-

;
i
g




J
L ]
>
-
&
e
|
. =%
"
o~y |
#» S
R
I P
Yo )"Ulg!. Teur we
% A . a“ e
“*“\. o o l'.ﬁ-._‘"_;
e N S et g P
Rt v Sy AT 2
2
ot TR

2 XN

Te—.

it : { e
LS + '
M o Ry ¥
4 Fbi = e o
r ‘y.'. o*
1« INCANTATION 2:35
2« THE GATES OF ISTANBUL 6:59

3+ CARAVANSERAI 7:36
4« THE ENGLISH LADYE AND THE KNIGHT 6:49
52 KECHARITOMENE 6:34
6« PENELOPE'S SONG 421
7+ SACRED SHABBAT 3:59
8« BENEATH A PHRYGIAN SKY 9:32
9¢ NEVER-ENDING ROAD (AMHRAN DUIT) 5:54

msit Loreena McKennitt’s official wel)site

fOI‘ enllancecl liner notes and mucl’x more.

msitez 1e site Wéb officiel Je Loreena MCKennitt pour découvrir les notes ex~

Plicatives c]étaiﬂées (Je Clla(lue c}lanson et Plus encore.

Ww.quinlanroad.com

ENGLISH “FRANCAIS DEUTSCH ESPANOL ITALIANO PORTUGUES TURKCE
EAAHNIKA NEDERLANDS POLSKI (20 HAE ¥iEiF N0y

g, -



LOREENA MCKENNITT
AN ANCIENT MUSE

[NTRODUCTION

The first stepping stone on this journey of discovery was my exploration of the Celts and their
history, and the many roads leading off from theirs, both historically and geographically. It is
with an eye on this history that this musical document evolved, with ruminations on the uni-
versal human themes of life and love, conquest and death; of home, identity, the migrations of
people and the resulting evolution of cultures. Our paths may differ but our quests are shared:

our desire to love and to be loved, our thirst for liberty and our need to be appreciated as
unique individuals within the collectivity of our society.

Travels in preparation for this creative endeavour have encompassed the
hospitalities and acquaintances of people in many places: a nomadic family in the inner reaches
of Mongolia and the Uighur people in North-west China where the predecessors of Celts are
believed to have been found; on the great plains of inner Anatolia and Ephesus in Turkey;
amongst the intoxicating orange blossoms on the Greek island of Chios; and, in Jordan,
amongst the echoes of Circassian voices and the stones of the ancient city of Petra.

Ever-mindful of the weight of history behind us that allows us to draw lessons from its ancient

voice, I have not wavered in my conviction that we are a culmination of our collective histories

and that there should be more to bind us together than tear us apart. Nor have I ceased to hope

that in striving toward harmonious, integrated diversity, we will be guided by collective beliefs
that will be life affirming at their core. - LM

Ce grand voyage de découverte a tout d’abord commencé par un premier pas sur
la trace des Celtes et de leur histoire, et en cours de route, un grand choix de chemins

historiques et géographiques se sont ouverts a moi. Ainsi, ce document musical s’est articulé

autour d’une incursion dans I'histoire des peuples celtes et des différentes réflexions qui ont

émergé lors de cette longue et fabuleuse exploration, réflexions sur les grandes questions

universelles que représentent I’'amour et la vie; la conquéte et la mort; les notions d’identité, de
racines et de foyer familial; de méme que la migration des peuples et la mutation des cultures
qui en a résulté. Et méme s’il est vrai que nous empruntons des parcours différents, en réalité
nous cherchons tous essentiellement les mémes choses: aimer et étre aimés, assouvir notre soif

de liberté, satisfaire notre besoin d’étre appréciés en tant qu’individus uniques 2 part entiére

appartenant a cette grande communauté qu’est la société.

Les voyages que j’ai entrepris dans le cadre de la réalisation de cet album ont été autant
d’occasions de faire de belles rencontres et d’étre chaleureusement accueillie dans toutes sortes
de lieux 2 la fois étrangers et étonnant: chez une famille nomade vivant au fin fond de la
Mongolie; parmi le peuple ouigours du nord-ouest de la Chine, la ou on croit avoir trouvé ceux
qui sont considérés comme les prédécesseurs des Celtes; sur les hautes et vastes plaines de
I’Anatolie intérieure et 2 Ephese en Turquie; au beau milieu du parfum enivrant des fleurs
d’oranger sur I'ile grecque de Chio; ou alors pres des pierres de la ville antique de Pétra dans
Pécho de ses voix circassiennes en Jordanie.

