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The Wound in the Water 
– libretto extracts- 

Music by Kim Andre Arnesen 

Text by Euan Tait http://euantait.com 

 

Brief introduction 

The work develops the Olavsfestdagene’s 2016 theme of Mammon.   Mammon, the 

traditional symbol of the love of greed and money, is a force that divides us, both 

internally – we become divided from ourselves, from our capacity for love - and 

communally – human beings become creatures of competition and conflict.  Our 

relationships with ourselves, others, and the vividly living planet that is our home, 

slowly erodes and then collapses – and we come to live as homeless exiles in this 

threefold sense.   So this symphony recognises the long journey towards healing that 

we have to undergo, and ends with a fragile attempt at a shared song. 

 

The work is in 3 parts: The cry of the sea; The cries of exile – chorus of the 

dispossessed; The heart of the singer. 

 
Euan Tait is a European poet, born in Berlin in 1968 of Scottish-Welsh 

heritage.  He worked with people with learning difficulties, firstly in the 

L’Arche community in Sussex; he was then invited by learning disabled 

people to support them in their work places.  He worked as a Christian 

retreat centre’s Training and Interfaith Officer, before becoming a Lecturer 

in English and Creative Writing.  He is becoming internationally recognised 

as librettist, working on major projects (this is his second choral symphony text) in the UK, 

Norway and the US.  He lives in Wales, his house overlooking the two great border rivers, 

the Severn and the Wye.  More information can be found at http://euantait.com 

 

Libretto extracts 

The full libretto will be available in the concert programme.  The following extracts 

are designed to give the reader an outline of the libretto’s themes as a whole: 
 

In the depths of our human ocean 

under the immense pressure 

of the mind’s suppressing waters, 

desire, our own private Mammon, 

what we think we want, stirs in us,  

the broken creature of our lives roars, 

and with its bellow tears the waters 

and leaves them wounded, poisoned. 

* 

I call to you, like a creature 

caught in a nylon net, 

and you call back: “ What 

is your name…  

* 
…The same rivers sing, 
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the same seas dance; 

we’re shaken by the same storms 

as those we love; 

 

yet from the glittering waters 

from the rich soils 

our naked feet touch 

comes the same 

 

terrible high cry 

like a bird caught in flight… 

 

* 

…I have walked this shore 

all my life… 

…and in the last years 

I have been shocked 

into silence here: 

 

the song of this sea 

is changing… 

 

* 

…I, the exile, 

my heart burning, 

my lost life 

a terrible fire, 

songs of loved ones 

crying all around me.  

Oh endless, 

endless home, the sea… 

 

* 

…The shadow of the boat 

through the bright beauty 

of the exiles’ clear water. 

 

The body of the boat 

and the voices streaming, 

terrified, into the sea… 

 

* 

… I return again to the burning sea, 

again to the sea alive with sunlight, 

the fire water teeming 

with the voices that travel to me 

light-fast through the deep, 

drowning voices, 

voices seeking home. 

 

Victims of mammon, 
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victims of my desire 

that erupts as all our wars… 

 

* 

The leaves have fallen away, and dance 

to the wind-song in the garden, 

 

and through new naked trees, we see 

the two great rivers in their beauty 

 

and restless power.  The driven clouds 

burn like comets in our aerial ocean, 

 

the air is alight with the cries of birds 

flocking southwards… 

 

* 

…It is not you alone, sea-singer, 

in the end, your voice fizzing 

into the oncoming waves, 

 

but it is the grain of your voice 

like a choral thread in the rock 

linking you song to song… 

 

* 

…Love, have mercy. 

Love, say we knew you. 

Love, that you knew us. 
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