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THE WESTBROOK BLAKE

— London Song / JIong0oHCKas 1eCHb

— Let The Slave + The Price of Experience
Pa6w1, cnemmte + LleHa mo3HaHus

— Lullaby / KonbiOenbHas

— Holy Thursday / CesiToii ueTBepr

— The Children of Blake / Jletu bieiika

— The Tyger and the Lamb / Turp u sraeHok
— A Poison Tree / [IpeBo fna

— Long John Brown and Little Mary Bell
Jmunubiin [[xxoH bpayH u Mmantotka Mapu baiun

— The Human Abstract / YenoBedeckasi abCcTpakius
— The Fields / I1onsa
— Golden Builders / 3natbie Tpy>K€HUKHU

— I See Thy Form / 4 Buxxy ouepTranus TBOu

Cnoa Yunesma bnelika, kpome ctuxotBopenus «/lern bnelika» Anpuana Murueinia.

TekcTel cocTaBnenbl Apruanom MurtdueiioM, Kpome nbec «CBATON 4eTBEpr»
u «YenoBeueckast abcTpakuusy, nogoopanHeix Kedt ¥Yactopyk.

My3bika 1 apaHxupoBku Maiika YactOpyka.



Yuiabpsam Biienk

Asemop mexcma Adpuan Mumuenn

brneiik ponusncs 28 Hosi6pst 1757 roaa B Jlonnoue, B paiione Coxo. B nercte

€ro Mnoceuagyd BUJICHHS, OH OTKa3bIBAJICS XOJUTh B IIKOJY U ObLT BYHAECPKUHAOM —

KaK MOAT U KaK XyJ10KHUK. OH Hayal nucaTh CTUXHU, COUMHSII 11 HUX CBOM COOCTBEHHBIE
MEJIOANH, U TIEJ 3TH MIECHU CBOUM JIPY3bsiM (Bce 3TU Melloauu yTepsiHbl). [lo3aHee

OH U300pEN 0c00YI0 TEXHUKY penbedHoro ogopra, 61aroaaps KOTOpoil HaeEN cnocod
COUYEeTaTh CBOM TAJIAHTHI M103TA, Xy0’KHHUKA U IpaBépa, HauaB 0hOPMIISITH TAKUM 00pa3oM
CBOU «WJUTIOMUHHPOBAHHBIE» KHUTH, KOTOPBIE CaM K€ U u3jaBall. biieik ucrnoiab3oBa
TaKoi croco0 OTTUCKA I WIITIOCTPALIMU CBOMX CAMBIX U3BECTHBIX MPOU3BEIACHUN,
BKItouas «llecHn HeBuHHOCTMY U «llecHu mo3Hanus», «bpakocoueranue Pas u Anay,
«IIepBas knura Ypuszena», «MunbTon» u «Mepycanmum». OH co3aaBall OTTUCKH, 3aTEM
pacKpammBal X Bpy4HYIO BMECTE CO cBOoel cymnpyroi Katpus.

Onu Bcerna xuiid B 0€THOCTH; KaK MO3T U XyJA0KHUK Biielik u ero npousBeaeHus
BOCIIPUHUMAIUCH OOJIBIIMHCTBOM JIIOJIEH KaK CIUIIKOM 3KCLIEHTpUUHbIe; bieilk Obut

HE TOJIbKO HEMOJIHBIM, HO ¥ CUYUTAJICS OJIUTUYECKHU OMAaCHBIM. OTKPBITO
MPOTUBOCTOSIIIUN BCEM «MOHapXaM, paTHUKAM U CBSIIIEHHUKAM», OH ObLIT OCYXKIEH

B 1804 roay 3a mpu3bIBBI K MITEXKY, HO €My MTOCYACTIMBUIIOCH N30€KaTh CMEPTHOMN Ka3HHU.
To, uTo HEKOTOPBIE €r0 OoJIee MO3AHUE U BO MHOTOM MPOPOUECKUE KHUTH HE TOJTYUUIU

B TO BpeMsl IIUPOKOU U3BECTHOCTH, BIIOJIHE MOKET ObITh OOBSICHUMO MOJTUTUYECKUMU

npecieaoBaHusIMU Tex JieT. bieiik ymep B 1827 rony, emy Ob110 69.
DTO MUCHbMO Hanucain BrociueacTsuu Jxxopax Puumonn, apyr nosra, Camroany [anmepy:

Moii 0opoeoui dpye, Ecnu vl He 3uanu o cmepmu Mucmepa bneiika, s nanucan 3mo
nucvmo, Yumobwl coobuums gam. OH NOUUNL C 4UeCmblo 8 BOCKpeceHbe, 8 b geuepa.