Toujours aussi consciente que nous devons assumer le poids du passé et étre a ’écoute des
lecons que nous enseignent ses voix disparues, je maintiens encore I'intime conviction que nous
sommes le point culminant de toute ’histoire qui nous précede et que ce qui nous unit les uns
aux autres doit nécessairement étre plus important que ce qui nous sépare. Aussi, j’entretiens
encore I'espoir qu’en aspirant a créer un climat qui encourage I’harmonie et la diversité
intégrée, 'ensemble de nos croyances sauront nous guider vers un avenir garant de notre
pérennité en respect de la force de vie qui nous anime. - LM
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INCANTATION

Music: Loreena McKennrTT

Devpur, GREECE, APRIL 2003 1t is hard to imagine a more atmospheric place today, as a mist hangs over the
valley below this ancient site. In 279 BC, the Celts attempted to sack the shrine, in a campaign that saw them
suffer terrible losses. Were they seeking out the oracle for its divinatory powers? Given their faith in the
supernatural world they might well have been hoping that powers beyond the human eye could assist them...

Carpapocia, Turkey, OcToBER 2003 We visit exquisite early Christian chapels carved in
the volcanic rock of this astonishing landscape. In their changing fortunes over the centuries,
these communities will have sought refuge bere.

Rear WorLp Stupios, WILTsHIRE, AUGUST 16 2006 [ wonder where our Muslim and Fewish friends are
deriving their strength these days, and I think back on the Oracle in Delphi. At this time of global unrest and
strife, one seeks such an oracle to summon more empathy and barmony...

I am reminded of a Rumi poem (Mathnawi I, 3255-3258),
translated by Kabir and Camille Helminski:

O BROTHER, WISDOM IS POURING INTO YOU
From THE BELOVED SAINT oF Gob.
YOU’VE ONLY BORROWED IT.
ALTHOUGH THE HOUSE OF YOUR HEART
Is LIT FROM THE INSIDE
THAT LIGHT IS LENT BY A LUMINOUS NEIGHBOUR
GIVE THANKS; DON'T BE ARROGANT OR VAIN
PAY ATTENTION WITHOUT SELF-IMPORTANCE.
IT’s SAD THAT THIS BORROWED STATE
HAS PUT RELIGIOUS COMMUNITIES
FAR FROM RELIGIOUS COMMUNION.

DevprEs, GRECE, AVRIL 2003 La vallée sous ce site antique baigne dans un voile de brume et il est difficile
d’imaginer aujourd’hui un paysage aussi évocateur. Lors d’une campagne qui leur infligea de terribles pertes,
les Celtes avaient essayé de piller ce sanctuaire en 279 av. J.-C.. Venaient-ils consulter loracle en vertu de ses
pouvoirs divinatoires? En sachant combien ils croyaient au surnaturel, ils espéraient peut-étre que
des forces invisibles interviendraient ainsi en leur faveur...

Carpapock, TURQUIE, ocTOBRE 2003 Nous avons visité d’exquises églises chrétiennes taillées a méme les rocs
volcaniques dans ce paysage époustouflant. Ces communautés auraient
cherché i se réfugier ici au cours des siécles.

Stupios Rear WorLp, WILTSHIRE, 16 A0UT 2006 fe me demande oit nos amis musulmans
et juifs puisent leur force ces jours-ci, et je repense a loracle de Delphes. Dans notre monde turbulent oit
regnent tensions et conflits, nous souhaiterions tous Pexistence d’un tel oracle
pour susciter davantage d’empathie, de bon vouloir et d’harmonie...

Ainsi, un poeme de Rimi (Mathnawi I, 3255-3258),
traduit en anglais par Kabir et Camille Helminski, me vient a Uesprit

THE GATES OF ISTANBUL

Music anp Lyric: Loreena McKenniTT

Jsacoa, Cusa, MarcH 2005 Reading a wonderful magazine from Turkey called Cornucopia,
1 find an article on the reign of Mebmed Il (1432-1481) in the Ottoman Empire. It was a time

of creative renaissance as well as religious tolerance when people were invited to repopulate the city now known
as Istanbul, bringing with them their bopes and aspirations. I am reminded of Spain prior to 1492.

STrATFORD, ONTARIO, FEBRUARY 2006 [ GENGHIS KHAN AND THE MAKING OF THE MoODERN WORLD,
Jack Weatherford writes: “As he smashed the feudal system of aristocratic privilege and birth, [Genghis] built
a new and unique system based on individual merit, loyalty and achievement... took the disjointed and
languorous trading towns along the Silk Route and organized them into bistory’s largest free-trade zone...
[and] granted religious freedom within his realms.”

