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The Langbein String Quartet is an invention of the Firm, in recognition
of the late Brenton Langbein - violinist of international repute; friend and
mentor to many South Australian composers and musicians, and a composer
whose works we are just beginning to appreciate.
Brenton was a great advocate for new music and the Langbein Quartet will
focus on the performance of recent compositions alongside quartets by
some of Australia's senior composers and a necessary sprinkling of pieces
from the broader repertoire.
The establishment of this ensemble is also an acknowledgment of the
commitment and superb musicianship of the leading Adelaide Symphony
players who we have been privileged to work with in recent years.

Tessa Miller has sung in a wide range of styles, from opera, oratorio and
operetta to musicals and popular song, and her focus on music of the
Baroque and Classical periods enabled her to pursue this avenue of study in
Europe in 1991 with the aid of a Churchill Fellowship. She is also acclaimed
by contemporary composers for her astute interpretations of modern works.
In 1996 Tessa gave recitals and master classes at Hong Kong's Academy of
Performing Arts, where she performed to critical acclaim.

JS Bach

From the Anna Magdalena Song book, compiled for his second
wife's musical instruction.

Five Love Songs
for Anna

Quentin SO Grant

The Cliff
Through the bushes, through the trees
We climb, we climb.. .
The Valley
Above the valley sings a bird,
its lone cry mournful and sweet. ..
Farewell
Farewell.
There they lie gently dead now,
Gently as branches fallen ...
The Sky
The deep sky surrounds us now,
we float as if in water...
The Stars
Here again, my love,
At the edge of the world we stand looking out. ..

Keith Hempton is currently head of vocal studies at the Elder
Conservatorium. Keith has always been interested in developments in
contemporary music. As principle bass with State Opera (1976 - 1983) he
was involved in Australian premieres of such works as Nicholas Maw's One
Man Show and Michael Tippett's Mid-Summer Marriage.
He gave the
premiere of I Sit Quiet by David Kotlowy in 1997, and commissioned a song
cycle from the Australian composer Wendy Hiscocks, I Look Out And See
(1998) .

Five settings of poems by the little known Australian lyric poet, Moira Morris.

Dream Pedlary

Natalie Williams

Dream Pedlary is a song cycle based on the words of the first poem ;
If I had dreams to sell what would I buy? Having asked this question of the
audience the cycle then moves through texts addressing various dream-like
states. The second movement was also set by Vaughan Williams in his
Songs of Travel. The third speaks about the futility of life, a subject mirrored
by it's simplicity and length - it is the shortest song of the cycle . The forth
tells of dreams being humbly offered in place of the grandeur of heaven's

embroidered cloths. The final movement addresses the dreams of those
who shape the ages and make history out of their grand plans and ideas ;
those who would build grand cities and , ... out of a fabulous story {we]
fashion an empire 's glory.
This work was commissioned by Keith Hempton in 1999 and was
originally written for bass voice and piano. Tonight's performance is a string
quartet arrangement of this version.

Dream Pedlary

Thomas Love" Beddoes (1803 - 1849)

If there were dreams to sell,
What would you buy?
Some cost a passing bell ;
Some light a sigh,
That shakes from life's fresh crown
Only a rose leaf down.
If there were dreams to sell,
Merry and sad to tell,
And the crier rang the bell,
What would you buy?

Wishes For The Cloth Of Heaven

In dreams unhappy, I behold you stand
As heretofore:
The unremember'd tokens in your hand
Avail no more.
No more the morning glow, no more the grace,
Enshrines, endears.
Cold beats the light of time upon your face
And shows your tears.
He came and went, perchance you wept awhile
And then forgot.
Ah me! But he that left you with a smile
Forgets you not.

William Butler Yeats (1865 - 1938)

Had I the heaven's embroidered cloths,
Enwrought with golden and silver light,
The blue and the deep and the dark cloths
Of night and light and the half light,
I would spread the cloths under your feet:
But I, being poor, have only my dreams :
I have spread my dreams under your feet;
Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.

Arthur Wi/liam Edgar O'Shaughnessy (1844 - 1881)

We are the music-makers,
And we are the dreamer of dreams,
Wandering by lone sea breakers,
And sitting by desolate streams;
World-losers and world forsakers
On whom the pale moon gleams:
Yet we are the movers and shakers
Of the world forever it seems.

Robert Louis Stevenson (1850 - 1894)

Emma Lazarus (1849 - 1887)

All things that we clasp and cherish
Pass like dreams we may not keep;
Human hearts forget and perish,
Human eyes must fall asleep.

Ode

A cottage lone and still,
with bowers nigh .
Shadowy, my woes to still,
Until I die.
Such pearl from life's fresh crown
Fain would I shake me down.
Were dreams to have at will,
This would best heal my ill ,
This would I buy.

