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English was a relatively new language in the 177th century,
and its orthography, grammar and pronunciation were
all fluid concepts, still to be forged into a completely
coherent whole. Its fusion of Germanic and French
elements, and the addition of Latin and other more
exotic words, has given it a word-hoard, or vocabulary,
unrivaled by any of the other major languages.

As far as singing the language is concerned, it facks the
pure vowels of Italian, the silky sensuousness of French,
and the expressively crunchy consonants of German;
yet, in this middle position, it contains elements of
all these, which makes it one of the most difficult
languages to set to music: the subtle stress cannot be
over-emphasised, the vowels must be carefully treated,
and the consonants not crowded.

One of its strongest suits, however, is the literature at
the composer’s disposal, and they have not been shy to
set the greatest poets to music. On this recording we
have settings of William Shakespeare, Robert Herrick,
Thomas Carew, Robert Louis Stevenson, Paul Verlaine
(in translation), and Walt Whitman.

Vaughan Williams’s research into British folksong led
him also to consider the music of previous centuries.
Despite his studies with Bruch in Berlin and Ravel
in Paris, it was his interest in the music of his native
England that created his distinctive style.

‘A Clear Midnight” is a setting of Walt Whitman, and
the composer employs almost the same §-bar ground
bass as in Purcell’s “The Evening Hymn’, though
Purcell’s ground contains more harmonic direction
built into it. Here the artists have skillfully combined
both songs, starting with the Purcell ground, moving
into the Vaughan Williams, and then returning to
Purcell at the end.

Paul Verlaine was imprisoned after attempting to shoot
his lover, Arthur Rimbaud. He wrote this poem in
prison, describing in simple, affecting lines all that he
could see through the bars of his cell.

Many composers have been reluctant to set Shakespeare
to music, intimidated by his genius, and feeling that
the complexity and musicality of his language would
compete with the music. Yet Vaughan Williams
remained undaunted, setting Shakespeare to music many
times — for example, two adaptations of ‘Orpheus with
his Lute’ for solo voice and for choir, and incidental
music for several plays.

Yet the generation immediately following Shakespeare
was not so keen on his poetry. Lawes and Lanier
preferred the Caroline poets of their day. ‘Slide Soft’
is an early song from the 1620s by William Browne, a

Engelsk var et relative nyu sprak i det 17. dvhundre. Oreo-
grafien, grammaikken og uttalen var flytende storrelser som
ennd ikke var sigpe sammen ul en helhet. Blandingen ay tyske
og franske elementer, samu tilskudder ay latinske og andre mer
eksotiske ord, har giee det et ordforrdd, eller vokabular, som er
wovertruffent blant de store sprakene.

N spraet skal synges, blir det tydelig at det mangler de rene
vokalene 1 italiensk, den silkemyke sensualiteten 1 fransk og de
wurykksfulle harde konsonantene i tysk. Denne midiposisonen
gor imidlerad ar engelsk inneholder elementer fra alle disse
sprakene, og det gror det ogsd il et ay de vansheligste sprakene &
; den subtile beconingen md ikke tynges for mye, vokalene
md behandles forsikiig, og konsonantene md fa plass.
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Men noe ay dete sprakers styrke er den rvike licterare arven en
komponist kan trekke veksler p, og mange ay de swprsie poetenes
verker er blite tonesart. Denne innspillingen inneholder tonesaree
dike ay Shakespeare, Robert Herrick, Thomas Carew, Rob-
ert Louts Stevenson, Paul Verlaine (1 oversenelse) og Wal
Whitman.

Vaughan Williams’ swudier ay britiske folketoner fikk ham ogsd
il & interessere seg for musikk fra udligere dhundyer. Til tross
Sfor studier hos Bruch i Berlin og Ravel i Paris yar det denne
interessen for den hyemlige musikken som bidro tl & skape hans
umishyennelige siil.

«A Clear Midnight> er komponert over et dike ay Walt
Whitman. Vaughan Williams tar i bruk nesten samme g-tak-
ters bassgang som i Purcells «The Eyening Hymn>, sely om
Purcells bassgang har mer harmonisk reming. Her har musik-
erne kombinert de to sangene pd en mesterlig madte ved & begynne
med Purcells bassgang, bevege seg over 1 Vaughan Williams’
komposision og sd’ ayslutningsvis ga tilbake tl Purcell.

Paul Verlaine ble fengsler eteer & ha forsoke & skyee sin elsk-
er, Arthur Rimbaud, 1 dete dikeet, som han skrey 1 fengsler,
beskriver han i enkle, virkningsfulle ordelag alt han kan se gren-

nom cellens gireer.

Mange komponister har hviet seg for & seue musikk al Shake-
speares tekster — hans geni har vivket truende, og de har folt at
kompleksiteten og mustkalieten i spraker hans ville konkurrere
med musikken, Men Vaughan Williams lor seg ihke skremme.
Han komponeree musikk il Shakespeare mange ganger — bla.
tonesatte han «Orpheus with is lute> bdde for solostemme og
Sor kor, og han skrey ledsagende musikk il flere ay teaterstyk-
kene.

Men generasponen som fulgre eer Shakespeare, var ikke like
begeistrer. Lawes og Lanicr foretrakk tidens karolinske dikere.
«Slide soft» er en udlig sang fra 1620-taller med rekst ay
William Brown, en mindre betydelig dikier og adyokar i The
Trmer Tomple. Robert Herrick var nar vern ay bade Lawes og
Lanier, noe som kommer tydelig fram i dewe dikeet fra sam-
lingen Hesperides.

minor poet and a barrister at the Inner Temple. Robert
Herrick was close to both Lawes and Lanier, as we see
in this poem from his “Hesperides”:

To M. Henry Lawes, the excellent Composer of his
Lyricks.

Touch but thy Lire, my Harrie, and I heare

From thee some raptures of the rare Goire.

Then if thy voice commingle with the String,

I heare in thee the rare Laniere to sing;

Or curious Wilson: Tell me, canst thou be

Less than Apollo, that usurp’st such Three?

Three, unto whom the whole world give applause;
Yet their Three praises, praise but One; that’s Lawes.

(Gotire refers to the eminent French lutenist, Jacques
Gaultier, who spent most of his life in England.)

