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Rustic Revelry…

…a concert of delicious baroque duets for soprano and bass, on the topics of love, wine, pastoral pleasures and peasants’ revelling…

Pepe Becker  - soprano

David Morriss – bass

With The Baroque Players:
Peter Walls – violin 1 


Claire Macfarlane – violin 2


Fiona Haughton - viola 


Richard Hardie – double bass

Penelope Evison – flauto traverso

David Cox – baroque horn

Continuo: Douglas Mews – harpsichord & 
Euan Murdoch – cello

8pm, Thursday 16th February 2006, Sacred Heart Cathedral, Hill St, Wellington
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Programme:

Henry Purcell (1659-95)

Sound a Parley – sung by Cupid & The Cold Genius in “King Arthur” (1691)

As Amoret and Thirsis lay – from the play “The Old Bachelor”(1693)

Dialogue: Fair Iris and her Swain – from the play “Amphitryon”(1690)

Dialogue: Since Times are so bad – from the play “Don-Quixote” (part 2, 1694)

Dialogue: You say ‘tis Love – sung by a pair of young lovers in “King Arthur” (1691)
Ah! How Sweet it is to Love – (soprano solo) from the play “Tyrannick Love” (1694)

Bacchus is a Pow’r Divine – (bass solo song)

Come, let us agree – sung by Cupid & Bacchus in the masque of “Timon of Athens” (1694)

Georg Friederich Händel (1685-1759)
Giù nei tartarei regni – c. 1707-09

Tacete, ohimè, tacete – by 1710-1711 (text by F de Lemene, “Poesia Diverse”, Milan, 1692)

Johann Sebastian Bach (1685-1750)
Bauern-Kantate (Peasant Cantata / Cantate Burlesque) BWV 212 – Leipzig, 1742. Libretto by Christian Friedrich Henrici (aka Picander)

♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥ 

Herzlich Willkommen! Welcome to this concert of rustic, earthy, passionate, sensuous, humorous and heartfelt duets for soprano and bass. The inspiration for this project partly arose from a performance of Bach’s Peasant Cantata (in English, arranged by M. Diack) which David and I were involved with in November last year, with the Kapiti Chorale. Having enjoyed singing together for some years now as the ‘extremities’ of the vocal ensemble Baroque Voices, we agreed the time was right for us to perform this cantata (hitherto not presented in New Zealand using period Baroque instruments) in its original German, along with other compatibly-themed works of the era; and also make a CD of these rarely-heard delightful duets. The pieces by Purcell were mostly composed (in the early 1690s) as incidental music for plays written by great dramatists of the time, with the exception of the solo bass song and also the two duets from King Arthur (one of few actual ‘operas’ which he wrote). Handel’s Italian duets were almost certainly written (as stand-alone pieces) during his visits to Italy, 1706-10 and Bach’s rollicking Bauern-Kantate was composed in 1742, during his Leipzig years.

Note: as the concert is being recorded for a CD, please make every effort to keep noise to a minimum (apart from applause in the appropriate places, of course!) and check your mobile phone is switched off. Enjoy…





- Pepe Becker
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Henry Purcell (1659-95)

♦ “Sound a Parley”
- a duet sung by Cupid and the Cold Genius, in a masque from the ‘dramatic opera’ “King Arthur”; libretto by John Dryden, 1684 (1691).

Act III: The Britons attempt to rescue Emmeline (King Arthur’s betrothed) by force, but are driven back by the spells of Osmond the magician. Osmond, having imprisoned his own Saxon king, Oswald, tries to win Emmeline for himself, but she, revolted by his appearance, freezes in horror. He tries (vainly) to win her favour by showing her a masque depicting the power of love to thaw frozen people…

Sound a Parley, ye fair, and surrender. 

Set yourselves and your lovers at ease.

He’s a grateful offender who pleasure dare seize.

But the whining pretender is sure to displease.

Sound a Parley, ye fair, and surrender.

Since the fruit of desire is possessing, ‘tis unmanly to sigh and complain.

When we kneel for redressing, we move your disdain.

Love was made for a blessing and not for a pain.

