou ld  have w o rke d  
out. Y o u r parents ce rta in ly  seemed to  th in k  as m uch, b u t 
I 'd  like  to  th in k  th a t was m ore  the  tattoos or the p ierc ings 
o r the w ho le  ru n n in g  aw ay across the co u n try  w ith  yo u  
th in g  m ore then  a ny th ing  else. M aybe i t  was ju s t the 
be traya l o f i t  all. C h ild h o o d  friends, fa llin g  in  love, 
ru n n in g  aw ay w ith  n o th in g  m ore than  some ins trum en ts  
and a p rayer. W e 'd  m ake o u r w a y  in  the w o r ld  w ith  the 
p ow e r o f rock, some fidd les ticks , and love, and the p la n  
seemed so abso lu te ly  b r illia n t.



I  s t il l rem em ber packing eve ry th ing  in to  tha t 
r id icu lo u s  truck, d r iv in g  fro m  coast to  coast. E ve ry tim e 
w e started off, w e d id n 't  even k n o w  h o w  w e 'd  get the gas 
m oney to  make the next leg o f the tr ip . Y ou  never asked. 
Y ou  ju s t always reached over and p u lle d  m y  hand  over 
between the gearsh ift and the p a rk in g  brake. Y o u 'd  p ick  
a cassette from  the boxes in  the back seat and tu rn  up  the 
vo lum e . Those m om ents were perfect. Y ou  looked  so 
happy, always lo o k in g  fo rw a rd , sm iling , and n o t saying 
a single w o rd . W e d id n 't  w a n t to  in te rru p t the m usic any 
m ore than  we w an ted  to  in te rru p t the m om ent. W e 
respected the m usic ju s t like  w e respected one another. 
They w ere bo th  a ll th a t w e  needed. W ho  w o u ld  have 
ever th o u g h t w e 'd  p u ll i t  o ff as lo ng  as w e d id? I  guess 
we bo th  d id . You always believed in  us. I  w is h  I  cou ld  
te ll yo u  th a t I  s t il l do.

It's  co ld  outside, b u t y o u  d o n 't seem to  notice. You 
never notice. Y our v io lin  is c lu tched betw een y o u r arms. 
I f  yo u  he ld  i t  any tigh te r, I 'd  th in k  i t  w o u ld  break. A  
trem or passes over y o u r lips. Y o u  gaze o u t over the 
s u rro u n d in g  bay and the m y ria d  ships, to  the face o f the 
m oon above. You lo o k  so close to  me w h e n  yo u  lo o k  up  
here. I  hate seeing y o u r tears and n o t be ing able to  do 
a ny th ing  to  stop them . Y ou  lo o k  a lm ost ready to  cast 
you rse lf in to  the bay be low , b u t I  k n o w  y o u  w o n 't.
Y ou 're  the bravest g ir l I  know , and yo u  always ins isted 
tha t the show  m ust go on. Y ou  lean fo rw a rd  ju s t enough 
in to  a bow , and y o u  take a short breath. Y ou  raise y o u r 
arms, ready y o u r v io lin , and rest y o u r face against the 
ebony rest. Y o u r eyes shu t tigh t, h a ir  b lo w in g  in  the 
tw il ig h t  w in d . Y ou  d ra w  the b o w  against the strings and 
exhale. There is a lo ng  m om en t o f elegant silence. The 
m id n ig h t rec ita l begins.



A  passionate d ra w  o f a lo ng  and gentle note, and  I 
a lready feel so in c re d ib ly  g u ilty . Y ou 're  shaking, you 're  
cry ing , you 're  alone. M y  sweet, d a r lin g  Cadenza. Y o u r 
p riva te  concertos ca ll to  m y  soul; these n ig h tly  
perform ances continue to  lu re  m e fro m  the m ost b liss fu l 
reaches o f e te rn ity . This piece tha t yo u  p la y  fo r  no one 
else, a lw ays b e a u tifu l b u t never the same tw ice . You 
called i t  the Cadenza Lunare, a lleg ro m o lto  apassionato. 
The cadenza o f the m oon, liv e ly  and w ith  great passion. 
The Cadenza Lunare.