Henry Lawes was the pre-eminent song composer of
the generation between Dowland and Purcell. He came
from a musical family, his younger brother William
being one of the most innovative English composers
of the 17th century, whose career was cut short when
he was shot at the Siege of Chester in 1645. Henry,
perhaps the less impetuous of the pair, survived the
war and the following Commonwealth, fiving just long
enough to see the monarchy restored. His contribution
to the development of English song is incalculable. He
published several collections of songs in his lifetime,
all 433 songs composed during the Interregnum. He
entered the Chapel Royal in 1626, and in 1631 he
became a member of the King’s Musick for lutes and
the voices. At court he came into contact with the
leading poets of the day, in particular Carew and
Herrick. It is clear that Herrick was close friends
with both Lawes brothers: Henry created more
musical settings of Herrick texts, yet, surprisingly,
it was William who set to music his most famous
Iyric — “‘Gather Ye Rosebuds’. His cheerful, light,
and somewhat superficial lyrics find a perfect partner
in their delicate treatment by Henry Lawes. These
were popular songs: ‘Bid Me To Live’, for example,
was included in Playford’s ‘Select Musicall Ayres &
Dialogues® (1652.).

Nicholas Lanier came from a musical family of French
descent, his father and uncle having emigrated from
Rouen in 1561. They settled in London, where they
produced a prodigious number of children, most of
whom became musicians or musicians’ spouses. Lanier,
who was born in 1588, became indentured to the Earl
of Salisbury at Hatfield House outside London. In 1611
the Earl’s son, Viscount Cranborne, accompanied by
Lanier, traveled to Italy to learn the viol.

Early in his career, Lanier was much in demand as a
composer of masques in collaboration with Ben Jonson,

Tl kerr Henry Lawes, den fremragende skaperen ay sanger.

Ror ved din lyre, min Harvie, og jeg kan hore

Jfra deg noe ay henrykbelsen fra den swore Gouire.,
Om din rost smelter sammen med buestrdkene,
horer yeg Laniere synge 1 deg;

eller den merkverdige Wilson; st meg, kan du vare
mindre enn Apollon, du som overgay disse tre?
Tre som hele verden applauderer,

men de tre lovpriser bare én: Det er Lawes.

(Gotire viser tl den eminente franshe luttenisten Jacques Gault-
zer, som tilbragre mesteparten ay liver i England,)

Henry Lawes var den mest_framredende sangkomponisten i
sin genevaspon, den mellom Dowland og Purcell. Han kom fra
en mustkalsk familie. Den yngre broven William var en ay
1600-tallets mest nyskapende engelske k ister, men hans
hkarriere wk brat stur da han ble skut under beleivingen ay
Chester 1 1645, Henry, kanskye den mest sindige ay de to, over-
levde krigen og det pafdlgende samyelder, og levde sa vidr lenge
nok 21l & oppleve grentmforingen ay monarkier, Hans bidrag vl
utyiklingen ay engelsk sangkunst er uyurderlig. Han uiga fleve
samlinger ay sanger, og komponere alle sine 433 sanger 1 loper
ay interregrumperioden. Han ble en del ay Der kongelige kapell
11620, 0g 1 1631 ble han medlem ay The King’s Musick, med
ansyar for lut og sang. Ved hoffer kom han i konalke med da-
tidens ledende dikeere, sarlig Carew og Herrick. Der er tydelig
at Herrick var nar venn ay begge Lawes-brodrene: Henry
komponerte flest melodier 1l Herricks tekster, men overvaskende
nok var det William som saree musikk til hans mest kjenee dike,
«Gather ye rosebuds». De muntre, lewte og ganske overfladiske
tekstene hans finner en perfeke march i Henry Lawes’ folsomme
behandling. Slike sanger var populare: « Bid me but live» ble
tatt med 1 Playfords Seled? Musicall Ayres & Dialogues i
102,

Nicholas Lanier kom fra en musikalsk familie ay fransk
aystamning, Faren og onkelen hans hadde emigrert fra Rouen
7 1561, De bosatte seg | London og fikk forblgffende mange
barn — de fleste ay dem ble mustkere eller gifter seg med musik-
ere. Nicholas ble fode i 1988, Han tegner kontrake med javlen
ay Salisbury | Hafteld House wienfor London. I 1011 reiste
Jarlens sprm, viscount Cranborne, uil Italia for & larve & spille
gambe, og han ble ledsager ay Laner.

Tidlig i sin karrieve var Lanter meget evterspurt som komponist
ay nustkk 0l maskerader. Han samarbeider med Ben Jonson,
som mente at Lanier var den forsie som introduserte «stylo
recitativo» 1 England, 1 et verk som ble sunger grermom fele
dret 1017, Sely om han var ay fransk aystamning, var Lanier
meget ultrukker ay Lialia, italiensk musikk og malevkunst, Han
var sely en habil maler g vermer med van Dyck og Rubens. Tre
ganger ble han sendr ay Karl 1. og hertugen ay Buckingham for
d kygpe malerier — han kygpee hertugen ay Mantuas samling for
25 000 pund. Mange ay disse verkene befinmer seg fremdeles @
den kongelige samlingen. Da han var i Iialia, md’ Lanier ha hore



who claimed Lanier had been the first to introduce
sstylo recitativo’ into England in a work performed
throughout the year 1617. Although of French descent,
Lanier was greatly attracted to Italy, Italian music,
and Italian painting. He was himself an accomplished
painter, counting Van Dyke and Rubens amongst his
friends. He was sent three times by Charles I and the
Duke of Buckingham to buy paintings - he bought the
Duke of Mantua’s collection for £25,000 - and many
of the works are still in the royal collection. While
in Italy, Lanier must have heard the latest musical
developments, which can be heard in his setting of
Thomas Carew’s ‘No More Shall Meads Be Decked
With Flowers’. It is an aria over a ground bass, a
device that was to become so beloved of Purcell.

Little is known about John Taylor. He became joint
keeper of the lutes, viols and music books in 1628, and
then one of the royal “viols and voices’ in 1637. He
seems to have been involved in providing music for
several plays and masques. Several of his songs were
published by John Playford, including the song on
this recording.

The songs of Lawes, Lanier and Taylor were
transmitted in the form of tune and bass line, without
figures. Although this was not peculiar to England,
other nations by then had more fully embraced the
figured bass, in which the harmony above the bass was
indicated by numbers beneath the line. This suggested
the harmony by showing one, two or three intervals
above the bass. In some cases it went further, indicating
more or less exactly what the keyboard or lute player
should play. The unfigured bass gave the continuo
player unparalleled freedom to improvise and create any
harmony that made sense.

Francesco Corbetta, who was bomn in Pavia, Italy ca.
1615, was known as the greatest guitar virtuoso of his
time. After working in Mantua, and then Vienna, he
was brought by Cardinal Mazarin to Paris, where he
taught the young Louis XIV. After the restoration
of the monarchy in Britain in 1660, Corbetta came
to London to teach members of the royal family. He
dedicated one of his five publications to Charles II, and
another to Louis XIV.