OH ckaszan, umo omnpasasemcs 6 Cmpany, ysuoems KOmopyo Meyumai 8Clo C8010 HCU3HD.
OH ckaszan, ymo oopemém mam camoe bonvuioe Cuacmoe, Haoesico Ha CnaceHue yepes
Hucyca Xpucma. Ilepeo camoui cmepmovito Eco Jluk mouno ceemuics 61axceHHbiM
ceemom, ouu Eco npoceemnenu u OH, CIOBHO 00epIHCUMbLIL, CINAT NeMb O MOM, YMO OH,
6yomo 6w1, uden na nebecax. Iloucmune, on ymep, kax Ceamoti, umo guden mom,

Kmo Oblll ¢ HUM 8 nocieonuti momernm, — On 6yoem Iloxoponern 6 namuuyy, 6 noJ0eHb.
Ecnu Bot 3axomume nputimu na I[loxoponvl — eciu vl notioéme, 6 ounudxcaunce 6yoym
mecma. C Jliobosvio, sawt /. Puumono, — Ilpocmume mue mou ybozue kapaxyiu.



London Song from ‘Songs of Experience’ / Jlonmonckas necub u3 «Ilecen Omnbitay

Kpuxu, cmonwl u pyeans 10HOOHCKOU Yauybl nPOMUEONOCMABIEHbl CUMBOLAM YEPKBU
u eocyoapcmea. Beé yenemeno, nopaboweno u nooasiero, u KOWMapHulil oopas
«Kamaganxa Ho80OPAUHLIX) 20BOPUM O MOM, UMO NAOeHUe HEeU3DENHCHO.

I wander through each chartered street,

Near where the chartered Thames does flow,
And mark in every face I meet

Marks of weakness, marks of woe.

In every cry of every man,

In every infant’s cry of fear,

In every voice in every ban,

The mind-forged manacles I hear.

How the chimney sweeper’s cry

Every blackening church appalls,

And the hapless soldier’s sigh

Runs in blood down palace walls.

But most through midnight streets I hear
How the youthful harlot’s curse,

Blasts the new-born infant’s tear,

And blights with plagues the marriage-hearse.



Let The Slave (‘America’) + The Price of Experience (‘Vala, or the Four Zoas’)
Pao6bl, cnemure («Amepuka») + Illena no3nanus («Bana unu Yetsipe 30a»)

Pazeépuymoe ckpunuunoe ecmynienue npedgocxuwaem cypogvle u CMpacmmubvle
BOKAIbHbIE NAPMUU, NEePEXOOSUUE 8 HCUSHEYMBEPHCOAIOWULL CUMHOOOPA3HBLL NPUNES.
Jexnamayus «Kakosa yena nosnanusy npusviéaem Kk COCMpaoanuio u Cnpageoiusocmu.
breiix ne npomueuncs no3snanuio, o cuumai e2o HeobXx00UMbIM, HO 3HAIL, YMO OHO 00PO2O
cmoum. Xoposvle 2apMOHUU 8bIPAICATON NPUTUE HAOEHCObL, A CKPUNKA 3a0upaemcs
868bLCb, YMOObL OMKIUKHYMbCSA HA NPU3LIE K C80000e.

Let the slave grinding at the mill run out into the field

Let him look up into the heavens and laugh in the bright air

Let the enchained soul, shut up in darkness and in sighing

Whose face has never seen a smile in thirty weary years

Rose and look out; his chains are loose, his dungeon doors are open;
And let his wife and children return from the oppressors scourge

They look behind at every step and believe it is a dream

Singing: the sun has left his blackness and has found a fresher morning
And the fair moon rejoices in the clear and cloudless night

For empire is no more and now the lion and wolf shall cease

For everything that lives is holy

What is the price of experience? do men buy it for a song?