SerING 2006 Heightened tensions over the Iraq war; the cartoon of Mohammed versus freedom of speech
debate. I have long mused over our need to be spiritually engaged. How do we embark on our individual paths
toward spirituality, while respecting the fact that others may take a different road?

WiLtsHiRE, ENGLAND, APRIL 2006 An article in THE INDEPENDENT suggests that the Emperor
Constantine (272—337 AD) may be an inspiration to those hoping for religious tolerance. His edict granted
freedom of religion, marking the end of centuries of persecution for Christians and permitting Christians,

Jews, pagans and those who followed traditional Roman gods to co-exist.

See there, past that far-off hill ~ A tower held in the sky
Hear there, in that dark blue night ~ The music calling us home

See there, in that far-off field ~ Flowers turned to the sky
Feel there, in that dark blue night ~ The music calling us home

Stars may always guide our way ~ From desert sands where the winds blow harsh and long
Here’s where, where our hearts will pray ~ And all our loves will slumber with a song

So now, if our hearts be true ~ And like a pool of truth reflect the sun
We will find right honour there ~ And keep us safe and lead us from all harm

So come love, let us dance all night ~ Until birds they waken at the dawn
Then come love, let us sing all night ~ And all our loves will slumber with a song

Jacoa, Cusa, MaRs 2005 Fai trouve, en lisant ln merveilleuse revue CorNucoria publice en Turquie, un

article qui parle du regne de Mebmed 11 (1432-1481) a Pépoque de PEmpire ottoman. Durant cette période

de renaissance artistique et de tolérance religieuse, les gens étaient invités a venir s’installer dans la ville qu’on

connait aujourd’hui sous le nom d’Istanbul pour la repeupler, et tous arrivaient avec leurs espoirs et aspirations.
Fétablis un parallele avec PEspagne d’avant 1492.

STRATFORD, ONTARIO, FEVRIER 2006 Dans son livre GENGgHis KHaN AND THE MAKING OF THE MODERN

Worwp, Fack Weatherford écrit: “Il a d’abord écrasé le systeme féodal supprimant ainsi les droits et privileges

de la noblesse perpétués par Phérédite, puis [Genghis] a établi un nouveau systeme unique basé sur la loyauté,

lu réussite et le merite individuel [...] a organisé les villages marchands un peu fatigués qui étaient éparpillés

au hasard le long de ln Route de la soie de facon a en faire la plus vaste zone de libre-échange de Ibistoire. ..
(et] a instauré la liberté religieuse dans son empire.”

PriNTEMPS 2006 La guerre en Irak provoque des tensions accrues: le débat soulevé sur la “liberté
dexpression” par le scandale des caricatures du prophete Mahomet. Fai entamé une longue réflexion sur notre
besoin d’engagement sur le plan spirituel. Comment s’engager dans un cheminement spirituel personnel tout en

respectant le fait que chacun emprunte son propre parcours?

WILTSHIRE, ANGLETERRE, AVRIL 2006 Un article dans THE INDEPENDENT suggere que
Pempereur Constantin (272-337 apres J.-C.) puisse servir d’inspiration a tous ceux qui plaident
en faveur de la tolérance religieuse. En promulguant Pédit de Milan, il accorda la liberté de culte

a toutes les religions, mettant fin i des siecles de persécutions chrétiennes et permettant
par le fait méme aux chrétiens, juifs, paiens et a tous ceux qui vénéraient
les dieux romains traditionnels de vivre cite a cote.




CARAVANSERAI

Music anp Lyric: Loreena McKenntTT

GorbioN, AnatoLia, Turkey, JuNe 2003 Some 10,000 Celts are thought to have lived bere in the 3rd
century BC. I look out past the archeological site to the burial mounds rising in the distance and imagine all
the people who had traversed these plains... the routine of setting up camp and then leaving; the sounds, the

smells, the trepidations; preparing the animals, living next to the elements. ..

MoNGoLIA, SEPTEMBER 2003 [ have spent a fascinating time with a Mongolian nomadic family. ..
contemplating their connection to the Celts, moving livestock from summer to winter pastures.

Carpapocia To Konva, Turkey, OcToBER 2003 O the road to Konya, we visit a caravanserai; a stunning
building. Susan Whitfield, in her book Lire ALoNG THE SiLk Roap, describes these structures as “stopping
places for itinerant merchants, their servants and animals... The bazaar was beld bere. ... Ten or more
languages might be heard at any one time, as people baggled over the silks, spices and other luxuries... ”
This causes me to reflect on the concept of home, the nomadic impulse and our relationship to nature,
the land... our collective histories merging into something new. Is it happening too quickly
in our contemporary times?