♦ “As Amoret and Thirsis lay”
- a duet sung in Congreve’s  play “The Old Bachelor”(1693).

As Amoret and Thirsis lay; Melting the hours in gentle play;

Joining faces, mingling kisses, And exchanging harmless blisses;

He trembling cry’d with eager haste: “Oh! Let me feed as well as taste!”

I die, if I’m not wholly blest.

♦ “Fair Iris and her Swain” (a dialogue between Thyrsis and Iris)
- a duet sung in Dryden’s play “Amphytrion” (1690).

Thyrsis: Fair Iris and her swain were in a shady bow’r, Where Thyrsis long in vain had sought the happy hour; At length his hand advancing upon her snowy breast, He said: O kiss me longer, and longer yet, if you will make me blest.

Iris: An easy yielding maid by trusting is undone; Our sex is oft betray’d by granting love too soon; If you desire to gain me, your suff’rings to redress, Prepare to love me longer, and longer yet, before you shall possess.

Thyrsis: The little care you show of all my sorrows past, Makes death appear too slow, and life too long to last; Fair Iris, kiss me kindly, in pity of my fate, And kindly still, before it be too late!

Iris: You fondly court your bliss, and no advances make; ‘Tis not for maids to give, but ’tis for men to take: So you may kiss me kindly, and kindly still, and I will not rebel; But do not kiss and tell, no, never kiss and tell.

Thyrsis: And may I kiss you kindly, and kindly still, and you will not rebel?

Iris: Yes, you may kiss me kindly, and kindly still, and I will not rebel.

Iris: But do not kiss and tell…

Both: No, no, no, I’ll never kiss and tell.


Thus at the height we love and live, and fear not to be poor:


We give and we give, till we can give no more:

But what today will take away, tomorrow will restore.

Thus at the height we love and live, and fear not to be poor.

♦ “Since Times are so Bad”
- a dialogue in the 4th act of the 2nd part of Charles D’Urfey’s play “Don Quixote” (1694).

HE: Since times are so bad, I must tell you sweetheart, I’m thinking to leave off my plough and my cart, And to the fair city a journey will go, To better my fortune as other folk do; Since some have from ditches, and coarse leather breeches, Been rais’d to be rulers and wallowed in riches; Prithee come from thy wheel, for if gypsies don’t lie, I shall be a governer too e’re I die.

SHE: Ah! Collin, by all thy late doings I find With sorrow and trouble the pride of thy mind; Our sheep now at random disorderly run, And now Sunday’s jacket goes every day on: Ah! What dost thou mean?

HE: To make my shoes clean and foot it to th’ court, to the King and the Queen; Where showing my parts I preferment shall win.

SHE: Fie, fie, ‘tis better for us to plough and to spin; For as to the court when thou happen’st to try, Thou’lt find nothing go there, unless thou can’st buy; For money the Devil and all’s to be found, But no good parts minded without the good pound.

HE: Why then I’ll take arms and follow alarms, Hunt honour that nowadays plaguely charms:  SHE: And so lose a limb by a shot or a blow, And curse thyself after for leaving the plough.

HE: Suppose I turn gamester? 
SHE: So cheat and be bang’d.

HE: What think’st of the road then?
SHE: The highway to be hang’d.

HE: Nice pimping however yields profit for life, I’ll help some fine lord to another’s fine wife:  SHE: That’s dangerous too, amongst the town crew, for some of ‘em will do the same thing by you; and then I to cuckold ye may be drawn in. Faith, Collin, ‘tis better I sit here and spin.

HE: Will nothing prefer me? What think’st of the Law?  SHE: Oh! While you live, Collin, keep out of that paw.

HE: I’ll cant and I’ll pray.  SHE: Ah! There’s naught got that way; there’s no one minds now what those black cattle say. Let all our whole care be our farming affair.

HE: To make our corn grow and our apple trees bear.

BOTH: Ambition’s a trade no contentment can show.

SHE: So I’ll to my distaff; HE: And I’ll to my plough.

BOTH: Let all our whole care be our farming affair. Ambition’s a trade no contentment can show.