Or wisdom for a dance in the street? no, it is bought with the price

Of all that a man hath, his house, his wife, his children

Wisdom is sold in the desolate market where none come to buy

And in the withered field where the farmer plows for bread in vain

It is an easy thing to triumph in the summers sun

And in the vintage and to sing on the wagon loaded with corn

It is an easy thing to talk of patience to the afflicted

To speak the laws of prudence to the homeless wanderer

To listen to the hungry ravens cry in wintry season

When the red blood is filled with wine and with the marrow of lambs
It is an easy thing to laugh at wrathful elements

To hear the dog howl at the wintry door, the ox in the slaughter house moan;
To see a God on every wind and a blessing on every blast

To hear sounds of love in the thunder storm that destroys our enemies house;
To rejoice in the blight that covers his field

And the sickness that cuts off his children

While our olive and vine sing and laugh round our door

And our children bring fruits and flowers

Then the groan and the dolor are quite forgotten

And the slave grinding at the mill

And the captive in chains and the poor in the prison

And the soldier in the field

When the shattered bone hath laid him groaning among the happier dead
It is an easy thing to rejoice in the tents of prosperity:

Thus could I sing and thus rejoice: but it is not so with me.



Lullaby (A Cradle Song) from ‘Songs of Innocence’
Koabi0eannas n3 «llecer HeBUHHOCTHY

Pooumenu 6 ynucon norom ceoemy peb6enxy smy KonvlOenbHy10, VKPAULEHHYTO
MenoouuHviMU nepenusamu cakcogouna. /na bneiixa pe6énox smo maxaice oopas
maaoenya Xpucma: nosmopsowuecs: YROMUHAHUsL «ymex» npeonoiazaion,

Ymo He8UHHOCMb — SMO 8YA]lb, 3 KOMOPOUL CKpbleaemcs boee Cyposas peaibHOCHb.

Sweet dreams form a shade,

O'er my lovely infants head.
Sweet dreams of pleasant streams,
By happy silent moony beams.
Sweet sleep with soft down.
Weave thy brows an infant crown.
Sweet sleep Angel mild,

Hover o'er my happy child.

Sweet smiles in the night,

Hover over my delight.

Sweet smiles Mothers smiles,

All the livelong night beguiles.
Sweet moans, dovelike sighs,
Chase not slumber from thy eyes,
Sweet moans, sweeter smiles,

All the dovelike moans beguiles.
Sleep sleep happy child,

All creation slept and smiled.



Holy Thursday from ‘Songs of Experience’ / CBaroii yerBepr u3 «llecen OmnbiTa»

Ha smo cmuxomeopenue bretika 600xHo8uUIU demu-cupomul, KOMOPbIX OH Y8UOeJl

6 cobope Ceamoeo Ilasna coopaswumucs na cayarcoy 6 [lenv Bosnecenus. 3a ¢hacadom
b1ac0meopumenbHOCmuU OH BUOUM «XOJIOOHYIO PYKY pocmosuukay. On ucnonv3yem
npocmoule Memagopsvl MEOPeHUs U 8peMeH 200d, 0OPYUUBAACH C KPUMUKOU HA
QUIAHMPONUYECKYIO CEHMUMEHMATbHOCMb, — «MaM 8e4Has 3umay. Boxan pesxo
noosepeaem COMHEHUIM YCMOABUUECS YeHHOCU, HACMOUYUBO NPU3LLEASL K
CNpasedIuBoCmu 8 NOCieOHeM Kynieme.

Is this a holy thing to see.

In a rich and fruitful land.

Babes reduced to misery.

Fed with cold and usurous hand?
Is that trembling cry a song?

Can it be a song of joy?

And so many children poor?

It is a land of poverty!

And their sun does never shine.
And their fields are bleak & bare.
And their ways are filled with thorns
It 1s eternal winter there.

For where-e'er the sun does shine.
And where-¢'er the rain does fall:
Babe can never hunger there,

Nor poverty the mind appall.



The Children of Blake / leTtu buaeiika
nosma Anpuana Mutuenna (1932 —-2008) u3 mro3ukna « Turpy» (1971)

YV Brnetika u e2o scenvt Kampun ne 6v110 demeil, HO HACIEOHUKU €20 00PA308 OKPYAHCAIOM
HAc, OHU NOBCIO0Y, KMAHYYS MbLCAYAMUY.

The children of Blake dance in their thousands
Over nursery meadows and through the sinister forests,
Beyond the spikes of cities,

Over the breasts of mountains,

The children of Blake dance in their thousands.
They dance beyond logic,

They dance beyond science.