GoRDION, ANATOLIE, TURQUIE, JUIN 2003 O estime que quelques 10,000 Celtes vivaient ici au Il
siecle av. F.-C.. Mon regard se pose sur le grand tumulus qui s’éleve & Phorizon au-dela du site archéologique
et j’imagine tous ceux qui ont traverse ces plaines... le temps d’installer leur campement, puis de repartir; les

bruits, les odeurs, Pinquictude; s’occuper des animaux; vivre en communion avec la nature. ..

MONGOLIE, SEPTEMBRE 2003 F’ai fait un séjour fascinant dans une famille nomade mongolienne. ..
Jje remarque qu’a Pinstar des Celtes, ils conduisent leur bétail des paturages d’été aux paturages d’hiver.

De ra Cappapoce A Konvya, TurQuIE, 0CTOBRE 2003 En route vers Konya, nous avons visité un caravan-
érail, un batiment étonnant. Susan Whitfield, dans son livre Lire ALoNG THE SiLk Roap, décrit ces
structures comme étant des “haltes caravanieres pour les commercants voyageurs, leurs serviteurs et leurs
animaux [...] c’est li que se tenaient les bazars [...] on pouvait entendre parler a tout moment au moins dix
langues différentes alors que les gens débattaient du prix des soieries, des épices et d’autres marchandises de
luxe...”. Tout cela me porte a réfléchir sur ces notions que sont le foyer, Vinstinct nomade et le rapport que
nous entretenons avec la nature, la terre... Ubistoire des civilisations qui se fusionne et se renouvelle. Les
transformations s’opérent-elles trop vite dans notre monde contemporain?

This glancing life is like a morning star ~ A setting sun, or rolling waves at sea
A gentle breeze or lightning in a storm ~ A dancing dream of all eternity

The sand was shimmering in the morning light ~ And dancing off the dunes so far away
The night held music so sweet, so long ~ And there we lay until the break of day

‘We woke that morning at the onward call ~ Our camels bridled up, our howdahs full
The sun was rising in the eastern sky ~ Just as we set out to the desert’s cry
Calling, yearning, pulling, home to you

The tents grew smaller as we rode away ~ On earth that tells of many passing days
The months of peace and all the years of war ~ The lives of love and all the lives of fears
Calling, yearning, pulling, home to you

We crossed the river beds all etched in stone ~ And up the mighty mountains ever known
Beyond the valleys in the searing heat ~ Until we reached the caravanserai
Calling, yearning, pulling, home to you

What is this life that pulls me far away ~ What is that home where we cannot reside
‘What is that quest that pulls me onward ~ My heart is full when you are by my side
Calling, yearning, pulling, home to you

L eSS EBNG RIS H TEAD YoF
AN THE KNG T

Music: Loreena McKennrrT Lyric: SIR WALTER ScotT (1771-1832)

RearL WorLp Stupios, WILTSHIRE, JuLy 14 2006 There is something intriguing about this tale of love,
war, who we love and why, set in Carlisle, an old Celtic site that became a Roman settlement, known as
Luguvalium. Carlisle Castle, which sits on the border of Scotland and England, has a bistory of protecting
political and tribal boundaries. And yet there are the matters of the heart that know no boundaries. This story
touches on the power of lost love to go on to fight battles in the name of one’s beloved; in this case, what some
call the “Crusaders™ war in Palestine. I muse on how the history of places and human stories become fully

intertwined and their past days come full circle with our own.

Stupios ReaL WorLD, WILTSHIRE, 14 JUILLET 2006 Ce récit sur amour, la guerre,
ceux que nous aimons et pourquoi, comporte quelque chose de fascinant. L’histoire se déroule a Carlisle, un
ancien site celte qui fut par la suite colonisé par les Romains sous le nom de Luguvalium. Le chiteau de
Carlisle, situé a la frontiere de I’Ecosse et de I’Angleterre, a jadis contribué i protéger les limites tribales et
politiques. Et pourtant, le ceeur ne connait pas de limites. Ce récit évoque idée que nous puissions épouser une
cause au nom d’un étre cher perdu a la suite d’un chagrin amoureuc; dans ce cas, la chanson fait référence aux
Croisades du Moyen Age en Palestine. Je pense a comment les gens et les lieux sont inextricablement liés
par Phistoire qui les unit et comment le passé et le présent se rejoignent.

It was an English ladye bright,
(The sun shines fair on Carlisle wall,)
And she would marry a Scottish knight,
For Love will still be lord of all.

