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All music, instruments and pro ing: No sooner downstairs after the
Desprez, unless otherwise nF And in the door
Vocals: Thilde Meer, Desprez Than you started to dance a st

2020 Desprez In the middle of the kitchen fl
desprez.online

And as you danced
1. Adagio (2%) 0/ p Whilsﬂed' -
Composer: Albinoni - Concerto for 2 Oboes Alu gRcE et OWE et #
in D major (No.12), Adagio | Concerto for 2 \ ways{rn aRe Wlt,“ T

Oboes in G major (No.6), Adagio S
Well, nearly always, anyway.

2. Men at 40/1 see you dancing o e burled nOwE

for Laurike
Text: Meh at Forty - Donald Justlce | 152 vou

And wh ever I think of you
Dancing, Father - Brendan Kennelly :

- Mind-and boy broken
To'find the; unbroken man.
It 1S the moment before the da

Men at forty = . 5
Learn to close softly~
The doors to rooms they will not be

S back t - '
om}n PN > Y‘our hps are enJoymg themse

Whlstllng an air.

Whate:Ver happens or cannot
In the time | have to spare

I see you dancing; father.”

Atreston a stai'r landing,
They feel it
Moving beneath them now like the deck ofa
ship,
'Though the swell is ge tle. _ St

/ 3. Balletti lamentab
And deep in mirror’s#? i
They rediscover- : i
The face of the bof as he practlce“"?trylng
His father’s t1e the/re in secret i

l ’Sherele (tr
) ;5 o SpreZ)

And the face of tha\ father,

Still warm with’ the mystery of lather.

They are more: fathers than sons themselves
now. Tl ‘ :

' gomethmg is ﬁlhng them somethrng

Composer\. Charles Ives
6. Death Shall Have No Do f“‘
Text Dylan Thomas

That 18 hke the twrhght sound

Of the crlckets immense, ‘
Filling the woods at the foot of the slope 2
Behind their mortgaged houses : :

And death shall have no dom'
~ DPead men naked they shall be
L% With the man in the wmd and

A
%




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 s ot
And death shall have no domihion.

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 w

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 domlmon7

No more may gulls cry at-their eafs

Or wavessbreak loudson the seashQres‘,
Where blew a flower may a ﬂowerﬁrto more
Lift its head to the brows of the rain;
Though they be mad and dead as nai

Hea}ks of the characters hammer th

Break in the sun tlll the sun brea
And death shall have no dominion.

7. Henry’s Ground
- Ground: Henry Purcejy

8. Lady Lazarus’%@f L
Voice: Thilde Meer
Text: Sylvia Plath? 7

Ending: Sergel Rachmamnov l}Pr@ZudeS OP Nevértheless
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I have done-it agam.
-One year inevery ten
1 manage it
. A'sort of walking miracle, my skin —
.Brlght as a Nazi lampshade §

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

Peel off the na‘p‘féin
O my enemy.
Do I terrify?——

The nose, the eye pits, the ful
The sour breath
Will vanish in a day.

on, soon the ﬂesh
The grave cave ate will be

At home on me

Andla sg}iling Wcman.
[ am onlj %hiﬁy. :

Tolannihilate€ach decade. =

= ;What amllhon filaments.
~ “Fhe peanut-crunching crowd

Shoves in to see

Them unwrap me hand and fo
The big strip teasg. " haa &
Gentlemen, ladres

These are my hands

% am the s‘ame“‘
 The fi rst‘trme t happened I we
It Was n ‘accrdent

i .il,,l\‘ ,".,,;; s '.‘?
The second trme L meant
" To last it out and. not come ba

I rocked shut

- As a seashelt )
"_They had t0 call and call

My right foot

+  And.pick the worms off mesh

ATLIAAS




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. r’ '
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 f

Comeback in broad day

To the same place, the same face, the same
brute

Amused shout:

A miraqjle! }
That knocks me out.
There is a charge

For the eyeing of my scars, there 1@ a charge
For the hearing ofamy heart

It really goes

And there is a eharge, a very lar

For a word or atouch

Or a bit of blood——

Or a piece of my hair of my clothes.
- So, so, Herr Doktor. #
So, Herr Enemy:. 4,/

I am your opus, 3
I am your Valuable
The pure gold babS/

That melts 170) as%riek.
L'turn and burn

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.

. Litania
Composer Hemrlch Schiitz,

10. To Be Sung Ol'vr!,the Wate
Voice: Thilde Meer

Pass, as the mottled mght
Leayes what 1t cannot save;
Scattermg dark and bright.

54 'Beautl‘fui pass and be

Less than the guiltless shade

To wh;ch our vows were said
Less than'the sound of the oat
To which our vows were: ad

“ Do not thitik T underestrmate your great con- X

FCI‘I’I

S Ash ash—

!
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You poke and stir. :
Flesh, bone there 18 nothmg there




