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Summer of Love

On parole/A Paris/Frese nouvele 			   School of Notre Dame, 13th c.
Phebi claro nondum orto jubare			   Aquitaine, 10th c.
Ay, mi! dame de valour				    Guillaume de Machaut (1300-1377)
Angelica biltà						     Francesco Landini (ca. 1325-1397)
Adiu, adiu dous dame				    Landini

Estampie Tristour	 				    Sally Mitchell

Tempus transit gelidum				    Carmina Burana (13th c.)
Axe Phebus aureo					     Carmina Burana

Estampie Douz souvenir	 			   Mitchell

De muliere et proco eius				    Peter Seibert (b. 1936) 

Rondeau De Bone Amour	 			   Bill McJohn
Plange Castello	 				    Mitchell 

Dame, vostre doulz viaire				    Machaut
Pucelete/Je langui/Domino				   School of Notre Dame, 13th c.
Je voy le bon temps venir				    France, late 14th c. 

Estampie Phebus	 				    Mitchell 

De bonte, de valour					     Machaut
Li joliz temps d’estey					     France, 13th c. 

Italics indicate instrumental pieces.

Marian Seibert, soprano
Kathryn Smith Derksen, vielle

Bill McJohn, harp 
Sally Mitchell, recorder

J. Scott Kovacs, guest conductor

Directed by Eric Mentzel
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When Alfred Lord Tennyson famously 
wrote, “In the spring a young man’s 

fancy lightly turns to thoughts of love,” he 
was making an association perhaps as old 
as song itself. In the middle ages, to be sure, 
the association between warming weather 
and blossoming love was well-established in 
lyric poetry. Spring and summer brought the 
freedom to move away from hearth and home, 
to reconnect with old flames or ignite new ones. 
Country folk would meet at village festivals 
or enjoy a chance encounter in the meadow. 
The nobility moved between great houses and 
created a culture of “courtly love” through which 
to channel their romantic obsessions. And 
everywhere, people drank, danced and sang in 
celebration of another dreary winter gone.

We can imagine that, with the warming 
weather, a trip to the big city, with its many 
distractions, would be an exciting prospect, 
creating an opportunity for trysts and flirtations. 
And it is with an enthusiastic endorsement of 
Paris that our program begins. The polytextual 
motet On parole/A Paris soir/Frese nouvele opens 
with the kind of street cries one might hear 
at an open market, then and now. The second 
voice speaks of the good food, good friends and 
beautiful noblewomen to be found in Paris, and 
the third voice compares country life with life in 
the city—with Paris the clear winner.

But lovers enjoying a night of passion in 
a crowded city run a greater risk of being 
discovered. It is just this sort of situation that 
gave rise to the alba, a poetic genre cultivated by 
the troubadours that typically describes lovers 
parting in the pre-dawn hours to avoid prying 
eyes. There is usually mention of a watchman 
who reminds them of the time and urges them 
on their way. The 10th-century Phebi claro 
nondum orto iubare contains all these elements. 
Jotted in the margin of a monastic book of legal 
notes, it is the earliest known alba set to music. 
The verses are in Latin, and the refrain is in 
langue d’oc, the predecessor of Provençal.

Many of tonight’s selections give expression 
to the ideals and conventions of courtly love. 
This was a highly stylized approach to forming 
romantic bonds developed by a social caste for 
whom marriage was usually a financial and 
dynastic arrangement that left little room for 
love and tenderness. Many of the tropes of 
courtly love are still familiar to us today:

The Lady is beautiful, refined, virtuous, and 
unattainable. With some luck and considerable 

patience, she may show “mercy” to the lover 
with a glance or word. The Lover considers 
himself unworthy even to speak to his beloved. 
He lives only to loyally serve her. He accepts the 
inevitable misery that comes from inevitable 
rejection because of the ennobling nature of love.

The Love is pure, and desires only kindness and 
mercy. On the surface it appears to be non-sexual, 
but the language of courtly love is dripping with 
innuendo and double-entendre, such as “death” for 
sexual gratification, or “having mercy” for yielding 
to the lover’s desire for intimacy.