♦ “You say ‘tis Love”
- a duet from another masque in “King Arthur” (1691).

Act V: King Arthur fights a duel with king Oswald, which he wins. Arthur is reunited with his Emmeline and Osmond is carried away to the dungeons. The defeated Oswald, however, is bidden to join the Britons and watch a masque, put on by Merlin the magician, to celebrate ‘the wealths, the loves, the glories of our isle’, in future ages, when Saxon and Briton shall become one people. First are sung the praises of Britain’s natural resources: her fish, her sheep, her crops. Then Venus enters, followed by a pair of young lovers…

SHE: You say ‘tis love creates the pain Of which so sadly you complain. And yet, would fain engage my heart In that uneasy, cruel part. But how, alas, think you that I Can bear the pains of which you die?

HE: ‘Tis not my passion makes my care, But your indiff’rence gives despair. The lusty Sun begets no spring, Till gentle show’rs assistance bring. So Love, that scorches and destroys, Till kindness aids, can cause no joys.

SHE: Love has a thousand ways to please, But more to rob us of our ease. For waking nights and careful days, Some hours of pleasure he repays. But absence soon, or jealous fears, O’erthrows the joys with floods of tears.

HE: But one soft moment makes amends For all the torment that attends…

BOTH: Let us love, and to happiness haste. Age and wisdom come too fast. Youth for loving was design’d. HE: I’ll be constant, you be kind. SHE: You be constant, I’ll be kind. BOTH: Heav’n can give no greater blessing Than faithful love and kind possessing.

♦ “Ah! How Sweet it is to Love” 

- a solo song in “Tyrannick Love” (1694), a tragedy by Dryden.

Ah! How sweet it is to love; Ah! How gay is young desire:

And what pleasing pain we prove, when first we feel a lover’s fire;

Pains of love are sweeter far, Than all other pleasures are.

♦ “Bacchus is a Pow’r Divine”

- a solo song for bass.

Bacchus is a pow’r divine, For he no sooner fills my head with mighty wine, But all my cares resign, and droop, then sink down dead. Then the pleasing thoughts begin, And I in riches flow, At least I fancy so.

And without thought of want I sing, Stretch’d on the earth, my head all around With flowers weav’d into a garland crown’d.

Then I begin to live, And scorn what all the world can show or give. Let the brave fools that fondly think of honour And delight to make a noise and fight, Go seek out war, whilst I seek peace, and drink.

Then fill my glass, fill it high, Some perhaps think it fit to fall and die, But when the bottles rang’d make war with me, The fighting fools shall see, when I am sunk, The diff’rence to lie dead, and lie dead drunk.

♦ “Come, let us agree” 

- from the masque in “Timon of Athens” (1694), a tragedy adapted from Shakespeare by Shadwell

Cupid & Bacchus: Come, let us agree. There are pleasures divine in love and in wine.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Georg Friederich Händel (1685-1759)

As is usual with Handel, borrowings (and future adaptations) abound in these duets. “Non sia voce importuna” from “Tacete…” was later adapted to become the 3rd movement of the Concerto Grosso in Bb, Op.3 No.1; and the opening of “Giù nei…” transformed into a duet in the Oratorio “Esther” (1718) and also appears in the “Brockes Passion”, written 2 years earlier. Handelian ‘trainspotters’ will no doubt be kept busy with other references too!






- David Morriss

♦ “Giù nei tartarei regni” (c.1707-09, Italy)
Giù nei tartarei regni v’andrem Madonna.
Down to the underworld we shall descend, my lady.

HE: Io perche troppo amai sarò dannato

For that I loved too much shall I be 

ove maggior è il fuoco.



damned, where hottest is the fire.

SHE: Tu perch’ amato hai poco sarai dannato
Oh no, for that you loved too little shall

ove maggior è il fuoco.



you be damned, where hottest is the fire.

(BOTH):Io ch’ardendo mi sfaccio sarò gettato
I who melt with burning love shall there

ove maggior è il ghiaccio.



be thrown where coldest is the ice.

