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We were dreaming of lullabies. Each of us, unbeknown to the other, imagined 
creating the kind of recording we wanted to hear as we tucked our children in at 
night.

Meeting in this shared land, our commingled dreams sowed the seeds of Angel 
Heart. Buds broke through in the form of songs that we gathered from disparate 
corners of the world, with vastly differing musical languages. Delighted with the 
landscape, what, we wondered, would it look like in full bloom?

When we laid our seedlings at the feet of Cornelia Funke, the flowering began. Her 
words took root around the songs to form a single story: a tale told by voices in 
speech and in song, suspended above a rich bed of cellos. Bringing pictures in to 
play, our nursery blossomed with contrast and color.

Come, lay a blanket down among the stalks and petals and experience Angel Heart 
through music, story, sight and touch. Join us!

– LISA DELAN & LUNA PEARL WOOLF
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CHAPTER I
TRACK 1

There! Do you hear it?
There is a whispering of wings in the silence of the night.
They’re coming.
With feathers as white as snow, and faces as bright as the moonlight.

Angels.

They come to chase the nightmares that gallop through the dark 
and to harvest the light of the stars.
They spread it over roofs and beds and sleeping eyes
and fill the night with music…

PART 1 



All Through the Night 
Sleep, my love, and peace attend thee,
All through the night.
Guardian angels God will lend thee
All through the night.
Hushed, the world lies lost in sleeping,
Hushed, the harvest hushed its reaping.
Hushed, the stars their vigil keeping,
All through the night.

Sleep now, and peace attend thee,
All through the night.
Guardian angels God will lend thee
All through the night.
Hushed, the world lies lost in sleeping,
Hushed, the harvest hushed its reaping.

Hushed, the stars their vigil keeping,
All through the night,
All through the night.

Once, I told my love in sorrow
All through the night,
Long the waiting, cold the morrow,
All through the night.
Sleep, my love, and dreams will bring 
thee,
Clothes of starry wreaths to ring thee,
Angel choir their songs to sing thee
All through the night.

Come the kings and come the lowly,
All, through the night.

CHAPTER I
TRACK 2

Keep the watch and keep it holy,
All through the night.
Voices from the dreamland woken,
She will hear your words unspoken,
Hold her in your pledge unbroken,
All through the night,
All through the night.



CHAPTER II
TRACK 3

But look! Who is that one?
He tumbles from the sky like a young bird.
His wings are not much larger than a pigeon’s.

Oh, now he is upset. He says he is not that young!
His name is Rahmiel,
and he is almost two thousand years old.

He is the angel of love and compassion.

CHAPTER II 
TRACK 4

Mother Nature’s Son
Born a poor young country boy,
Mother Nature’s son.
All day long I’m sitting singing songs
for everyone.

Sit beside a mountain stream.
See her waters rise.
Listen to the pretty sound of music as she flies.

Find me in my field of grass,
Mother Nature’s son.
Swaying daisies sing a lazy song beneath
the sun.

Mother Nature’s son.



CHAPTER III
TRACK 5

Ah, how Rahmiel loves the world of men and beasts!
The night is like black velvet under his wings
and he hears a thousand dreamers whispering in their sleep.

So many hearts are beating amongst the trees, in the houses,
between the hills and under the waters shimmering with the
light of the stars.

So much life!
Fish and birds and hare. Fox, mice and moths.
Rahmiel touches them with his fingers made from light.
He strokes fur and scales and feathers, leaves and bark.

Oh life. He laughs. It’s like a dance in the night.
But what is that sound? So sad. So lonely.

O Waly Waly 
The water is wide, I cannot get o’er.
And neither have I wings to fly.
O, give me a boat that will carry two,
And both shall row, my love and I.

O, down in the meadows the other day,
A-gath’ring flowers both fine and gay,
A-gath’ring flowers both red and blue,
I little thought what love can do.

I leaned my back up against an oak,
Thinking that he were a trusty tree;
But first he bended and then he broke.
And so did my false love to me.

