Love, Lament & Lullaby – texts & translations

	Amour dont sui espris /Procurans Odium

Amour dont sui espris me semont de chanter

Si fuis com hons sopis qui ne ouet endurer

Et sui he tant conquis que bien me puis venter

Qui i’ai pieta opris leaument a amer

A li sont mi penser et seront a touz dis

Ia nes en quer oster

Procurans Odium effectu proprio

Vix detrahentium gaudet intentio

Nexus est cordium ipsa detractio

Sed desiderium ab hoste nescio

Fit hic provisio

In hoc amantium felix condicio

Angela siete

Angela siete, o come lieto ascolto,

Nome gentil che si mi piace e offende

Nome che imita la beltà del volto,

che quanto vago più, tanto più incende.

Sospirando tal ora al ciel rivolto, 

Dice colei che a me pietà non rende;

Poiché per suo piacer il cor m’ha tolto,

Da quei giri del cielo il nome pende.

S’abasso il guardo e penso al mio dolore,

Dico fra me, come può haver in lei D’Angela il nome,

se guerriero ha il core.

Ma sì, ma sì, sempre habbia in guerra i spirti miei,

Pur che estinti giungendo al ciel d’amore

Per angela custode habbian costei.
	(Translation)

I am gripped by love, and it compels me to sing

Because otherwise I cannot endure it.

And I am so conquered, that I can well say,

I have taken it upon myself, out of piety, to love loyally.

To her belong all my thoughts, and they will be hers all days,

To her I want to offer them.

Slanderers, who try to divide, 

cannot often enjoy their evildoing.

Slander creates ties between hearts!

Without his knowledge, the enemy 

only stokes the fire of longing.

Such is the happy condition of lovers!

(Translation)

You are Angela, an angel, how happy I am to hear the gentle name, 

which pleases and offends me so much. 

A name that imitates the beauty of the face, 

which, the more inaccessible it is, makes one burn even more.

Sighing over and again at the turning heavens, 

she says, the one who doesn’t give pity to me, 

Because for her pleasure she has torn my heart out

From those turns of the heavens her name is hanging down.

When I lower my look and think about my pain, 

I say to myself, how can she have the name of Angela, 

when she has such a warriorlike heart?

But yes, always in war I will have my spirits with me, 

Because when they, extinguished, reach the heavens of love, 

they will have her as a guardian angel.


	Ohimè ch’io cado

Ohimè, ch’io cado ohimè, ch’inciampo ancora il piè come pria

E la sfiorita mia caduta speme 

pur di novo rigar con fresco lacrimar hor mi conviene.

Lasso, del vecchio ardor conosco l’orme ancor dentro nel petto

Ch’ha rotto il vago aspetto e i guardi amanti 

Lo smalto adamantin ond’armarò il meschin pensier gelati.

Folle, credev’io pur d’aver schermo sicur da un nudo arciero

E pur io si guerriero hor son codardo 

ne vaglio sostener il colpo lusignier d’un solo squardo.

O campion immortal sdegno come si fral hor fugge indietro

A sott’armi di vetro incanto errante

m’hai condotto infedel contro spada crudel d’aspro diamante

O come sa punir tirann’amor l’ardir d’alma rubella

Una dolce favella, un seren volto, 

un vezzoso mirar sogliono rilegar un cor disciolto.

Occhi belli ah se fu sempre bella virtù giusta pietade

Deh voi non mi negate il guardo e’l riso 

che mi sia la prigion per si bella cagion il paradiso.

On the Vicissitudes of Love

He that will not love, must be my scholar, and learn this of me:

There be in love as many fears as the summer corn has ears;

Sighs, and sobs, and troubles more than the sand that makes the shore:

Now an ague, then a fever; both tormenting lovers ever.

Wouldst thou know besides all these, how hard a woman ‘tis to please?

How high she’s priz’d, whose worth’s but small?

Little thou’lt love, or not at all.

An Italian Ayre

Fuggi, fuggi, fuggi, da lieti amanti empia donna cagion de pianti

Che non gia per essere crudele, ma per essere ingrata et infedele

Ogni core t’ha ni horrore, 

fuggi, fuggi, fuggi che chi ti mira perche vivi piange e sospira.

Lamento d’Arianna

Lasciatemi morire, lasciatemi morire E chi volete voi, che mi conforte

In cosí dura sorte, in cosí gran martire?Lasciatemi morire, lasciatemi morire.

