“Songs of Love and Loss”
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12.15pm, Wednesday 29th November 2006, St Andrew’s on the Terrace, Wellington

Programme note:

Although these songs come from different sources / contexts (several stand-alone Lieder, a Cantata and an Aria from an opera), they all relate in their subject matter – that is “love and loss”. The course of true love never did run smooth, and I’m sure many of you can empathise with the likes of Arianna (lover of Teseo, whom she’d helped to escape from the Cretan labyrinth, only to find herself later abandoned by him on the island of Naxos) and Pamina (with her similar feelings of grief and despair at her lover’s apparent disdain)… Even when listening from a modern perspective, the emotions portrayed in these songs are as fresh to us as they were when newly written; just as the very sound of the music, brought to life here on a replica of an instrument of the composers’ day, rings true in our time. This Viennese-style 5-octave fortepiano (nick-named “Teseo” by me in 1992, when I sang for its inaugural public appearance, accompanied by Peter Walls, in Cambridge, England, before its journey to New Zealand) is a copy of an Anton Walter, c.1798. The fortepiano is a more intimate instrument than its modern counterpart, with a myriad of subtle colour-change possibilities ideally suited to this music written for it some 200 years ago.
- Pepe Becker
Programme:
WA Mozart (1756-91)
Abendempfindung KV523 (text by Joachim Heinrich Campe, 1746-1818)
Ach, ich fühl’s - sung by Pamina in the opera Die Zauberflöte, K620, 1791
Franz Josef Haydn (1732-1809)
Cantata: Arianna a Naxos Hob. XXVIb:2, 1789 (author of text unknown)
Franz (Peter) Schubert (1797-1828)
Gretchen am Spinnrade Op.2 (text by Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, 1749-1832)
Ständchen - from the song collection Schwanengesang D957 (text by Ludwig Rellstab, 1799-1860)
Robert Schumann (1810-56)

From the song-cycle Frauenliebe und Leben Op.42 (texts by Adelbert von Chamisso, 1781-1838):

Er, der Herrlichste von allen - No.2 
Süsser Freund - No.6 

Translations:
Abendempfindung (Evening Thoughts)

It is evening; the sun has vanished and the moon streams with silver rays; thus flee Life’s fairest hours, flying away as if in a dance. Soon away will fly Life’s colourful scenes, and the curtain will come rolling down. Done is our play!; a friend’s tears flow already over our grave. Soon, perhaps (the thought, like the west wind, gently arrives – a quiet foreboding) I will part from Life’s pilgrimage, and fly to the land of rest. If you will then weep over my grave, gaze mournfully upon my ashes, then, O friends, I will appear and waft you all heavenward. And you (my beloved), bestow also a little tear on me, and pluck me a violet for my grave, and with your soulful gaze, look then gently down on me. Consecrate a tear for me, and ah!, do not be ashamed to cry; those tears will be in my diadem then: the fairest pearls!

Ach, ich fühl’s (Ah, I feel)

Ah, I feel that it is gone forever, my lucky love! Never more will return the hours of joy that made my heart happy! See, Tamino, these tears flow for you alone! If you no longer feel love for me, then my only peace is in death.

Arianna a Naxos (Ariadne on Naxos)

Theseus, my love! Where are you? I thought you were beside me, but it was only a sweet, false dream. The rosy dawn rises in the sky. Phoebus tinges grass and flowers as he rises, golden, from the sea. Dear husband! Where are you? Perhaps the chase has called, tempting your brave spirit! Oh, come, my love, and find a sweeter prey for your snares. Ariadne’s loving heart, constant and adoring, binds with ever tighter bonds, and our radiant flame burns brightly with our love. I cannot be separated from you for a single moment. Ah! I am seized, my love, with the desire to see you. My heart sighs for you. Come, my beloved idol!

Where are you, my sweet treasure? Who tore you from my breast? If you do not come, I shall die; I cannot bear such grief. If you are merciful, O gods, hear my prayer, and send my beloved back to me. Where are you? Theseus!


But, to whom do I speak? Echo alone repeats my words. Theseus neither hears nor responds. Winds and waves silence my voice. He cannot be far away from me. If I climb that cliff that rises above the rest, I shall see him from there…What is this? Alas! Woe is me! That is the Argive ship! Those men are Greeks! Theseus! He is at the prow! Oh, I may be mistaken…No, there is no mistake. He flees, leaving me behind, abandoned. All hope is gone. I am betrayed.


Theseus, hear me! But alas, I shall go mad! He is swallowed by wave and wind forever, before my very eyes. Oh! Gods, you are unjust if you do not punish the traitor! Ungrateful man! Why ever did I bother to save your life? For you to betray me? And your promises? Your vows? Faithless one! Deceiver! Have you the heart to leave me?...To whom shall I turn? From whom seek compassion? I cannot stand, my knees tremble and the bitterness of this wretched torment makes my heart quiver in my breast.

