Programm

Tan Tiag Yi Good-Night at the Door
- Fin De Féte
- From A Window
- The Cenotaph
- A Quoi Bon Dire

Solah Jung, Sopran
Chin Ying Wu, Klavier

Side Profiles

- Riff

- Song for two

- Perpetuum Mobile

Tan Tiag Yi, Violine
(Klasse Prof. Sidney Corbett)

Waylaid

Tan Tiag Yi, Violine
(Klasse Prof. Sidney Corbett)

Fin De Féte Charlotte Mary Mew (1869-1928)

Sweetheart, for such a day

One mustn’t grudge the score;

Here, then, it’s all to pay,

It's Good-night at the door.

Good-night and good dreams to you,—

Do you remember the picture-book thieves

Who left two children sleeping in a wood the long night through,
And how the birds came down and covered them with leaves?
So you and | should have slept,—But now,

Oh, what a lonely head!

With just the shadow of a waving bough

In the moonlight over your bed.



From A Window Charlotte Mary Mew (1869-1928)
Up here, with June, the sycamore throws

Across the window a whispering screen,;

| shall miss the sycamore more | suppose,

Than anything else on this earth that is out in green.
But | mean to go through the door without fear,
Not caring much what happens here

When I'm away: --

How green the screen is across the panes

Or who goes laughing across the lanes

With my old lover all the summer day.

The Cenotaph Charlotte Mary Mew (1869-1928)

Not yet will those measureless fields be green again

Where only yesterday the wild sweet blood of wonderful youth was shed;
There is a grave whose earth must hold too long, too deep a stain,

Though for ever over it we may speak as proudly as we may tread.

But here, where the watchers by lonely hearths from the thrust of an inward
sword have more slowly bled,

We shall build the Cenotaph: Victory, winged, with Peace, winged too, at the
column’s head.

And over the stairway, at the foot—oh! here, leave desolate, passionate hands to
spread

Violets, roses, and laurel, with the small, sweet, tinkling country things
Speaking so wistfully of other Springs,

From the little gardens of little places where son or sweetheart was born and
bred.

In splendid sleep, with a thousand brothers

To lovers—to mothers

Here, too, lies he:

Under the purple, the green, the red,

It is all young life: it must break some women's hearts to see

Such a brave, gay coverlet to such a bed!

Only, when all is done and said,

God is not mocked and neither are the dead

For this will stand in our Marketplace—

Who'll sell, who'll buy

(Will you or |

Lie each to each with the better grace)?

While looking into every busy whore's and huckster's face

As they drive their bargains, is the Face

Of God: and some young, piteous, murdered face.



A Quoi Bon Dire Charlotte Mary Mew (1869-1928)
Seventeen years ago you said

Something that sounded like Good-bye;

And everybody thinks that you are dead,

But I.

So |, as | grow stiff and cold

To this and that say Good-bye too;

And everybody sees that | am old

But you.

And one fine morning in a sunny lane

Some boy and girl will meet and kiss and swear
That nobody can love their way again

While over there

You will have smiled, | shall have tossed your hair.
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