With Tempus transit gelidum, we celebrate the 
flowers, birds and leafing trees that come with 
the passing of winter, as well as the beautiful 
maidens playing and singing on the grass. 
Inevitably, “the quiver-wearing boy” (Cupid) 
appears, and by wounding the poet he forces 
him to serve Venus, the goddess of love. Axe 
Phebus aureo uses extensive imagery from 
Greek mythology to evoke a beautiful summer’s 
day. Venus and Cupid arrive once again, and 
the poet is trapped in an impossible love. 
Both pieces come from the Carmina Burana 
manuscript, a large medieval collection of 
poems, texts and songs from all over Europe 
that Carl Orff found quite useful when 
choosing texts for his most famous work.

Tonight we are especially pleased to present the 
world premiere of a new work commissioned by 
the choir from Seattle composer Peter Seibert 
in honor of our 35th anniversary. De muliere et 
proco eius is his setting of a fable by Marie de 
France. Marie was prolific, but her actual identity 
remains elusive. The moniker we use today is 
simply derived from a line in one of her poems: 
“My name is Marie, and I am from France.”

Many of Marie’s fables have a moral, like Aesop’s 
fables, from which they are often derived. But 
tonight’s fable belongs to a new genre, in which 
women cunningly use their power to get the 
better of ignorant or foolish men—in this case, to 
successfully deny having an affair, even though her 
husband catches her in the act.

Familiar love tropes return again and again 
throughout the evening, from the refined lyrical 
longing of Machaut, to the sassiness of Pucelete 
(another polytextual motet), to the toe-tapping 
exuberance of Je voy le bon temps venir and Li 
joliz temps d’estey. We hope the joy will carry you 
through your own Summer of Love! 

Eric Mentzel

Program Notes 

Artistic Director Eric Mentzel 
has enjoyed an international career as a singer, 
teacher, and ensemble director. During 15 years 
living abroad he appeared at major venues 
across Europe, including the Holland Festival, 
the Edinburgh Festival, the Amsterdam 
Concertgebouw, the Cité de la Musique, and the 
Brussels Palais de Beaux Arts, and as far afield as 
Japan and Australia. He has also worked closely 
with some of the most highly regarded ensembles 
in the early music field, including Sequentia, the 
Ferrara Ensemble, and the Huelgas Ensemble, 
and has appeared on more than 50 CDs for Sony, 
Decca, BMG, Harmonia Mundi, Arcana, Opus 
111, Raumklang, and Naxos. His recordings 
have been awarded numerous European prizes. 
Mentzel, a Professor of Voice at the University of 
Oregon, has also taught at the Royal Conservatoire 
in The Hague, Netherlands; the Schola Cantorum 
in Basel, Switzerland; and the State University of 
Music and Performing Arts in Stuttgart, Germany.

Assistant Director Marian (Molly) Seibert 
studied early music at Indiana University and has 
performed with many vocal ensembles, including 
the Trinity Consort. Our audience knows her best 
as a frequent soloist and artistic partner of the 
Medieval Women’s Choir. In her “other” life, she 
works for a letterpress print shop.
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Triplum:
On parole de batre et de vanner
Et de foïr et hanner,
Mais ces deduis trop me desplaisent,
Car il n’est si bonne vie
Que d’estre a aise
De bon cler vin et de chapons,
Et d’estre aveuc bons compaignons,
Liés et joiaus,
Chantans, truffans et amorous,
Et d’avoir, quant c’on a mestier,
Pour solacier
Belles dames a devis:
Et tout ce truev’on a Paris.

Motetus:
A Paris soir et matin
Truev’on bon pain et bon cler vin,
Bonne char et bon poisson,
De toutes guises compaignons,
Sens soutie, grant baudour,
Biaus joiaus dames d’ounour,
Et si truev’ on bien entredeus
De menre feur pour homes desiteus.

Tenor:
Frese nouvele!
Muere france, muere muere france!

Triplum:
They talk of threshing and winnowing,
Of digging and cultivating,
But these amusements displease me,
Because there is no better life
Than to be at ease,
With good clear wine and capons,
And to be with good companions,
Happy and joyful,
Singing, joking and loving,
And to take—when in need—
For comfort
Fair ladies for a price:
And all this one finds in Paris. 

Motetus:
In Paris, morning and night,
one can find good bread and good clear wine,
good meat and fish
and every sort of companion,
subtle wits and great merriment,
handsome, joyful women of honor,
and best of all, for the man short of cash,
one can find it at the lowest price.

Tenor: 
Fresh strawberries!
Ripe blackberries, ripe, ripe blackberries!

On parole/A Paris/
Frese nouvele

Phebi claro nondum orto iubare,
fert aurora lumen terris tenue:
spiculator pigris clamat: “Surgite!” 