A ship there is and she sails the seas.
She’s laden deep, as deep can be;
But not so deep as the love I’m in:
I know not if I sink or swim.

O, love is handsome and love is fine,
And love’s a jewel while it is new;
But love grows old and waxes cold,
And fades away like the morning dew.

CHAPTER III
TRACK 6 



CHAPTER IV
TRACK 7

So much sadness!
Rahmiel has heard that love can do that to humans.
But he has never seen it before.
He hides in the moonlight and looks
at the girl that sits all by herself by the side of a pond.

She is young and beautiful
but her heart is broken into a thousand pieces.
Angels can see things like that.

Her name is Luna. Rahmiel can see that too.
Angels see everything — which can sometimes be exhausting,
especially when it comes to humans.
Humans are so much more complicated than fish or birds.

Her hair is as dark as the night
and her face is as pale as the moon.
Rahmiel spills a bit of starlight onto her shoulders —
and smiles at her when she looks up.

An angel’s smile is brighter than a thousand stars.
Luna’s eyes grow wide.
Aha. She sees him. Not every human does.

“Who are you?” she whispers.
That’s quite a silly question.
But maybe she is one of those who pretend they don’t believe in angels.
Rahmiel spreads his wings a bit wider to get any doubts out of the way.
And Luna feels the sadness in her heart melting like butter in the sun.



Je porte ma lanterne jolie
Je porte ma lanterne jolie
Dans la nuit.
Je porte ma lanterne jolie
Une étoile me suit.

La la la ô bonheur
La la la dans mon coeur

Je porte ma lanterne allumée
Nuit aimée.
Je porte ma lanterne allumée
Sous le ciel étoilé.

La la la ô bonheur
La la la dans mon coeur

(I hold my lantern alight
Through the night.
I hold my lantern alight,
I carry a star in my hand.

La la la, oh, what joy!
La la la, in my heart.

My lantern’s light’s so dazzling bright
Loves the night.
My lantern’s light’s so dazzling bright
Touches the starry sky.

La la la, oh what joy!
La la la, in my heart)

CHAPTER IV
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CHAPTER V
TRACK 9

Rahmiel fills the night with laughter and song and rainbows
made from starlight.
But Luna’s heart is still in pieces.
And the sadness comes back — like a shadow darkening her
bright face.

“Leave me alone,” she says. “Thank you very much.
But you’re wasting your time. I am sure there are others who
need your help.”
And then she starts crying again.

Oh no!
Rahmiel wipes the tears from her cheeks but there are too many.
They make even his warm fingers feel cold and wet.

CHAPTER V
TRACK 10

Danny Boy
Oh, Danny boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling
From glen to glen, and down the mountainside.
The summer’s gone, and all the flow’rs are dying.
‘Tis you, ‘tis you must go and I must bide.

But come ye back when summer’s in the meadow
Or when the valley’s hushed and white with snow.
‘Tis I’ll be here, in sunshine or in shadow,
Oh, Danny boy, oh, Danny boy, I love you so.

And when ye come, and all the roses falling.
If I am dead, as dead I well may be,
Ye’ll come and find the place where I am lying
And kneel and say an “ave” there for me.



And I shall hear, tho’ soft you tread above me,
And, all my grave shall warmer, sweeter be,
For you will bend and tell me that you love me,
And I shall sleep in peace until you come to me.

CHAPTER VI
TRACK 11

Oh, this is too much pain. Even for an angel.
It seems like they’ll need some magic,
as white as his feathers and as old as the ground under the girl’s feet.

Rahmiel looks at the dark hills that rise in the distance.
He knows someone who may be able to mend that broken heart
as easily as a broken mug.

She is slightly grumpy and for sure not an angel.
But she knows more about human hearts than he does.
And much more about lovesick girls and tears and all that.
But it will be a long way.



CHAPTER VI
TRACK 12

The Adventurer
The going from a world we know
To one a wonder still
Is like the child’s adversity
Whose vista is a hill.
Behind the hill is sorcery
And everything unknown,
But will the secret compensate
For climbing it alone?