In Dreams Unhappy

All Things That We Clasp

With wonderful deathless ditties
We build up the world's great cities,
And out of a fabulous story
We fashion an empire's glory :
One man with a dream, at pleasure,
Shall go forth and conquer a crown ;
And three with a new song's measure
Can trample an empire down.
We in the ages lying
In the buried past of the earth,
Built Ninevah with our sighing,
And Babel itself with our mirth :
And o'erthrew them with prophesying
To the old of the new world's worth ;
For each age is a dream that is dying,
Or one that is coming to birth.

Autumn Songs

David Kotlowy
Matsuo Bash6 (1644 - 94)

old China, underwear was made from crimson coloured cloth, so that colour
came to represent human passions and desires. The puddle 's reflection is
broken by the cord , and thus made more beautiful.

Kono michi ya / yuki hito nashi ni / aki no kure

III

Ishikawa Takuboku (1886 - 1912)

This road! / With no one going - / autumn evening
In its classical form, the Japanese haiku is written as a single line of
three units, five syllables in the first unit, seven in the second, and five again
in the third. (These segments of the original haiku are generally rendered as
separate lines in translations of haiku into Western languages, giving foreign
readers a rather distorted impression of the original poems.)
Basho composed this haiku just a few weeks before his death - the
road is both literal and symbolic. The poem reflects the quiet time of a mature
person and also - more essentially - the fundamental condition of the
human being - always alone.
Autumn is the season of sabishisa, a word ordinarily used to mean
"loneliness" or "solitariness". Here it reflects a state of egolessness. BashO
advised his students, "Go to the pine if you want to learn about the pine, or
to the bamboo if you want to learn about the bamboo ....Your poetry arises by
itself when you and the object have become one. However well phrased
your poetry may be, if your feeling isn't natural - if you and the object are
separate - then your poetry isn't true poetry but merely your subjective
counterfeit." Whatever the experience, if it is pure, there is nothing else in
the whole universe. In this haiku Basho wrote the word michi (path or road)
with the ideograph pronounced tao in classical Chinese (The tao of the Tao
Te Ching). Michi also means ''way'' or "-ism" in many Japanese idioms. The
seventeen syllables of this haiku depict Basho's life - haiku no michi - the
way of haiku.
My setting is inspired by the shakuhachi melody Honte Ch6shi 
"original tuning" - a short prelude piece in the honkyoku repertoire . The
'1uning" is the act of synchronising the performer and the instrument ; the
voice and the breath; the poet and the road .

11

Ishikawa Takuboku (1886 - 1912)

Mizutamari / kure yuku sora to kurenai no himo 0 ukabenu / akisame no nochi
A puddle / floating the sunset sky and a piece of crimson cord / after an
autumn rainfall.

In Zen Buddhist writing, the sky is one of the metaphors for the
enlightened mind. But it is not just any old piece of cord in the puddle. In

Aki no sora kakuryo to shite kage mo nashi / amari ni sabishi / karasu nado
to be
The autumn sky, boundlessly vast and vacant, / is too desolate. / Let a crow
or something fly!
Ishikawa Takuboku wrote both this and the preceding poem in tanka
form - five units divided into five, seven, five , seven and seven syllables.
Influenced by modern poetic trends in the West, he changed their form and
emotional effect. The contemporary poet, uninterested in the" transcendent
realm suggested by his rather conventional tanka opening, seeks familiar 
not necessarily beautiful - company.
IV

Ry6kan (1758 - 1831)

Nani to naku / ura kanashiki wa / waga kado no / inaba soyogasu / hatsuaki no
kaze
No reason, / yet it makes me sad - / by my door / the first fall winds / rustling
through rice stalks
Ryokan was a Zen master, hermit, calligrapher and poet. He is
especially known for his kindness and his love of children and animals. It is
said that he used to take the lice out of his robe to sun them on a piece of
paper, before carefully putting them back into his robe. This setting revolves
on a thirty-one beat rhythmic cycle, the same number of syllables as a tanka.

V

Matsuo BashO (1644 - 94)

Kono michi ya / yuki hito nashi ni / aki no kure
This road! / With no one going - / autumn evening
"I see nobody on the road ," said Alice. "I only wish I had such eyes,"
the King remarked in a fretful tone. "To be able to see Nobody! And at that
distance too!"

Auden Songs

John Polglase

Miranda's Song

for Kerry

Song
Let the florid music praise,
The flute and the trumpet,
Beauty's conquest of your face :
In that land of flesh and bone,
Where from citadels on high
Her imperial standards fly,
Let the hot sun
Shine on , shine on .

o but the unloved have had power,
the weeping and striking,
Always; time will bring their hour:
Their secretive children walk
Through your vigilance of breath
To unpardonable death ,
And my vows break
Before his look.

Nocturne
Make this night lovable,
Moon, and with eye single
Looking down from up there,
Bless me, One especial
And friends ev'ry where.
With a cloudless brightness
Surround our absences;
Innocent be our sleeps ,
Watched by still great spaces,
White hills, glittering deeps.
Parted by circumstance,
Grant each your indulgence
That we may meet in dreams
For talk, for dalliance,
By warm hearths, by cool streams.
Shine lest tonight any,
In the dark suddenly,
Wake alone in a bed
To hear his own fury
Wishing his love were dead .