L’alba par umet mar
atra sol poy pas:
a bigill mira clar
tenebras!

En incautos ostium insidie
torpentesque gliscunt intercipere,
quos suadet preco, clamat surgere. 

L’alba par umet mar . . .  

Ab Arcturo disgregatur Aquilo,
poli suos condunt astra radios,
Orienti tenditur Septentrio. 

L’alba par umet mar . . . 

When Phoebus’s bright beam has not yet risen,
Aurora brings her slender light to earth;
a watchman shouts to the slumberers “Arise!”

Dawn graces the dank sea,
draws forth the sun,
keep watch—look clearly
at the darkness!

Our lurking enemies are bursting forth
to intercept the idle and the rash --
the herald pleads and calls on them to rise.

Dawn graces the dank sea, . . . 

From Arcturus the north wind is released,
the stars of heaven hide their radiance,
the Plough is drawn towards the eastern sky.

Dawn graces the dank sea, . . . 

Phebi claro

Ay mi! dame de valour,
Que j’aim et desir,
De vous me vient la dolour
Qui me fait languir. 

Tres douce creature,
Comment puet vo fine doucour
Estre vers moy si dure,
Quant mon cuer, mon corps et m’amour
Vous ay donne sans retour
Et sans repentir?
Or me tenez en languor
Don’t je criem morir. 

Ay mi!. . . . 

Et tout par amesure,
Gentil dame, pleinne d’onnour,
Sui je a desconfiture;
Car onques ne quis deshonnour
Vers vous, ains ay sans sejour
Fait vo dous Plaisir
Et feray sans mauvais tour
Jusques au morir. 

Ay mi! . . . . 

Mais vo douce figure,
Vo fine biaute que j’aour
Et vo noble faiture
Paree de plaisant atour
En plour tiennent nuit et jour, 
Sans joie sentir,
Mon cuer qui vi ten tristour,
Don’t ne puet garir. 

Ay mi! . . . .

Ah me! worthy lady
whom I love and desire,
from you comes the pain
which makes me languish. 

Gentle creature,
how can your sweetness
be so hard towards me,
when my heart, my body and my love
I have given to you without reward
and without regret?
Now you keep me in languor,
of which I fear I will die. 

Ah me! . . . . 

And all through my restraint,
honorable lady,
I am in distress;
For never did I seek to dishonor you,
rather without rest
I have done your bidding,
and will do nothing else
until I die. 

Ah me! . . . . 

But your sweet face,
your delicate beauty that I adore,
and your noble features
adorned with pleasing attire
hold my heart in tears night and day. 
Without any feeling of joy
My heart lives in sadness
from which it can never be cured. 

Ah me! . . . .

Ay mi! dame de valour
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Angelica biltà
venut’ è in terra. 

Dunque ciascun c’ama veder belleçça,
virtù, atti veçosi e legiadria,
vengha veder costei che sol vagheça,
arà di lei si com’ l’anima mia. 

Ma non credo con pace tanta guerra. 

Angelica biltà
venut’ è in terra.

The beauty of the angels
has arrived here on earth. 

Anyone who loves to see beauty,
virtue, grace, and charming gestures
should look at her, for he will have thereby
nothing but loveliess, as I do in my own soul. 

But I don’t believe peace will come of this warfare. 

The beauty of the angels
has arrived here on earth.

Angelica biltà

Adiu, adiu dous dame yolie,
Kar da vous si depart lo corps plorans
Mes a vous las l’esprit et larme mie 

Lontan da vous, aylas vivra dolent.
Byen che loyal sera’n tout ma vie. 

Poyr tant, ay! Clere stelle, vos prie
Com lermes e sospirs tres dousmante
Che loyaute haies pour vestre amye.

Adiu, adiu dous dame yolie
Farewell, farewell, sweet and fair lady,
My body weeps as it must part from you,
But alas, my spirit and my soul remain with you. 

Far from you, alas, I shall live in sorrow,
Yet I will be faithful all my life. 

Therefore, ah! Bright star, I pray you
With tears and sighs may sweetly lament,
So that you keep your love true to your beloved.

Tempus transit gelidum mundus renovatur,
Verque redit floridum forma rebus datur,
Avis modulatur modulans letatus
Avis modulatur modulans letatur,
Lucidior et lenior aer iam serenatur,
iam florea iam frondea silva comis densatur. 
 