Mà, perch’ il ghiaccio estremo è nel tuo core
,
Not so!, Because the coldest ice is in 

nel mio estremo ardore, 



your heart, and hottest flame in mine,

havrem in sempiterno




for all eternity our lot will be

io nel tuo cor, e tu nel mio, l’inferno.

the hell of me in your heart, you in mine.

♦ “Tacete, ohimè, tacete (by 1710-11, Italy)
Tacete, ohimè, tacete.


Hush, oh hush.

Entro fiorita cuna dorme Amor,

In a flowery cradle Cupid sleeps,

nol vedete?




do you not see?

Non sia voce importuna


Let no importunate voice

che li turba il riposo ov’ or giace.

disturb his rest where now he lies.

Sol quando dorme Amore


Only when Love’s asleep

il mondo è in pace.



the world’s at peace.






♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥INTERVAL♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠♥♠
Johann Sebastian Bach (1685-1750)
♦ “Bauern-Kantate” (Peasant Cantata / Cantate Burlesque) BWV 212 

- presented as a musical entertainment (or ‘intermezzo’) for Carl Heinrich von Dieskau, to celebrate his acquisition of the small settlement of Kleinzschocher, near Leipzig, on his 36th birthday, 30th August 1742. The libretto is by Christian Friedrich Henrici (aka Picander), who was also a government official by trade and, as such, was put in charge of collecting the neighbourhood liquor taxes in 1740 – a point which gains relevance when one considers the ingratiating nature of parts of the text!

Sinfonia

Duett

Meer hahn en neue Oberkeet


We have a fine new overseer,

an unserm Kammerherrn.


the lord of this estate.

Ha gibt uns Bier, das steigt ins Heet,

He gives us lots of good strong beer,

das ist der klare Kern.



the taste is really great.

Der Pfarr’mag immer büse tun;

So let the parson clear his throat,

ihr Speeleut halt euch flink.


we all shall dance and sing.

der Kittel wakkelt Mieken schun,

And Mieke lifts her petticoat,

das kleine lüse Ding.



the naughty little thing.

Recit.

Nu, Mieke, gib dein Guschel immer her;

Now, Mieke, how about a kiss for me?

wenn’s das alleine wär! Ich kenn dich schon,
That’s not all it would be! 

du Bärenhäuter, du willst hernach 


You sly young rogue, you can hop it – 

nur immer weiter.




you never take a hint to stop it.

Der neue Herr hat ein sehr scharf Gesicht.

The new master has very sharp eyes…

Ach! Unser Herr schilt nicht;



Ah! But he wouldn’t be surprised.

er weiβ so gut als wir, und auch wohl besser,
He knows as well as us – and maybe better –

wie schön ein biβchen Dahlen schmeckt.

how good a bit of kissing and fondling feels.

Arie

Ach, es schmeckt doch gar zu gut,


Yes, it really feels so good

wenn ein Paar recht Freundlich tut;


when a pair get matey as they should.

ei, da braust es in dem Ranzen,


When your limbs all turn to jelly,

als wenn eitel Flöh und Wanzen


there’s a flutt’ring in your belly,

und ein tolles Wespenheer



and a swarm of wasps and bees

miteinander zänkisch wär.



makes you shake and tremble at the knees.

Recit.

Der Herr ist gut: allein der Schösser,


The master’s good, but not the bailiff,

das ist ein Schwefelsmann, der wie ein Blitz

he is a fiend from hell who’ll tax and fine

ein neu Schock strafen kann, wenn man den

you on the spot as well if you should

Finger kaum ins kalte wasser steckt.


merely dip your finger in cold water.

Arie

Ach, Herr Schösser, geht nicht gar zu schlimm
Mister Bailiff, do not be too tough,

mit uns armen Bauersleuten üm, ach!
we poor peasants have been taxed enough, ah!

Schont nur unsre Haut, freβt ihr gleich das Kraut
Now’s the time to stop, do not eat our crops

Wie die Raupen bis zum kahlen Strunk, 

like a caterpillar to the stalk,

habt nur Genung!




none of that talk!

Recit.

