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Message from
Paul Kelly

Anna Goldsworthy approached me two years ago about the
possibility of doing a show with her trio Seraphim. She suggested
a collaboration with our friend James with whom we’d both
worked before. Being a big admirer of James and Anna’s work, I
needed no second invitation. After a few discussions we decided
on our frame – to set poetry about birds to music.

Birds have fascinated poets for centuries, not just for their song
and flight but as symbols: of hope, freedom, love, communication,
peace, luck – good and bad - and migration. And what better way
to honour them than by sending songs out into the air?
We started tossing poems, old and new, back and forth and
James and I set to work. Long distance, mostly, sending
sketches between Melbourne and Perth with a few face to face,
mano a mano sessions.

We recruited Alice Keath for her distinctive singing and
instrumental skills on banjo, auto-harp, glockenspiel, percussion
and synthesizer. James fired up his electric guitar with effects
pedals and at our first workshop in July 2018 we sensed a hybrid
winged beast emerging from the pages of our poets via our
muscles, brains, hearts and mouths.

We’ve aimed to create an evocative sound-scape, each poem its
own world, delicate and intimate at times, colossal and grinding at
others, with all states in between, all the while celebrating winged
creatures from the barn owl to the nightingale, from the thornbill
to the falcon, from the magpie to the swan.
We’re confident it will fly!
Paul Kelly,
February 2019

This show would not have been possible without the glorious
impression made by birds on the artists. To our great dismay,
these wild creatures - our magnificent muses - face threat
worldwide. We have many vulnerable bird species that need
attention in South Australia, including the Yellow Tailed Black
Cockatoo which is impacted mostly by habitat loss.
We ask that you please learn more about how you may
assist in the protection of birdlife near you - for the sake
of the birds and for the beauty they bring.
More information can be found at
www.australianwildlife.org

About the
artists
Paul Kelly

Paul Kelly has recorded over 25 albums, several
film soundtracks and published a a self-described
‘mongrel memoir’, How To Make Gravy, in an
influential career spanning four decades. He was
inducted into the ARIA Hall of Fame in 1997.
In 2017, he was appointed as an officer of the
Order of Australia His latest release is ‘Nature’.

James Ledger

James Ledger is a composer with a body of work
that spans from solo to orchestral music. He has
been composer-in-residence and commissioned
by many ensembles, arts organisations and
festivals. His orchestral music has been performed
internationally. His music has won APRA and ARIA
awards. James conducts and lectures in composition
at the Conservatorium of Music at the University of
Western Australia.

Alice Keath

Alice Keath is a songwriter, composer, performer,
and broadcaster. As one half of duo Sweet Jean,
Alice has released two albums, and toured
throughout Australia and internationally. She
has worked as a composer and sound designer
for theatre and dance, and received several
scholarships relating to music and broadcasting.
She currently presents Afternoons on
ABC Classic FM.

Seraphim Trio

Since winning the Piano Trio Prize and the
Audience Choice Award at the Australian National
Chamber Music Competition, Seraphim Trio
has become one of Australia’s most beloved
ensembles. The trio collaborates regularly with
Australia’s leading musicians, and maintains a
robust commissioning program. Further highlights
of 2019 include the premiere of a new trio by
Richard Mills; a tour for the Australian National
Academy of Music with violist Martin Alexander;
and the release of a CD set celebrating the history
of the piano trio for ABC Classics.

BLACK COCKATOOS Judith Wright

Each certain kind of weather or of light
has its own creatures. Somewhere else they wait
as though they but inhabited heat or cold,
twilight or dawn, and knew no other state.
Then at their time they come, timid or bold.
So when the long drought-winds, sandpaper-harsh,
were still, and the air changed, and the clouds came,
and other birds were quiet in prayer or fear,
these knew their hour. Before the first far flash
lit up, or the first thunder spoke its name,
in heavy flight they came, till I could hear
the wild black cockatoos, tossed on the crest
of their high trees, crying the world’s unrest.