Ludent super gramina virgines decore,
Quarum nova carmina dulci sonant ore,
annuunt favore voluchres canore,
Favent et odore tellus picta flore,
Cor igitur et scingitur et tangitur amore,
Virginibus et avibus strepentibus sonore. 

Tendit modo recia puer pharetratus,
Qui deorum curia prebet famulatus,
Cuius dominatus nimium est latus,
Per hunc triumphatus sum et sauciatus,
pugnaveram et fueram in primis reluctatus,
Et iterum per puerum, sum Veneri prostratus.

Tempus transit gelidum
The time of cold passes, the world is renewed,
Spring flowers return, giving the world form,
The bird sings a joyful tune,
The bird sings a joyful tune, 
More clear and more soft, the air brings serenity;
With flowers and leaves, the trees fill the wood. 

Playing on the grass are the beautiful maidens,
Their mouths sound sweet new songs,
Every year supported by the songs of birds,
And the smell of the earth painted with flowers.
Thus the heart is surrounded and touched by love,
With virgins and birds resounding loudly. 

He spreads his nets, the quiver-wearing boy,
To whom the court of the gods pays homage,
His dominion is too much to bear,
In his victory, I was wounded.
I fought, and I was reluctant at first,
But again, by the boy, I am made to serve Venus.
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Axe Phebus aureo
celsiora lustrat
et nitore roseo
radios illustrat.

Venustata Cibeles
facis florente
florem nato Semeles
dat Phebo favente.

Aurarum suavium
gratia iuvante,
sonat nemus avium
voce modulante.

Philomena querule
Terea retractat,
dum canendo merule
carmina coaptat.

Iam Dionea
leta chorea
sedula resonat
cantibus horum;

Iamque Dione
iocis, agone 
relevat, cruciat
corda suorum.

Me quoque subtrahit
illa sopori,
invigilareque
cogit amare.

Tela Cupidinis
aurea gesto,
ignem, comercia,
corde molesto.

Quod michi datur,
expaveo
quodque negatur,
hoc aveo mente serena.

Que michi cedit,
hanc caveo,
que non obedit,
huic faveo, sumque revera

Felix, seu peream,
seu relever per eam.
Que cupit, hanc fugio,
que fugit, hanc cupio.

Phoebus in his
golden chariot
rides high above and
casts a rosy glow.

Cybele, with her
beautiful, glowing face,
gives blossoms
to Semele’s son.

The grove resonates
with gentle
breezes and
birdsong.

The nightingale,
in harmony
with the lark,
laments Tereus.

The joyful dance
inspired by Venus
now respond
to the birds.

And now Venus
both relieves 
and tortures
her followers.

She deprives
me of sleep,
and I lie awake,
waiting for love.

I suffer Cupid’s
golden darts,
which burn
the hearts of men.

I tremble in fear
of what is given to me,
and long for that
which is denied.

I’m wary of the girl
who yields to me,
and favor the one
who is cool.

I’m miserable if she wants me
or doesn’t want me.
I evade the loving one,
and I want the unloving one.

Axe Phebus aureo
Plus rennuo debitum,
plus feror in vetitum;
plus licet illibitum,
plus libet illicitum.

O metuenda Dione decreta,
o fugienda venena secreta!
fraude verenda doloque repleta,

Docta fuoris in estu punire,
quos dat amoris amara subire,
plena livoris urentis et ire.

Hinc michi fletus abundat,
hinc ora fletus inundat.

Est michi pallor in ore,
est, quia fallor amore

The more I reject what is destined,
the more I want what is impossible.
The more available the one,
the more I desire the unavailable other.

How terrifying the laws of Venus!
We should run from her hidden poisons
filled with deceit and suffering.

Just try to approach the experience of love,
and you will see how she
punishes you with anger and spite.

This is why I’m a bundle of fears,
why my eyes are filled with tears.

This is why my face is a mess;
I’m undone by love!
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D’un vilein cunte ki guaita dedenz 
sun us, si espia. 
 
Un altre hume vit sur sun lit,
od sa femme fist sun delit.
 
“Alas, qu’ai jeo veü!”

Dunc l’a la femme respundu: 

“Que veez vus, beals sire, amis?”
 
“Un alter hume: ceo m’est a vis,
sur mun lit te tint embraciee.”
 
“Bien sai’, n’en dut mie,
que c’est vostre vieille folie:
tu vuels tenir mençunge a veire.”
 
