Welcome to…

The Full Monte: a concert series spanning four years, 2011-2014, in which Baroque Voices presents music from the entire collection of Nine Books of Madrigals by Claudio Monteverdi (1567-1643).  These vocal works, published throughout and after Monteverdi’s lifetime, encapsulate and exemplify the radical transformation from traditional to modern styles which occurred in the latter part of the Sixteenth Century and the first decade of the Seventeenth Century. Rather than presenting the Books in chronological order, we will sometimes juxtapose the earlier works with latter ones, so the listener can hear the full extent and variety of Monteverdi’s mastery and innovation. 

Below is a list of the Nine Books of Madrigals and their dates of publication. The first four Books include only unaccompanied madrigals for five voices, mostly adhering to the principles of Renaissance polyphony, with occasional glimpses of new flavours yet to come. The Fifth Book however is notable for the addition of a basso continuo instrumental line in some madrigals and a marked change in style. Monteverdi then continued with his progressive ideas, adding instrumental accompaniment to the madrigals published thereafter, and even including semi-operatic elements in his “dramatic representation” and “ballet” which form part of Book Eight. 

Book 1 (1587) Il primo libro de madrigali a cinque voci

Book 2 (1590) Il secondo libro de madrigali a cinque voci

Book 3 (1592) Il terzo libro de madrigali a cinque voci

Book 4 (1603) Il quarto libro de madrigali a cinque voci
Book 5 (1605) Il quinto libro de madrigali a cinque voci
Book 6 (1614) Il sesto libro de madrigali a cinque voci, con una Dialogo a Sette…
Book 7 (1619) Concerto, settimo libro de madrigali a 1.,2.,3.,4. & sei voci…

Book 8 (1638) Libro Ottavo, Madrigali guerrieri, et amorosi, con alcuni opuscoli in genere rappresentativo… ; Tomo VIII (parte seconda), Canti amorosi

Book 9 (1651) Libro Nono, Madrigali e canzonette a due e tre voci
 “Prima le parole, poi la musica…” (“First the words, then the music…”) seems to have been Claudio Monteverdi’s modus operandi throughout his composing life – there are glimpses of this even in his earliest vocal works, including his First Book of Madrigals (1587), written when he was just still a teenager, under the constraints of the rules of traditional polyphonic style – and he boldly announced his intentions to pursue his more modern style of writing (where he considered “the words the mistress of the harmony and not the servant”) in the preface to his Fifth Book of Madrigals in 1605. At the time, Monteverdi had been criticised by his contemporary, Giovanni Artusi, for the “crudities” and “licence” apparently shown in his madrigal Cruda Amarlli, and his response was to publicly name his own modern style “Seconda Pratica” (“Second Practice”, following on from other innovators such as Cipriano da Rore, Ingegneri, Marenzio, Peri and Caccini) as being distinct from what he called the “Prima Pratica” (“First Practice”) adhered to by more conservative composers such as Ockeghem, Josquin Desprez, Clemens non Papa, Gombert and Zarlino.
Whilst Prima Pratica style was entrenched in the old rules of polyphony (where voice parts where more equal, dissonances must be prepared, certain prescribed chord progressions were used and the musical structure or harmony was paramount), Seconda Pratica (where the text dominated and inspired the musical response) allowed for bold dissonances, sudden tempo changes, radical harmonic shifts, semi-recitative style, chromaticism, florid ornamentation and other devices to colour and enhance the meaning of the words. The texts Monteverdi used (by master poets such as Tasso, Guarini and Rinuccini) were full of emotive, sensuous, even erotic imagery - often exploring that age-old topic of love in all its myriad forms – so there was no shortage of inspirational material for him to work with.
Enjoy with us this exciting journey of musical discovery…

The Full Monte: Concert 1
Il Primo Libro de Madrigali (for five voices), 1587; 
madrigali e canzonette (for two and three voices) from Libro Nono, 1651
In this first concert of The Full Monte series, we present - as we did in our very first Baroque Voices concert in 1994 - a kind of ‘bookends’ performance, with the entire First Book of Madrigals interspersed with selections from Book Nine. The earlier madrigals were written when Monteverdi was still a choirboy at his birthplace, Cremona, under the influence of his teacher and maestro di capella at the Cathedral, Marc’ Antonio Ingegneri. Although there are some glimpses here of the more radical Monteverdi to come, and a leaning towards the lighter madrigal-writing style of his non-conservative contemporaries Marenzio and Gabrieli, it is with the posthumously-published Book Nine pieces with basso continuo accompaniment that we see the innovative techniques and liberties of Seconda Pratica truly manifested. Written throughout his life, mapping the growing confidence and assurance of an experienced practitioner of his art, the trios (canzonette) show a mixture of styles within a strophic framework, and the more freely-composed two-voice madrigali reveal many of the revolutionary harmonic, rhythmic and melodic freedoms for which Monteverdi became renowned. Throughout all of his vocal compositions though, from the more conventional unaccompanied polyphonic madrigals to the accompanied ones where each solo voice is more prominent, a common theme prevails: the music always serves the words.
Performers
Baroque Voices:

Pepe Becker (director, soprano), Jayne Tankersley (soprano), 
Christopher Warwick (countertenor),
Peter de Blois (tenor), Oliver Sewell (tenor),

David Morriss (bass)

Continuo players:

Douglas Mews (harpsichord), Robert Oliver (bass viol)

Programme order
♦ Il Primo Libro: “Ch’ ami la vita mia”, “Se per havervi oimè”, “A che tormi il ben mio”
♦ Libro Nono: “Alcun non mi consigli” (C-T,T,B: Christopher, Peter, David, & continuo)
♦ Il Primo Libro: “Amor per tua mercè”, “Baci soavi, e cari”, “Se pur non mi consenti”
♦ Libro Nono: “Perchè se m’ odiavi” (S,S,B: Pepe, Jayne, David, & continuo)
♦ Il Primo Libro: “Filli cara, e amata”, “Poi che del mio dolore”
♦ Libro Nono: “Zefiro torna” (S,S: Jayne, Pepe, & continuo)
♦ Il Primo Libro: “Fumia la pastorella”, “Almo divino raggio” (2a parte), 
“All’ hora I pastori tutti” (3a parte);“Se nel partir da voi”
♦ Libro Nono: “Come dolce hoggi” (S,S,A: Jayne, Pepe, Christopher, & continuo)
♦ Il Primo Libro: “Tra mille fiamme”, “Usciam Ninfe homai”
♦ Libro Nono: “Alle danze” (S,S,B: Pepe, Jayne, David, & continuo)
♦ Il Primo Libro: “Questa ordì il laccio”, “La vaga pastorella”
♦ Libro Nono: “Di far sempre gioir” (C-T,T,B: Christopher, Peter, David, & continuo)
♦ Il Primo Libro: “Amor s’ il tuo ferire”, “Donna s’ io morire”
♦ Libro Nono: “Ardo, e scoprir” (S,S: Pepe, Jayne, & continuo)
♦ Il Primo Libro: “Ardo si, ma non t’ amo”, “Ardi o gela” (Riposta), “Arsi e alsi” (Controriposta)
As this concert is being recorded by Radio NZ Concert, we ask you to please switch off all mobile devices and keep them off for the duration of the performance. Thank you (
	Texts (poems)
Ch’ ami la vita mia nel tuo bel nome
Par che si legg’ ogn’ hora;

Ma tu voi pur ch’ io mora,

Se’ l ver porti in te scritto.

Acqueta co’ i begl’ occhi il cor afflitto,

Acciò letto non sia

Ch’ ami la morte

E non la vita mia.

Se per havervi oimè donato il core
Nasce in me quell’ ardore,

Donna crudel, che m’ arde in ogni loco

Tal che son tutto foco,

E se per amar voi l’aspro martire
Mi fa di duol morire,
Miser, che far debb’ io,

Privo di voi, che sete ogni ben mio?

A che tormi il ben mio,
S’ io dico di morire?

Questo madonna è troppo 

Gran martire.

Ahi vita, ahi mio Tesoro!

E perderò il ben mio con dir ch’ io moro?

________________________________________________

Alcun non mi consigli 

Se ben il cor perdei
Ch’ abbandoni colei 

Ch’ è la mia vita,

Ancor che cruda e fera,

Che se ben vuol ch’io pera

E che la speme mia 

Ne port’ il vento.

    Non me n’ adiro no,

    Non me ne doglio no,

    Non me ne pento.

Ben s’ affatica in vano
Chi m’ adita il mio male,
El contrastar non vale

Che beltà che severa 
Un cor diletta,

Si dolce è la saetta

Che se ben brama 
Fiamma e tormento.

