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	Ch’io mi scordi di te
Recitative

Ch’io mi scordi di te?

Che a lui mi doni puoi consigliarmi?

E puoi voler che in vita…Ah, no!

Sarebbe il viver mio di morte assai peggior.

Venga la morte, intrepida l’attendo.

Ma, ch’io possa struggermi ad altra face,

ad altr’oggetto donar gl’affectti miei,

come tentarlo? Ah, di dolor morrei.

Rondo

Non temer, amato bene,

Per te sempre il cuor sarà.

Più non reggo a tante pene,

L’alma mio mancando va.

Tu sospiri?  O duol funesto!

Pensa lamen, che istante è questo!

Non mi posso, oh Dio! spiegar.

Non temer…

Stelle barbare, stele spietate!

Perchè mai tanto rigor?

Alme belle, che vedete

Le mie peno in tal momento,

Dite voi, s’egual tormento

Può suffrir un fido cor?

Non temer…

—Gianbattista Varesco

(1735 – 1805)
	Shall I forget you?

You advise me to give myself to him?

And you wish that in life…Ah, no!

Such a life would be worse than death.

Let death come; I await it fearlessly.

But that I could warm to another flame,

give my affections to another object,

how could I attempt it? I would die of sorrow.

Do not fear, my best beloved,

my heart will always be yours.

I can no longer suffer such distress,

my spirit fails me.

You sigh?  O mournful sorrow!

Just think what a moment this is!

O God, I cannot say what I feel.

Do not fear…

Cruel stars, pitiless stars!

Why are you so stern?

Lovely souls, who look upon

my distress in such a moment,

tell me, can such torment

be borne by a faithful heart?

Do not fear…

—tr. D.S.


	Laudate Dominum
Laudate Dominum omnes gentes:

laudate eum omnes populi:

Quoniam confirmata est 

super nos misericordia ejus:

Et veritas Domini manet 

in aeternum.

Gloria Patri, et Filio, 

et Spiritui Sancto.

Sicut erat in principio, et nunc, 

et semper, et in saecula saeculorum. 

 Amen.

—Psalm 116 
(Vulgate)
	Praise the Lord all nations,

praise him all people:

For great is

his mercy upon us:

And the truth of the Lord endures forever.

Glory be to the Father, and to the Son,

and to the Holy Ghost.  

As it was in the beginning, is now,

and ever shall be, world without end.

Amen.

—Psalm 117 

(Standard Version, adapted)


	E Susanna non vien…Dove sono
Recitative

E Susanna non vien! 

sono ansiosa di saper come il conte 

accolse la proposta.  

Alquanto ardito il progetto mi par, 

ad uno sposo sì vivace e geloso!  

Ma che mal c’è?  

Congiando I miei vestiti con quelli di Susanna, ei suoi co’ miei 

a favor della notte…

oh cielo! a qual’ umil stato fatale 

io son redotta da un consorte crudel! 

che dopo avermi 

con un misto in audio d’infideltà, 

di gelosia, di sdegno!  

Prima amata, indi offesa,

e alfin tradita fammi 

or cercar da una mia serva aita!

Aria

Dove sono i bei momenti

di dolcezza e di piacer,

dove an doro i guiramenti

di quel labbro menzogner!

Perchè mai, se in pianti e in pene

per me totto si cangiò

la memoria di quel bene

dal mio sen non trapassò?

Dove sono…

Ah! se almen la mia constanza

nel languire amando ognor

mi portasse una speranza

di cangiar l’ingrato cor.

—Lorenzo da Ponte

(1749 – 1838)
	Susanna has not come! 

I am anxious to know how the count received our proposal.  

I think the plan is a little reckless, 

with a husband so rash and jealous.  

But where’s the harm? 

To appear dressed in Susanna’s clothes and she in mine 

under cover of darkness…

O Heaven! to what awful humiliation am I reduced by a cruel husband!  

who, after winning me, treats me with a mixture of audacious infidelity, 

and jealousy, and disdain!  

First loved, then insulted, 

and finally betrayed, 

until I am left to ask my maid for help!

Where are the lovely moments

of sweetness and pleasure;

where have they gone,

those vows of that lying tongue!

But why, if everything has 

turned to tears and grief for me,

does the memory of that happiness

not fade from my breast?

Where are the lovely moments…

Ah, if only my steadfastness

in always yearning lovingly for him 

could bring a hope

of changing his ungrateful heart!

—tr. D.S.


	Regina coeli

Regina coeli, laetare.  Alleluia.

Quia quem meruisti portare

resurrexit, sicut dixit.  Alleluia.

Ora pro nobis Deum.  Alleluia.
	Queen of Heaven, rejoice.  Alleluia.

He whom you were worthy to bear

is risen, as he foretold.  Alleluia.

Pray for us to God.  Alleluia.


	Requiem

I.  Introit and Kyrie
Requiem æternam dona eis, Domine,

et lux perpetua luceat eis..

Te decet hymnus, Deus, in Sion:

et tibi reddetur votum 

in Jerusalem.

Exaudi orationme meam,

ad te omnis caro veniet.

Kyrie eleison.

Christe eleison.

Kyrie eleison.
	Grant them eternal rest, Lord,

and shine perpetual light upon them.

Praise is due to you, God, in Zion,

and vows are recited to you 

in Jerusalem.

Hear my prayer,

for all flesh comes to you.

Lord, have mercy.

Christ, have mercy.

Lord, have mercy.

	II.  Sequence

Dies irae

Dies irae, dies illa,
solvet saeclum in favilla,
teste David cum Sybilla.