That wine she had not tasted well
(The sun shines fair on Carlisle wall)
When dead, in her true love’s arms, she fell,
For Love was still the lord of all!

Blithely they saw the rising sun
‘When he shone fair on Carlisle wall;
But they were sad ere day was done,
Though Love was still the lord of all.

He pierced her brother to the heart,
Where the sun shines fair on Carlisle wall —
So perish all would true love part
That Love may still be lord of all!

Her sire gave brooch and jewel fine,
Where the sun shines fair on Carlisle wall;
Her brother gave but a flask of wine,
For ire that Love was lord of all.

And then he took the cross divine,
Where the sun shines fair on Carlisle wall,
And died for her sake in Palestine;

So Love was still the lord of all.

For she had lands both meadow and lea,
Where the sun shines fair on Carlisle wall,
For he swore her death, ere he would see
A Scottish knight the lord of all.

Now all ye lovers, that faithful prove,

(The sun shines fair on Carlisle wall)

Pray for their souls who died for love,
For Love shall still be lord of all!




KECHARITOMENE

Music: Loreena McKennrTT

Urumcar, CHINA, OcTOBER 2003 [ have just seen some of the red-baired Tarim Basin mummies, which
date back to 1000 BC and who, some argue, could be from the peoples who were the
precursors of the Celts. Did they follow the Silk Road this far north?

STrRATFORD, ONTARIO, JUNE 2005 Reading Susan Whitfield’s Lire ALonG THE SiLk Roap,
which profiles the many people, religions and cultures that populated the countless threads of what we call the
Silk Road — nuns, soldiers, merchants — in a slow fusion of cultures from 500 BC to about 1400 AD. In the
core of this period the Celts roamed, sacked Delphi and inspired St. Paul to write his Letters to the Galatians;
the events known as the Crusades came and went, along with those who fought in them, from Richard the
Lionheart to Saladin. Clearly there is much more history to be understood, but from whose vantage point?

Rear WorLp Stupios, WiLtsHIRE, May 2006 My attention has been brought to Anna Comnena, a
Byzantine princess and possibly the first female historian of the West, who observed society, politics, war and
peace from her position at the intersection of Byzantine, Western and Muslim cultures. ..

She was a major chronicler of the First Crusade and ended her days in a convent

called Kecharitomene (Greek for “full of Grace”).

Urumar, CHINE, OCTOBRE 2003 fe viens tout juste de voir quelques-unes des momies a cheveux roux du
bassin du Tarim qui datent de Pan 1000 av. J.-C.. Certains prétendent qu’elles auraient éventuellement
appartenu aux peuples ayant précéde les Celtes. Ont-ils parcouru la Route de la soie jusqu’a ce degré de latitude
septentrionale?

STrRATFORD, ONTARIO, JUIN 2005 7e /is LiFE ALONG THE SiLk Roap de Susan Whitfield.

Cet ouvrage décrit les nombreux peuples, religions et cultures qui constituent Uhistoire et le tissu méme de ce
que nous appelons la Route de la soie — les nonnes, les soldats, les marchands — dans un long bouillon de cultures
qui a mijoté de 500 av. J.-C. jusqu’aux alentours de 1400 apres 7.-C.. Au plus fort de cette période, les
Celtes meneérent une vie d’errance, pillerent Delphes et furent Pinspiration des lettres aux Galates qu’écrit
saint Paul; il y eut aussi les batailles des Croisades et ceux qui 'y ont combattu, comme Richard Ceeur de Lion et
Saladin. 1l est évident que Uhistoire a encore beaucoup a nous apprendre, mais quel point de vue doit-on
privilégier?

Stupios ReaL WorLp, WILTSHIRE, MaT 2006 Mon attention porte maintenant sur
Anne Comnene, une princesse byzantine et éventuellement la premicre femme bistorienne de I’Occident,
laquelle considéra la société, la politique, ln guerre et la paix d’un point de vue se situant au carrefour des
cultures byzantine, occidentale et musulmane. .. Une des grandes chroniqueuses
de la premicre Croisade, elle termina sa vie dans un monastere appelé Kecharitomene
(qui signifie “pleine de grice” en grec).

PENELOPE'S SONG

Music anp Lyric: Loreena McKenntTT

PerLeas MansioN, Crios, GREECE, APRIL 23 2005 It is the memory of orange blossoms that brings me back;
all those centuries of springs that give fresh meaning to new life awakening. And all the while, the birds, the
roosters, the children playing and the dogs barking in the distance give presence to the continuation of the story.
Sitting in this orange orchard on the island of Chios, I reach back to a memory only known to me
through story and song.