O Teseo, o Teseo mio, si che mio ti vò dir che mio pur sei

benche t’involi ahi crudo! À gl’occhi miei.Volgiti Teseo mio, volgiti Teseo, oh Dio! Volgiti indietro a rimirar colei, che lasciato ha per te la patria e il regno

e’n queste arene ancora, cibo di fere dispietate e crude, lascerà l’ossa ignude.

Ò Teseo, ò Teseo mio, se tu sapessi, ò Dio, 

se tu sapessi oime, come s’affana la povera Arianna,

forsi, forsi pentito rivolgeresti ancor la prora al lito.

Mà con l’aure serene tu te ne vai felice, et io qui piango

à te prepara Atene lieti pompe superbe,

et io rimango cibo di fere in solitarie arene.

Te l’uno e l’altro tuo vecchio parente stingerai lieti

Et io più non vedovi, ò madre, ò padre mio.

Dove, dove la fede che tanto me giuravi?

Cosi ne l’alta sede tu mi ripon de gl’avi?

Son queste le corone onde m’adorn’ il crine?

Questi li scettri sono? Queste le gemme gl’ori,

Lasciar m’in abbandono a fera che mi strazzi e mi divori.

Ah Teseo, ah Teseo mio, lascerai tu morire, 

in van piangendo, invan gridando aita, la misera Arianna, chi a te fidossi,

e ti de gloria, e vita!

Ahi! Che pur non rispondi;Ahi! Che più d’aspe e sordo à miei lamenti!

O nembi, o turbi, o venti, sommergetelo voi dentr’a quell’onde

Correte horche e balene, e delle membra immonde empite le voragini profonde!

Che parlo, ahi che vaneggio, misera!

Ohime che chieggio, ò Teseo, ò Teseo mio!

Non son, non son quel io, non son quel io ch’i fere dette sciolse!

Parlò l’affanno mio, parlò il dolore, parlò la lingua si, má non gia il core.

Misera, ancor do loco à la tradita speme

E non si spegne fra tanto scherno ancor d’amor il foco.
Spegni tu morte omai le fiamme indegne.

O madre, o padre, o de l’antico regno superbi alberghi,

ond’ hebbi d’or la cuna, o servi, o fidi amici (ahi fatto indegno)

mirate, ove m’hà scorto empia fortuna,

mirate di che duol m’hà fatto erede l’amor mio, la mia fede, e l’altrui inganno.

Così va, chi tropp’ ama e troppo crede.

Canzonetta spirituale sopra la nanna

Hor ch’e tempo di dormire, dormi mi figlio e non vagire,

perche tempo ancor verrà, che vagir bisognerà. 

Deh ben mio, deh cor mio fa, fa la ninna ninna na.

Chiudi quei lumi divini, come fan gl’altri bambini,

perché tosto oscuro velo priverà di lume il chielo.

Deh ben mio, deh cor mio fa, fa la ninna ninna na.

O ver prendi questo latte dalle mie mammelle intatte,

perche ministro crudele ti prepara aceto e fiele,

Deh ben mio, deh cor mio fa, fa la ninna ninna na.

Amor mio, sia questo petto hor per te morbido letto,

pria che rendi ad alta voce l’alma al Padre su la croce.

Deh ben mio, deh cor mio fa, fa la ninna ninna na.

Posa hor queste membra belle vezzosette e tenerelle,

perche poi feri e catene gli daran acerbe pene.

Deh ben mio, deh cor mio fa, fa la ninna ninna na.

Queste mani e questi piedi ch’or con gusto e gaudio vedi,

Ahime, com’in varii modi passeran acuti chiodi

Questa faccia graziosa rubiconda, hor più che rosa

Sputi e schiaffi sporcheranno con tormento e grand’afanno

Ah con quanto tuo dolore, sola speme del mio core, 

questo capo e questi crini passeran acuti spini

Ah ch’in questo divin petto, amor mio dolce diletto,

vi farà piaga mortale, empia lancia e di sleale.

Dormi dunque, figliol mio, dormi pur, redentor mio,

perchè poi con lieto viso ci vedrem in Paradiso.

Hor che dorme la mia vita, del mio cor gioia compita,

taccia ognun con puro zelo, taccian sin la terra e’l cielo.