John Dowland was e great lutenist of the generation
before these composers came to maturity. His life and
work contrast sharply with theirs: the court position he
craved was denied until the very end of his life; he
travelled constantly; and his publications were mostly
song collections, though his fame was as a lute player.
And though he threatened to publish his solo lute
music, it never happened, and we are left with a variety
of manuscripts of greatly varying authenticity.

— Richard Boothby

det siste innen musthkens uvikling. Det kommer tydelig fram i
hans komposisyon til Thomas Carews « No more shall meads be
decked with flowers>» — en arie over en bassgang, et musikalsk
grep som Purecell skulle bl meger begeisiret for.

Man ver lize om John Taylor. Han hadde overoppsyn med kon-
gens samling ay luuer, gamber og nowebgker fra 1628, for sd’ &
bli en del ay de kongelige «viols and voices» i 1637, Mye tyder
pd at han har vare med pd & skape musikk_for fleve teaterstyk-
ker og maskerader. Mange av sangene hans ble wgit ay John
Playford, bla. den som er med her.

Sangene 1l Lawes, Lanier og Taylor ble wigice som melodier
med basslinge, wen besifring. Dete var ikke spesielr for Eng-
land, sely om andre land helr og holdent hadde gan over ul &
bestfre bassen, wor harmontene over bassen ble indikert ved &
serte et nummer under lingen. Sifrene indikerte eu, to eller tre
tntervaller over bassen og viste mer eller mindre cksake hya
cembalisten og luttentsten skulle spille. Men den ubesifrede bas-
sen ga continuospilleren uovertruffen frihet il & improvisere og
skape egne harmonter som passet.

Francesco Corberta ble fodr 1 Pavia i Lialia rund: 1615 0g
var kyent som sin dds swrste giarviros, Euer forst & ha
arbeider 1 Mantova og sa' i Wien, ble han hentet il Paris ay
kardinal Magarin. Her underviste han den unge Ludyig 14.
Eer grentmfpringen ay monarkier 1 Storbritannia i 1660 kom
kan tl London for & undervise medle ay kongefamilien.
Han dedisere én av sine fem wgtvelser ul Karl 2. og en annen
] Ludyig 14.

Jokn Dowland var den store lutenisten i generasjonen for disse
komponistene nddde mustkalsk modenket. Hans liy og vivke star
7 sterk komtrast tl deves; det inderlige onsker om en stilling ved
hoffer ble dkke oppfyle for kel mot slutien ay live; han var hele
aden pd reisefor; og wigivelsene hans var swre sert samlinger
ay sanger, sely om det var som luenist han var beromt. Han
hadde intengjoner om & wigt lutemusikken sin, men der skyedde
aldr, og i er ewerlat med manuskripeer ay syart varierende
autentisitet.,

Four songs by Benedicte Torget,

based on poems by the Bronié sisters

Emily (1818-1848) and Charlotte (1816-1855) Bronté
grew up in Yorkshire, two of five children. Their
poetry and prose were shaped by their tragic destinies.
They were left motherless in early childhood, and their
entire lives were marked by death and sorrow. Yet,
despite the darkness that haunted their fives, Emily and
Charlotte, together with their sister Anne, are counted
among the greatest writers of their time, with such
masterpieces as Wauthering Heights and Jane Eyre. Both
published under male pen names.

Benedicle Torger (b. 1971) was bormn and grew up in
Oslo. She studied at the University of Oslo and the
Oslo Conservatory of Music. Moreover, she studied
voice privately in London and participated in Roy Hart
Theatre approach workshops in the use of the voice,
as well as in courses at the Centre for Creativity and
Theatre in Copenhagen. She has focused on styles of
improvisation in seventeenth-century music, folk music,
and jazz and also has written music for theatre and
television. Besides her work as a composer, she has had
her own bands and has appeared as soloist in numerous
contexts.

“The music composed for these somgs was inspired by the
writings of these authors — By hearts that have known passionate
encounters and unvequited love. I have sought to creare a melodic
and harmonic framework for dhe texts that allows both listener
and performers 1 add their own narvative.

Seylistically, the compositions incorporate elements of pop,
as well as a lide jazg and folk. <Ok, Dream Where Are
Thou Now’ draws on 17%-century vocal lierature and the
passacaglia form, and it takes uts inspiration from Holmertg
and Bock’s repertoire and range of expression.”

— Benediéle Torge:

Fire sanger ay Benedicte Torget,
basert pa dike ay Bronté-spstrene

Emily (1818-1848) og Charloue (1816185 ) Bronté yokste
opp @ Yorkshive 1 en spskenflokk pd fem. Poesten og tekstene deres
barer preg ay de tragiske skyebnene som ble dem tl del. De ble
tidlig morlpse, og hele liver deres var preget ay dpd og sorg. Men
ul tross _for disse sorgelige omstendighetene som_former livene
deres, regnes de, sammen med sin spster Anne, som noen ay sin
uids stprste forfattere, med mesterverk som »Stormfulle hpyder”
og »Jane Eyre”. Begge verkene ble wigite under mannlige

psevdonym.

Benedidle Torger (fodr 1971) er fod: og qppwokst i Oslo.
Hun e¢r utdanner ved Unyersuceter i Oslo og ved (Dstlandets
Musikkonservatorium, og hav i ullegg swudert sang privar i
London og gatt flere kurs i stemmebruk hos Roy Hare og ved
Center for Kreativiet og Teater i Kobenkayn., Hun har avbeide:
med improvisaspons-tradisjonene i 1600-tallsmusikk, folkemusikk
0g jagg samt skrever musikk for teater og V. I ullegg ul
arbeider som komponist har hun hatt egne band og vare solist i
Sorskyellige sammenhenger.

1A

» Musikken som er ¢ al disse sangene, er inspirert
ay forfauernes _foreellinger. Ay hpertene som har opplevd bade
disse sterke mprene og tap 1 kyarligher, Jeg har sokt & skape en
melodisk og harmonisk ramme for tekstene som gir lyteren og
utpyerne mulighe: til & legge sin egen historie i,

Stilartsmessig henter komposisponene elementer fra pop, lint fra
Jazz, og liet fra folkemusikk. »Oh, Dream where art Thou now”
har referanser tl 1600-tallets vokal-litteratur og passacaglia-
Sormen, og er inspivert ay duoen Holmereg-Bocks repertoar og
uttryhksregiseer.”

— Benedicle Torget

The duo Holmertg & Bock

The duo Holmertz & Bock have performed at a
number of important festivals, among them the Ber-
gen International Festival and the Vestfold Inter-
national Festival. They have received broad media
attention in radio, television, and newspapers.