14 Angels 
Abends will ich schlafen gehn,
vierzehn Englein un mich stehn:
zwei zu meinen Häupten,
zwei zu meinen Füßen,
zwei zu meiner Rechten,
zwei zu meiner Linken,
zweie die mich dekken,
zweie die mich wekken,
zweie die mich weisen
zu Himmels Paradeisen!

(When at night I go to sleep,
fourteen angels watch do keep,
two stand here beside me,
two stand there to guide me,
two are on my right hand,
two are on my left hand,
two more come to wake me,
two more come to take me,
two more gently beckon
and lead the way to heaven!)

CHAPTER VII
TRACK 14

CHAPTER VII
TRACK 13

Luna doesn’t look very strong after all her sighing and crying.
“You should sleep,” Rahmiel says.
He says it in his best commanding angel voice.

But Luna won’t listen.
She just stares at the dark pond
as if she wants to drown herself in it the next minute.
This WILL be difficult.

So Rahmiel calls the others.
All the angels of the night.
They wrap the girl in light and Rahmiel builds her a nest from his feathers,
because the grass is wet from dew.

“Is this a dream?” Luna whispers. “If yes, it’s a good one.
And I can still drown myself tomorrow.”
Then she closes her eyes.
And the angels fill the night once again with music.



CHAPTER VIII
TRACK 15

The witch that can heal broken hearts as easily as broken bones
lives in a house built from raven feathers.

She sits on her roof in the shape of a magpie when Rahmiel
knocks at her door.
“What is it?’ she croaks.
Then she sees the angel.
“Oh well, I am coming,” she says turning into a very black cat.
“Who can say ‘No’ to an angel? Even when it is such a young and
foolish one.”

The witch doesn’t look much older than Luna when she takes
human shape.
But her hair is as white as the angel’s wings.

“Hmm!” she says pressing her hand onto the girl’s chest.

PART 2 



“This heart won’t easily mend. It lost a lot of love. I know only one cure
for that.”

She brushes over the raven feathers that clad her house like a cloak
and out of the wall steps a huge man, as feathery as a bird.
His nose is black and curved like a beak and his eyes are pools of sadness.

Luna steps back under the angel’s wings,
and even Rahmiel has to gather all his light around him.
There is so much loss in the huge man’s face
and so much knowledge about the night side of the world.
The angel can hear his heart. It hums a sad, sad song.



CHAPTER VIII
TRACK 16

O Absalom 
O, Absalom my son, my son
O, Absalom my son, my son

Would to G-d I had died for thee, my son,
Would to G-d I had died for thee, my son.

O, Absalom my son, my son
O, Absalom my son, my son

CHAPTER IX
Track 17

“Mistress!” the raven man says, bowing in front of the witch.
“What is your command?”
“Take the years from her!” the witch answers.
“Make her heart young again so it can mend.”

The dark man looks at Luna.
Then he looks at the angel.
“I ask for a gift in return,” he says. “I want one of your feathers.”

That’s not too bad.
Rahmiel plucks one out of his left wing.
So white. So bright with light.
The raven man closes his fingers around it with a smile.

Then he wraps his feathery arms around Luna
and, when he lets go, she is a child again.



“This will help you remember yourself,” the witch says.
“We know best who we are when we are very young.”

Then she turns to the angel. “Take her to East, North and West.
Let them sing their lullabies to her
and when she lies down in the South, her heart will be mended.”

Luna looks at her small hands.
She hasn’t had such small hands for many years.
“Shall we fly?” Rahmiel asks her.
“Yes!” Luna replies with a smile. “I think I can.
I feel as light as one of your feathers!”



Unter Beymer
unter beymer vaksn grozn,
ay-lu-lu…
un di beyze vintn blozn,
schlof zhe zunenyu.

zits, mayn kind, nit bay dem fenster,
vayl du kenst dem vint derfiln;
un ikh vil nit, du, mayn shenster,
zolst, kholile, zikh farkiln.

himl iz shoyn khmarne shvarts,
punkt azoy vi do bay mir in harts.

unter beymer vaksn grozn,
ay-lu-lu...
un di beyze vintn blozn,
schlof zhe zunenyu.

ay-lu-lu
schlof zhe, mayn kind, oy, harts mayns,
ay-lu-lu
blayb mir gezunt.