They are dancers,

They are only dancers,

And every atom of their minds and hearts,
And their deep skins

And every atom of their bowels

And genitals and imaginations

Dances to the music of William Blake.



The Tyger and The Lamb from ‘Songs of Innocence and Experience’

Turp u aruenok u3 «llecen HeBuunoctu n Onbitay

T'unnomuueckue, msacyuue napmuu KOHmMpaodaca u Kouue nepkyccuonHvle d¢ppexmol

COCOUHSIIOMCSL noemopArWUMUCA akkopéamu U C6A3AHHbBIMU memamMu, a Xop noém

oemckue neceuxu. Cnieménnvie 606@141—[0, amu 06a CMUxXomeopeHus nocpyaicaromcs

8 3a2a00unble maiinbl meopenus. Heaxcrnomy xpucmuanckomy obpasy Aenya

NPOMUBONOCMABISIEMCL YOusumenvHas u xcecmoxas kpacoma Tuepa: « 1 enpagdy o

co30an mebsi mom, kmo Aenya comseopun? »

Tyger Tyger, burning bright,

In the forests of the night:

What immortal hand or eye,

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?
In what distant deeps or skies,

Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?

What the hand, dare sieze the fire?
And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & what dread feet?
What the hammer? what the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?

What the anvil? what dread grasp,
Dare its deadly terrors clasp!

When the stars threw down their spears
And watered heaven with their tears:
Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?
Tyger Tyger, burning bright,

In the forests of the night:

What immortal hand or eye,

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

Little lamb, who made thee?
Dost thou know who made thee,
Gave thee life, and bade thee feed
By the stream and o’er the mead;
Gave thee clothing of delight,
Softest clothing, wooly, bright;
Gave thee such a tender voice,
Making all the vales rejoice?
Little lamb, who made thee?
Dost thou know who made thee?
Little lamb, I'1l tell thee;

Little lamb, I’1l tell thee:

He is called by thy name,

For He calls Himself a lamb,

He is meek, and He 1s mild,

He became a little child;

I a child, and thee a Lamb,

We are called by His Name.
Little lamb, God bless thee!
Little lamb, God bless thee



A Poison Tree from ‘Songs of Experience’ / IpeBo flna u3 «Ilecen OmnbiTa»

breiix npusvieaem Kk vlpasxcenuto dIMoYuli U KpUMuKyem cmMupeHrue, CONPNCeHHoe

C NOHAMUEM «XPUCMUAHCK020 0oneomepnenusy. On ucnoav3yem ae2eHoy o oepege Anuap,
Komopoe, Kak cuumaemcsi, ompasisem ece (hopmbvl HCU3HU, Ymobbl 0opamums
epexonaodeHue 8 Ioemckom caoy. I pex u pazepawjeHue 3apaxcaiom paccKkaziuxa.
My3zvikanvHoe oghopmaenue — cepbé3noe Kabape.

I was angry with my friend,

I told my wrath, my wrath did end.
I was angry with my foe,

I told it not my wrath did grow.
And I watered it in fears,

Night and morning with my tears,
And I sunned it with smiles

And with soft deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night

Till it bore an apple bright,

And my foe beheld it shine,

And he knew that it was mine.

And into my garden stole,

When the night had veiled the Pole.
In the morning glad I see

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.



Long John Brown and Little Mary Bell from the Pickering Manuscript
/ Jamunblii xon bpayn u mamwrka Mapu Bana u3 manyckpunra [lukepunra

T'omuueckas cxasxa 6 cmune R&B. 3a mapuiesvim pummom u Xopovim neHuem
Mbl CILIUUM e0KOoe U CMPACMHOe 0CYIHCOeHUe NOOABIEHUSL Yell0BeUeCKOll CeKCYAIbHOCTIU.

Little Mary Bell had a Fairy in a nut,

Long John Brown had the Devil in his gut;

Long John Brown loved little Mary Bell,

And the Fairy drew the Devil into the nutshell.

Her Fairy skipped out and her Fairy skipped in;

He laughed at the Devil, saying ‘Love is a sin.’

The Devil he raged, and the Devil he was wroth,

And the Devil entered into the young man’s broth.

