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inta
born into the journey of life
we travel towards the unknown

our stars and milky ways
are stones and dusty roads

in our minds we remain nomads

one among the millions

who move every single day

to another place, another state of mind

in the late hours

we rest for a while

and listen to the fire

as the sun burns the day

until nothing but silence is left

only a distant melody
makes our heart glow
while the moon
turns our solitude
into a frail shadow

— Luc Vanlaere

inta Tuareg Language (Tamasheq):
“a state of harmony and absolute
fullness”. It’s the first step in the
last, the delicate moment of balance
that follows the end of a action and
precedes the beginning of the next;
the transition from destruction to a
new cycle to begin.
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inta

along the silk road — heading east
the way to Ilizi

the sunny side of the hill

e Senhora do Monte

de Brugse Reien

windstil

Imbolc”

made in heaven

along the silk road — heading west
waiting for the tide

marejadilla

through the open window

INSTRUMENTS

Luc Vanlaere Lyon & Healy ‘Grand Concert’ 47 strings
pedal harp, Salvi ‘Egan’ 38 strings Celtic harp, Guzheng
(Chinese Harp), Hang (Original ‘PANart’ Integral Free
Hang), Portuguese Guitar (fado), Accoustic guitar,
Accoustic bass guitar, Flute, Low Whistle, Tin Whistle
Stef Herman Cello Dirk Fraeyman Accordion,

Tin Whistle, Bodhran Michel Vereecke Mandoline

Arjan Bogaert Contrabass Iris Pattyn Vocals

* Imbolc Celtic Festival-of-the-Light
on February first. One of four
cross-quarter days referred to in
Celtic Mythology. Imbolc is just in
between the shortest day of the year in
December and the first day of Spring in
March. Also birthday of the harpist.