Es bleibt dabei, daβ unser Herr der beste sei;        It’s certain then, our new lord’s the best of men.

er ist nicht besser abzumalen



For this we all are truly thankful.

und auch mit keinem Hopfensack


You could not buy a better one

voll Batzen zu bezahlen.



with money by the handful.

Arie

Unser trefflicher lieber Kammerherr


Master good and kind, we’d no better find

ist ein kumpabler Mann, den niemand tadeln kann,

He is a man so wise no-one could unser Kammerherr.





criticise. Master good and kind.

Recit.

Er hilft uns allen, alt und jung.


He helps us all, just fancy that,

Und dir ins Ohr gesprochen:



and can you tell me rightly:

ist unser Dorf nicht gut genung


Did not our little village at

letzt bei der Werbung durch gekrochen?

the last recruitment get off lightly?


Ich wei
β wohl noch ein besser Spiel


And even better, so I hear,


der Herr gilt bei der Steuer viel.

Our master has got the taxman’s ear.

Arie

Das ist galant, es spricht niemand


That’s how it goes, for no-one knows

von den cadukken Schokken.



the taxes we are dodging.

Niemand redt ein stummes Wort,


Indiscretion will not do,

Knauthain und Cospuden dort


Knauthain und Cospuden too

Hat selber Werg am Rokken.



False tax returns are lodging.

Recit.

Und unsre gnäd’ge Frau ist nicht 


And our most gracious lady’s not
ein prinkel stolz.




the least bit proud.

Und ist gleich unsereins ein arm 


She’s just like one of us, though we’re 
und grobes Holz, 




a roughish crowd.

So redt sie doch mit uns daher,


She comes and chats without a fuss,

als wenn sie unsers gleichen
wär.


as if she were just one of us.


Sie ist recht fromm, recht wirtlich und genau
She is devout, precise and frugal too,

und machte unserm gnädgen Herrn


she works her fingers to the bone

aus einer Fledermaus viel Thaler gern.

And even could wring money out of a stone.

Arie

Fünfzig Taler bares Geld



Fifty talers paid in cash,

trockner Weise zu verschmausen,


spent on booze and fancy suppers,

ist ein Ding, das harte fällt,



may appear a little rash

wenn sie uns die Haare zausen,


when we all are on our uppers.

doch was fort ist, bleibt wohl fort,


What is done can’t be undone;

kann man doch am andern Ort


blow our savings, have some fun,

alles doppelt wieder sparen;



there are other ways to get it.

Laβ die fünfzig Taler fahren!



Let it go and don’t regret it!

Recit.

Im Ernst ein Wort!




A moment though,

Noch eh ich dort an unsre Schenke


before we go to turn our thinking

Und an den Tanz gedenke,



to dancing and more drinking,

So sollst du erst der Obrigkeit zu Ehren

I’d like to sing you all a little story,

Ein neues Liedchen von mir hören.


a song to praise the master’s glory.

Arie

KleinZschocher müsse so zart und süβe

May life in Klein-Zschocher

wie lauter Mandelkerne sein.



be as fine and sweet as almond kernels.

In unsere Gemeine zieh heute ganz alleine

Into our community today

der Überfluβ des Segens ein.



let there flow abundant blessings as well.

Recit.

Das ist zu klug vor dich



You’re very smart to sing

und nach der Städter Weise;



just like a city slicker.

wir Bauern singen nicht so leise.


We country folk sing loud and quicker.

Das Stückchen, höre nur,



Hear this then, it’s my own,

das schikket sich für mich!



it’s more my kind of thing!

Arie

Es nehme zehntausend Dukaten


Oh may our chamberlain

Der Kammerherr alle Tag ein!


take ten thousand ducats each day!

Er trink ein gutes Gläschen Wein,


May he drink a fine glass of wine 

und laβ es ihm bekommen sein!


and may it bring him health!

Recit.

Das klingt zu liederlich.



That sounds too common by far!