    Non me n’ adiro no…

Perchè lo stral di morte 
Esce da gli occhi belli,

Perchè gli aurei capelli

Son la catena

E quel tenace nodo

In cui stretto mi godo,

E perchè se le piace

Il mio lamento...    Non me n’ adiro no…

________________________________________________

Amor per tua mercé vatene a quella
Che m’ è cosi rubella,

E con una saetta

Passale il cor, e fa di me vendetta.

Dile come potete un qua patire

Chi tanto v’ ama far donna morire.

Baci soavi e cari,

Cibi della mia vita,

C’ hor m’ involate hor mi rendete il core,

Per voi convien ch’ impari

Come un alma rapita

Non senta il duol di mort’ e pur si more,

Quant’ ha di dolce amore

Perchè sempr’ io vi baci, 

O dolcissime rose

In voi tutto ripose,

Et s’ io potessi ai vostri dolci baci

La mia vita finire,

O che dolce morire.

Se pur non mi consenti
Ch’ io ami te si come amor m’ invita,

Donna non mi consenti

Per giust’ almen ch’ io ami la mia vita,

Se ció consenti

Ancor consentir dei,

Ch’ io ami te che la mia vita sei.
________________________________________________

Perché se m’odiavi

Mostravi d’amarmi
Per sol ingannarmi?


Ahi Stella,
Ti fe’ cosí bella,
Si fera, si altera, 
Per l’alma impiagarmi!
Io t’adorava




E tu sprezzavi me.
Empia Filli,
Perché, perché?
Chi sa ch’una volta

La stolta fierezza

Non brami chi sprezza?
Ahi ch’io
Vuo’ dir al cor mio
Che fugga, che strugga
L’infida bellezza!

Forse a te toccherà
Chieder pietà.
Empia Filli,



Chi sa, chi sa?





No, no, ch’io non voglio
Se scoglio m’aspetta 


Dirzzar la barchetta!


Ahi fiera! -


Quest’empia Megera


Uccide, se’n ride, 


E ridendo saetta.

Chiama pur quanto vuoi
Ch’io non verrò.

Empia Filli, 
No, no, no, no.
________________________________________________

Filli cara e amata
Dimmi per cortesia

Questa tua bella bocca non è mia?

Ahi, non rispodi ingrate,

E col silenzio nieghi
D’ ascoltar i miei prieghi.

Piacciati almen se taci
D’ usar in vece di risposta i baci.

Poi che del mio dolore
Tanto ti nutria amore,

Libera mai 

Quest’ alma non vedrai,

Fin che per gl’ occhi fore

Lasso non venga il core.

________________________________________________

Zefiro torna e di soavi accenti 



L’aer fa grato e ’l piè discioglie a l’onde,

E mormorando tra le verdi fronde 

Fa danzar al ben suon su’l prato i fiori.

    Inghirlandato il crin Fillide e Clori

    Note temprando amor care e gioconde, 

    E da monti e da valli ime e profonde

    Raddoppian’ l’armonia gli antri canori.

Sorge più vaga in Ciel l’aurora e ’l sole

Sparge più luci d’or, più puro argento

Fregia di Teti il bel ceruleo manto.

    Sol io per selve abbandonate e sole

    L’ardor di due begli occhi al mio tormento 

    Come vuol mia ventura hor piango, hor canto.

________________________________________________

Fumia la pastorella,
Tessendo ghirlandetta,

Sen gia cantando in un prato di fiori,
Intornorno a quella, 

Scherzavan per l’herbetta, 

Ci prigna il figlio e i pargoletti amori,
Ella rivolta al sole,
Dicea queste parole:

    “Almo divino raggio,
    Della cui santa luce 

    Questa lieta stagion s’alluma e’ndora,

    E’l bel mese di Maggio

    Hoggi per te conduce

    Dal ciel in terra la tua vaga Flora,

    Deh, quell che ci annoia

    Cangia in letizia e in gioia.”

All’ hora i pastor tutti 

Del Tebro e ninfe a schier’ a schiera

Corsero a l’harmonia lieti, e veloci

Et di fior et di frutti

Che porta Primavera

Gli porgeandoni, et con rozze alte voci

Cantavan tutta via

Le lodi di Fumia.

Se nel partir da voi vita mia sento
Così grave tormento,

Deh, prima che pensar mai di partire,

Donna poss’ io morire,

E se da voi partend’ ho tanti guai,
Poss’ io prima morir che partir mai.

________________________________________________

Come dolce hoggi l’auretta 

Spira, lusinga e vien 

A baciarmi le guancie ’l sen.
    Gli Amoretti l’aura fanno

    Quando l’ali spiegan al Ciel

    Della notte a squaciar il vel.

