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“The Cares of Lovers”

Programme notes

This brief sojourn through late Sixteenth-Century to late Seventeenth-Century songs of love by English and Italian composers (including two pieces using the other’s language: one in Italian by an English composer, and one in English by an Italian composer) touches upon almost every ‘care’ that a lover may experience…

The pleasing pains of tormented, unrequited and conquering love;

The dismal, mournful anguish of lost, forbidden or dying love;

The all-consuming rage, bitterness, despair or vengeance induced by unreciprocated or unfaithful love;

The unconditional devotion of parental or Divine love;

The sweet innocence of young, pastoral love;

And the passionate desire and impatient eagerness of lustful love…

…to name but a few!

The diversity of manifestations of love (and of music and poetry) is well expressed in Campian’s note ‘to the reader’ in the preface to his second book of airs:

That holy hymns with lovers’ cares are knit


Both in one quire here, thou may’st think’t unfit;


Why dost not blame the stationer as well,

Who in the same shop sets all sorts to sell?

Divine with styles profane, grave shelv’d with vain;

And some match’d worse, yet none of him complain.
It is said that the language of love is universal; and no doubt the sentiments expressed in these songs, using texts by 16th and 17th Century poets, are as relevant today as they were hundreds of years ago. 

· Pepe Becker
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Programme
Henry Purcell  (1659-95)
The cares of lovers (from the Masque “Timon of Athens”, c.1695)

The cares of lovers, their alarms, their sighs, their tears, have powerful charms; and if so sweet their torment is, ye Gods, how ravishing the bliss! So soft, so gentle is their pain, ‘tis ev’n a pleasure to complain.

Henry Purcell  (1659-95)
Not all my torments

Not all my torments can your pity move; your scorn increases with my love. Yet to the grave I will my sorrow bear; I love, tho’ I despair.

Henry Purcell  (1659-95)
What a sad fate

What a sad fate is mine; my love is my crime; what a sad fate is mine! Or why should she be more easy and free to all than to me? But if by disdain she can lessen my pain, ‘tis all I implore: to make me love less, or herself to love more.

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

Nicholas Lanier (1588-1666)

No more shall meads be deck’d with flowers

No more shall meads be deck’d with flowers, nor sweetness live in rosy bow’rs, nor greenest buds on branches spring, nor warbling birds delight to sing, nor April violets paint the grove, when once I leave my Celia’s love. The fish shall in the ocean burn, and fountains sweet shall bitter turn; the humble vale no floods shall know, when floods shall highest hills o’erflow; black Lethe shall oblivion leave, before my Celia I deceive. Love shall his bow and shafts lay by, and Venus’ doves want wings to fly; the sun refuse to show his light, and day shall then be turned to night; and in that night no star appear, when e’er I leave my Celia dear. Love shall no more inhabit earth, nor lovers more shall love for worth, nor joy above in heaven dwell, nor pain torment poor souls in hell; grim death no more shall horrid prove, when e’er I leave bright Celia’s love.

Nicholas Lanier (1588-1666)

Love and I of late did part

Love and I of late did part, but the boy* my peace inveighing like a Parthian threw his dart backward, and did wound me flying: what remains but only dying.

She whom then I thought upon, my remembrance beautifying, stays with me though I be gone, and at her mercy lying: what remains but only dying.

(*Cupid)
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Claudio Monteverdi (1567-1643)

Con che soavità

Con che soavità labbra odorate  e vi bacio e v’ascolto; ma se godo un piacer, l’altro me tolto. Come I vostri diletti s’ancidono fra lor, se dolcemente vive per ambedue l’anima mia? Che soave armonia fareste, o cari baci, o dolci detti, se foste unitamente d’ambedue le dolcezze ambo capaci: baciando I detti e ragionando I baci.

With what delight, oh  fragrant lips, I kiss you and harken to you; but if one pleasure I enjoy, the other is denied me. How can it be that these charms strive with one another, when my spirit so tenderly longs for both? How sweet would be your concord, oh dearest kisses, oh honeyed words, if you were able to unite your separate sweetnesses: were the words to kiss, and the kisses to discourse.

Girolamo Frescobaldi  (1583-1643)

Toccata Seconda (Il Secondo Libro)

Virginals solo

Alfonso Ferrabosco – the younger (1575-1628)
The expiration (poem by John Donne, fl. c.1590-1630)

So, so breake off this last lamenting kisse, 

which sucks two soules and vapours both away,

Turne thou ghost that way, and let me turne this,

And let our selves benight our happiest day,

We ask’d none leave to love, nor will we owe

Any so cheap a death as saying goe.

Goe, goe, and if that word have not quite kild thee,

Ease mee with death by bidding mee goe to.

Oh, if it have, let my word worke on mee, 

And a just office on a murderer doe.

Except it be too late to kill me so,

Being double dead, going, and bidding, goe.

John Dowland (1563-1626)
Lasso vita mia (from “A Pilgrimes Solace”, 1612)

Lasso vita mia, mi fa morire; crudel’ amor mio cor consume, da mille ferite, che mi fa morir. Ahi me, Deh, che non mi fa morire, crudel’ amor, mi fa sofrir mille martire.

My life is elapsing, and killing me; cruel Love consumes my heart with a thousand wounds, to make me die. Alas then, oh, that you would not kill me, cruel Love, but rather make me suffer a thousand times as a martyr!

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

John Dowland (1563-1626)

Come again, sweet Love doth now invite

Come again, sweet Love doth now invite, thy graces that refrain, to do me due delight; to see, to hear, to touch, to kiss, to die with thee again in sweetest sympathy.