“Jel vi, sil dei bien creire.”
“Fols iés se tu creiz pur verité
quan que tu veiz.” 
 
As mains le prent, od li l’en meine
a une cuve d’ewe pleine;
dedenz l’ewe le fist guarder.
Puis li cumence a demander
qu’il veit dedenz, e il li dit
que s’image meïsme vit. 
 
“Pur ceo, n’iés tu pas
dedenz la cuve od tuz tes dras,
se tu i veiz une semblance.
Tu ne deiz pas aveir creance
en tes uiz, ki mentent sovent.” 
 
“Jeo me repent!
Chescuns deit mielz creire a saveir
ceo que sa femme dit pur veir 
que ceo que si malvais ueil veient,
ki par veüe le foleient.” 

Par cest essample nus devise
que mult valt mielz sens e quointisee 
plus aïde a meinte gent
que sis aveirs ne si parent.

Once a man waited stealthily
at his own doorway.
 
Peeking in, he saw another man in his bed,
taking his pleasure with his wife.
 
“Alas, what have I seen!”
 
Then the woman replied,
 
“What do you see, sweetheart?”
 
“Another man, and it seems to me he’s
embracing you on my bed.”
 
“I know without a doubt
that this is your old madness:
you’d like to believe a lie as true.”
 
“I saw it, so I must believe it.”
“You’re mad if you believe
everything you see is true.”
 
She took him by the hand, led him
to a tub full of water,
and made him look into the water.
Then she began asking him
what he saw in it, and he told her
he saw his own image.
 
“Just so. Although you see
a reflection, you’re not in the tub
with all your clothes on.
You mustn’t believe your eyes,
which often lie.”
 
“I repent!
Everyone would do better to take
what his wife says as true
rather than what he sees with his poor eyes,
whose sight often fools him.”
 
This fable tells us that good sense
and imagination are more valuable 
and useful for people
than their money or their family.

De muliere et proco eius

Dame, vostre doulz viaire
Debonnaire
Et vo saige meintieng coy
Me font vo service faire,
Sans meffaire,
De fin cuer, en bonne foy.

Dame, et bien faire le doy,
Car anoy,
Griefte, doleur, ne contraire.

Onques en vous servant n’oy,
Eins congnoy
Que riens ne m’i puist desplaire.

Et qu’ades mieus me doit plaire
Sans retraire,
De tan com plus m’i employ.
Car tant estes debonnaire
Qu’exemplaire
De tous les biens en vous voy.

Dame, vostre doulz viaire . . . .

Lady, your sweet face
so noble
and your wise and serene conduct
make of me your servant
without failing,
with a true heart in good faith.

Lady, I must do it well,
for no harm,
grievance, pain or contradiction

did I ever have in serving you.
But know
that nothing could displease me there.

And that continually I must be happy
without reservation,
the more I am engaged with it.
For you are so charming
that you exemplify
every virtue I see in you.

Lady, your sweet face . . . .

Dame, vostre doulz viaire
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Je voy le bon tens venir
Et les albres reverdir,
Dont je suy gay:
Car vueil l ’amour maintenir
Et toudis a li servir,
Sachiés de vray.

Amoreus ne peut mal trayre,
Sans retrayre
Vueilliés honorer et servir.

C’est la bele debonaire;
Sans retrayre
A li me vueil je resjoïr.

Mes celle me fayt languir,
Il me faudra contenir
Mieus que pouvray.
Estre seul a li grieray
Ly je merci trouveray
Bon gré n’avray.

Je voy le bon tens venir . . . .

I see the fair season coming
and the trees becoming green once again,
so I am glad;
I want to keep love alive
and serve her forever:
know that it is true.

A lover cannot be cruel;
without hesitation
he must honor and serve

This is the beautiful noble lady;
without hesitation.
I wish to delight in her.

But she makes me languish.
I must check myself
as well as I can.
Alone I will grieve
and if I should find pity in her,
I will have her good graces.

I see the fair season coming . . . .

Je voy le bon tens venir

Triplum:
Pucelette bele et avenant,
Joliette polie et plaisant,
La sadete que je desir tant,
Mi fait liés jolis, en voi siés et avant,
N’est en mai einsi gai rousignolet cantant.
S’amerai de cuer entierement
M’amiete, la brunette, jolietement.
Bele amie, qui ma vie en
vo Baillie avés tenuetant,
je voz cri merci en souspirant.