Quantus tremor est futurus,
quando judex est venturus,
cuncta stricte discussurus.
	This day, this day of wrath
shall consume the world in ashes,
as foretold by David and the Sybil.

What trembling there shall be
when the judge shall come
to weigh everything strictly.

	Tuba mirum

Tuba mirum, spargens sonum,
per sepulcra regionum,
coget omnes ante thronum.

Mors stupebit et natura,
cum resurget creatura
judicanti responsura.

Liber scriptus proferetur
in quo totum continetur
unde mundus judicetur

Judex ergo cum sedebit,
quidquid latet, apparebit
nil inultum remanebit.

Quid sum miser tunc dicturus?
Quem patronum rogaturus,
cum vix justus sit securus?

	The trumpet, scattering its awful sound
across the graves of all lands,
summons all before the throne.

Death and nature shall be stunned
when mankind arises
to render account before the judge.

The written book shall be brought
in which all is contained
whereby the world shall be judged.

When the judge takes his seat
all that is hidden shall appear,
nothing shall remain unavenged.

What shall I, a wretch, say then?
To which protector shall I appeal
when even the just man is barely safe?

	Rex tremendae
Rex tremendae majestatis,
qui salvandos salvas gratis,
Salva me, fons pietatis!
	King of awful majesty,
who freely saves those worthy of salvation,
Save me, font of pity.

	Recordare
Recordare, Jesu pie,
Quod sum causa tuae viae,
ne me perdas illa die.

Quaerens me, sedisti lassus
redemisti crucem passus,
tantus labor non sit cassus.

Juste judex ultionis,
donum fac remissionis!
Ante diem rationis!

Ingemisco tanquam reus,
culpa rubet vultus meus,
supplicanti parce Deus!

Qui Mariam absolvisti,
et latronem exaudisti,
mihi quoque spem dedisti.

Preces meae non sunt dignae,
sed tu, bonus, fac benigne,
ne perenni cremer igne!

Inter oves locum praesta
et ab hoedis me sequestra
statuens in parte dextra.
	Remember, gentle Jesus,

that I am the reason for your time on earth;
do not cast me out on that day.

Seeking me, you sank down wearily,

you have saved me by enduring the cross,

such travail must not be in vain.

Righteous judge of vengeance,

award the gift of forgiveness

before the day of reckoning.

I groan, like the sinner that I am;
guilt reddens my face.

O God, spare the supplicant.

You, who pardoned Mary

and heeded the thief,

have given me hope as well.

My prayers are unworthy,

but you, who are good, in pity

do not let me burn in the eternal fire.

Give me a place among the sheep

and separate me from the goats;
let me stand at your right hand.

	Confutatis

Confutatis maledictis,
flammis acribus addictis
Voca, voca me cum benedictis.

Oro supplex et acclinis,
cor contritum quasi cinis.
Gere curam, gere curam mei finis!
	When the damned are cast away,
and consigned to the searing flames,
call me to be with the blessed.

Bowed down in supplication I beg you,
my heart as though ground to ashes,
help me in my last hour.


	Lacrimosa

Lacrimosa dies illa,
qua resurget ex favilla
judicandus home reus.

Huic ergo parce, Deus,
pie Jesu, Jesu Domine!
Dona eis, eis requiem!
Amen.
	On this day full of tears
when from the ashes arises
the guilty man to be judged:

O Lord, have mercy on him.
Gentle Lord Jesus,
grant them rest.
Amen.

	III.  Offertory

Domine Jesu Christe
Domine Jesu Christe,
Rex gloriae!
Libera animas omnium fidelium defunctorum  
de poenis inferni,
et de profundo lacu.
Libera eas de ore leonis!

Ne absorbeat eas tartarus,
ne cadant in obscurum:
Sed signifer, sanctus Michael,
repraesentet eas in lucem sanctam,
quam olim Abrahae promisisti
et semini ejus.
	Lord Jesus Christ,
King of glory,
Deliver the souls of all the faithful departed
from the pains of hell
and the bottomless pit.
Deliver them from the mouth of the lion,

lest hell engulf them,
lest they be plunged into darkness;
but let your holy standard-bearer Michael
lead them into holy light,
as once you promised Abraham
and his seed.

	Hostias
Hostias et preces tibi, Domine,
laudis offerimus;
tu suscipe pro animabus illis,
quarum hodie memoriam facimus.

Fac eas, Domine, de morte transire ad vitam,
quam olim Abrahae promisisti
et semini ejus.
	Lord, in praise we offer you
sacrifices and prayers:
receive them for the souls of those
whom we remember this day:

Lord, make them pass from death to life,
as once you promised Abraham
and his seed.

	IV.  Sanctus and Benedictus

Sanctus, sanctus, sanctus

Dominus Deus Sabaoth!
Pleni sunt coeli et terra gloria tua.

Osanna in excelsis!
	Holy, holy, holy
Lord God of hosts!
Heaven and earth are full of your glory.

Hosanna in the highest!

	Benedictus qui venit 
in nomine Domini.

Osanna in excelsis!
	Blessed is he who comes 
in the name of the Lord.

Hosanna in the highest!

	V.  Agnus Dei and Communion

Agnus Dei,
qui tollis peccata mundi,
dona eis requiem!

Agnus Dei,
qui tollis peccata mundi,
dona eis requiem sempiternam!
Lux aeterna luceat eis, Domine,
cum sanctis tuis in aeternum,
quia pius es.
	Lamb of God,
who takes away the sin of the world,
grant them rest.

Lamb of God,
who takes away the sin of the world,
grant them eternal rest.
Shine eternal light upon them, Lord,
with your saints forever,
for you are good.