Ride il bosco, brilla il prato,

Scherzo il fonte, festeggia ’l mar,
D’aura fresca s’ode spirar.

    Entri pur nel nostro petto,

    O bell’ aura, nel tuo venir

    Quell diletto che fa l’alme tanto gioir.

________________________________________________

Tra mille fiamme e tra mille catene

Onde n’accend’ e lega Amor a le mie pene,

Scelse la più gentil e la più bella 
Amorosa fiammella,
Che si soavemente m’inpiagò il cor

Che per beltà gradita

Morir m’ è dolce, aita,

E non sperar aita.

Usciam Ninfe homai fuor di questi boschi,
E di fior bianch’ e gialli

Tessian ghirlande e cingiansene i crini,

Che dopo horrida e fiera stagion, con fiori e frondi

Torna la desiata Primavera.

Orsú facciam le valli 

Sonar col canto, e su le Verdi herbette

Guidiam con dolce suon in giro i balli.

________________________________________________

Alle danze, alle danze, 

Alle gioie, ai diletti,

Che c’infiammano il cor d’amore,


Al soave conforto de’ petti!

    Alle gemme, alle gemme,


    Alle perle, ai bei fiori,


    Che v’adornino il crin e ’l seno,

    Ai bei fregi di mille colori!


Alle tazze, alle tazze,


Ai cristalli, alli argenti,


Che v’invitano a trar la sete,

A’ bei pomi di minio ridenti!
________________________________________________

Questa ordí il laccio si bella 

Man, fra fiori e l’herba il tese,
E fu si presta e questa il cor mi prese

A trarlo in mezz’ a mille fiamme accese,

Hor che l’ho qui ristretta,

Vendetta, Amor, vendetta!
La vaga pastorella
Sen va tra fior e l’herbe,
Cantando dolcemente,

Ond’ io sospiro 

Che la veggio si bella,

E carco di martiro 

La segua tutta via,

Deh, pastorella mia,
Ti prego non fuggire

Ch’ io mi sento a morire.

________________________________________________

Di far sempre gioire 

Amor speranza dà,


Ma vago di martire 

Languir poi sempre fa.


    Sì che fuggite l’arco, e la face


    Del nudo Arciero,



    Sì lusinghiero, 


    Ch’egli è fallace.


A voi disciolti cori


Dirlo per prova il so, 

Ch’in van pianti e dolori
 

Miser per lui mi sto.


    Sì che fuggite…



Invan piangendo e grido

Del mio penar mercè,

Che ’l dispietato infido

Non mi mantien la fè. 

    Sì che fuggite…
________________________________________________

Amor, s’ il tuo ferire
Desse tanto morire,

Quanto di Filli i sguardi,
A tuoi pongenti dardi
Non restarebbe alcun amante in vita

Che con beltá infinita,

Se giace, o mira, o move, o parla  o ride,

Atterra, accora, impiaga, arde e uccide.

Donna, s’ io miro voi giaccio di vengo,
Se di mirar m’ astengo

D’un infinito ardore 

Mi si consuma il core.
Non so, che m’ habbi loco?
Mirar m’ è giaccio, il non mirar m’ è foco.

________________________________________________
Ardo e scoprir, ahi lasso, io non ardisco

Quel che porto nel sen rinchiuso ardore.

E tanto più dolente ogni hor languisco
Quanto più sta celato il mio dolore.

Fra me tal’ hor mille disegni ordisco

Con la lingua discior anco il timore,

E all’ hor fatto ardito i’ non pavento 
Gridar soccorso al micidi al tormento.

Ma s’avvien ch’ io m’appressi a lei davante

Per trovar al mio mal pace e diletto,

Di vengo tosto pallido in sembiante

E chinar gl’ occhi a terra son costretto.

Dir vorrei, ma non oso, indi tremante
Comincio, e mi ritengo alfin l’affetto,

S’aprir nuntia del cor la lingua vole,

Si tronca su le labbra le parole.

________________________________________________

Ardo, si, ma non t’amo, 
Perfida e dispietata,

Indegnamente amata,

Da un si leal amante.

Ah, non fia più che del mio amor ti vante,

Perch’ ió gia sano il core,

E s’ ardo, ardo 

Di sdegno e non d’amore.

    Ardi o gela a tua voglia,
    Perfido e impudico,

    Hor amante hor nemico,

    Che d’incostante ingegno

    Poco istimo l’amor, e men lo sdegno.