Not baving studied classical literature before, one of the objectives I have set for myself on this trip is to
compensate for this fact. It is a quest of understanding identity and a concept of home, in a world now so large
and yet so small, which bas fractured our sense of these words and have caused us to redefine them.

And so, I immerse myself as close to the beginning as I possibly can.

As I listen to an audiobook of Homer’s Opyssey, I think of the journeys undertaken by many people in ancient

times: arduous, often lengthy, and with the prospect of never returning always a possibility. Indeed, these are not

just ancient experiences but also contemporary ones. And when we think of journeys, we hear not only the voices
of those doing the leaving — to fight wars, to flee persecution, or simply in search of a better life — but also the
wvoices of those who are left bebind. Hence, the perspective of Odysseus’s faithful wife Penelope comes to mind.

Manoir PerLeas, CHio, GRECE, 23 AVRIL 2005 C’est le souvenir des fleurs d’oranger qui m’a donné envie
de revenir: éternel retour du printemps appelle le renouvellement de la vie et la naissance d’un nouveau cycle.
Et entre-temps, les oiseaux, les coqs, les enfants qui jouent et le bruit des chiens qui jappent au loin apparaissent
comme autant de manifestations de la perpétuation de Phistoire. Assise au beau milieu de ce verger d’orangers

sur Pile de Chio, je repense i un souvenir que seules évoquent une histoire et une chanson.

Comme je w’avais jamais étudié les classiques de la littérature, un des objectifs que je me suis fixée dans le
cadre de ce voyage fut de combler cette lacune. Fe cherche a mieux comprendre ce que sont Pidentité et la notion
de foyer. Or, nous vivons dans un monde & la fois si vaste et si petit que ces concepts ont perdu leur sens
structurant et sont, par conséquent, en pleine mutation et en constante redéfinition. D’ot, j’ai choisi de
commencer mes recherches le plus pres possible du début.

En écoutant une version audio du livre 1.’Opyssie de Homere, je pense aux longs voyages que tant de gens
entreprenaient autrefois; dans des conditions ardues, les voyageurs pouvaient étre partis tres longtemps et on se
savait jamais trop s’ils reviendraient ou non. Par ailleurs, ceci peut aussi se produire de nos jours. Et quand on
pense a ces longs voyages, il ne suffit pas seulement d’écouter le témoignage de ceux qui quittent pour se battre
a la guerre, pour échapper aux persécutions, ou tout simplement pour partir en quéte d’une vie meilleure, mais

aussi d’entendre ce qu’ont a dire ceux qui restent a les attendre. Voila pourquoi je m’intéresse
autant au point de vue de Pénélope, la fidéle épouse d’Ulysse.

Now that the time has come And in the night when our dreams are still

Soon gone is the day Or when the wind calls free
There upon some distant shore T’ll keep your heart with mine
You’ll hear me say Till you come to me
Long as the day in the summer time Now that the time has come
Deep as the wine-dark sea Soon gone is the day
I’ll keep your heart with mine There upon some distant shore
Till you come to me. You’'ll hear me say
There like a bird I'd fly Long as the day in the summer time

High through the air Deep as the wine-dark sea
Reaching for the sun’s full rays T’ll keep your heart with mine
Only to find you there Till you come to me




SACRED SHABBAT

Music: TRADITIONAL, ARRANGED BY LorREENA McKENNITT

Istansur, Turkey, OcTOBER 2003 [ visited a wonderful bookstore across from the Roman cistern at
Yerebatan Sarayi. The gentleman there thrust a book into my hand as I left —
Irfan Orga’s Portrart OF A Turkisu Famivy. He did not want me to pay for it,
but gave it to me as a gift, promising that I would dearly love it.

ArneNs, GREeCE, OCTOBER 2003 [ have finished a wonderful music session with some
extraordinary musicians. In the course of the session, three of them, Haig, Socrates and Panos, played a melody
whose sentiment I love. I want to remember this as I prepare the music for the new recording.

Chios, Greecg, May 2005 At long last, I have finished Porrrarr Or A Turkisu Famiry.
1t is a powerful book portraying an Istanbul family at the turn of the century as they fall on hard times. The
melody I heard in Athens comes to mind as I read of a family enjoying the abundance of their lives before the
First World War. I could imagine many families over the years sitting in parks, sipping tea, conversing with
each other, sometimes listening to music over the sound of water fountains. I am also reminded of the
wonderful poetry of the Fewish poet Solomon ibn Gabrirol, from 11th century Andalusia.