THE DARKLING THRUSH Thomas Hardy
I leant upon a coppice gate
When Frost was spectre-grey,
And Winter’s dregs made desolate
The weakening eye of day.
The tangled bine-stems scored the sky
Like strings of broken lyres,
And all mankind that haunted nigh
Had sought their household fires.

The land’s sharp features seemed to be
The Century’s corpse outleant,
His crypt the cloudy canopy,
The wind his death-lament.
The ancient pulse of germ and birth
Was shrunken hard and dry,
And every spirit upon earth
Seemed fervourless as I.
At once a voice arose among
The bleak twigs overhead
In a full-hearted evensong
Of joy illimited;
An aged thrush, frail, gaunt and small,
In blast-beruffled plume,
Had chosen thus to fling his soul
Upon the growing gloom.
So little cause for carolings
Of such ecstatic sound
Was written on terrestrial things
Afar or nigh around,
That I could think there trembled through
His happy good-night air
Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew
And I was unaware.

LEDA AND THE SWAN W. B. Yeats

A sudden blow: the great wings beating still
Above the staggering girl, her thighs caressed
By the dark webs, her nape caught in his bill,
He holds her helpless breast upon his breast.
How can those terrified vague fingers push
The feathered glory from her loosening thighs?
And how can body, laid in that white rush,
But feel the strange heart beating where it lies?
A shudder in the loins engenders there
The broken wall, the burning roof and tower
And Agamemnon dead.
Being so caught up,
So mastered by the brute blood of the air,
Did she put on his knowledge with his power
Before the indifferent beak could let her drop?

BARN OWL Gwen Harwood
Daybreak: the household slept.
I rose, blessed by the sun.
A horny fiend, I crept
out with my father’s gun.
Let him dream of a child
obedient, angel-mind-

old no-sayer, robbed of power
by sleep. I knew my prize
who swooped home at this hour
with day-light riddled eyes
to his place on a high beam
in our old stables, to dream
light’s useless time away.
I stood, holding my breath,
in urine-scented hay,
master of life and death,
a wisp-haired judge whose law
would punish beak and claw.
My first shot struck. He swayed,
ruined, beating his only
wing, as I watched, afraid
by the fallen gun, a lonely
child who believed death clean
and final, not this obscene
bundle of stuff that dropped,
and dribbled through the loose straw
tangling in bowels, and hopped
blindly closer. I saw
those eyes that did not see
mirror my cruelty
while the wrecked thing that could
not bear the light nor hide
hobbled in its own blood.
My father reached my side,
gave me the fallen gun.
‘End what you have begun.’
I fired. The blank eyes shone
once into mine, and slept.
I leaned my head upon
my father’s arm, and wept,
owl blind in early sun
for what I had begun.

MUDLARKING
- Instrumental -

A BARRED OWL Richard Wilbur

The warping night air having brought the boom
Of an owl’s voice into her darkened room,
We tell the wakened child that all she heard
Was an odd question from a forest bird,
Asking of us, if rightly listened to,
“Who cooks for you?” and then “Who cooks for you?”
Words, which can make our terrors bravely clear,
Can also thus domesticate a fear,
And send a small child back to sleep at night
Not listening for the sound of stealthy flight
Or dreaming of some small thing in a claw
Borne up to some dark branch and eaten raw.

“HOPE” IS THE THING WITH FEATHERS
Emily Dickinson
“Hope” is the thing with feathers That perches in the soul And sings the tune without the words And never stops - at all And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard And sore must be the storm That could abash the little Bird
That kept so many warm I’ve heard it in the chillest land And on the strangest Sea Yet - never - in Extremity,
It asked a crumb - of me.

