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Ground

1. Adagio (2x)
Composer: Albinoni - Concerto for 2 Oboes 
in D major (No.12), Adagio | Concerto for 2 
Oboes in G major (No.6), Adagio

2. Men at 40/I see you dancing
for Laurike
Text: Men at Forty - Donald Justice | I See You 
Dancing, Father - Brendan Kennelly

Men at forty
Learn to close softly
The doors to rooms they will not be
Coming back to.

At rest on a stair landing,
They feel it
Moving beneath them now like the deck of a 
ship,
Though the swell is gentle.

And deep in mirrors
They rediscover
The face of the boy as he practices trying
His father’s tie there in secret

And the face of that father,
Still warm with the mystery of lather.
They are more fathers than sons themselves 
now.
Something is filling them, something

That is like the twilight sound
Of the crickets, immense,
Filling the woods at the foot of the slope
Behind their mortgaged houses.

No sooner downstairs after the night’s rest 
And in the door 
Than you started to dance a step 
In the middle of the kitchen floor.

And as you danced 
You whistled. 
You made your own music 
Always in tune with yourself.

Well, nearly always, anyway. 
You’re buried now 
In Lislaughtin Abbey 
And whenever I think of you

I go back beyond the old man 
Mind and body broken 
To find the unbroken man. 
It is the moment before the dance begins,

Your lips are enjoying themselves 
Whistling an air. 
Whatever happens or cannot happen 
In the time I have to spare 
I see you dancing, father.

3. Balletti lamentabili
Composer: Heinrich Ignaz Franz Biber, C 59

4. Scissors
Sherele (trad.) | Oy Tate (trad.) | Canon (De-
sprez)

5. The Unanswered Question
Composer: Charles Ives

6. Death Shall Have No Dominion
Text: Dylan Thomas

And death shall have no dominion.  
Dead men naked they shall be one  
With the man in the wind and the west moon;  



When their bones are picked clean and the 
clean bones gone,  
They shall have stars at elbow and foot;  
Though they go mad they shall be sane,  
Though they sink through the sea they shall 
rise again;  
Though lovers be lost love shall not;  
And death shall have no dominion.  
 
And death shall have no dominion.  
Under the windings of the sea  
They lying long shall not die windily;  
Twisting on racks when sinews give way,  
Strapped to a wheel, yet they shall not break;  
Faith in their hands shall snap in two,  
And the unicorn evils run them through;  
Split all ends up they shan’t crack;  
And death shall have no dominion.  
 
And death shall have no dominion.  
No more may gulls cry at their ears  
Or waves break loud on the seashores;  
Where blew a flower may a flower no more  
Lift its head to the blows of the rain;  
Though they be mad and dead as nails,  
Heads of the characters hammer through dai-
sies;  
Break in the sun till the sun breaks down,  
And death shall have no dominion.

7. Henry’s Ground
Ground: Henry Purcell

8. Lady Lazarus
Voice: Thilde Meer
Text: Sylvia Plath
Ending: Sergei Rachmaninov - 13 Preludes op. 
32 nr. 10

I have done it again.   
One year in every ten   
I manage it——

A sort of walking miracle, my skin   
Bright as a Nazi lampshade,   
My right foot

A paperweight,
My face a featureless, fine   
Jew linen.

Peel off the napkin   
O my enemy.   
Do I terrify?——

The nose, the eye pits, the full set of teeth?   
The sour breath
Will vanish in a day.

Soon, soon the flesh
The grave cave ate will be   
At home on me

And I a smiling woman.   
I am only thirty.
And like the cat I have nine times to die.

This is Number Three.   
What a trash
To annihilate each decade.

What a million filaments.   
The peanut-crunching crowd   
Shoves in to see

Them unwrap me hand and foot——
The big strip tease.   
Gentlemen, ladies

These are my hands   
My knees.
I may be skin and bone,

Nevertheless, I am the same, identical woman.   
The first time it happened I was ten.   
It was an accident.

The second time I meant
To last it out and not come back at all.   
I rocked shut

As a seashell.
They had to call and call
And pick the worms off me like sticky pearls.



Dying
Is an art, like everything else.   
I do it exceptionally well.

I do it so it feels like hell.   
I do it so it feels real.
I guess you could say I’ve a call.

It’s easy enough to do it in a cell.
It’s easy enough to do it and stay put.   
It’s the theatrical

Comeback in broad day
To the same place, the same face, the same 
brute   
Amused shout:

‘A miracle!’
That knocks me out.   
There is a charge

For the eyeing of my scars, there is a charge   
For the hearing of my heart——
It really goes.

And there is a charge, a very large charge   
For a word or a touch   
Or a bit of blood

Or a piece of my hair or my clothes.   
So, so, Herr Doktor.   
So, Herr Enemy.

I am your opus,
I am your valuable,   
The pure gold baby

That melts to a shriek.   
I turn and burn.
Do not think I underestimate your great con-
cern.

Ash, ash—
You poke and stir.
Flesh, bone, there is nothing there——

A cake of soap,   
A wedding ring,   
A gold filling.

Herr God, Herr Lucifer   
Beware
Beware.

Out of the ash
I rise with my red hair   
And I eat men like air.

9. Litania
Composer: Heinrich Schütz, SWV 458

10. To Be Sung On the Water (remix)
Voice: Thilde Meer
Text: Louise Bogan

Beautiful, my delight,
Pass, as we pass the wave.
Pass, as the mottled night
Leaves what it cannot save,
Scattering dark and bright.

Beautiful, pass and be
Less than the guiltless shade
To which our vows were said;
Less than the sound of the oar
To which our vows were made, -
Less than the sound of its blade
Dipping the stream once more.

11. While the Nearer Waters Roll
Composer: Gustav Holst - Song Without Words 
“I’ll Love My Love” | Charles Hubert Parry   -
Hymn “Jesu Lover of my Soul”