Es sind so hübsche Leute da,



There are important people here, who’d

die würden ja von Herzen drüber lachen;

greet such songs with laughter and hisses;

nicht anders, als wenn ich 



as if I were to sing

die alte Weise wollte machen:


a tune as old as this is:

Arie

Gib, Schöne, viel Söhne von artger Gestalt,

Oh fairest thou bearest sons sturdy and fair,

und zieh sie fein alt; das wünschet


and raise them with care, for that is

sich Zschocher und Knauthain fein bald!

Zschocher and Knauthain’s prayer!

Recit.

Du hast wohl recht.




You’re right to laugh.

Das Stückchen klingt zu schlecht;


That was too bad by half.

ich muβ mich also zwingen,



I’ll try another ditty

was Städtisches zu singen.



more suited to the city.

Arie

Dein Wachstum sei feste 



Your family will prosper
und lache vor Lust! 




and laugh with delight.

Deines Herzens Trefflichkeit



Your grace with virtue crowned

hat dir selbst das Feld bereit,



has prepared a fertile ground

auf dem du blühen muβt.



where all may flourish right.

Recit.

Und damit sei es auch genung.


And now all that is said and done.


Nun müssen wir wohl einen Sprung


Then off to the pub let us run


in unsrer Schenke wagen.



Without undue delaying.

Das heiβt, du willst nur das noch sagen:
That means there’s still one thing needs saying:

Arie

Und daβ ihr’s alle wiβt,



Now it is very clear

es ist nunmehr die Frist zu trinken.


the time is coming near for drinking.

Wer durstig ist, mag winken.



Hands up if you’ve a craving.

Versagt’s die rechte Hand,



And if your right hand’s dead,

So dreht euch unverwandt zur Linken.

then use the left instead for waving.

Recit.

Mein Schatz! Eraten!




You’re right, my dearest!

Und weil wir nun dahier nichts mehr zu tun,    And now we here have nothing more to do,

so wollen wir auch Schritt vor Schritt

enough delay, let’s hurry to

in unsre alte Schenke waten.



Whichever tavern is the nearest.

Ei! Hol mich der und dieser, Herr Ludwig
Then let the devil take me! Herr Ludwig

und der Steu’rReviser muβ heute mit.        And the tax-collector must drink there too.


Chor

Wir gehn nun, wo der Tudelsack


We’re off to where the Dudelsack 

In unsrer Schenke brummt.



gives out its merry drone.

Und rufen dabei fröhlich aus:



And shout as loudly as we can:

“Es lebe Dieskau und sein Haus,


“Long life to Dieskau and his clan,

ihm sei beschert, was er begehrt,


God give him health, success and wealth

und was er sich selbst wünschen mag!”

and anything he still may lack”.
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An obsessive documenter (never letting a photo opportunity pass by), Pepe also has an avid fascination for things that link the ancient world with the present (astrology, mythology, spirituality, etymology) – hence her interest in both early and contemporary music.

DAVID MORRISS

David has been involved with singing for much of his life: as a boy soprano; later studying with Mary Adams Taylor at the University of Canterbury, where he gained both a BA in Music and a BMus degree; and then in London (1991-93), where he took lessons with the renowned English bass David Thomas. He was a member of the Christchurch Jubilate Singers and Wellington’s The Tudor Consort, has appeared recently as a soloist with various choirs in the Wellington region and performs regularly as the principal bass singer with Baroque Voices.

Best known as a broadcaster, David has been a presenter on Radio New Zealand’s music network Concert FM since 1997. In addition to day-to-day continuity announcing he contributes to the station’s CD review programme and fills in occasionally as an interviewer on the midday Upbeat! show. He has given presentations on music to a number of groups, including the Wellington Friends of the NZSO and the Wellington Recorded Music Society. A radio series surveying Bach recordings of the 78rpm era is in preparation.

David is a self-confessed record collecting addict, and has the distinction of being the youngest member of “The Scratchy Record Group” – a collection of likeminded souls who meet each month to listen to the great (and not so great) singers of the past in glorious low-fi.  
For information on the release of the “Rustic Revelry” CD, and/or future Baroque Voices concerts, please contact: pepe.bv@paradise.net.nz 
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