StraTFORD, ONTARIO, MAY 2006 [ discover that the melody I have loved and recorded is also one that
appears on a CD I picked up at the Albambra in Spain. “Morada Del Corazon” is a collection of
Sephardic music from the 11th and 12th centuries performed by Eduardo Paniagua and Musica Antigua.
The CD liner notes say that the melody comes from a song of the Shabbat, “Yodujah ra’ayonay,”

of the Jews of the Ottoman region.

Istansur, TURQUIE, OCTOBRE 2003 J’ai visité un petit bijou de librairie devant la citerne romaine i
Yerebatan sarayi. Alors que je m’appreétais a partir, le galant libraire m’a mis un livre entre les mains en me
promettant que ce serait un coup de ceur: Portrarr Or A Turkisw FamiLy

&Irfan Orga. En insistant que c’était un cadeau, il a refusé que je lui paie.

ArHENES, GRECE, OCTOBRE 2003 fe viens de terminer une séance musicale sensationnelle avec des musiciens
extraordinaires. Pendant la séance, trois d’entre eux, Haig, Socrates et Panos, ont jou¢ un air qui dégage un
feeling qui me plait beaucoup. Il faut que je me souvienne de cette mélodie au cas ou je déciderais de Pinclure
dans la musique de mon prochain album.

Chi0, GRECE, MAT 2005 i enfin terminé de lire PortrarT Or A Turkisa Famwy. Clest un livre
passionnant qui brosse le portrait d’une famille d’Istanbul frappée par la misére au deébut du siécle. En lisant
les passages décrivant le plaisir avec lequel cette famille jouit de abondance avant la premicre guerre
mondiale, Pair que les musiciens ont joué pour moi a Athenes me vient a Pesprit. Jimagine facilement de
nombreuses familles au fil des ans, assises dans les parcs, buvant le thé, discutant ensemble, écoutant par
moments le son de la musique qu’on peut entendre entre les bruits d’eau des fontaines publiques. Cela me
rappelle également la superbe poésie du poete juif Salomon Ibn Gabrirol, dans I’ Andalousie du XTI siecle.

STRATFORD, ONTARIO, MAI 2006 Fe viens de découvrir que Uair que j’aime beaucoup et que j’ai enregistré est
une des mélodies sur le CD que je me suis procurée a I'Albambra en Espagne. Intitulé “Morada Del Corazon”,
cet album est une compilation de musiques juives séfarades datant des XTI et XII* siecles lesquelles sont
interprétées par Eduardo Paniagua et Musica Antigua. Les notes explicatives du livret de cet album CD
preécisent que cet air tire son origine d’un chant du sabbat, “Yodujah ra’ayonay,” des juifs de la région

ottomane.

The moonlight it was dancing
On the waves, out on the sea
The stars of heaven hovered

In a shimmering galaxy

A voice from down the ages
So haunting in its song

These ancient stones will tell us

Our love must make us strong

The breeze it wrapped around me
As I stood there on the shore
And listened to this voice
Like I never heard before

Our battles they may find us

No choice may ours to be

But hold the banner proudly
The truth will set us free

My mind was called across the years

Of rages and of strife
And all the human misery
And all the waste of life

BENEATH A : RARY G ANVSEKY,
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GorpioN, TUurkEY, JUNE 2002 Today I have visited a most amazing archeological site just outside of Gordian,

in Anatolia Turkey. By legend the home of King Midas and the place where Alexander the Great cut the
“Gordian knot,” it conceals layers of civilizations: the Hittites, Phrygians,

Cimmerians and Celts, amongst others. ..

Epngsus, Turkey, OcToBER 2005 This is our last stop on a too-short journey around Turkey...
We wander around this amazing monument, and once again I am swept away by reflections on the civilization
that once lived bere: the commerce, worship and daily life. What stories these stones could tell. ..

Rear Worep Stupios, WiLtsHIRE, May 2006 [ bave struggled with what this song should convey;
a vast rumination in itself... Perbaps it is a call to arms, for the love of ourselves as a species and the natural
world with which we are interwoven. What can we learn from history, given all the opportunities we have to do
s0¢ Can we? Will we? I think of Edmund Burke’s words: “All that is necessary
for evil to triumph is for good men to do nothing.”

GorbioN, TurRQUIE, JUIN 2002 Aujourd’hui, j’ai visité un site archéologique assez incroyable
juste en debors de Gordion, en Anatolie, en Turquie. Selon la legende, c’est la patrie du roi Midas et
Pemplacement du fameux “neud gordien” que trancha Alexandre le Grand. Ce site cache les vestiges de
plusieurs civilisations: les Hittites, les Phrygiens, les Cimmeériens et les Celtes, entre autres. ..