CHAPTER X
TRACK 18

(Beneath the trees the grass grows,
Ay-lu-lu…
And the harsh winds blow.
Sleep, my little son.

Do not sit beside the window, my child,
for you can feel the draft there,
and I do not want you, my beautiful one, 
to catch a cold, G-d forbid.

Dark clouds already fill the sky,
just as here in my heart.

Beneath the trees the grass grows...
Ay-lu-lu, ay-lu-lu…
And the harsh winds blow.
Sleep, my little son.

Ay-lu-lu
Sleep, my child, oh my heart.
Ay-lu-lu, ay-lu-lu…
Stay healthy and be well.)



CHAPTER X
TRACK 19

The East is dressed in leaves and as slender as a birch tree.
Her lullaby is the song of the wind.

It reminds Luna of dancing with bare feet in wet grass.
Of her mother’s arms.
Of the light of the sun.
The scent of flowers.
And of being young, so young.

She falls asleep, the angel above her head
and the music like dew on her skin,
and when she wakes Rahmiel takes her hand
and they head North.

CHAPTER XI
TRACK 20

Russian Lullaby 
Every night you’ll hear her croon
A Russian lullaby

Just a little plaintive tune
When baby starts to cry

Rock-a-bye my baby
Somewhere there may be

A land that’s free for you and me
And a Russian lullaby



CHAPTER XI
TRACK 21

Oh the North.
She is all water and withering leaves and frost
that makes even the angel shiver.

But her lullaby makes Luna forget
and the water’s song washes away the last traces of pain
that were hiding in the cracks of her heart.

Her hair is white with frost when she wakes
and Rahmiel warms her with his wings.
Then they float westwards on rivers of moonlight,
underneath them the dark limbs of the Earth.
The West will sing his song.



CHAPTER XII 
TRACK 22

Ho Ho Watanay 
Ho, ho, watanay   (Sleep, sleep, little one
Ho, ho, watanay   Sleep, sleep, little one
Kai yo ke na    Now go to sleep
Kai yo ke na    Now go to sleep) 



CHAPTER XII
TRACK 23

The West is even bigger than the raven man.
He is as big as the mountains.
He is the spirit of the Earth.

His lullaby makes Luna’s heart as firm and strong as a drum
and she falls asleep in his hand.

Rahmiel smiles. Even for an angel it is a very happy smile.
He sees that the girl’s heart is almost mended.
It learned to remember.
It learned to forget, and how to be strong.

Now it only must dare to love again
and there is no better teacher for that than the South.
They just have to follow the scent of its flowers.

Sleep Baby Sleep
Sleep, baby sleep.
Thy father watches the sheep.
Thy mother shakes the dream-land tree
and down falls a little dream on thee.
Sleep, baby sleep.
Sleep, baby sleep.

Sleep, baby sleep.
The big stars are the sheep.
The little ones are lambs I guess,
and the gentle moon the shepherdess.
Sleep, baby sleep.
Sleep, baby sleep.

Sleep, baby sleep.
Go forth and guard the sheep.
Go forth black dog, thyself betake,
and don’t keep my little babe awake.
Sleep, baby sleep.
Sleep, baby sleep.

CHAPTER XIII
TRACK 24



CHAPTER XIII
TRACK 25

When the South sings her lullaby it covers the night with blossoms.
They turn to stars in the sky and drown the earth in roses.
And the girl’s heart is mended.

She smiles in her sleep as she turns back into the beautiful girl
that Rahmiel saw crying by the pond.
The angel feels her smile on his face and in his heart.

It is the last hour of the night.
It has been a long night.
A very long night.
Even for an angel.



TRACK 26

Tiefer und Tiefer (Deeper and deeper)
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Sit back and enjoy


