"T' Viel een
ﬁen)el/s Dauwe

Dutch traditional

“‘Deavenly dew did land upon my
doling windowsill"

Det viel eens hemels douwe
voor mijns liefs uensterkiin,
ick en weel geen schoonder urouwe,
si sltael inl herte mijn;
si houl myn herte bevangen
felck is so seer doorwont,
mocht ic noch troost ontfanghen,
s0 waer ic gansch ghesont.

Die winter is uerganghen,
ic sie des meys virtuyt,
ic sie die loouerkens hangen,
die bloemen spruylen int cruyh;
in gheenen, groenen dale
daer ist genoechlije 3iin,
daer singhel die nachtegale
ende so menich voghelkijn.

Te wil den mey gaen houwen
voor myns liefs vensterkiin,
ende scencken myn lief trouwe,
die alder liefste mijn,
ende segghen: lief, will comen
voor u cleyn uensterken staen,
ontfael den mey met bloemen,
hi is so schoone ghedaen.'

Omeysken si was beraden,

si liel haer liefsten in
heymelic al stille

in een cleyn camerkin,
daer lagen si twee verborghen

een corle wijle ende niet lane,
die wachler opler mueren

hief op een liet, hi sanck.

‘Och, isser yemant inne,
die schaf hem balde van daen,
ic sie den dach op dringhen,
al in dal oosten op gaen.
Du schaft u balde van henen
fol op een ander tiji!
Den tijt sal noch wel keeren,
dat ghi sull 3ijn verbliji.

= ‘Och swighet, wachter, stille
ende lael u singhen staen:
daer is so schoonen urouwe
in mijnen armen bevaen;
si heeft mijn herle genesen,
twelck was so seer doorwont,
och, wachler goel, gepresen,
en makes niemant condt.'

= Tr sie den dach op dringhen,
tscheyden moet ymmer 3ijn;
ic moel miin dageliel singen,
wacht u, edel ruyter fijn,
ende maect u rasch van henen
fol op een ander Hijh;
den tijt sal noch wel comen,
dal ghi sull 3ijn verblijt.'
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Hlas 12earas

Music & Words by Ari Ari

Habla Ia historia del nifio del pucblo
en su jauwla ota cantar
dos pajarites Qe alttas negras

que al cantar parecian lorar

El sol entraba por la ventana

del nifio del pueblo y feliz

abria los ofos y escuch@ba los pdjaros
que cantaban y parecian morir

Ob,.. alas negras negro corazién

Cl\ea’ Light

“DETAILED HISTORY OF A LADY’S JUST REVENGE”

Liord Borge

composed by Annelies Jonkers
&’ Laura Verstappen

Quand la Lune

Words by Miguel Rudolf-Cibien & Annelies
Jonkers, Music by Annelies Jonkers

Quand la lune
te parlera

St elle tappelle, si elle épelle
&pelle ton nom
ne la rate pas

Laisse tomber ce que tu Jais
sors tout de suste
pour la retrouvver

Quand la lune

te retrouvera

elle ouvrira un seul @il
un seul @il rivé sur toi

mais cest dans Pautre
@il quelle cache
que tout ce cache

que tout ce passe

Quand la lune
de ses deux yeux te regardera

tu tenvoles
vers les champs dargent

tu tenvoles
dans une lumiere élatante

tu tenvoles
dans la brume claire

ou rien
west ce qu'il sera

LQuand la lune
te parlera

Si dlle Yappelle, si elle épelle
épelle ton nom
ne la rate pas

Laisse tomber ce que tu_fais sors

Obyewe en su Jaula Uoraban y & pedia perdin % de suste pour la retrouver
Luand la lune te pariera

De dia cantaban y el nifio del pueblo
sentia gran pena y dolor
después sus camtares sonaban de noche

grito de liberacitn

Ob... alas negras negro corazién

Ob.. libertad en la jaula loran por I opresion

El padre del nifio del pueblo cansado
mats a no de los dos
y e pajarito lloraba su pena

su jaula su destino y su amor

Ob.. alas negras negro corazén
Ob.. libertad a despertady al lobo feroz

El ninio del pueblo se arms de corage

y a su padre, desafis
arrofé una piedra al cierre de la jaula
y al pdjaro, libers

Ob... alas negras negro corazén

Obuwee su canto era libre a pesar del dolor

a—

"gﬁant fo free c%ei biris"

On a bright day in August, they met by a stream
A young woman, and a man of means

They sat by the rockbed and fell deep in love

He cradled her hand as they spoke

Every night for a fortnight they met by the stream
And on the eve of the autumn he bed her

As he climbed on his horse, he said: no remorse;
If you are with child I will wed thee

Came at the stream, I tore him right in
He floated awhile, went under
Then came to a road of gravel and boulders
Grated his back and shoulders
Bloodied his knees unable to see
Crags, posts, scree, fences, lumber
If he could get up, untie the knot
I’d let him and I’d forget him

When came the winter she’d still seen no blood
And she understood that she was pregnant

She sent him a letter, he fast arrived

But it wasn’t as she had expected

He laid out a spread, of meat eggs and bread
And a brew that contained the St John’s wort
Not knowing the plant, she drank till the end
And thought next he’d ask for her hand

A terrible pain it took her insides

As she lay on the floor she was witness
How he walked down the stream,
leaving her and the horse

To fend for herself in her sickness

A fire inside her; she stained the horse red
As she mounted to run down the coward
She spurred on the beast and tore right away
To chase him and catch him; the bastard

Georgian traditional

39605 L300 T> A0S,
d96%g Bog®m3s s Lgzws0s,
FmOL Hobigersd BAoMm 49y®50s,
230l M35¢0g0000 bggsds.

39630 boM, s©0sM(3 35M0bsM,

39 31U 3sfjg3bst bobiemogo.
dobs ™A 3deg dmydmeg

DB JMBIYW™ Q30O

3590 dm0sb HoMmbo
9036003505 XIMOL-XIMSY,
396 bggo0s Ho3wgdm
3699¢0 B59MIPOL 035M5s.