    E se l’amor fu vano,

    Van sia lo sdegno

    Del tuo cor insano.

Arsi e alsi a mia voglia, 
Leal non impudico,

Amante non nemico.

E s’ al tuo lieve ingegno

Poco cale l’amor

E men lo sdegno,

Sdegn’ e amor fara vano

L’altiero suon del tuo parlar insano.
	Translations (by David Groves)
That you are the love of my life
Seems legible in your name;

And yet, if the truth be written there,

You also wish me to die.
Soothe with your beautiful eyes my afflicted heart,

So that none may think
You desire my death

Rather than my life.

If, cruel lady, the cause of this 

All-consuming, ever-burning

Fire in me is that

I have given you my heart, 
And if my love for you is the cause of this bitter

And deadly torment,

Then alas, what will become of me,

Bereft of you, who are my beloved?
Why deprive me, beloved,
If I say that (your absence) will kill me?

Lady, this is too 

Great a torment.
Ah, my love, my life!

Shall I lose my beloved by saying I shall die without you?

________________________________________________
No-one would advise me, 

If my heart were lost,
To abandon the lady 

I love,
Even though she is cruel and hurtful,

She wishes me to perish 

And she doesn’t listen 

To my pleading.

    I will not be angry, no,

    I will not grieve

    And I will not be sorry.

Even if she tires me in vain 

And torments me,
On the contrary, I cannot 

Bid farewell to the beautiful one

Who breaks my happy heart,

So sweet is the arrow

Which fills my heart

With fire and torment.

    I will not be angry, no…

Because that deadly look
Goes out from her beautiful eyes,

And because her golden hair

Is a chain

Of tenacious knots

In which I enjoy being tied,

And because I enjoy 

My lamenting…    I will not be angry, no…

________________________________________________

Cupid, take pity on me and go straight
To her who resists me so,

Pierce with an arrow 

Her heart, and so avenge me.

Say to her: “Lady, how can you possibly

Let die one who loves you so much?”

Sweet, dear kisses
On which I feed!,

Kisses which now steal away, now give back my heart!,

Through you I needs must learn 

How it is possible for a ravished soul,

Even while dying, not to feel the pain of death;
O sweetest rose-lips, 

Love bestowed
All his sweetness upon you

So that I should kiss you always!

If I could indeed end my life 

With your sweet kisses,

How sweet such a death would be!

Lady, if you will still not allow me

To love you as Love commands,

You do not allow me 
To love my own life;

But if you do allow that,

Then you must allow

Me to love you, who are my very life.
________________________________________________

Why, if you hated me,
Did you pretend to love me

Just to deceive me?

Ah, bright star,

You showed yourself so fine,

So fierce, so proud,

On purpose to wound my soul!

I adored you

But you scorned me.

Heartless Phyllis,

Why, why?

Yet perchance - who can tell? –
Your foolish pride
Might yearn for one scorning you!
Ah yes -
I will tell my heart
To flee and so ravage
Your false beauty!
It may then be your turn
To beg for pity.
Heartless Phyllis,
Who can tell, who can tell?
No, no. if rocks lie ahead
I will not steer my ship
Straight for them!
Ah, heartless woman!  -
You are a wicked Fury
Who slays and laughs as she does so,
Shoots arrows and laughs.
Call as much as you like,
I won’t come running.
Heartless Phyllis,
No, no, no, no!
________________________________________________

Phyllis, my dear beloved,
Tell me out of courtesy,

Is your beautiful mouth not mine?

Ah, cruel one, you do not reply,
And by your silence

You deny to hear my prayers.

May it please you, if you will keep silent,

To use your kisses as your answer.

Since you enjoy 

Feeding on my sufferings,
O love, you will never see 

This soul of mine free of its pain
Until, alas, my heart finally
Issues through my eyes in weeping.

________________________________________________

The west wind of spring returns and fills the air

With its mild voice and melts the frozen rivers,

And murmuring in the green foliage

Makes meadow flowers dance to its tune.

    The nymphs Phyllis and Chloris garland their hair,

    Singing their favourite, joyous songs of love,

    And from the mountains and deep valley floors

    Resounding caves echo their harmony.

Dawn rises lovelier in the sky, the sun

Scatters more golden light, and purer silver 

Adorns the azure mantle of Tethys, goddess of sea.

    But I alone, through deserted lonely woods,

    Sing weeping of the torment from two eyes

    Burning my heart, and this is my sad fate.

