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Scene 1:
The children of King Lír play together happily as their parents,
the King and Queen, look on lovingly. When the queen tragically
passes away,  the King sees that his children need a mother. 

Scene 2: 
The King remarries, the children have a new stepmother, Aoife.
She grows jealous of the children and wants the king to herself.
With the help of a druid, she thinks up a terrible spell and  curses
the children, turning them  into swans. 

Scene 3:
The Wild Swans at Coole, by W.B Yeats, read by Annalise
Janssen. 

Scene 4:
This dance depicts the waves seen around the Island of Tory, off
the north coast of Donegal. 

Scene 5:
The swans spend 300 years on their home lake, 300 years on the
cold and stormy Sea of Moyle between Ireland and Scotland,
and 300 years on the Isle of Glora, until the spell is broken. 

Scene 6:
The curse is lifted, and the swans enter the afterlife 

Scenes



The Song of Fionnuala
by Thomas Moore

Silent, oh Moyle, be the roar of thy water, 
 Break not, ye breezes, your chain of repose, 

While, murmuring mournfully, Lir's lonely daughter 
 Tell's to the night-star her tale of woes. 

When shall the swan, her death-note singing, 
 Sleep, with wings in darkness furl'd? 

When will heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 
 Call my spirit from this stormy world? 

Sadly, oh Moyle, to thy winter-wave weeping, 
 Fate bids me languish long ages away; 

Yet still in her darkness doth Erin lie sleeping, 
 Still doth the pure light its dawning delay. 
When will that day-star, mildly springing, 

 Warm our isle with peace and love? 
When will heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 

 Call my spirit to the fields above?



The Wild Swans at Coole
By W.B. Yeats

The trees are in their autumn beauty,
The woodland paths are dry,

Under the October twilight the water
Mirrors a still sky;

Upon the brimming water among the stones
Are nine-and-fifty swans.

The nineteenth autumn has come upon me
Since I first made my count;

I saw, before I had well finished,
All suddenly mount

And scatter wheeling in great broken rings
Upon their clamorous wings.

I have looked upon those brilliant creatures,
And now my heart is sore.

All's changed since I, hearing at twilight,
The first time on this shore,

The bell-beat of their wings above my head,
Trod with a lighter tread.

Unwearied still, lover by lover,
They paddle in the cold

Companionable streams or climb the air;
Their hearts have not grown old;

Passion or conquest, wander where they will,
Attend upon them still.

But now they drift on the still water,
Mysterious, beautiful;

Among what rushes will they build,
By what lake's edge or pool

Delight men's eyes when I awake some day
To find they have flown away?
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