096 Bl 3ol 3gme dmoygd
B990 Lomnddgeog obseo.
390585309 ©> 3350,
OmamO3 BgeJgbds obsto.

Music & words by Ari Ari

The forest Where once we were one
It burns it burns it burns

When I saw your eyes it was too late
A sparkless heart started to shine
Light up, burn down

I could feel the desert sun and the cinnamon taste

Your hands and feet
The roots, the leaves
You move like a tree branch in the wind

But I know what comes it hurts
And it is not yet the worst

The forest where once we were one
It burns, it burns, it burns

When you start to sing something will break
Maybe the thread that keeps my life safe

It all changes, I burn down

You fill my days and nights, my time is yours
Your voice singing songs

Even when it stops

It’s like the air is filled with your own voice
And I know what comes it hurts,

and it is not yet the worst, *
The ashes they fly away now

My heart stays still and burns

There was a Lord and he gave me a horse
But relinquished myself and his offspring
I sprung on the beast and tore right away
To chase him and catch him; the bastard

I tied him behind and I kicked the mare’s sides
Away we were, dragging him by us

By and by he lost his stride

He fell and was rendered helpless

La Petenera

Traditional; arrangement inspired
by Inti-illimani Histdrico

“INDECENT BALLAD of men
tempted by the sea and it’s SIRENS”

La sirena esta encantada porque desobedecio
no més por una bafiada que en Jueves Santo se dio
y a la semana sagrada.

La sirena de la mar me dicen que es muy bonita
yo la quisiera encontrar pa' besarle su boquita
pero como es animal no se puede naditita.

Una vez yo me embarqué y en una barquita inglés
al pasar por Alemania me dijo un sabio francés
en la costa americana alumbra el sol al revés.

Estando yo recostado en lo fresco de la arena
Of la voz de un pescado que le dijo a la sirena
que trabajos he pasado por amar a una Morena
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Music &’ words by Annelies Jonkers

“Merry tune to the doom
of modern inventions"

When you're out in the woods, my friend
be wise and guard your honey

Therés an elf who has gone to the dark
and harvests men for money

When you're lost in the woods hell flash
a light from behind a tree trunk

Oh don't stare into his spell

for you will fast get light-drunk

Oh by that wicked light
so blue and bright in the deep dark night
oh by that wicked light is where I lost my darling

That damn light will pull you in
with illusions of magic

who gets lost in that cloud awaits
a fate so grim and tragic

Stuck in the woods there are millions now
who fell into that blue spell

bodies rotten and minds wiped out

in semi-death they'll always dwell

Oh by that wicked light
so blue and bright in the deep dark night
oh by that wicked light is where I lost my darling

Oh watch out for magic spells
or forever you will dwell

never trust that wicked elf

dor't you stare and lose yourself

There by that wicked light
so blue and bright in the deep dark night
oh by that wicked light is where I lost my darling

THE SEA

Music & words by Annelies Jonkers

’I‘he sea, the sea, she’s calling me
a-swaying swaying slow

A burning sky awaiting me

a fiery evening-glow

The undercurrent's droning tones
they pull me in so close

How deeply I'm in love with you
the sea, the sea, she knows

Rise and rise
fall and fall

rI‘he sea, the sea, whispers to me

of worlds beyond the blue

Of seeking, leaving, finding

and of trembling through and through
her bashing and her crashing and her
smashing

when she groans

her liquid arms embracing me
wherever I will roam

'I\he sea the sea, she sings to me

with heads of rolling foam

with screeching cries from boobies® beaks
with tales of coming home

the salty wind all in my face

her waves a-crashing in

oh darling, darling come with me

come hear where the sea sings
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Keiko

Music & Words by Ari Ari
“Lament for a lost friend”

Se fue a unas galaxias mas bellas
Y ahora flores viven en su hogar
Si tu siempre vas a ser eterna
Aquf hoy nos falta tu cantar

Las flores de los arboles cayeron

El sol perdi6 sus ganas de brillar

Y ni la fuerza que me diste es suficiente
Para dejarte que te vayas sin Jorar

Y un, camino que se tuerce es un sendero
Que se anda aunque duela caminar

Si mi sino es encontrarte en el cielo
Andaré hasta las estrellas alcanzar,

Yo andaré hasta las estrellas alcanzar

Uh-ah-uh-ah-u

En mi jardin habrd flores con tu nombre
Y en la cocina un te verde para ti

Y de mi boca siempre vas a ser la historia
Cada son de canto alegre va por ti

Y las flores de los arboles cayeron
El sol perdic sus ganas de brillar
Y ni la fuerza que me diste es suficiente
Para dejarte que te vayas sin Jorar

Legiana Collective makes and expands traditional folk music. For centuries traditional
music was spread by ear, but printed songs also played a large part. So-called
broadsheets’ ewere prints for the masses, with enticing titles, endless verses and
illustrated awith awoodcuts, sold by singers in the street.
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