Monteverdi (1567 - 1643): Lamento d’Arianna| Text: Ottavio Rinuccini (1562 — 1621)
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Lasciatemi morire!

E che volete voi che mi conforte
In cosi dura sorte,

In cosi gran martire?

Lasciatemi morire!

O Teseo, o Teseo mio,

si, che mio ti vo dir

che mio pur sei,

benche t'involi, hai crudo!

a gl'occhi miei.

Volgiti, Teseo mio,

volgiti, Teseo, o Dio!

Volgiti indietro a rimirar colei
che lasciato per te

la patria e'l regno,

e'n quest' arene ancora

cibo di fere dispietate e crude,
lasciera 'ossa ignude.

O Teseo, o Teseo mio,

se tu sapessi, oh Dio!

Se tu sapessi, ohime

come s'affanna

la povera Ariana,

forsi, forsi pentito
rivolgeresti ancor la prora lito.
Ma con l'aure serene

tu te ne vai felice

Let me die!

and what you would think could comfort me

in such a harsh fate,
in such a great suffering?
Let me die!

Oh Theseus, oh my Theseus,

Yes, | still call you mine

for mine you are,

although you flee, cruel one,

far from my eyes.

Turn back, my Theseus,

turn back, Theseus, o god!

turn back to see again the one,

who for you has left

her fatherland and kingdom,

and who, staying on these shores,

a prey to cruel and pitiless beasts,
will leave her bones denuded.

Oh Theseus, oh my Theseus,

if you only knew, oh god!

Alas, if you only knew the terrible fear
poor Arianna

is suffering, perhaps you would relent

and point your prow back to the shore.

But, you leave with joy
on gentle breezes,
while | lament here.
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et io qui piango.

A te prepara Attene

liete pompe superbe,

et io rimango

cibo di fere in solitarie arene.

Tu I'un el'altro tuo vecchio parente
stringerai lieti,

et io pil non vedrovi,

o0 madre o padre mio!

Dove, dove ¢ la fede

che tanto mi giuravi?
Cosi ne'l alta sede

tu mi ripon de gli avi?
Son queste le corone
onde m'adorni il crine?
Questi gli scettri sono,
gueste le gemme e gl’ori?
Lasciarmi in abbondono

a fere che mi strazi e mi divori?
Ah Teseo, a Teseo mio,
lascierai tu morire

in van piangendo,

in van gridando aita

la misera Arianna

che a te fidossi e

ti die gloria e vita?

Ahi, che non pur risponde!
Ahi, che piu d’aspe & sordo a’miei lamenti!

Athens is preparing

joyful proud ceremonies for you,

and | remain

food for beasts on these lonely sands.
You will joyfully embrace

Your happy aged parents

but, oh mother, oh father,

| will never see you again!

Where is the faith you

swore me so much?

Is this how you place me

on my antecestors throne?
Are these the crowns

with which you adorn my hair?
Are these the sceptres,

the diamonds and the gold?
To leave me abandoned

for the beast to tear up and devour?
Ah Theseus, ah my Theseus,
would you let me die,

weeping in vain,

crying for aid.

the wretched Arianna,

who trusted you and

gave you glory and life?

Alas, he doesn’t even answer!
Alas, he is deafer than a snake to my cries!
Oh clouds, storms, winds,
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O nembi, o turbi, o venti,
sommergetelo voi dentr’'a quell'onde!
Correte, orche e balene,

e delle membra immonde

empiete le voragini profonde!

Che parlo, ahi! Che vaneggio?
Misera, ohime, Che chieggio?

O Teseo, o Teseo mio,

non son, non son quell'io

Non son quell’io che i feri detti sciolse:

Parlo I'affanno mio, parld il dolore;
Parlo la lingua, si, ma non gia il core.

bury him beneath those waves!

Hurry, you whales and sea monsters,
and fill your deep whirlpools

with his filthy limbs!

What am | saying? Ah, what am | raving
about?

Wretched that | am, what am | asking?
Oh Theseus, oh my Theseus,

that is, that is not |,

that is not | who hurled these curses,
my anguish spoke, the pain spoke,

it was my tongue but not my heart.
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Monteverdi (1567 - 1643): Sfogava con le stelle | Text: Ottavio Rinuccini (1562 — 1621)
KERAE  MERYTEE | 3XF - #EREE (1562 - 1621)

Sfogava con le stelle

un inferno d’amore

sotto notturno ciel il suo dolore,
E dicea fisso in loro:

“0 imagini belle de I'idol mio ch’adoro,
si com’ a me mostrate

mentre cosi splendete

la sua rara beltate

cosi mostrate a lei

i vivi ardori miel;

La fareste

col vostr’ aureo sembiante
Pietosa si come me fat’ amante.”

Crying to the star

a love-sick man

beneath the night sky spoke of his grief,
and said, whilst gazing at them:

“Oh, lovely image of the idol | adore,

| only, as you show me,

when you shine,

her rare beauty,

you could show to her

my ardent flames,

You would make her,

with your golden look, compassionate,
just as you make me affectionate.”
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Monteverdi (1567 - 1643): Cruda Amarilli | Text: Giovanni Battista Guarini (1538 — 1612)
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Cruda Amarilli, che col nome ancora,
D’amar, ahi lasso! amaramente insegni;
Amarilli, del candido ligustro

Piu candida e piu bella,

Ma de 'aspido sordo

E pili sorda e piu fera e piu fugace;

Poi ché col dir t’offendo,

I’ mi morro tacendo.

Cruel Amrayllis, who with your name
To love, alas, bitterly you teach
Amrayllis, more than the white privet
Pure, and more beautiful,

But deafer than the asp,

And fiercer and more elusive.

Since telling | offended you,

| shall die in silence.
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Monteverdi (1567 - 1643): O Mirtillo, Mirtillo anima mia | Text: Giovanni Battista Guarini (1538 — 1612)
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