He was soon in the gut of the loving young swain,

For John ate and drank to drive away love’s pain;

But all he could do he grew thinner and thinner,
Though he ate and drank as much as ten men for his dinner.
Some said he had a wolf in his stomach day and night,
Some said he had the Devil, and they guessed right;
The Fairy skipped about in his glory, joy and pride,
And he laughed at the Devil till poor John Brown died.
Then the Fairy skipped out of the old nutshell,

And woe and alack for pretty Mary Bell!

For the Devil crept in when the Fairy skipped out,
And there goes Miss Bell with her fusty old nut.



The Human Abstract from ‘Songs of Experience’
/ HenoBeueckasi adcrpakuusa u3 «Ilecen OnbiTay

bretix uccnedyem e3aumocssnzo 00b6pa u 31a, ucnonv3ys memagopy oepesa.

B xpucmuanckux obpasax Bopon sensemcs cumeonom epexa u 0bs680.1a, KOMopblil 4acmo
noseusemcs Ha opese No3Hanus. Bcé amo — ymonocmpoenus uenogeka. oasce munocepoue
U JHCaAnOCmob MO2ym ObIMb I20UCMUYHBL U TUYEMEPHDBL, 8€0b OHU He MO2YNL CYULeCmB08aMmMb
be3 oicepma. M3 maxoti 21y00KoUl UpoHUU 803HUKAEM NAPAOOKC. «Bzaummubiil cmpax
NPUHOCUN MUD Y.

Pity would be no more If we did not make somebody Poor;
And Mercy no more could be If all were as happy as we.
And mutual fear brings peace, Till the selfish loves increase:
Then Cruelty knits a snare, And spreads his baits with care.
He sits down with holy fears, And waters the grounds with tears;
Then Humility takes its root Underneath his foot.

Soon spreads the dismal shade Of Mystery over his head;
And the Catterpiller and Fly Feed on the Mystery.

And it bears the fruit of Deceit,

Ruddy and sweet to eat;

And the Raven his nest has made In its thickest shade.

The Gods of the earth and sea

Sought thro' Nature to find this Tree;

But their search was all in vain:

There grows one in the Human Brain.



The Fields from ‘Jerusalem’ / Iloas u3 «Mepycanumar

Ilacmopanvhvle u 2copoockue docmonpumenamenbHocmu oaetikoeckoco Jlonooua
cocpedomoueHvl 8 mom, Kak buetix npeocmasnsem cebe «cnpageonusviii Hepycanumy.:
bodicecmaentblll 20p00 MUpa, CNpasedIu8oCmu U c60000bl.

The fields from Islington to Marybone,
To Primrose Hill and Saint Johns Wood ,
Were builded over with pillars of gold,
And there Jerusalems pillars stood.

Her Little-ones ran on the fields

The Lamb of God among them seen
And fair Jerusalem his Bride:

Among the little meadows green.
Pancrass & Kentish-town repose
Among her golden pillars high:

Among her golden arches which

Shine upon the starry sky.

The Jews-harp-house & the Green Man;
The Ponds where Boys to bathe delight:
The fields of Cows by Willans farm:
Shine in Jerusalems pleasant sight.

In my Exchanges every Land

Shall walk, & mine in every Land,
Mutual shall build Jerusalem:

Both heart in heart & hand in hand.



Golden Builders from ‘Jerusalem’ / 3narslie Tpyxkenuku u3 «Mepycanumar

«Heyoicenu omo Kansapu u I'oneogpa cmanu obumenwvio scanocmu u cocmpaoanus? y.
Yenogeueckuii mpyo, cmpoumamepuansl, 8CE803IMOMCHbIE 3a00Mbl, He0OX00UMbIEe

0J151 NOCMPOUKU 30aHuli, — 6cé amo 0ns bneiixa sensemcs oopazom cozoanusi HOB020 Mupa,
cnpageonusocmu u cocmpaoanus. « Tpyoucs ¢ Hadedncooti!».

What are those golden builders doing? Is that Calvary and Golgotha Becoming a building
of pity and compassion? Lo! The stones are pity, and the bricks well-wrought affections
Enamel’d with love and kindness, and the tiles engraven gold, Labour of merciful hands:
The beams and rafters are forgiveness, The mortar and cement of the work, tears

of honesty: The nails and the screws and iron braces are well-wrought blandishments

and well-contrived words, firm-fixing, never forgotten, always comforting

the remembrance: The floors, humility: The ceilings, devotion: The hearths, thanksgiving.
Prepare the furniture, O Lambeth, in thy pitying looms, The curtains, woven tears and
sighs wrought into lovely forms for comfort; There the secret furniture of Jerusalem’s
chamber is wrought. Lambeth! The Bride, the Lamb’s wife, loveth thee. Thou art one
with her and knowest not of self in thy supreme joy. Go on, builders in hope!