Come again, that I may cease to mourn, through thy unkind disdain, for now left and forlorn; I sit, I sigh, I weep, I faint, I die in deadly pain and endless misery.

Gentle Love, draw forth thy wounding dart; thou canst not pierce her heart, for I that to approve; by sighs and tears more hot than are thy shafts did tempt, while she for mighty triumph laughs.

Thomas Campian (1567-1620)

Come away, come away (from the second of Two Bookes of Ayres, “Light Conceits of Lovers”, c.1613)

Come away, come away, arm’d with love’s delights, thy spriteful graces bring with thee; when love and longing fights, they must the sticklers be. Come quickly, come, the promised hour is well nigh spent, and pleasure being too much deferr’d loseth her best content. Is she come?, is she come? O how near is she? How far yet from this friendly place? How many steps from me? When shall I her embrace? These arms I’ll spread which only at her sight shall close, attending as the starry flow’r that the sun’s noontide knows.

Thomas Campian (1567-1620)

What harvest half so sweet is (from the second of Two Bookes of Ayres, “Light Conceits of Lovers”, c.1613)
What harvest half so sweet is, as still to reap the kisses grown ripe in sowing? And straight to be receiver of that which thou art giver, rich in bestowing? Kiss then my harvest queen, full garners heaping; kisses ripest when th’are green want only reaping. 

The dove alone expresses her fervency in kisses, of all most loving: a creature as offenceless as those things that are senseless and void of moving. Let us so love and kiss, though all envy us: that which kind and harmless is, none can deny us.

Thomas Campian (1567-1620)
Harden now thy tired heart (from the second of Two Bookes of Ayres, “Light Conceits of Lovers”, c.1613)
Harden now thy tired heart with more than flinty rage; ne’er let her false tears henceforth thy constant grief assuage. Once true happy days thou saw’st, when she stood firm and kind: both as one then liv’d and held one ear, one tongue, one mind. But now those bright hours be fled, and never may return: what then remains, but her untruths to mourn?

Silly trait’ress, who shall now thy careless tresses place? Who thy pretty talk supply?  Whose ear thy music grace? Who shall thy bright eyes admire? What lips triumph with thine? Day by day who’ll visit thee, and say th’art only mine? Such a time there was God wot, but such shall never be; too oft I fear thou wilt remember me.

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

William Lawes (1602-45)

Come Adonis, come away

Come Adonis, come away; what distaste could drive thee hence, where so much delight doth reign, sating ev’n the soul of sense? And though thou unkind hast prov’d, never youth was so beloved. Then lov’d Adonis, come away, for Venus brooks not this delay.

Wert thou sated with the spoil of so many virgin hearts, and therefore did’st change thy soil to seek fresh in other parts: dangers wait on foreign game; we have deer more sound and tame. Then lov’d Adonis…..

Phyllis fed with thy delights, in thy absence pines away; and Love too has lost his rites: not one lass keeps holiday. They have changed their mirth for cares and do only sigh their ayres. Then lov’d Adonis….

From 'Elizabeth Rogers her Virginall Booke' (1656)

Love is Strange

Virginals solo

Charles Coleman (c.1590-1664)

Wake my Adonis, do not die

Wake my Adonis, do not die; one life’s enough for thee and I; where are thy looks, thy wiles, thy fears, thy frowns, thy smiles? Alas, in vain I call; one death hath snatched them all: yet death’s not deadly in that face; Death in those looks itself hath grace. 

‘Twas this I fear’d, when thy pale ghost appear’d; this I pressag’d when thund’ring Jove tore the best myrtle in my grove; when my sick rosebuds lost their smell and from my temples untouch’d fell: and ‘twas for some such thing my dove first hung her wing. 

Wither art thou my Deity gone? Venus, in Venus there is none: in vain a goddess now am I, only to grieve and not to die: but I will love my grief, make tears my tears’ relief, and sorrow shall to me a new Adonis be.

And this the fates shan’t rob me of, whilst I a goddess am: to grieve, and not to die.

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

Henry Purcell  (1659-95)
The blessed Virgin’s expostulation; when our Saviour (at twelve years of age) had withdrawn himself, etc. Luke 2, v 42 (Words by Nahum Tate Esq., derived from the book of  Luke, ch.2 v.42)

Tell me, some pitying angel, tell quickly, quickly say, where does my soul’s sweet Darling stay? In tygers’ or more cruel Herod’s way? Ah! Rather let His little footsteps press unregarded through the wilderness, where milder savages resort; the desert’s safer than a tyrant’s court. Why, fairest object of my love, why dost thou from my longing eyes remove? Was it a waking dream that did foretell Thy wondrous birth? No vision from above? Where’s Gabriel now, that visited my cell? I call, I call: Gabriel, Gabriel! He comes not; flatt’ring hopes farewell. Me Judah’s daughters once caress’d called me of mothers the most bless’d. Now, fatal change, of mothers most distress’d. How shall my soul its motions guide? How shall I stem the various tide, whilst faith and doubt my lab’ring soul divide? For whilst of Thy dear sight beguil’d, I trust the God, but oh! I fear the child.

Henry Purcell  (1659-95)
Oh! Lead me to some peaceful gloom - ‘a song in Bonduca, sung by Miss Cross’ (from the stage work, “Bonduca”, c.1695, sung by the character princess Bonvica as she prepares to die)

Oh! Lead me to some peaceful gloom, where none but sighing lovers come; where the shrill trumpets never sound, but one eternal hush goes round. There let me sooth my pleasing pain, and never think of war again: what glory can a lover have, to conquer, yet be still a slave?

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