E fra tanto, io che farò? Il mio ben contemplerò,

ne starò col capo chino fin che dorme il mio bambino.

The Blessed Virgin’s Expostulation,

When our Saviour (at twelve years of age) had withdrawn himself, & c.

Tell me, tell me some pitying angel, tell quickly, quickly say,

Where does my soul’s sweet darling stay?

In tiger’s, or mor cruel Herod’s way?

Ah! Ah, rather let his little footsteps press 

Unregarded through the wilderness,

Where milder savages resort;

The desert’s safer than a tyrant’s court.

Why, fairest object of my love, why dost thou from my longing eyes remove?

Was it a waking dream that did foretell thy wondrous birth?

No vision from above? Where’s Gabriel now that visited my cell?

I call, I call, Gabriel! He comes not. Flatt’ring hopes farewell.

Me Juda’s daughters once caress’d; called me of mothers, the most bless’d.

Now, fatal change, of mothers most distress’d!

How shall my soul its motions guide? How shall I stem the various tide,

Whilst faith and doubt my lab’ring soul divide?

For whilst of thy dear sight beguiled, I trust the God, but oh! I fear the child!

Must I go bound?

Must I go bound and you go free? Must I love the lass that wouldn’t love me?

Was e’er I taught so poor a wit as to love the lass would break my heart?

I put my finger to the bush to pluck the fairest rose,

I pricked my finger to the bone, but ah I left the rose behind.
So must I go bound and you go free?

I love the lass that wouldn’t love me? 

Was e’er I taught so poor a wit as to love the lass would break my heart?
	(Translation)

Alas, I’m falling, my foot stumbles just as it did before

And my unflowered fallen hope, 

I should water with fresh tears.

Poor me, I recognise theworm of the old ardour inside my bosom,

Who has destroyed the beautiful aspect, and the loving guard

Will arm with diamond enamel the poor frozen thoughts.

Stupid me, I thought I was shielded safely from a naked archer 

And now I, such a warrior, have become such a coward, 

That I can’t even sustain the pleasing blows of a single glance.

O immortal champion, disdain how weakly I flee back. 

Ah, under the armour of glass a straying enchantment 

has betrayingly led me onto a cruel sword of harsh diamond.

O how you can laugh, tyrant love, about the burning of a rebellious soul 

Some sweet talking, a serene face, a pretty glance

Manage to bind again an untrammeled heart.

Beautiful eyes, oh if justified pity was always beautiful virtue!

You would not deny me the glance and the laugh,

so that my prison would be, for such a beautiful reason, paradise itself.

A Forsaken Lover’s Complaint

As I walked forth one summer’s day, to view the meadows green and gay,

A pleasant bower I espied, standing fast by the river side;

And in’t a maiden I heard cry, Alas! There’s none e’er lov’d as I.

Then round the meadow did she walk, catching each flower by the stalk;

Such flowers as on the meadow grew, the dead-man’s thumb, an herb all blew.

And as she pull’d them, still cry’d she, Alas! None e’er lov’d like me.

When she had fill’d her apron full of such green things as she could cull,

The green leaves serv’d her for a bed, the flowers were the pillow for her head:

Then down she laid, ne’er more did speak, Alas! With love her heart did break.

(Translation)

Flee, happy lovers, the evil lady who is reason for tears.

Not so much for being cruel, but for being ungrateful and unfaithful

Every heart should feel the horror of it, flee, before she sees you, 

because otherwise you’ll live to cry and sigh.

(Translation)

Let me die, let me die. And who do you think should comfort me

In such a hard fate, in such great martyrdom? Let me die, let me die.

O Teseus, oh my Teseus! Yes, I will still call you my own, because mine you are, even though you fly away, o cruel! from my eyes. Turn around, Teseus, o God! Turn back and look again at her, who has left her land and her kingdom for you, and who, on these beaches, food for pitiless, cruel beasts, will leave her naked bones. O Teseus, o my Teseus, if you only knew, o God! Oh if you only knew how distressed poor Arianna is, Perhaps you would repent yourself and turn back your prow to the shore.

But with the serene winds, you sail away happily, And I stay here and weep,

For you, Athens is preparing happy and proud festivities,

And I am left behind, food for wild beasts on a lonely beach.

You will happily press to your bosom both your old parents,

And I will never see you again, o mother, o my father!

Where, where is the faith that you have sworn to me so many times?