AS IF ALL TIME WERE THEIRS
- Instrumental -

ODE TO A NIGHTINGALE
John Keats

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget
What thou among the leaves hast never known,
The weariness, the fever, and the fret
Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs,
Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow
And leaden-eyed despairs;
Where beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,
Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.
Away! away! for I will fly to thee,
Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,
But on the viewless wings ofPoesy,
Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:
Already with thee! tender is the night,
And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,
Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays
But here there is no light,
Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown
Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways.
I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,
Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,
But, in embalmèd darkness, guess each sweet
Wherewith the seasonable month endows
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild;
White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;
Fast-fading violets cover'd up in leaves;
And mid-May's eldest child,
The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,
The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.
Darkling I listen; and, formany a time
I have been half in love with easeful Death,
Call'd him soft names in many a musèd rhyme,
To take into the air my quiet breath;
Now more than ever seems it rich to die,
To cease upon the midnight with no pain,
While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad
In such an ecstasy!
Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain—
To thy high requiem become a sod.

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains
My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains
One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:
‘Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,
But being too happy in thine happiness,
That thou, light-wingèd Dryad of the trees,
In some melodious plot
Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,
Singest of summer in full-throated ease.

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!
No hungry generations tread thee down;
The voice I hear this passing night was heard
In ancient days by emperor and clown:
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home,
She stood in tears amid the alien corn;
The same that ofttimes hath
Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam
Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.

O for a draught of vintage! that hath been
Cool'd a long age in the deep-delvèd earth,
Tasting of Flora and the country-green,
Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth!
O for a beaker full of the warm South!
Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,
With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,
And purple-stainèd mouth;
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,
And with thee fade away into the forest dim:

Forlorn! the very word is like a bell
To toll me back from thee to my sole self!
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well
As she is famed to do, deceiving elf.
Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades
Past the near meadows, over the still stream,
Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep
In the next valley-glades:
Was it a vision, or a waking dream?
Fled is that music:– do I wake or sleep?

PROUD SONGSTERS Thomas Hardy
The thrushes sing as the sun is going,
And the finches whistle in ones and pairs,
And as it gets dark loud nightingales
In bushes
Pipe, as they can when April wears,
As if all Time were theirs.

These are brand new birds of twelvemonths’ growing,
Which a year ago, or less than twain,
No finches were, nor nightingales,
Nor thrushes,
But only particles of grain,
And earth, and air, and rain.

MURMURATION
- Instrumental -

THORNBILLS Judith Wright

Their tiny torrent of flight
sounds in the trees like rain
flicking the leaves to the light—
a scattered handful of grain,
the thornbills are as little as bees.
I hear in the blowing trees
the sudden tune of their song.
Pray that the hawk not sees,
who has scanned the wind so long
for his small living food.
Oh let no enemies
drink the quick wine of blood
that leaps in their pulse of praise.
Wherever a trap is set
may they slip through the mesh of the net.
Nothing should do them wrong.

THE FLY Miroslav Holub
Translated by George Theiner
She sat on a willow-trunk
watching
part of the battle of Crécy,
the shouts,
the gasps,
the groans,
the trampling and the tumbling.
During the fourteenth charge
of the French cavalry
she mated
with a brown-eyed male fly
from Vadincourt.
She rubbed her legs together
as she sat on a disembowelled horse
meditating
on the immortality of flies.
With relief she alighted
on the blue tongue
of the Duke of Clervaux.
When silence settled
and only the whisper of decay
softly circled the bodies
and only
a few arms and legs
still twitched jerkily under the trees,
she began to lay her eggs
on the single eye
of Johann Uhr,
the Royal Armourer.
And thus it was
that she was eaten by a swift
fleeing
from the fires of Estrées.

BLACK SWAN
-Instrumental -

THE WINDHOVER Gerard Manley Hopkins
I caught this morning morning’s minion, kingdom of daylight’s dauphin, dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon,
in his riding
Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, and striding
High there, how he rung upon the rein of a wimpling wing
In his ecstasy! then off, off forth on swing,
As a skate’s heel sweeps smooth on a bow-bend:
the hurl and gliding
Rebuffed the big wind. My heart in hiding
Stirred for a bird,— the achieve of; the mastery of the thing!
Brute beauty and valour and act, oh, air, pride, plume, here
Buckle! AND the fire that breaks from thee then, a billion
Times told lovelier, more dangerous, O my chevalier!
No wonder of it: shéer plód makes plough down sillion
Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear,
Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermillion.

