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Many Waters is a concert of works composed by the director of Baroque Voices, Pepe Becker (née Smythe, aka Ward-Smythe). The works presented range from pieces written in 1983, when the composer was still at school, in Nelson; to works written at Wellington’s Victoria University (1985-87); to a work commissioned in 1992 for a performance at the Nelson School of Music in 1993, whilst Pepe was studying Baroque Singing at the Royal Conservatory in The Hague; to several new works (written 1999-2000) which will be premiered in this concert.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Programme

Introduction: Many Waters (2000) - for choir
The Ends of the Earth (1985) - for sop. & alto soloists and chorus (with rocks)

… of peace from war… (1985) - for sop. , oboe, clar. , narrator & chamber organ

Aquarelle (1983) - for flute & piano

Last Rites (1983) - for soprano, flute & piano

Purple Variations (1986) – for two sopranos & alto (with hand-drums)

High Tide (1986) – for sop. , clar. , piano & percussion (timpani & bass drum)

INTERVAL

In Queen Beatrix’s Garden (1992) – for two sopranos & elec. bass guitar

Scorpio (1999) – for flute, soprano, flugelhorn & piano 

Aquarius I (2000) – for piano 

Cancer (2000) – for soprano, alto, tenor & thumbpiano

Virgo (2000) – for vocal quartet (SATB)

Wind and Rain (1987) – for choir, female soloists, two clarinets & drums

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

Introduction: Many Waters



June 2000

Baroque Voices

I wrote this piece soon after attending Sing Aotearoa with TOWER Voices New Zealand and being impressed by the confidence and unity of spirit of another group-in-residence there, Te Waka Huia. Not intended to be listened to as a serious composition as such, this work (which was initially written for Tower Voices New Zealand) is deliberately easy and accessible so that it can be sung by any New Zealand  choir or group of singers who wish to use it – as a theme-song, rehearsal warm-up, solidarity song, greeting song, or (as it is used here), as a concert introduction. 

The Ends of the Earth




1985

Baroque Voices, with rocks from Makara beach (soloists: PB & AC)

This piece was originally written for a Catholic church music group run by brother Gerard Crotty, who was a composer himself. Although the score originally included some instruments which were in the church music group (such as flute and guitar), it has always been performed publicly with only singers and percussion (clapping, or hand percussion – rocks in this case). Tonight’s performance is dedicated to the late Gerard Crotty: gentle, intelligent, patient soul.

Text (Psalm 98):

The ends of the earth have seen the victory of our God:
Sing to the Lord a new song,

The Lord of wonderful deeds,

Right hand and holy arm brought victory to God.

The ends of the earth have seen the victory of our God:

God made that vict’ry known,

Revealed justice to nations,

Remembered a merciful love,

Loyal to the house of Israel.

The ends of the earth have seen the victory of our God.

Shout to the Lord, you earth,

Break into song, into praise!

The ends of the earth have seen the victory of our God:

Sing praise to God with a harp and sound of music,

With sound of trumpet and horn, shout to the Lord our King!

Let roar the sea with its creatures,

The world, and all that live there.

Let rivers clap their hands, the hills ring out their joy.

The Lord our God comes to rule the earth,

Justly to rule the world, to govern the peoples alright.

The ends of the earth have seen the victory of our God:

Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit, Amen!
… of peace from war of peace …


1985

 PB –soprano, PC – oboe, MH – clar. , CB – narrator, DP – chamber  organ

The second movement of this piece was originally written for a peace concert at St Andrews on the Terrace; then, with the first movement added, it won third prize in the Victoria University Composers’ Competition later that year.

Texts:

1st movement (war movement) - The Lord’s Prayer, interspersed between lines of the following poem by E E Cummings:

Plato told him: he couldn’t believe it

(Jesus told him; he wouldn’t believe it)

lao tsze certainly told him,

and general (yes mam) Sherman;

and even (believe it or not) you told him:

I told him; we told him (he didn’t believe it, no sir)

It took a nipponised bit of the old sixth avenue el;

In the top of his head: to tell him

YU-gUdah y-doan-yunnustan y-doan o yunnustan dem

y-guduh ged  yunnustan dem doidee

yguduh ged riduh y-doano nudn

LISN bud LISN, Dem gudam liddle yellah bastuds, Weer goin duh SIVILEYESum!

2nd movement (peace movement) – poem by Eleanor Roosevelt:

(Peace, ah, peace:)

It isn’t enough to talk about peace,

We must believe in it;

And it isn’t enough to believe in it,

We must work at it.

Then we shall be in peace.