Luna's Cadenza.

The tears continue to  f lo w  h a lf as fast as the notes 
y o u  play. Y ou  are so beau tifu l, and so ta lented. Y ou r 
fingers f ly  over the strings w ith  such incred ib le  precis ion, 
in  spite of, o r even because o f the storm  rag ing  ins ide  
y o u r gentle heart. R ap id  arpeggios rise and fa ll w ith  the 
to rm ent, the S trad iva rius becom ing li t t le  m ore than  an 
in s tru m e n t o f y o u r o w n  body, expressing the vo ice 
trapped  w ith in  y o u r ve ry  soul. B roken  chords fo r  the 
b roken  heart, double  stops and tr ip le  stops a ll p layed  in  
fo rtiss im o , b u ild in g  in to  a ha rm on ic  sh riek  o f b e a u tifu l 
tragedy and despair cap tu red  in  the key o f D  m ino r.

Then, w h en  i t  seems like  y o u  can p la y  no faster, 
w hen the surface o f the S trad iva rius  has become s lick 
w ith  yo u r tears, w h en  i t  seems lik e  y o u  m ig h t p lunge  
yourself headlong in to  the bay, y o u  stop. The ferm ata 
seems near endless, y o u  keep y o u r eyes shu t t ig h t, lips  
pa rting  ju s t enough tha t i t  seems y o u r  m o u th  m ig h t jo in  
yo u r v io lin  in  the expression o f th a t m ost hated g r ie f -  
an d  then  yo u  continue.



A  b e a u tifu l d ra w  o f a sooth ing  chord, an 
exha la tion  to  m atch yo u r ow n. A  s lo w  s h ift o f y o u r foo t 
aw ay fro m  the ra ilin g  as yo u  s h ift d o w n  to  a D  m ajor, 
decrescendo, calm ando, in  r ilie vo . G ro w in g  quieter. 
G ro w in g  calmer. In  re lie f, b u t never perdendo. N ever 
m orendo. N ever fad ing  in to  no th ing . N eve r dy ing .

The tears have stopped, b u t n o t the m usic. I  
rem em ber th is  m elody. It's  one o f m y  songs. "C u rse  o f 
the Ice Q ueen." O n ly  y o u  cou ld  m ake tha t song sound 
peaceful. O n ly  yo u  cou ld  m ake th a t sound in to  
som eth ing tran qu il. O n ly  y o u  cou ld  m ake som eth ing  so 
u n cu ltu re d  and lo u d  and un re fined  in to  som eth ing  
beau tifu l, and g ive i t  greater purpose, creating som eth ing 
so b e a u tifu l in  the u n io n  o f a rt and passion fo r  the art, o f 
love and passion fo r the beloved. I t  makes m e love  yo u  
and m iss yo u  th a t m uch  m ore, and a p a rt o f me w ishes 
fo r y o u  to  fo rge t me, so tha t yo u  m ig h t never shed 
another tear like  yo u  do every n ig h t yo u  p la y  fo r  me.
Tha t p a rt o f m e goes qu ie t w h en  yo u  fin ish , w h e n  y o u  
conclude, take y o u r bow , and gaze back u p  a t the m oon 
w ith  yo u r tear stained v io lin  he ld  close to  y o u r  heart.

Y ou 're  sm iling . Y ou 're  sm ilin g  lik e  th a t sm ile 
never faded, sm iling  like  I  was never taken fro m  you, 
sm ilin g  like  w e 're  ju s t as close n o w  as w e ever were. I  
w ish  I  cou ld  do any th ing  to  send yo u  a sign, to  le t yo u  
k n o w  I  hear y o u  and see yo u  and haven 't fo rg o tten  you.
A  shoo ting  star streaks across the m id n ig h t sky, the rest 
o f the heavens jo in in g  in  s ilen t applause. Y ou  gaze u p  in  
con tin u in g  w onder, and w ip e  the tears fro m  y o u r face.

A n  encore i t  is, y o u  w h isper, ta k in g  another bow , 
before ra is ing  y o u r v io lin  fo r  ju s t one m ore  song 

Smells L ike  Teen S p ir it."  Keep the fa ith , m y  love.