They collaborate on this recording with the eminent
Danish musician, Poul Hoxbro.

Duoen Holmerez-Bock

Duoen Holmertg-Bock har opperdde pd bla. Festspillene
Bergen og Vestfoldfestspillene. De har bliet vier swor plass i
media, bdde i radio, TV og ayiser.

Pd denne CD-en har de med seg den eminente danske
mustkeren Poul Hpxbro.



Elisabeth Holmereg
~ SOPRANO

The repertoire of Swedish soprano Elisabeth Holmertz spans from medieval
to present-day via Baroque and includes folk song, experimental musical
theatre, and works of the late Romantic era. She has, however, concentrated
mainly on early and contemporary music. She studied at the Norwegian
Academy of Music with Professor Barbro Markiund-Pétersone, and under
Professor Barbara Schiick at the Hochschule fiir Musik in Kéln, Germany.

Elisabeth made her opera debut in 2005, singing the title role in ‘Ophelias.
Death by Water Singing’ by Henrik Hellstenius. Since then she has received
notice for her interpretations of strong female roles of the opera stage,
including Dido, Oavia (in 7% Coronation of Poppea’ by Monteverdi), and
Armide (Lully). She has appeared as soloist in performances of major works
with the Norwegian Chamber Orchestra, the Norwegian Radio Orchestra,
the Oslo Sinfonietta, Danish Radio’s Underholdningsorkester, the Cikada
Ensemble, and Concerto Copenhagen.

Yet Elisabeth is, above all, a chamber musician who enjoys the company of
other musicians following unconventional paths and exploring new musical
possibilities. In this context, pianist Kenneth Karlsson can be mentioned in
addition to Fredrik and Poul.

Of greatest importance is the music — the music and those whom it
touches.

Elisabeth Holmereg
— SOPRAN

Den syenske sopranen Elisabech Holmertg har et repertoar som spenmer fra middel-
alder- 1l samtidsmusikk, via barokk, viser, cksperi Jr stk 0g sen; k
men tyngdepunkuer 1 hennes arbeid ligger pa udligmusikk og nyskrever musikk. Elisabeth
studerte ved Norges musikkhogskole med professor Barbro Marklund-Pétersone, g ved
Hochschule fiir Mustk Kiln under professor Barbara Schlick.

Hun operadebuterte i 2005 med tivcelvollen i Ophelias: death by water singing av
Henvik Hellstenius og har siden grort fleve ancrkpente tolkninger ay sterke hyinneskik-
kelser pa gperascenen, bla. Dido, Oflayia (Peppeas kroning, Monteverd:) og Armide
(Lully). Hun har vare solist i swrre verk med bla. Der Norske Kammerovkester,
Kringhastingsorkestret, Oslo Sinfonictta, Danmarks Radios Underholdningsorkester,
Cikada og Concerto Copenhagen.

Men mest ay alt er Elisabech kammermusiker, og hun soker seg til andre musikere som
gar wradisjonelle veter og soker nye mustkalske muligheser. I tillegg til Fredrik og Poul

kan neynes pianisien Kenneth Karlsson.

Det vikeigste e musikken. Musikken og menneskene den bergrer.




Fredrik Bock
— THEORBO, BAROQUE GUITAR

Over the past ten years Fredrik Bock has worked as a lutenist and guitar-
ist while based in Copenhagen and Malmé. Taking his inspiration from
the music of the Renaissance and Baroque, Fredrik plays a number of the
many instruments of the guitar and lute family, both as soloist and together
with established soloists, ensembles, and orchestras. Fredrik’s natural curios-
ity and interest in other genres often lead to musical encounters outside the
prevalent spheres of Renaissance and Baroque music: a day at a folk song
festival, the next with pub musicians, and now and then contemporary clas-
sical music. Fredrik performs regularly with some of Europe’s leading en-
sembles and orchestras, including Barokksolistene, Concerto Copenhagen,
Theatre of Voices, Atalante and The Finnish Baroque Orchestra. Fredrik is
one of few lutenists to have become a specialist on Baroque guitar, and his
uncompromising pursuit of artistic excellence has garnered him a number
of grants and prizes. He has, moreover, contributed to a good many radio
and television recordings, as well as CD and DVD productions.

Fredrik Bock

- TEORBE, BAROKKGITAR

Fredrik Bock har de siste 10 drene arbeider som lutenist og gitavise med base
Kobenkayn og Malmé, Med inspiraspon fra renessansens og barokkens musikk spiller
Fredrik fleve ay gitar- og lutfamiliens mange instrumenter, bade som solist og sammen
med andre etableree solister, ensembler og orkestre. Fredriks tneeresse og nysgrerrighet
Sor andre sjangre leder ofte til musikalske moter som ligger wenfor renessansens og
barokkens grengse sfare; den ene dagen sanger pd en visgfestival, den andre dagen
pubmusikk med folkemusikere, og tblant helr nyskrever musikk. Fredyik spiller regelmes-
sig med flere ay Eurgpas ledende ensembler og ovkestre, bl.a. Barokksolistene, Concerto
Copenhagen, Thearre of Voices, Aralante and The Finnish Barogue Orchestra. Som en
ay f4 lurtenister har Fredyik spesialisert seg pd barokkgitaren, og hans kompromissiose
arbeid med denme har giee ham fleve stipender og priser. Fredrik har dessuten medyirke
7 adskillige radio- og TV-innspillinger same CD- 9g DV D-produksyoner.




Poul Hpxbro
— LOW WHISTLE

As musical artist, Poul Hoxbro is a genuine pioneer. He has been called
“the great man of small instruments”, and it is true that he is unique in
the way he has taken the medieval pipe and tabor — played simultane-
ously by one person — out of the shadows and into the full glare of
concert venues the world over. He has moved and inspired audiences with
his virtuosity and remarkable musicianship, transcending the scope of what
seems possible on his distinctive instruments. He has performed in exclu-
sive chamber music venues, as soloist in a contemporary Danish opera at
the Royal Opera House in Copenhagen, on traditional music stages, at
medieval markets, as a theatre musician and teacher, and on recordings.
Besides pipe and tabor, he has mastered all manner of historical percussive
instruments and traditional flutes.

When Poul Hoxbro was honoured with the Danish Radio Symphony
Orchestra’s Emil Holms Grant, it was for his work as” ambassador for
medieval music”. Yet his repertoire spans Scandinavian folk music, Eng-
lish country dances, French Baroque suites, and Danish Rococo music, to
name but a few examples.