________________________________________________

Phumia the shepherdess,
Weaving a garland,

Went singing through a meadow of flowers;

All around her, 

Over the grass,

Venus, her son, and winged cupids frolicked;

Then she, turning to the sun,

Spoke these words:

    “Divine, life-giving rays,
    By whose holy light

    This glad season is made golden, 

    You, by whose influence 

    The beautiful month of May today leads 
    Your nymph Flora down from heaven to earth,
    O hear my prayer! Change that which grieves us

    Into gladness and joy.”

Then all the shepherds 

Of the Tiber and the nymphs in rank upon rank
Ran together in joy at the sweet harmony

And swiftly gave gifts of all the flowers and fruits

That Spring provides,

And in loud rough voices

Kept on singing

The praises of Phumia.

If in departing from you, who are the love of my life,
I feel such deep pain,

Oh then may I die before 

I ever think of leaving,

Yea, if leaving you I suffer such torments,

May I die sooner than depart.

________________________________________________

How sweetly the golden dawn
Breathes, flatters and comes

To kiss my cheeks and breast.

    Young lovers are turned to gold

    When gentle breezes unfold from the heavens

    And come from the night to tear the veil in two.

The trees laugh, the meadow glitters,

The fountain plays, the sea rejoices,

When there is a breath of fresh sunlight.

    Enter into our hearts,

    O beautiful sunrise, your coming brings

    Such delight, filling our souls with joy.

________________________________________________

Amidst the thousand flames and the thousand chains
With which Love burns and binds us,

To cause me the more suffering Love chose the noblest 

And most beautiful sweet flame of love,

Who so gently wounded my heart

That for me it is sweet 

To die for her, crying for help,

But expecting none.

Nymphs, let us now leave these woods,
And weave garlands of white and yellow flowers

With which to deck our tresses, 

For after the cold and stormy weather,

The longed-for Spring returns with flowers and fronds.

Let us make the valleys 

Resound with song, and on the green grass

Let us lead round the dance to sweet music.

________________________________________________

To dancing, to dancing,
To the joys, the delights

That enflame our hearts with love -

To the sweet solace of our passion!

    To jewels, to jewels,

    To the pearls, the fine flowers,

    With which to deck your hair and breast -

    To fine adornments in a myriad hues!

To the cups, the cups

Of crystal and silver,

That invite you to slake your thirst -


To the tempting red apples!

________________________________________________

She it was who wove the snare, her beautiful
Hand it was that laid it amid flowers and grass,
And she it was who seized my heart

And thrust it into a thousand flames;

Now that I have her here my prisoner,

Vengeance, Love, vengeance!

The lovely shepherdess 

Makes her way through flowers and grasses,
Sweetly singing;

At this I sigh, 

For she is so beautiful to gaze on,

And I follow her always 

Laden with torment;

Alas, my shepherdess,

I beg you not to flee,

For I feel death upon me.

________________________________________________

Hope of eternal happiness
Is what Cupid awakens in us,
But, delighting in torment,
Always he makes us languish.
    So flee the bow and flaming torch
    Of the naked Boy Archer,
    Who flatters
    Only to deceive.
To you whose hearts are free
I tell what from experience I know,
For vainly lamenting and grieving
I am now through him most wretched.
    So flee…
In vain, weeping, I cry out
For mercy on my suffering,
But pitiless and false
He breaks the promise made.
    So flee… 
________________________________________________

Cupid, if your wounds
Gave such torment 

As do the glances of Phyllis,

No lover would be left alive

From your piercing darts;

For with infinite beauty,

Whether she rests, or looks, or moves, or speaks or laughs,

She fells, stabs, wounds, burns and slays.

Lady, if I look upon you I turn to ice;

If I abstain from looking

My heart is consumed 

In a great blaze.
What is happening to me?

To gaze is ice; not to gaze is fire.

________________________________________________

I burn, and yet (poor me) I do not yearn to discover
The glow I have enclosed in my breast.
And so much more painful is each hour of languishing

The more I conceal my pain.

In my mind I weave a thousand plans

To make loose with my tongue and admit my fear,

And when done so I am not afraid 

To cry out for help to end my terrible torment.

But when I come close to her 

To find peace and delight for my misery,

I soon become pale 

And am forced to look to the ground.

I would like to speak, but do not dare, because then
I begin to tremble, and in the end I restrain my affection,

Though my tongue wants to announce what is in my heart,

For she causes the words to break on my lips.