Aquarelle







1983

KR – flute, PW – piano

… At the impressionable age of 16, and apparently under the influence of impressionism, I wrote at the end of this score: “The literal translation of the title is ‘water-colour’; and the mood created by the rise and fall of the phrases should evoke images in the mind of the coming and going of the tide, and of waves – sometimes full and bold, sometimes mere ripples on the sea.” 

Last Rites







1983

JH – soprano, KR – flute, PW - piano (The instrumental obbligato part was originally for violin, but will be played here on flute)

… a setting of the poem “Last Rites”  by Christina Rosetti:

Dead in the cold, a song singing thrush

Dead at the foot of a snowberry bush –

Weave him a coffin of rush.

Did him a grave where the soft mosses grow.

Raise him a tombstone of snow.

Purple Variations




August 1986

PB – soprano, KR – flute, AC – alto (soprano & alto with hand drums)

My memory is a bit of a ‘purple haze’ about this, but I think this work (a theme with four variations) received second prize at the VUW Composers’ Competition in 1986. (I certainly remember performing it!) Written for three singers, each with hand-held percussion, the second soprano part will be played here on flute.

High Tide





September 1986

PB – soprano, MH – clarinet, DP – piano, LP – timpano, bass drum

Written as a second-year composition assignment, this work has not yet been performed. The words are taken from the poem “Wild Iron” by Allen Curnow:

Sea go dark, dark with wind,

Feet go heavy, heavy with sand,

Thoughts go wild, wild with sound

Of iron on the old shed swinging, clanging …

Go dark, go heavy, go  wild, go round,

Dark with wind, heavy with sand,

Wild with the iron that tears at the nail

And the foundering shriek of the gale.

~~~~~ INTERVAL ~~~~~

In Queen Beatrix’s Garden

November 1992

JH – soprano, PB – soprano, TR – fretless electric bass

This piece was written in Holland, when I was studying Barok Zang at The Hague’s Koninklijk Conservatorium. It was ‘commissioned’ by Helen Bowater (then the composer-in-residence at the Nelson School of Music) for a 1993 concert, of works by Nelson-affiliated composers, entitled “In a Queen’s Garden” – the title of this work  seemed obvious, since Beatrix was the queen of the country I was living in at the time. The poem, a collection of ‘haiku’ with references to garden flowers, reflects feelings of homesickness for special people and places in New Zealand.

Poem, “In Queen Beatrix’s Garden” by Pepe Becker:

Red tulips

Standing as tall as poppies,




Your two lips.

Sunflowers 

Smiling as you are weeping,






Forget me –




Not so fast,

Remember the joy of spring:




To be there.






Sharp torns prick,

Here is cold and wet, I fear






The parting




Cause of grief,

The sky is not so blue now.




I miss you.

Scorpio






December 1999

KR – flute, PB – soprano, NV – flugelhorn, PW – piano

This work, along with the next three, is part of a long-term idea to write a collection of ‘Zodiac pieces’ – each piece is written for/ inspired by musicians I know who have birthdays in a particular astrological sun-sign… Scorpio was written “… in a passionate pre-millennium fervour, for: myself, my old friend Nick, my new friend Kate, and my auntie Pippa”; and it is dedicated to “all my Scorpion family and friends, here, there and everywhere…” This piece marks the re-birth of my composition ‘muse’, after a 7-year break from writing, and I would like to dedicate this first performance to the memory of two very special scorpios, my aunt Betsy and my ‘Granny’, who  passed away from this world in 1994 and 1998.

Aquarius I





January 2000

AV – piano

Written for my good friend Anita … Aquarius II & III are yet to be written (for two sopranos, and two sopranos with piano)…

Cancer







April 2000
JD – soprano, AC – alto, Acan – tenor, PB – thumbpiano / mbira  (from the Trade Aid shop, Cuba St, Wellington)

This piece was written for my Cancerian singing friends Jane D, Andrea C & Peter de B; and is dedicated to them, and to all my Cancerian friends and family. The poem is by Francesco Petrarch (1304-74), who shares the same birthday as Andrea, only 664 years earlier! The Italian text is a favourite of mine: we  (Baroque Voices) have sung it in a previous concert in musical settings by early Baroque composers Luzzaschi and Monteverdi.

Text:

“T’amo mia vita, la mia cara vita”,

“I love you my life, my dear life”,

Dolcemente mi dice;



Sweetly you say to me;

E’n questa sola




And with this single

Si soave parola




So sweet word

Par che trasformi lietamente il core

It seems that you gladly transform your heart

Per farmene signore.



To make me the master of it.

O voce di dolcezza e di diletto,


O voice of sweetness and delight,

Prendila tosto Amore,



Take it now, Love (Amor),

Stampala nel mio petto.



Imprint it in my breast.

Spiri solo per lei l’anima mia:


My soul breathes only for you:

T’amo mia vita, la mia vita sia.


I love you my life, you are my very life. 

Virgo







May 2000

JMcK – soprano, KH – alto, PC – tenor, SP – bass

This vocal quartet was written for, and dedicated to, my Virgonian singing friends Jane McK, Suzanne A, Phillip C and Stephen W. (Suzanne and Stephen both currently live in Britain, so, as is the case with “Cancer”, not all the parts will be sung by their original ‘dedicatees’). The piece is also dedicated to my other Virgo friends and family, especially the writer of the poem, David Becker – my 16 year-old Virgonian nephew-in-law (out-of-law).

...Happy Birthday for tomorrow, David!


In my dark hidden box


In the corner of the world


I have nothing to live for

Nothing to die for

So I play in the world of imagination

Creating my own night and day

But not  knowing of time

Creating my own stars and universe

Without gravity

Flying in the water

Swimming in my dreams

But dancing with fire

When all else dies

All is gone

I will still be laughing

My mother says I dream too much

And this you can never take away






- David Becker, 1999 

Wind and Rain





August 1987

Baroque Voices (‘stereo’ alto solo: PB & AC), MH & RF – clarinets, LP – drums

This work, written in my final year at Victoria University, has been performed by The Victoria University Chamber Choir (at a Sonic Circus concert in the Town Hall), and by Cantoris (when I was a member of the choir). The four poems used are: “Whakarongo ki te hau” by me (then Pepe Smythe), “The Wind I” and  “The Wind II” by Bill Manhire, and “Rain” by Hone Tuwhare. 

Whakarongo ki te hau
Whakarongo ki te hau,




Listen to the wind,

E puhia ana ngaa raakau e te hau,


The wind is blowing through the trees

E tangi ana ngaa raakau i te waiata poouri nei.

And the trees are crying this sad song.

Whakarongo ki ngaa waahine,



Listen to the women,

Kei te whakahoki ngaa waahine ki teeni waiata,

The women are replying to this song,

Te karanga o ngaa raakau.



This cry of the trees.

Pupuhi e te hau, pupuhi e te hau poouri,

Blow wind, blow sad wind,

Puhia ngaa mea kino ki tua.


Blow all the bad things away from here.

Whakarongo ki ngaa waahine/taane,


Listen to the women/men,

Kei te whakahoki ngaa waahine/taane


The women/men are replying

Ki te karanga o ngaa raakau,



To the cry of the trees,

Kei te waiata, kei te tangi



They are singing, they are crying,

Ngaa taangata nei.




These people.

Pupuhi e te hau… auee, auee, auee.

Blow wind… auee, auee, auee.

The Wind I
When we touch,

Forests enter our bodies.

The dark wind shakes the branch.

The dark branch shakes the wind.

Rain

I can hear you making



the something 

small holes in the silence


special smell of you

rain





when the sun cakes

If I were deaf




the ground

The pores of my skin



But if I should not 

would open to you



hear

and shut




smell or feel or see you

And I should know you 



you would still

by the lick of you



define me

if I were blind:




disperse me

the steady drum-roll 



wash over me

sound you make 



rain

when the wind drops

The Wind II
A wind goes out over the fields.

A shadow grows where I touch you.

What is this distance?

Whose hand is quietly waving?

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

Thank you for listening…. And since this is the first public concert of solely my own compositions, I’d like to take this opportunity to publicly thank my three composition tutors at Victoria University: Jack Body, David Farquhar and Ross Harris, for their expertise and inspiration all those years ago; and also to offer a special thanks to all the musicians involved in this concert, for putting in so much time and effort – for a disproportionately small remuneration! 
If you feel you would like to make a donation to Baroque Voices, in order that we can pay more adequate fees to performers for concerts such as this one, please send a cheque to: Baroque Voices, P O Box 12-516, Wellington. Let us know if you require a receipt for tax purposes. Unless you indicate that you wish to remain an anonymous donor, we will publicly thank you in the programme of our next concert.  





Pepe Becker

DON’T MISS THE NEXT BAROQUE VOICES CONCERT:

“Madrigali” – Italian madrigals from the 14th to the 17th Century

8pm, SATURDAY 25 NOVEMBER 2000, SACRED HEART CATHEDRAL, HILL ST