Poul Hoxbro

- LOW WHISTLE

Poul Hopxbro er en ekee musikalsk og kunsmerisk pioner. Han har blite kalt »dec lille
instrumentets stove mann”, 0g det er sant at han — som ingen annen I verden — har
klare & lofee middelalderens ins kombinasion ay floyee og tromme, spilt av én og
samme person, ut ay raritetskabinettet og inn pd mangfoldige konserescener verden over.
Med sin virwosteet og swore musikalske innlevelse, som synes & sprenge rammene for
hva som er mulig pd hans ”sma” instrumenter, har han rore og begeistrer publikum pa
cksklustve scener for kammermusikk, som solist i nykomponert opera pad Den Kongelige
Opera i Kobenhayn, pd scener for tradisyonell musikk, pd markeder, som teatermusiker,
pd kurs og pa CD. I tillegg til enkandsflgycene og trommen trakeerer han ogsd alle slags
historiske slagerksinstrumenter og folkelige floyeeryper.

Da Poul Hpxbro motok Danmarks Radios Symfoniorkesters hederspris, Emil Holms
legat, var det for sit arbeid »som middelaldermusikkens ambassadpr”, men hans rep-
ertoar spenner langt videre. Skandinayisk folkemusikk, britiske country dances, franske
barokksutter og dansk rokokkomusikk er bare noen eksempler.




Orpheus with his lute

RALPH VAUGHAN WILLIAMS (1872-1958)
TEXT: WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE (1564-1616)

Orpheus with his lute made trees,
And the mountain tops that freeze,
Bow themselves when he did sing:
To his music plants and flowers
Ever sprung; as sun and showers
There had made a lasting spring.
Every thing that heard him play,
Even the billows of the sea,

Hung their heads, and then lay by.
In sweet music is such art,

Killing care and grief of heart

Fall asleep, or hearing, die.

Orfeus fikk bade trar og frelliopper

ul & bpye seg ndr han sang ul sin lute

T hans musikk sprang vekster og blomster ut
som om solen og regnet hadde skapt evig var.
Alr som horee ham spille,

ogsd bolgene pa haye,

boyde sine hoder og la seg ned.

Det er slik kunst 1 vakker musikk;

den dreper bekymringer og Fpereets sorger,

de sovner, eller dor mens de lyuer.

Bid me bur live

HENRY LAWES (1595-1662)
TEXT: ROBERT HERRICK (1591 = 1674)

Bid me but live, and I will live thy votary to be:
Or bid me love, and I will give a loving heart to thee.

A heart as soft, a heart as kind, a heart as sound and free,

As in the whole world thou canst find, that heart I’ll give to thee.

Bid that heart stay, and it shall stay, and honour thy decree:
Or bid it languish quite away, an’t shall do so for thee.

Bid me to weep, and I will weep, while I have eyes to see:
Or having none, yet I will keep a heart to weep for thee.

Thou art my life, my love, my heart, the very eyes of me:
And hast command of every part, to live or die for thee.

Befal meg & leve, og jeg skal leve og vare deg tro.
Eller befal meg & elske, og reg skal gi deg et elskende hyeree.

Et fyeree sd maldl, sa vennlig, sd rent og fritt som du noenstnme vil finne i denie verden,

det Fyercer vil jeg gi ul deg.

Befal det yerter & bli, o der vil bl og aere din vilpe.
Eller befal det @ forga av lengsel, gg det vil grore det for deg.

Bofal meg & grate, og jeg vil grate sd lenge yeg har gyne & se med.
Og har yeg ingen, vil yeg la mit fyeree grate for deg.

Du er miz liy, min kjarligher, mint byeree, selve gynene mine,
og du besternmer om de skal leve eller dp for deg.

Duwyine

BENEDICTE TORGET (1971-)

TEXT: EMILY BRONTE (1818-1848)

— ADAPTATION BY BENEDICTE TORGET

Sleep not dream not this bright day
will not cannot last for an ay

bliss like thine is bought by years
dark with torment and with tears
Sweeter far than placid pleasures
purer higher beyond measure

yet alas the sooner turning

to hopeless, endless mourning

I love thee for all divine

All full of grace thy features shine

Darling enthusiast holy child

Too good for this world’s warren wild...
And blame me not, if, when the dread
of suffering clouds thy youthful head...

Sweeter....

And blame me not if when the dread
Of suffering clouds thy youthful head
If when by crime and sorrow tost

Thy wandering bark is wrecked and lost
I too depart, I too decline,

And make thy path no longer mine

Yet all with long gaze afar

Adorning virtues distant star.

I loved you....

Sov ikke, drom ikke, denne lyse dagen

skal ikke, kan ikke, vare evig

Lykke som din betales med g, morke ay smeree og taver,
speere enn stille glede,

rencre, hgyere enn noen kan male.

Men likevel blir den senere forvandler 1l haplps, endelps sorg.
Jeg elsker deg for alt det guddommelige.

Din skyonnher lyser ay ndde.

Elskede, brennende, hellige barn,
Jfor god for denne verdens swormende labyrine.

Klandre meg ihke nay kyalene skygger diee ungdommelige sinn,
Soere enn seille gled,

renere, hoyere enn noen kan male.

Men likevel blir den senere forvandles til haplps, endelps sorg.
Jeg elsker deg for alt der guddommelige.

Din stgonnher lyser ay nade.

Net, klandre meg thke ndy kyalene formorker ditt ungdommelige sinm,
dersom forbryeelser og sorg odelegger ditt forvillete skall.

Jeg forsyinner ogsd, yeg blir ogsd mindre,

0g sorger for at din vei ikke lenger er min,

men allud med blikke: langt fram

mens jeg beundrer dydens frerne syerne.

Jeg elsker deg for alt der guddommelige.

Sweet stay awhile

HENRY LAWES (1595-1662)
TEXT: JOHN DONNE (1572-1631)

Sweet stay awhile: why do you rise?
The light you see comes from your eyes:
The day brakes not; it is my heart,

To think that I from you must part.

O stay, or else my joys must die,

And perish in their infancy.

O let me die on this fair breast,

Far sweeter than the Phoenix’ nest.
Love, raise desire with thy sweet charms
Within the centre of her arms:

And let those blissful kisses cherish

My infant joys which else would perish.

Min lyare, bli en stund; hyorfor gar du?

Lyser du ser kommer fra dine gyne:

Dez er ikke dagen som gryr, det er mitt Fevee som brister
ndy yeg trov yi md skilles.

A, by, ellers md min glede dp,

og forgd i sin barndom.

La meg dp pd dirt vakre brys.,

sd mye shyonmere enn Foniks’ red.