________________________________________________

[HE]: “I burn, yes, but I love you not,
Treacherous, pitiless lady,

Unworthily loved

By such a faithful lover.

Ah, you will no longer be able to boast of my love,

For my heart has healed now,

And if I burn, I burn

With scorn and not with love.”

    [SHE]: “Burn or freeze to your heart’s content,
    Treacherous and wanton man,

    First my lover and then my foe,

    For I hold in low esteem the love of such a faithless mind

    And esteem your scorn still less.

    If your love was in vain,

    Vain be the scorn

    Of your foolish heart.”
[HE]: “I did burn and freeze to my heart’s content,
A faithful not wanton 

Lover, not a foe.

And if your fickle mind

Cares little for my love

And even less for my scorn,

Yet scorn and love will make vain

Your proud and foolish boasting.”


Baroque Voices (founded in June 1994 by Wellington-based soprano Pepe Becker) is a vocal consort which specialises in pre-Classical music written for ensembles with one voice to a part. Its size varies according to the particular demands of the repertoire for each concert or project. The group has a core of singers with considerable experience in both choral and solo performance, especially in the field of early music. Several of its members have studied, are currently studying, or are about to study, in Europe – the director, Pepe Becker, studied singing with Jessica Cash in London and then Baroque Singing with Marius van Altena at the Royal Conservatory in The Hague, 1991-93. These singers are all committed to using appropriate vocal techniques, ornaments and styles, based on what is known about the performance practices, resources and musical ideals of the era in which music was written. These principles are applied equally to the performance of contemporary music, for which the group also has a growing reputation. Baroque Voices was the vocal component in the Musica Sacra concert series (directed by Robert Oliver) that ran for ten years (2001-2010) in St Mary of the Angels, and has toured nationwide for the NZ Music Federation / Chamber Music New Zealand. The group has given more than 74 concert performances in its 17-year history. 
Pepe Becker, renowned for her vocal purity and flexibility, began her musical training in Nelson, as a Cathedral Choir chorister, pianist and oboist. Completing a BMus (in Composition) at Wellington’s Victoria University in 1987, she then studied (baroque) singing - with Jessica Cash in London, and at The Hague’s Koninklijk Conservatorium. She has sung professionally with a number of early music groups overseas; has been a soloist alongside renowned international singers such as Emma Kirkby, Richard Wistreich and Andreas Scholl, and now appears regularly as soprano soloist with chamber groups, choirs and orchestras throughout New Zealand. Pepe is a recording artist for Radio NZ Concert; has featured as a soloist on several commercial CDs (including one with the NZSO); has released two duet CDs (“Rustic Revelry” with bass David Morriss, Atoll, 2006, and “Love’s Nature” with harpist Helen Webby, Ode, 2011); is a member of Voices NZ Chamber Choir; composes music, and teaches piano, theory and singing.
Soprano Jayne Tankersley is one of New Zealand's most experienced singers of Baroque, Renaissance and Medieval music.   She completed a Masters degree in Early Music Vocal Performance at the Longy School of Music, Boston, USA, and has appeared as soloist with some of the leading period groups of America, including the Boston Early Music Festival, Handel and Haydn Society, Apollo's Fire, Boston Baroque, Boston Cecilia, Tragicomedia, Medieval trio Liber UnUsualis, and the Christmas Revels of both Cambridge and Houston. She features on recordings for Revels, Boston Baroque, Schirmer Publishing, and with the Beggar Boys on their 2004 CD The Darkest Midnight. She has appeared with all of the premier early music ensembles in New Zealand, and also appears this season with Age of Discovery, Bach Musica New Zealand, AK Barok, and with her ensemble Affetto.
Christopher Warwick began singing as a treble at St Paul’s Cathedral in Dunedin.  After moving to Wellington some years later, he began private vocal tuition and shortly thereafter (1993) was accepted into the Wellington Cathedral of St Paul Choir under director Philip Walsh, where he remained until 2003.  He was one of the first eight lay clerks appointed at the Cathedral under succeeding director Andrew Cantrill.   Whilst based in London, England (2006-09), Chris was a lay clerk of the Chapel Choir at the Royal Hospital, Chelsea, and performed with specialist Renaissance male voice ensemble, Musica Contexta.  He also holds a Licentiate certificate (distinction) from Trinity College in London. Currently Chris is a lay clerk at Christchurch Cathedral, New Zealand and a member of Voices New Zealand Chamber Choir. 