Motetus:
Je langui des maus d’amours,
Mieuz aim assez, qui’il m’ocie
Que nul autre maus;
Trop est jolie la mort,
Alegiés mois, douce amie,
Ceste maladie,
Qu’amours ne m’ocie.

Tenor:
Domino

Triplum:
Pretty maid and comely,
gracious, genteel and pleasing.
the little charmer whom I so desire,
makes me happy, joyous, lighthearted and loving.
The nightingale that sings in May
is not so gay as she.
My dear little friend, brunette and sweet
beautiful beloved, who has held my life
so long in your keeping
with sighs I cry for mercy.

Motetus:
I languish in the pains of love,
I love so much that it may kill me
as no other pain.
Too beautiful is death.
Take from me, oh sweet friend
this pain
lest love kills me.
 
Tenor:
Lord

Pucelete/Je langui/Domino
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De bonte, de valour,
De biaute, de doucour
Ma dame est paree;
De maniere, d’atour,
De sens, de grace est couronnee.

Dame desiree,
Richement aournee de colour,
Bien endoctrinee,
De tous a droit loee, par savour,

Juenette, sans folour,
Simplette, sans baudour,
De bonne heure nee,
Parfaite en toute honnour,
Nulle n’est a vous comparee.

De bonte, de valour...

Car loyal, secree,
De bonne renommee,
Sans faus tour,
Franche et esmeree,
Nette, pure, affine,
La millour

De toutes et la flour,
Sans mal, sans deshonnour,
Estes appellee.
Pour c’aves sans retour,
Mon cuer, m’amour et ma pensée.

De bonte, de valour...

Et s’il vous agree,
Gentil dame honnouree,
Que j’aour,
Qu’en moy soit doublee,
Sans ester ja fine,
Ma languor,

Si weil je la dolour
Et l’amoureuse ardour,
Qu’en moy est entrée,
Endurer nuit et jour,
Ne ja n’en seres meins amee.

De bonte, de valour...

With goodness, worth,
beauty and sweetness
my lady is adorned;
with dignity and charm,
with understanding and grace she is crowned.

Lady most desired,
richly adorned with rosy complexion,
well educated,
rightly praised by all with delight.

Youthful, without folly,
simple, without presumption,
auspiciously born,
perfect in all honor,
none may compare with you.

With goodness, worth...

For loyal, descreet,
of good renown,
without false wiles,
frank and gracious,
neat, pure and refined.
The best

of all and the flower
without evil, without dishonor
you are called.
For this you have forever
my heart, my love and my thoughts.

With goodness, worth...

And if it pleases you,
noble, honored lady
whom I adore,
may my longing be redoubled
without ever ending
my suffering,

then I would gladly endure the pain
and the burning love
that has entered into me
would last night and day
nor for that will you ever be loved less.

With goodness, worth...

De bonte, de valour

Li joliz temps d’estey
que je voi revenir,
Et Amors, qui donney
M’a le douz souvenir
De ma dame que desir,
Mi font joie mener
Et dire amourousement:

Je les ent, dex, je les sent
les maus d’amer doucement.

Ploins de joliveté
Enespoir d’amanrir
Ma tres douce grietey
Don’t je ne quier garir,
Tant aing si douz mal soffrir
Que ne puis oublier
Que ne die hautement:

Je les ent, dex, je les sent
les maus d’amer doucement.

Nuns hons ne puet durer
Sanz amors, bien le sai.
Por ce vuil endure
Les gries max que je trai,
Et touz jors, tant con vivrai,
Servirau sanz fauser
Ma dame por cui je chant:

Je les ent, dex, je les sent
les maus d’amer doucement.

Sentir les me covient
Les joliz maux d’amer;
Mais l’amors que me tient
Fera trop a blasmer,
Se celi que n’ox nommer
Ne saisist et reticent
Si qu’ele die en chantant:

Je les ent, dex, je les sent
les maus d’amer doucement.

The pretty summer time
Which I see returning,
and Love, who has given me
the sweet memory
of the lady I desire,
these make me joyous,
and say in my love:

I feel them, God, I feel them,
the sweet pains of love.

Full of happiness,
and hopeful of seeing diminished
my sweet sickness, from which I have
no desire to be cured,
I love so much to suffer such a sweet
pain that I cannot forget
to say out loud:

I feel them, God, I feel them,
the sweet pains of love.