Amor, vekk begraret i hennes fayn med dine spte kunseer
0g la de salige kyssene verne om

min barnlige lykke som ellers ville forga

Slide soft you silyer floods

HENRY LAWES (1595-1662)
TEXT: WILLIAM BROWNE (1590-164s)

Slide soft you silver floods,

And ev’ry spring within these shady woods;
Let no bird sing,

nor from this grove

a turtle dove be seen to couple with his love.
But silence on each dale and mountain dwell,
Whilst that I weeping bid my love farewell.

You nymphs of Thetis’ train,

You mermaids fair that on the shores

do plane your seagreen hair,

As you in trammels knit your locks

Weep ye, and force the craggy rocks

In heavy murmurs through broad shores tell
While that I weeping bid my love farewell.

Gli suille, elver ay soly,

og alle kilder i denne skyggefulle skog.

Ingen fugl far synge,

fher 1 lunden

far ingen due Bli sert sammen med sin kyre.
Men la sillher dvele i hyer dal og pd hyere frell
ndy jeg graende ster farvel ul min lyare.

Dere nymifer i Theris’ folge,

dere vakre spgpomfruer som flewer deves sogronne hdy pd stranden
og binder neee ay deres loker.

Grat, og ting de grove klippene

il & foreelle, med tunge sukl,

om hyordan jeg gratende tar farvel med min kyare.

No more shall meads
be deck’d with flowrs /

Loye’s constancy

NICHOLAS LANIER (1588-1666)
TEXT: THOMAS CAREW (1595-1640)

No more shall meads be deck’d with flow’rs
Nor sweetness live in rosy bowers

Nor greenest buds on branches spring

Nor warbling birds delight to sing

Nor April violets paint the grove,

When once I leave my Celia’s love.

The fish shall in the ocean burn,

and fountains sweet shall bitter turn,
the humble vale no floods shall know.
When floods shall highest hills o’erflow:
Black Lethe shall oblivion leave,

Before my Celia I deceive.

Love shall his bow and shafts lay by
and Venus’ doves want wings to fly,
The sun refuse to show his light,

and day shall then be turn’d to night,
and in that night no stars appear
When e’er I leave my Celia dear.

Love shall no more inhabit earth,
Nor lovers more shall love for worth,
nor joy above in heaven dwell,

Nor pain torment poor souls in hell
grim death no more shall horrid prove
When e’er I leave bright Celia’s love.

Aldyi mer skal engen dekkes ay blomseer,
el heller rosens skypnnhet blomstre,

el heller gromme knopper springe i,

el heller fuglen kvitre ay glede,

el heller froler farge lunden,

om jeg gir slipp pd min Celias kyarligher.

Fisken vil brenne I haver,

spee kilder bli birre,

ingen elyer renne [ den sulle dalen,
ndy floder skal oversypmme frellene:
Myrke Letke il forlate glemselen
Jor jeg bedrar min Celia.

Amor vil forlate sin pil og bue

og Venus’ duer vil ha vinger & fly med
Solen yil nekee 4 lyse,

0g dagen bli 1l nar.

Og 1 den naeen vil ingen syerner vise seg
om jeg forlater min kyare Celia.

Krarlighe: il ikke lenger bo pd jorden,

elskende aldri mer elske,

ingen glede rdde 1 hammelen,

el heller skal syeler pines @ helyece,

den strenge dpd skal aldri plage mer

om jeg gir slipp pd den lysende Celias kyarlighet.



Let beauty awake

RALPH VAUGHAN WILLIAMS (1872-1958)
TEXT: ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON (1850-1894)

Let beauty awake in the morn from beautiful dreams,
Beauty awake from rest!

Let beauty awake for beauty’s sake

In the hour when the birds awake in the brake

And the stars are bright in the west!

Let beauty awake in the eve from the slumber of day,
Awake in the crimson eve!

In the day’s dusk end when the birds ascend

Let her wake to the kiss of a tender friend

To render again and receive!

La slyonnheten vatkne om morgenen fra vakre drommer.
Skyonnhet, yalone fra hyile!

La skypnnheten yatne for skjonnhees skyld

ndy fuglene vakner 1 morgengry

og sypernene er klare 1 yest.

La skypnnheten yakne om kvelden fra dagens slumring,
vdkne i den rubinrode aftenen,

1 skumringen ndy fuglene leveer.

La henne vakne ay et kyss fra en gm venn
Sfor d gi tilbake og ta tmor.

Weep no more

NICHOLAS LANIER (1588-1666)
TEXT: CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE (1564-1593)

Weep no more, weep no more my wearied eyes

Leave off your sad lamenting

Cease my voice your mournful cries

Since she, she, only she, cruel she

Pleasure takes in my tormenting.

And my griev’d heart, long time with sighs oppressed,
Which endlessly to her I sent as messengers of my unrest
Now let her know, all love to her is spent.

Nor blind love, nor blind love no more shall boast
Or glory in my tormenting

Her disdains my love hath lost

For that, that, only that, only that bred me too,
too late repenting.

Now, now no more, my heart shall beauty charm
With rosy cheeks or glistering eye

For in fair looks lies hidden harm

And love’s too blind the danger to espy.

Grat thke mer, mine trotee gyne.

Gi opp deves sorgfulle klage.

T over min rost med dine forvilte rop,

siden hun, bare hun, den grusomme,

Sfinner nyeelse 1 min smerte.

Og mitt tunge hyeree,

som sd lenge har vart tynger ay suldk,

har yeg sendr 1l henne som sendebud for min uro.
La henne vite at all kyarlighet ol henne er opplruke.

Ei feller skal den blinde Amor skryce
eller bepubles 1 min smeree.
Hennes forake fikk min krerlighet il & forsyinne,

Jor det, bare det, ga meg alt for sent omyendelse.
Aldri mer skal mitt bperee sparmeres ay skjonnher,
med rosenrode kinn eller klare gyne.

For i et yaldert yere skyules ondskapen,
g lyarligheten er alifor blind ul & oppdage faren.

Oh, dream where are thou now

BENEDICTE TORGET (1971-)
TEXT: EMILY BRONTE (1818-1848)
— ADAPTATION BY BENEDICTE TORGET

Oh, dream where art thou now?
Long years have past away

Since last from off thine angel brow
I saw the light decay.

Alas, alas for me

Thou wert so bright and fair,

I could not think thy memory
Would yield me nought but care!

The sun-beam and the storm,
The summer-eve divine,

The silent night of solemn calm,
The full moon’s cloudless shine,

Were once entwined with thee,
But now with weary pain,

Lost vision! “tis enough for me —
Thou canst not shine again.