Born in Dunedin, Peter de Blois began singing lessons with Honor McKellar and David Griffiths and graduated with a degree in Performance Voice from Victoria University where his teacher was Emily Mair.  In 1992 he was appointed a Lay Clerk at Ely Cathedral and studied singing privately with Nicholas Powell of the Royal Northern College of Music and Drama. As a singer, Peter has been involved with the NZ Youth Choir, Voices New Zealand, The Tudor Consort (as both a singer and Assistant Conductor) and Baroque Voices.  As a soloist, Peter has performed nationally and abroad with many choirs and orchestras in a wide range of music. From 2000-2010, Peter was Director of Music at Holy Trinity Cathedral, Auckland.  In addition to this he was a Music Examiner for the International Examinations Board Trinity Guildhall, examining all over the South Pacific and Asia. In January of this year, Peter and the family made the move back to Wellington.

Oliver Sewell is currently studying at the University of Canterbury. He is a Godley Scholar with the ChristChurch Cathedral Choir, and in July and August 2008 he toured with the choir, singing in Cathedrals throughout England. Oliver was a member of the NZ Secondary Students Choir, which in 2005 achieved the World Choir Award at the World Choral Games. In 2009 he sang as a soloist with the Nelson Symphony Orchestra and the Christchurch symphony Orchestra. In Dunedin in 2010 he sang the tenor arias for Bach's St John Passion with the City of Dunedin Choir and the Southern Sinfonia. As part of the Platform Arts Festival in 2010 he sang one of the lead roles in the one act opera 'Une éducation manquée'. In September 2010 he was in the UK for a month, staying and singing at Christ Church Cathedral, Oxford.

Acclaimed for his vocally flexible and emotionally resonant singing of 17th and 18th century music, David Morriss could well be described as New Zealand’s premier “baroque bass”. His voice studies began as a boy soprano, followed by lessons from Mary Adams Taylor in Christchurch (where he graduated from the University of Canterbury with a BA and B.Mus.), and then coaching in London with British bass David Thomas. David is a presenter, interviewer and record reviewer on Radio New Zealand Concert, and has a particular interest in historical recordings of the great performers and conductors.

Douglas Mews, Wellington City Organist, 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. He is currently Artist Teacher in organ and harpsichord at the New Zealand School of Music, broadcasts for Concert FM and directs the music at St Teresa’s church in Karori. In 2010 he recorded a CD on the Wellington Town Hall organ for Priory Records’ ‘Great Australasian Organs’. 

Robert Oliver’s 40-year career as a free-lance musician has focussed on his passion for music of the past. He took up the bass viol on his first visit to England in 1967, and has been a performer and teacher ever since. He studied in Brussels with the great Flemish virtuoso, Wieland Kuijken. He has been part of many chamber ensembles performing baroque and renaissance music on instruments of the periods. Now settled back in Wellington after a decade working in the UK, he is Director of Music at the Church of St Mary of the Angels. 
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Sponsorship Invitation

Some of the concerts in The Full Monte series will require larger forces and more specialised instrumentation than today’s one, necessitating bringing musicians from around New Zealand and possibly Australia – even today’s performance includes two Baroque Voices singers from Christchurch and one from Hamilton – and, as you can imagine, this cannot be achieved without considerable expense. Baroque Voices is a self-funded professional ensemble, backed by its self-employed musician director, so it doesn’t have the financial security that other larger organisations can rely upon. Therefore, if you would like to make a contribution to Baroque Voices to assist with The Full Monte project costs, please get in touch with Pepe at: pepe.bv@paradise.net.nz. Your donation will be greatly appreciated, and acknowledged in all future programmes for The Full Monte series, the dates of which will be available in due course on the BV website: www.baroquevoices.co.nz. 
[The winner of the draw for “2 free tickets to The Full Monte Concert 2” (all pre-booked ticket holders being eligible) will be announced just after the interval. Tickets will be posted once the concert date is fixed.]
Next Baroque Voices concert

Our next project, “Brother Sun, Sister Moon”, is quite a contrast to this one: selected vocal works by siblings Pepe Becker and Mark Smythe, written in the decade 2000-2010(2011), with première performances of one new work by each composer. Members of BV will be joined by several other musicians, playing a variety of instruments, including: organ, thumbpiano, recorder, oboe and electric guitar. 
8pm, SAT 11 June 2011, Sacred Heart Cathedral.
Various CDs are available for purchase in the foyer…

Feel free to add or amend your contact details on our Mailing List or Emailing List during interval or after the concert. 
Hope to see you at the next one! 
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