Oh! Would that death might come in this dreadful hour. But heaven cruelly decrees my continued suffering. Poor abandoned one, with no-one to console her. My beloved has fled, cruel and disloyal. Theseus, my love! Where are you?

Gretchen am Spinnrade (Gretchen at the spinning-wheel)
My peace is gone, my heart is heavy, I can never find peace, never again.
In his absence I feel as if dead, and the whole world is turned to gall.

My poor head is distracted, my poor mind is shattered;

My peace is gone, my heart is heavy; I can never find peace, never again.

For him alone I look out of the window, for him alone I go out of the house.

His lofty carriage, his noble form, the smile of his lips, the power in his glance…

And the magic flow of his speech, the clasp of his hand, and Oh! His kiss!

My peace is gone, my heart is heavy, I can never find peace, never again.

My bosom yearns towards him, Oh might I grasp and hold him!

And kiss him all I could, and on his kisses would I pass away!
Ständchen (Serenade)
Softly through the night my songs implore you; come down into the still grove with me, beloved!

Slender treetops rustle and whisper in the moonlight; fear not, sweet one, the betrayer’s malicious eavesdropping. 

Do you hear the nightingales calling? Ah! They are imploring you;

With the sweet music of their notes they implore you for me.

They understand the bosom’s yearning, they know the pangs of love, 

They can touch every tender heart with their silvery tones.

Let them move your heart also; beloved, hear me!

Trembling, I wait for you; come, give me bliss!
Er, der Herrlichste von allen (He, the most glorious of all)
He, the most glorious of all, how kind he is, how good! Gentle mouth, clear eyes, clear mind and firm courage. Even as in yonder blue depth shines bright and glorious that star, so is he in my heaven, bright and glorious, sublime and far. Wander, wander along your course, only to look at your light, only to look at it humbly, only to be blissful and sad! Do not hear my silent prayer, offered for your happiness; you must not know me, humble maiden, noble star of glory! Only the worthiest of all may your choice make happy, and I will bless the noble one many thousand times. I shall rejoice and I shall weep then; blissful, blissful I am then; even though my heart should break, break, oh heart, what does it matter?
Süsser Freund (Sweet friend)
Sweet friend, you look amazed at me, you cannot understand how I can weep; let the moist pearl’s adornment with playful clarity tremble in my eyes. How frightened is my heart, how with rapture filled! If I only knew the words to tell it to you; come and hide your face here on my breast, let me whisper in your ear all my delight. 

Now you know the tears that I must shed, should you then not see them, you beloved, beloved man? Stay near my heart, feel its throbbing, so that I may clasp you only firmer and firmer.
Here by my bed the cradle will have its place, where it may in silence hide my lovely dream; there will come a morning when the dream awakens, and from the cradle your image will smile up at me – your image!

PEPE BECKER 

After completing her BMus (in Composition) at Wellington’s Victoria University in 1987, Pepe travelled to Europe in 1991 to further her studies of Baroque Singing. She trained privately for a year in London with Jessica Cash, then moved to The Netherlands, where she studied for a further year at The Hague’s Koninklijk Conservatorium and performed professionally with a number of early music groups. 

Since her return to New Zealand in 1993, Pepe has set up her own vocal consort, Baroque Voices, had three children and become re-established as a versatile and highly sought-after musician in her home country. She continues to perform regularly as a soloist with chamber groups, choirs and orchestras throughout New Zealand; directs, manages and sings in Baroque Voices; composes music; sings in the national chamber choir Tower Voices NZ; teaches piano and singing; and lectures in Musicianship at the NZ School of Music, Wellington.
www.baroquevoices.co.nz
Douglas Mews
Douglas Mews graduated from Auckland University in 1979 with a Masters degree in Organ and Harpsichord, having studied with the late Anthony Jennings. He then continued his harpsichord studies with Bob van Asperen at the Royal Conservatory in The Hague, and later expanded his interest in historical keyboards to include the fortepiano, taking lessons from Jacques Ogg and Bart van Oort. He is currently keyboard specialist at the New Zealand School of Music, broadcasts for Concert FM, tours for Chamber Music New Zealand and regularly accompanies instrumentalists and singers (frequently working with Pepe Becker) on various keyboards, in a variety of genres.

In 2005 he was appointed Wellington City Organist and gives a number of recitals annually on the Town Hall organ.

As a church musician, Douglas has been choir director at St Patrick’s Cathedral in Auckland, the English-speaking International Roman Catholic Church in The Hague and St Mary’s church in Nelson. He is presently at St Teresa’s in Karori, Wellington.

www.nzsm.ac.nz/people/staff