A, dvom, hyor er du nd?
Lange dr har gav siden sist jeg sd
lyset forsyinne fra diet engleansike.

Ak, for meg var du sa lys, sd vakker
Jeg kunne ikke tro ar minnee om deg
bare ville gi meg sorg.

Solstrdlen og stormen,

den guddommelige sommerkyelden,
den Poyiidelige, stille natten,
Sullmdnens klave skinn

horee en gang sammen med deg.
Men nd, med g smerte

Tapt vispon! det er nok.

Du kan ikke lyse mer.

1 ake, o take

RALPH VAUGHAN WILLIAMS (1872-1958)
TEXT: WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE (1564-1616)

Take, o take those lips away,

That so sweetly were forsworn,

And those eyes: the break of day
Lights that do mislead the morn;
But my kisses bring again, bring again,

Seals of love, but sealed in vain.

A, a bort de leppene

som forrddies sd spit;

o0g de dynene, dagen som gryr,

lys som leder morgenen vill.

Men mine kyss gir tlbake, gir cilbake
lyarlighesens segl, men ble forsegler forgreves.

The sky aboye the roof

RALPH VAUGHAN WILLIAMS (1872-1958)
ENGLISH TEXT: MABEL DEARMER (1872-1915)

ORIGINAL FRENCH TEXT: PAUL VERLAINE (1844-1896)

The sky above the roof is calm and sweet
A tree above the roof bends in the heat.
A bell from out the blue drowsily rings:
A bird from out the blue plaintively sings.

Ah God! A fife is here, simple and fair
Murmurs of strife are here lost in the air.

Why dost thou weep, o heart, poured out in tears?

What hast thou done, o heart,
With thy spent years?

Le ciel est, par-dessus le toit,
Si bleu, si calme !

Un arbre, par-dessus le toit,
Berce sa palme.

La cloche, dans le ciel qu’on voit,
Doucement tinte.

Un oiseau sur I’arbre qu’on voit
Chante sa plainte.

Mon Dieu, mon Dieu, la vie est la
Simple et tranquille.

Cette paisible rumeur-la

vient de la ville.

Quas-tu fait, 6 toi que voila
Pleurant sans cesse,

Dis, qu’as-tu fait, toi que voila,
De ta jeunesse?

Himmelen over taker,
sd bld, sd rolig.

Et tre over taker
boyer sin krone.

Jeg ser pd den bl himmelen
twor en klokke klinger myke,
Jeg ser pd treet

Pwor en fugl synger klagende.

A gud, her er lver
entelt og stille.
Summingen

er lyden ay byen.

Hya har du grore,
du som oyersyommes ay taver;
hva har du grort med din ungdom?

Diying
BENEDICTE TORGET (1)7! )

TEKST: CHARLOTTE BRONTE (1816-1855)
— ADAPTATION BY BENEDICTE TORGET

Look into thought and say what do you see?

Dive, be not fearful how dark the waves flow.

Deeper, ay, deeper the fairest fie low,

Deeper, ay, deeper, low the fairest lie.
(But) Sing through the surge and bring back pearls to me

What have I given to hear the soft sweap (...)

Thoughts were untroubled and dreams were asleep.

In the gloom that closed over me no form floated by;
How dim died the sun and how far hung the sky.

(But) Sing through the surge and bring back pearls to me

I have dived, I have sought them but none have I found
In the gloom that closed over me no form floated by

As I sank through the void depths so deep and profound
How dim died the sun and how far hung the sky...

(But) Sing through the surge and bring back pearls to me

St tnn 1 tanken og si meg, hva ser du?

Dykk ned, var ikke redd for de mprke bplgene.

Dypere, ja, dypere, det vakreste ligger dypt.

Dypere, a, dypere, dypt ligger dec yakoeste.

Men syng grennom dgringene; ta med perler ilbake nl meg.

Jeg ville grove alt for & hore den syake susingen.

Tankene var sorglpse og drommene soy.

Ingen skikkelse gled forbi i morker som omslurter meg;

& blek var solen, s& frern yar himmelen.

Men syng grennom dpringene; ta med perler ulbake ul meg.

Jeg har dykbet, jeg har lett, men ingen har jeg funne.
Ingen skikkelse gled forbi i mpvker som omsluteet meg,

da jeg sank ned i det tomme dypet, sd swrt og dunkelr.

S blek var solen, sa frern var himmelen.

Men syng grennom dpningene; ta med perler tilbake ul meg.

Wert thou yer fairer than thou ar:

HENRY LAWES (1595-1662)

Wert thou yet fairer than thou art
(which lies not in the power of art)
or hadst thou in thine eyes more darts
than Cupid shot at hearts:

yet if they were not thrown at me

I would not cast a glance at thee.

I’d rather marry a disease

then court the thing I cannot please
She that will cherish my desires

Must court my flames with equal fires:
What pleasure is there in a kiss

To him that doubts the heart’s not his?

I love thee not because thou art fair
smoother than slumber, soft as air

not for the Cupids that do lie

in either corner of thine eye.

Would you then know what it might be?
“Tis I love you, cause you love me.

Om du yar enda vakrere enn du er
(det ligger ihke i kunstens make ),
eller om dine gyne hadde fleve piler
enn dem Amor skyor mot byereer
Om de ikke ble skutt mor meg,

ville jeg thke engang se pd deg.



Jeg ville keller gifte meg med en sykdom

enn & grove kur til den jeg aldyi kan grore forngyd.
Hun som skal ta seg ay min ard,

md besyare mine flammer med samme ild.

Hyor mye glede finnes i et kyss

Iwis man wiler pd at kyereer tilhprer en sely?

Jeg elsker deg ikke fordi du er vakker,

mildere enn soyn, myk som luft,

el heller for amorinene som hwiler 1 gyckrokene dine.
Vil du vite hva som er grunnen?

Den er at yeg elsker deg ford: du elsker meg.

Transcendent beauty

HENRY LAWES (1595-1662)

Transcendent beauty thou that art

Light to mine eyes, life to my heart

And in whose virtue rests alone

The only true philosopher’s stone

For as theelixir can restore nature decayed
as t’was before,

Thy power hath wrought a stranger thing
By changing autumn to a spring

A nature thou appear’st to each
which no philosophy can reach

The fates themselves attend thy doom
Each constellation makes thee room.
Such wonder thy dominion brings
Upon us sublunary things

That by thy virtue thou hast won
More fame than nature, or the sun.

Opverpordiske skionnhet, du som er
lys_for mine gyne, mitt hyerees liy.
Bare i dine dyder hyiler den sanne
visdommens sten.