Epnksk, TurQUIE, OcTOBRE 2005 Derniere escale d’un voyage malbeureusement trop court durant lequel
jai fait le tour de la Turquie... Pendant que nous nous baladons autour d’un t impressi 1, je
m’évade une fois de plus dans mes pensées et j’imagine les civilisations qui jadis vécurent ici: le commerce, les
rites religieux et la vie quotidienne. Si ces pierres pouvaient nous raconter...

Stupios ReaL WorLD, WILTSHIRE, MAI 2006 e #2’arrive pas a me faire une idée sur ce que cette chanson
devrait évoquer; toute une réflexion en soi... Cest peut-étre un appel i la solidarité pour I'amour de Pespece
bumaine et du monde naturel avec lequel nous ne faisons qu’un. Considérant Uincroyable richesse que
représente Ubistoire, quelles lecons pouvons-nous en tirer? Sommes-nous capables d’en profiter? Saurons-nous en
profiter? Ainsi, je pense aux paroles d’Edmund Burke: "Tout ce qu’il faut pour que le mal triomphe, c’est que

les braves gens ne fassent rien."

‘We wondered where our God was
In the face of so much pain
And I looked up to the stars above
To find you once again

We travelled the wide oceans
Heard many call your name
With sword and gun and hatred
It all seemed much the same

Some used your name for glory
Some used it for their gain
Yet when liberty lay wanting
No lives were lost in vain

Is it not our place to wonder
As the sky does weep with tears
And all the living creatures
Look on with mortal fear

It is ours to hold the banner
Is ours to hold it long
It is ours to carry forward
Our love must make us strong

And as the warm wind carried
Its song into the night
I closed my eyes and tarried
Until the morning light

As the last star it shimmered
And the new sun’s day gave birth
It was in this magic moment
Came this prayer for mother earth

The moonlight it was dancing

On the waves, out on the sea

The stars of heaven hovered
In a shimmering galaxy

And a voice from down the ages
So haunting in its song
The ancient stones will tell us
Our love must make us strong




NEVER~ENDING ROAD CREDITS & THANKS

(AMHRAN DuUIT)
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Once again, this musical document represents the hard work, expertise, talent and good will of many more people than
1 can mention here, from those I encountered on dusty roads doing research, to those who assisted in the recording
process, preparing, administrating and marketing and undertaking a wide range of activities great and small. If you
bave touched this recording, it is you to whom I say thank you for your considerable contribution. If I may be so bold as
to have a humble hope for this recording, it is to say that we have all been part of a catalyst of discovery for those who

Rear. WorLp Stupios, WiLTsHIRE, AUGUST 18 2006 No particular time or place can be pinpointed as the
inspiration of this piece. Instead, it has been one that has evolved over many years of reading the works of many
poets, mystics from across the religious traditions, who sought to reflect the divine through love poetry: Rumi,
Hafiz, Yunus Emre, Solomon ibn Gabrirol, St. Jobn of the Cross, St. Theresa of Avila.

The universal theme is one of love, and in this never-ending road of life and rebirth,
surely this is the sentiment that must endure.

Stupios ReaL WorLp, WILTSHIRE, 18 A00T 2006 Cette picce ne fait référence i aucune époque ou & aucun
lieu en particulier. En fait, elle a pris forme tout doucement, au fil de certaines lectures s’échelonnant sur un
grand nombre d’années. Ainsi, je me suis inspirée des euvres de plusieurs poetes, en Poccurrence, des mystiques
appartenant a différentes traditions religieuses lesquels ont cherché a évoquer la puissance divine i travers les
formes d’expression propres au poeme d’amour: Riimi, Hifiz, Yunus Emre, Salomon Ibn Gabrirol, saint Jean
de ln Croix et sainte Therese d’Avila. L'amour est le theme universel qui revient sans cesse et sur le chemin
sans fin de la vie et de son renouvellement, c’est sans doute le seul sentiment digne de perdurer.

The road now leads onward ~ As far as can be
Winding lanes ~ And hedgerows in threes
By purple mountains ~ And round every bend
All roads lead to you ~ There is no journey’s end

ReFrRAIN
Here is my heart, I give it to you ~ Take me with you across this land
These are my dreams, so simple, so few ~ Dreams we hold in the palm of our hands

Deep in the winter ~ Amidst falling snow
High in the air ~ Where the bells they all toll
And now all around me ~ I feel you still here

Such is the journey ~ No mystery to fear

It now leads onward ~ I know not where
I feel in my heart ~ That you will be there
‘Whenever a storm comes ~ Whatever our fears
The journey goes on ~ As your love ever nears

are only now joining the journey.
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