In this way you replace for me the high position of my ancestors?

Are these the crowns that should adorn my hair? 

Are those the sceptres, those the jewels and the gold?

To leave me, abandoned, to the beasts who will tear me apart and divour me!

Oh Teseus, oh my Teseus, will you really leave her to die,

Weeping in vain, crying in vain for help,The miserable Arianna, who put her trust in you, and who gave you glory and life?

Alas, you do not answer! Alas, you are more deaf than a snake to my laments!

O rainclouds, o whirlwinds, o storms, drown him in those waves!

Come along, sharks and whales, and stuff your deep gullets with his foul limbs!

What am I saying? Oh, what am I raving about, miserable me!

Alas, what have I asked for? O Teseus, o my Teseus, it was not me who uttered those fierce words! It was my distress that spoke, it was the pain, it was my tongue only, but not the heart!

Miserable, I’m still giving space to betrayed hope, 

and even under so much scorn, the fire of love is not quenched.

Death, may you put out those unworthy flames!

O mother, o father, o proud abodes of the old kingdom,

Where I had a cradle of gold! O servants, o faithful friends! (o undignified fate!)

See, where evil fate has led me, see what pain I have inherited from my love,

From my faith, and someone else’s betrayal.

So it goes with those who love too much, and trust too much. 

(Translation)

Now it is time to sleep, sleep my child and do not cry,

For the time will come for weeping, by and by.

Oh my love, o my dear, sing lulla-lullaby.

Close those heavenly eyes, as other children do,

For soon a dark veil will cover the sky.

Oh my love, o my dear, sing lulla-lullaby.

Suck this milk at my immaculate breast,

For a cruel governer will serve you bitterness and gall.

Oh my love, o my dear, sing lulla-lullaby.

My love, lay your head softly now upon my breast,

Before you cry out and surrender your sould to the Father on the cross!

Oh my love, o my dear, sing lulla-lullaby.

Now rest these fine limbs, so precious and tender,

For they will be scourged by cruel irons and chains!

Oh my love, o my dear, sing lulla-lullaby.

These hands and these feet, all beauty and joy,

Alas, will one day be pierced by sharp nails.

This pretty face, more ruddy than a rose,

Will be spat upon and bruised, suffering and tormented.

Oh, with what sorrow, only hope of my heart,

Will this head and this hair by sharp thorns be torn!

Alas, one day this breast divine, my love, my own 

Sweet dear, will be rent by the deadly wounds of a cruel and treacherous lance.

So sleep, my son, sleep my saviour, for, with joyful face,

Our tryst we’ll keep, in paradise.

Now you sleep, my darling, my heart with joy you thrill, 

let all keep watch in silence, let earth and Heaven be still.

And meanwhile, what shall I do? My love I'll watch, my head bowed low, 

As long as my baby sleeps.

Lady Anne Bothwell’s Lament

Baloo, my boy, lie still and sleep, it grieves me sair to hear thee weep!

If thou’lt be silent I’ll be glad, thy moaning makes my heart fu sad.

Baloo, my boy, thy mother’s joy, thy father bred my great annoy.

Baloo my dear, lie still and sleep, it grieves my sair to hear thee weep.

I dreamed a dream but yesternight, thy father slain in foreign fight;

He wounded, stood beside thy bed, his blood ran down upon thy head.

He spoke no word, but looked on me, bent low and gave a kiss to thee!

Baloo, baloo, my darling boy, thou’rt now alone thy mother’s joy.

Black is the colour

Black is the colour of my true love’s hair. Her lips are like some roses fair.

She has the sweetest smile and the gentlest hands, And I love the ground whereon she stands.

I love my love and well she knows. I love the ground whereon she goes.

I wish the day it soon would come, When she and I could be as one.

I go to the Clyde, and I mourn and weep, For satisfied I ne’er can be.
I write her a letter, just a few short lines, And suffer death a thousand times.

Summertime

Summertime, an’ the livin’ is easy. Fish are jumpin’, an’ the cotton is high.

Oh, yo’daddy’s rich, an’yo’ma is goodlooking’, So hush, little baby, don’ you cry!

One of these mornin’s you’re goin’to rise up singin’,

Then you’ll spread yo’ wings, an’ you’ll take to the sky.

But till that mornin’, there’s a nothin’ can harm you,

With daddy an’ mammy standin’ by.