My Dear One is mine as mirrors are lonely,
As the poor and the sad are real to the good king ,
And the high green hill sits always by the sea.
Up jump'd the Black Man behind the Elder tree,
Turned a somersault and ran away waving ;
My Dear One is mine as mirrors are lonely.
The Witch gave a squawk ; her venomous body
Melted into light as water leaves a spring,
And the high green hill sits always by the sea.
At his crossroads, the Ancient prayed for me;
Down his wasted cheeks tears of joy were running,
My Dear One is mine as mirrors are lonely.
He kissed me awake, and no one was sorry;
The sun shone on sails, eyes, pebbles, anything ,
And the high green hill sits always by the sea.
So, to remember our changing garden, we
Are linked as children in a circle dancing:
My Dear One is mine as mirrors are lonely,
And the high green hill sits always by the sea.

Song
Warm are the still and lucky miles,
White shores of longing stretch away,
The light of recognition fills
The whole great day, and bright
The tiny world of lovers' arms.
Silence invades the breathing wood
Where drowsy limbs a treasure keep,
Now greenly falls the learned shade
Across the sleeping brows
And stirs their secret to a smile.
Restored! Returned! the lost are born
On seas of shipwreck home at last:
See! In the fire of praising burns
The dry dumb past, and we
The life-day long shall part no more.

Chateau de Muzot

Raymond Chapman Smith

In February 1922, thanks to the generosity of a Swiss friend, Rainer
Maria Rilke found the permanent refuge he had so long been seeking in the
Chateau de Muzot, a tiny Mediaeval castle, near Sierre, in the Swiss canton
of Valais. Here, surrounded by his roses, he was able to complete, in a
remarkable three week burst of inspiration, the great cycle of the Duino
Elegies and the fifty five "entirely unexpected" Sonnets to Orpheus.

Round the still earth from immensity.
Roads run far into the land, foretelling.
Unexpectedly you find it, welling
upwards in the empty tree.

6.

In the years that remained to him Rilke sustained a high level of
productivity in German and French verse and it is from these late,
condensed, less vatic, texts that I have chosen the eight poems for my
cycle. Rilke loved music, particularly the string quartet, although he often
found its emotional impact a little too overpowering. I have attempted to give
a gentle home to these exquisite texts, the last of which was Rilke's own
epitaph.
The eight songs divide into three groups, separated by brief
Intermezzi for strings alone.

1.

2.

3.

But if you'd try this: to be hand in my hand
as in the wineglass the wine is wirie.
If you'd try this.
Losing also is ours ; and even forgetting
has a shape in the permanent realm of mutation.
Things we've let go of circle; and though we are rarely a centre
of these circles : they trace around us the unbroken figure.
Driftsand of hours. Quietly continuous fading
even of the happily blessed building .
Life blows on. Already without connection
the once-supporting columns jut free.
But decline: is it any sadder than the fountain's
turning-back to the mirror, which it dusts with scintilla?
Let us maintain ourselves between change's teeth,
so that its gazing head fully grasps us.

4.

Intermezzo

5.

Harshness gone. And sudden mitigation
laid upon the field's uncovered grey.
Little runnels change their intonation.
Tentative caresses stray

The one birds plunge through's not that trusty space
where each confided form's intensified.
(Out in the open there you're self-denied,
and go on vanishing without a trace.)
Space spreads transposingly from us to things:
really to feel the way a tree upsprings,
cast round it space from that which inwardly
expands in you. Surround it with retention.
It has no bounds. Not till its reascension
in your renouncing is it truly tree.

7.

Intermezzo

8.

Somewhere the flower of farewell blooms and scatters
ceaselessly its pollen, which we breathe ;
even in the winds that reach us first we breathe farewell .

9.

Play the deaths swiftly through, the single ones, and you will
see
how it rounds in upon itself, the infinite stream of stars ;

10.

ROSE, OH THE PURE CONTRADICTION, DELIGHT
OF BEING NO ONE'S SLEEP UNDER SO MANY LIDS.

About the Players of the Adelaide Symphony Orchestra
An orchestra's place in its community extends much further than the
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concerts it presents : it is an integral part of the fabric of a town's cultural life.
Adelaide 's orchestra enjoys a much closer integration with its community
than many other orchestras do.

The interaction ranges from the highly

visible participation in large-scale community celebrations to activities such as
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those of The Rrm, where public profile is not so much the issue.

Over a period of years Adelaide's active and wonderfully self
motivated community of composers have drawn on the members of the
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Adelaide Symphony Orchestra to help in the realisation of their works,
building, un-selfconsciously, a long-term collaboration that has become a
fantastic little tradition.

The benefits are mutual: as well as airing the works of local
composers the musicians also develop their skills as chamber musicians and
interpreters of contemporary music. What's more, they enjoy the music

with thanks to :

making and the discovery of new music.
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