For pd samme maie som den elikstren
kan grenskape natur som har forfals,
sd har din make skapt noe merkeligere;
vendr hst il yay.

Du framstdy som stgrve enn all filosofi.

Sely skyebnegudinnene omfayner din dom.
Syernebildene lager plass ul deg.

Din make skaper slike undre for oss jordiske vesener
at med din dyd har du yunner

mer storket enn naturen eller solen.

Tell me not that
I die or live by thee

JOHN TAYLOR

Tell me not that I die or live by thee

And as thou points my doom so it must be
Or that my life, dids’t thou but leave to love
Would like a long disease as weary prove:
Since he whose mind is proof against his fate
Makes himself happy at the worst estate.

¢Tis vanity for man to build his bliss

on the frail favour of a woman’s kiss

and most unmanly to enthral his eye

when heav’n and nature gives it liberty.

Since women’s fancies with their fashions change
And love for fashion to each face that’s strange.

I know the humours of your sex is such

you ne’er could value any one thing much;

for should that breast with constant flames be fired
“Twere more than I expected though desire’d
Then think me not so fond although I love

But as thou stear’st thou course,

So mine shall move.

He that hath wealth and can that wealth forgo
is his own man, not slave by any woe;

so armed with resolution I am free

and still o’er-comer of my destiny.

Yet know I love, though I can leave that state
He best knows how to love, knows how to hate.

Foreell meg ikke at om jeg lever eller dor, sd er det for deg,
0g at hyis du bestemmer min skjebne, s’ skal det bli slik,
og at hyis du sluter & elske meg,

ville ltyer mite bli som en eneste lang sykdom.

Den som har formuften som vern mot sin skyebne,

er lykkelig i sely den verste stunden.

Dez er fafeng: & bygge sin lykke

pd et fundament sd skjore som en kyinnes kyss,

og umandig 4 la blikket sttt fanges

ndy himmel og natur har gite det friker.

Siden kyinners begrar forandrer seg med deres yaner,
og kyaerligheten til det yane med hyere ulgente ansik.

Jeg vee ar deres kypnns nykker gror ar dere

aldyi seteer pris pd samme ting lenge om gangen;
og yeg verken ber om eller gnsker

at kyereee skal brenne konstant.

Og tro ihke at jeg er forfore sely om jeg elsher,
men om du endrer hurs, sd endres ogsd min.

Han som har rikdom og klarer 4 gi slipp pd den,
er sin egen herre og ingen slave;

sd bevapner med besluttsomber

er 76g fri, og min skyebnes overmann.

Sa i at jeg elsker,

men at jeg 0gsd kan forlate den sinnsstemmingen,
Han vet best hyordan man elsker,

som vet hyordan man hater.

A clear midnight/Evening hymn

RALPH VAUGHAN WILLIAMS (1872-1958) / HENRY PURCELL (1659-169s)
TEXT: WALT WHITMAN (1819-1892)

This is thy hour, O soul, thy free flight into the wordless

Away from books, away from art, the day erased, the lesson done.
Thee fully forth emerging, silent, gazing,

Pondering the themes thou lovest best,

Night, sleep, death, and the stars.

Hallelujah.

Syel, detee er din time, din reise inn i det ordlpse,
bort fra bokene, bovt fra kunsten.

Dagen er over, leksen lart,

Du siger fram, stille, becrakeende,

grubler pd det du elsker mest,

natten, spynen, doden og syernene.

Hallelyja.,

Lullaby

BENEDICTE TORGET (1971-)
TEXT: EMILY BRONTE (1818-1848)
— ADAPTATION BY BENEDICTE TORGET

This shall be thy lullaby,

Rocking on the stormy sea;

Though it roar in thunder wild,
Sleep, stilly sleep my dark-haired child

When our shuddering boat was crossing
Eldern’s lake, so rudely tossing,

Then t’was first my nursling smiled;
Sleep, softly sleep my fair-browed child.

Waves above thy cradle brake;
Foamy tears are on the cheek;
Yet the ocean’s self grows mild
When it bears my slumbering child.

Dete skal vare din yuggesang.

Den yugger deg pd det stormende hayet.
Sely om det dronner ay vill torden,
sov, sov stille, mite morkhdyete barn.

Da vdy skpelyende bat krysset
Elderns 19, sa uforskammet gyngend,
smitlee mite barn for forsee gang.

Sov myke, sov, mitt vakre barn,

Bolger bryter mor din vugge,
skurmmende tdver pd dite kinn.
WMen sely haver blir mild:

ndy det barer mint slumrende barn.
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9: Ok, dream where art thou now (o;.:2)

BENEDICTE TORGET, TEXT: EMILY BRONTE
— ADAPTATION BY BENEDICTE TORGET

Elisabeth Holmertg — soprano, Fredrik Bock — theorbo

100 Take, 0 take (o)

RALPH VAUGHAN WILLIAMS, TEXT: WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
Elisabeth Holmereg — soprano, Fredrik Bock — theorbo,

Poul Hpxbro — low whisile

11 Prelude (o9
FRANCESCO CORBETTA
Fredrik Bock — Barogue guitar

12 The sky above the ro0of (os.47)
RALPH VAUGHAN WILLIAMS, TEXT: MABEL DEARMER
Elisabech Holmertg — soprano, Fredrik Bock — theorbo,

Poul Hosxbro — low whistle

13/ Dwmg (04:39)

BENEDICTE TORGET, TEXT: EMILY BRONTE

— ADAPTATION BY BENEDICTE TORGET
Elisabeth Holmertg — soprano, Fredrik Bock — theorbo

142 Were thou yet fairer than thou art (o:.r)
HENRY LAWES
Elisabech Holmereg — soprano, Fredrik Bock — Baroque guitar

15+ Transcendent beauty (o:.09)
HENRY LAWES
Elisabeth Holmertg — soprano, Fredrik Bock — theorbo

167 Tell me not thar I die or live by thee (i5:49)
JOHN TAYLOR
Elisabeth Holmerez — soprano, Fredrik Bock — Theorbo

17 A clear midnight [ Evening hymn (o5.20)
RALPH VAUGHAN WILLIAMS/HENRY PURCELL,

TEXT: WALT WHITMAN

Elisabeth Holmereg — soprano, Fredrik Bock — theorbo

18+ My Dowland’s midnight (o)
JOHN DOWLAND
Fredrik Bock — theorbo

19 Lullaby (o:5:)

BENEDICTE TORGET, TEXT: EMILY BRONTE

— ADAPTATION BY BENEDICTE TORGET
Elisabeth Holmertg — soprano, Fredrik Bock — theorbo
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