THE DEATH OF THE BIRD A.D. Hope

For every bird there is this last migration:
Once more the cooling year kindles her heart;
With a warm passage to the summer station
Love pricks the course in lights across the chart.
Year after year a speck on the map, divided
By a whole hemisphere, summons her to come;
Season after season, sure and safely guided,
Going away she is also coming home.
And being home, memory becomes a passion
With which she feeds her brood and straws her nest,
Aware of ghosts that haunt the heart’s possession
And exiled love mourning within the breast.
The sands are green with a mirage of valleys;
The palm-tree casts a shadow not its own;
Down the long architrave of temple or palace
Blows a cool air from moorland scarps of stone.
And day by day the whisper of love grows stronger;
That delicate voice, more urgent with despair,
Custom and fear constraining her no longer,
Drives her at last on the waste leagues of air.
A vanishing speck in those inane dominions,
Single and frail, uncertain of her place,
Alone in the bright host of her companions,
Lost in the blue unfriendliness of space,

THE MAGPIES Denis Glover
When Tom and Elizabeth took the farm
The bracken made their bed,
And Quardle oodle ardle wardle doodle
The magpies said.
Tom's hand was strong to the plough
Elizabeth's lips were red,
And Quardle oodle ardle wardle doodle
The magpies said.
Year in year out they worked
While the pines grew overhead,
And Quardle oodle ardle wardle doodle
The magpies said.
But all the beautiful crops soon went
To the mortgage-man instead,
And Quardle oodle ardle wardle doodle
The magpies said.
Elizabeth is dead now (it's years ago)
Old Tom went light in the head;
And Quardle oodle ardle wardle doodle
The magpies said.
The farm's still there. Mortgage corporations
Couldn't give it away.
And Quardle oodle ardle wardle doodle
The magpies say.

She feels it close now, the appointed season:
The invisible thread is broken as she flies;
Suddenly, without warning, without reason,
The guiding spark of instinct winks and dies.
Try as she will, the trackless world delivers
No way, the wilderness of light no sign,
The immense and complex map of hills and rivers
Mocks her small wisdom with its vast design.
And darkness rises from the eastern valleys,
And the winds buffet her with their hungry breath,
And the great earth, with neither grief nor malice,
Receives the tiny burden of her death.

Have you thought
about dinner?
Make it a night and book your
meal at our Restaurant Partners
before or after your show.
Visit https://www.adelaidefestival.com.au/
restaurant-partners/

Credits

Composed by James Ledger
& Paul Kelly
Piano Anna Goldsworthy
Violin Helen Ayres
Cello Tim Nankervis
Vocals and acoustic guitar Paul Kelly
Electric guitar and synthesizer
James Ledger
Vocals, banjo, autoharp, glockenspiel,
percussion and synthesizer Alice Keath

Lighting design and operation
Christopher Petridis
Sound design and operation
Bob Scott
Associate Producer Zac Tyler
Production Coordinator
Paige Goodwin
Cover image by Dave Homer based
on an idea by Siân Darling

The artists would like to thank Nick and Sophie Dunstone as well as UKARIA
Cultural Centre for providing them with wonderful and inspiring spaces for the
development of this work in South Australia. Thanks also to Bill Cullen and the
team at One Louder Entertainment for early and ongoing support

Commissioned by Adelaide Festival and Perth Festival

Creative Development assisted by the Australian Government's
Major Festivals Initiative managed by the Australia Council, its arts
funding and advisory body, in association with the Confederation
of Australian International Arts Festivals Inc.

BACHELOR OF
CREATIVE ARTS
A future alive
with creative ideas
ua.edu.au/degree-finder
search ‘creative’

#AdlFest

The University of Adelaide’s partnership
with the Adelaide Festival gives our
students direct access to the creative
minds behind some of the world’s most
exceptional productions.
Embrace the opportunity to be a part
of this progressive, industry-focused
program to shape the future of
creative arts.