I See Thy Form from ‘Jerusalem’ / I Busky ouepranusi TBon u3 «epycanumar

B smoti komnozuyuu nonnocmosio packpvieaemces mowb 0opazos bneiika, éocnesaemvlx
conocamu « Cesmuinu [ ocnooay.

I see thy form,

O lovely mild Jersusalem.

Winged with six wings

In the opacious bosom of the sleeper.

Lovely Threefold in head and heart and reins
Three universes of love and beauty.

Thy forehead bright,

Holiness to the Lord,

With gates of pearl, reflects Eternity

Beneath thy azure wings of feathery down,
Ribbed, delicate and clothed with feathered gold
And azure and purple.

From thy white shoulders,

Shadowing purity in Holiness

Thence feathered with soft crimson of the ruby
Bright as fire, spreading into azure wings
Which, like a canopy bends over Thy immortal Head
In which eternity dwells.



Tocseawaemcsa namamu Aopuana Mumuenna (1932—2008)

Mike Westbrook Band
Phil Minton — gokan

Kate Westbrook — soxan
Chris Biscoe — caxcoghonwi
Billy Thompson — ckpunka
Karen Street — akxopoeon
Mike Westbrook — posiis

Steve Berry — konmpabac

Peter Conway — oupexmop

Xop iTerChorum

[Té€tp CaBUHKOB — XyJ0KECTBEHHBIA PYKOBOAUTEND U TUPHKED

KomMmenTapuu k nmporpamme — Dapuan MaHH
ITepeBon Ha pycckuii 1361k — Hanexna Oruesa, bopuc JlrvonnHckui
Bépctka — bornan Kpasnos

ITonnepxka — Airshaft Trust

AnbooM The Westbrook Blake non nazsanuem ‘Glad Day Live’ BoimyliiieH B ¢poopmate
DVD + CD na neiidbne Westbrook Records B 2014 romy.

www.westbrookjazz.co.uk



BricTynieHne BBIOAOMIETOCS aHTIIUICKOTO AKa30BOTO
KOMIIO3UTOPA ¥ MUAHUCTA, oduiiepa opacHa
Bbpuranckoii umnepun Maiika ¥YacTOpyka

u «TheWestbrook Blake» 22 mas 2019 rona
OpraHU30BaHO TBOpUECKUM O0ObeauHenremM Nobodies’
Music 1 npruypo4eHO K ABAATUIECTHEMY FOOUIICIO
MOCKOBCKOro KynerypHoro nenrpa «J0OM»y.

https://facebook.com/nobodiesmusicmoscow/

http://dom.com.ru/

Konuepr siBisiercs yactbio nporpamMmmsl ['oga my3beiku BenukoOputanuu u Poccun 2019,
kotopas npoBoautcs [ToconscTBoM BenukoOputanuu B MoCKkBe IpH HOJIEPAKKE
bputanckoro Cosera.

https://www.year-of-music.org/

POCCUA

" :' " BEAUKOBPUTAHUA
'
FOA MY3blKWU/2019

NupopMmanuoHHas MOJAEPKKA

Dyka3.Py ik PYg

W W w . a

wwwBzvuki.ru







Nobodies’ Music npeacrasiasier

DecTuBajb K ABaguarwiaeTuio KyjabTypHoro ueHrpa «dom»

19 man 2019
— Alexander von Schlippenbach,
Johan Berthling, Pedro Sousa, Gabriel Ferrandini
— Pascal Niggenkemper
— Peeter Uuskyla, Tellef Ogrim

20 mas 2019

— Sylvie Courvoisier Trio

— Rodrigo Amado, Michael Zerang, Pascal Niggenkemper
— Ilya Belorukov, Gabriel Ferrandini

22 man 2019
— Mike Westbrook Band: The Westbrook Blake
— Bedmakers: Tribute to an Imaginary Folk Band

23 mas 2019
— Richard Youngs, Chris Corsano, David Maranha
— Szilard Mezei

— Rodrigo Amado, Chris Corsano

24 mas 2019
— Nik Bartsch
— Szilard Mezei Quartet