No man can survive
without love, well I know.
For this reason I shall endure
the great pains I feel.
And as long as I live
I shall always faithfully serve
my lady, for whom I sing:

I feel them, God, I feel them,
the sweet pains of love.

It is right for me to feel
the sweet pains of love.
But Love, who has me in his power,
will do wrong if he does not capture
and take into his service
the lady whom I dare not name,
so that she too says in song:

I feel them, God, I feel them,
the sweet pains of love..

Li joliz temps d’estey
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The medieval women’s choir is an exempt organization (5012c3) and donations 
made to the MWC are tax-exempt as permitted by law. We gladly accept gifts 
through donor advised funds, employer matching, and legacy or estate planning. 

Closing the Gap
We’re celebrating our 35th season of sharing the joy 
of medieval women’s choral music here in the Pacific 
Northwest. As part of that, we’re trying to raise $35,000 
to help us keep going for 35 more years. Interested? 
Learn how to donate by following the QR Code:

Our Special Thanks To

Michael LaGaly 
(texts and translations)
Rev. Cara Tanis 
(Woodlawn Center)
Thábata Regiani 
(program layout / season art 
direction)

Board & Staff

Stephanie Burkemoore, At large
Beth Davis, At large
Goodwin Deacon, At large
Susan Ferrell, Treasurer
Jamia Hansen-Murray, At large
Thábata Regiani, Co-President
Michelle Urberg, At large
Ginger Warfield, Co-President
Beatrix Widmer, Secretary

Scott Kovacs, Executive Director
Eric Mentzel, Artistic Director
Sally Mitchell, Education and 
Outreach Director
Marian Seibert, Assistant Director

The Medieval Women’s Choir would 
like to acknowledge that we are on 
the traditional land of the first people 
of Seattle, the Duwamish People past 
and present, and honor with 
gratitude the land itself and the life 
of all the Coast Salish Tribes.

Peter Seibert’s (b. 1936) choral
music has been performed 

locally by several organizations. 
His Requiem and two masses 
are among the works that have 
been sung by the St. Mark’s 
Cathedral Choir. Additional 
works have been performed by 
the Medieval Women’s Choir, 
Cascadian Chorale, and Vox 
16. He has published numerous 

works for recorder and viola da 
gamba consort that have now 
appeared on five continents. 
He was founding director 
of the Northwest Chamber 
Chorus (1968) and of the 
Port Townsend Early Music 
Workshop (1983).

For 45 years, he held the post 
of music director of the Seattle 
Recorder Society and has been
active with Early Music Seattle
since its founding in the 1970’s.
Peter was music director at The 
Lakeside School (1965-1993)
and concurrently taught recorder 
at the UW School of Music.

He has been a teacher and
conductor at early music
workshops in the U.S., Canada,
and the U.K. since 1968.

35th Anniversary Commission Composer

2025 - 2026 Season

October 25, 2025, Seattle First Baptist
SEATTLE SINGS

December 13, 2025, St. James Cathedral
MYSTERIES OF ST. NICHOLAS

March 28, 2026, Phinney Ridge Lutheran Church
A SHERWOOD FOREST FROLIC

May 30, 2026, St. James Cathedral
THE ART OF THE CANTRIX

November 15, 2025, Swedish Club
FALL KICKOFF AND ART SHOW

For tickets and more information, visit:
medievalwomenschoir.org
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Adam Engineering
Johann Adam
Mary Alberg
Dimitri & Anne Foster Angelou
Sally & Bradley Bagshaw
Lee Baugh

in honor of Michelle Urberg
Julieanne Belle
Sheryl Betts
Alisa Bishop and Patrick Bradley
Barbara Bishop-Sand
Carl Bolstad
Joyce & David Brewster
Stephanie Burkemoore
Kate Campbell
Marni & Greg Campbell
Robert & Mary Casey
Joan Cochran
Nancy Cochran
Leslie Cohn
Frank &  Joan Conlon
Cooper-Newell Foundation
Elaine Dale
Goodwin & Theodore Deacon
Linette Demers & James Storhoff
Frank Denman
Don Dillinger
Christine Disteche
Marisha Doan
Alice Dubiel & Jim Hopfenbeck
Fay Durk
Ray Emery
Mary Lynne Evans
Jean Feagin
Eric Feldman & Susan Folk
Will & Susan Ferrell Peterman
Aly Gardner & Bill Shelby
Peter Gerber
Talner Family Giving
Kathryn & Ron Glowen
Mary Ann Hagan

Erk Hayward
Beatrice Herlihy
Sid & Laura Sue Hoover
Jeri Howe
Erin Johnson
Marian & Todd Johnson
Sarah Hepler Johnson
Julia Tracy
Mary Kenny

in memory of Margriet Tindemans
DJ Kunigonis
Bernita Lacroix
Sandra Larkman Heindsmann & 

William Clark
David Lawson
Maureen & Ian Lawther
Kathleen Lofstedt
Miriam Long
Erika Ludwig
Barbara Mandola
Anna Mansbridge
Carol & Peter Martin
Janice Mathisen
Donna J. McCampbell
Gene & Bonya McGarrity
Bill McJohn
Carol McNamara
Sally Mitchell & Michael LaGaly
Peggy Monroe
Patricia Naumann
Henry Noble
Jeanette Nyder
Kevin O‘Connor & Julia Paulsen
Dan Overgard
Meiler Page & Sandy Cobel
Judith Paulsen Bamforth
Elaine R. Peskind
Mary Pigott
Harriet Platts
Christine Purdy
Cordelia Puttkammer
Nancy Quense
Doug & Kathie Raff
Wendy & Murray Raskind
Richard Rayos

Thábata Regiani
Lisa Richmond
Michael & Edith Ruby
Marta Schee
Ann Schuh
Helen & Michael Scheurich

in honor of Leslie Cohn
Ellen & Peter Seibert
Marian Seibert
ERA Freeman & Associates
Keely Smith
Charlotte Spang
Judith Suther
Cara Tanis
Marie Tilson
David & Linda Tosti-Lane
Matt Tracy & Erika Chang
Tjitske & Pieter Van der Meulen
Carolyn Wallace
Ginger Warfield & Rosh Doan
John P. Webber
Michael Weidemann
Alice & Joe Wesley
Beatrix Wiedmer
April Williamson
Lawrence & Janet Wilson
Janet Worthen

Donors and Supporters

Anonymous
Anne Foster Angelou
Barb Bishop-Sand
Sharon d’Amico
Goodwin & Theodore Deacon
Peggy Dolane
Peter & Katherine Gerber
Jeri Howe
Erin & Daniel Johnson
Marian & Todd Johnson
Carol Martin
Sally Mitchell & Michael LaGaly
Carol Nelson
Basha Osinski

Commission Consortium
Donors 

Donations received since June 
2024, including those in support 
of our 35 for 35 campaign.

Choir Members

Anne Foster Angelou
Jessica Bergamino
Alisa Bishop
Barbara Bishop-Sand
Tristin Bondeson
Joyce Brewster
Stephanie Burkemoore
Marni Campbell
Nancy Cochran
Leslie G. Cohn
Celia Dastvan
Beth Davis
Goodwin Deacon
Linette Demers
Peggy Dolane
Alice Dubiel
Kailee Eeckhoudt
Mary Lynne Evans
Marguerite Fenwood Hughes
Susan Folk
Sarah Hepler Johnson
Sue Hoover
Jeri Howe
Marian Johnson
Wendy Joseph
Christine Lavra
Maureen Daly Lawther
Laurella Lutz
Carol Martin
Marilyn Mayers
Luciana Mintiero
Sally Mitchell
Basha Osinski
Mara Page
Julia Paulsen
Suzanne Peterson
Nancy Quense
Wendy Raskind
Thábata Regiani
Ruth Rosa-Schmidt
Ellen Seibert
Susan Starbuck
Lileigh Thomas
Carolyn Wallace
Ginger Warfield
Beatrix Wiedmer

MWC 35th Anniversary Dedications

In Memory of:
Sarah Hepler Johnson in memory of  Margriet Tindemans
Wendy Raskind in memory of  Jean Millican

In Honor of:
Sally Mitchell and Michael LaGaly in honor of Peggy Monroe, Bill McJohn, Eric Mentzel, & Scott Kovacs
Stephanie Burkemoore in honor of Alice Dubiel

Julia Paulsen
Christina Purdy
Wendy & Murray Raskind
Ellen Seibert
Susan Starbuck
Carolyn Wallace
Ginger Warfield & Rosh Doan
Beatrix Wiedmer & Carl Bolstad
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This season is made possible, in 
part, by a grant from King County 
4Culture’s Sustained Arts Program.


