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Tornami a vagheggiar
Return to me 

Return me to vague,
you only want to love
this faithful soul,
my dear good.
I already gave you my heart;
I will trust my love;
I will never be cruel to you,
my dear spury.

En Sourdine 
Muted

Calm in the twilight
Cast by loft boughs,
Let us steep our love
In this deep quiet.
Let us mingle our souls, our hearts
And our enraptured senses
With the hazy languor
Of arbutus and pine.
Half-close your eyes,
Fold your arms across your breast,
And from your heart now lulled to rest
Banish forever all intent.
Let us both succumb
To the gentle and lulling breeze
That comes to ruffle at your feet
The waves of russet grass.
And when, solemnly, evening
Falls from the black oaks,
That voice of our despair,
The nightingale shall sing.     

               

        

Translations





appears on the sea in a silver reflection
moonlight softly waking the soul and constraining hearts
to cruel tears and bitter dejection.
Lo, at midnight clouds are slowly passing rosy and lustrous o’er
the spacious heavens dreamily wondrous.

II Dansa (Martelo)

Irere, my little nestling from the wilds of Cariri, Irere, my loved 
companion, my singing sweetheart!
Where goes my dear? Where goes Maria?
Ah, sorry is the lot of him who fain would sing!
Ah! without his lute on song of gladness can he bring,
Ah! his whistle shrill must be his flute for Irere.
But yours the flute that once in forest wilds 
was sounding, Ah! with its message of grief and woe.
Ah! your song came forth from out the depths of forest wilds, Ah, like 
summer winds that comfort ev’ry mournful heart,
Ah, Ah! Irere, Sing and enchant me!
Sing once more, sing once more!
Bring me songs of Cariri!
Sing; my lovely song-bird, sing your song again,
sing; my Irere: sing of pain and sorrow,
As the birds of morning wake Maria in the dawning.
Sing with all your voices,
Birds of the woods and the wilds,
Sing your songs! ye forest Birds!
La! lia! lia! lia! lia! lia!
Ye nestlings of the singing forest wilds.
Lia! lia! lia! lia!
La! lia! lia! lia! lia! lia!
Ye nestlings of the mournful forest
Oh, yours the song that comes from the depths of forest wilds like summer 
winds that comfort ev’ry mournful heart.
Irere, my little nestling from the wilds of Cariri,
Irere, my loved companion, my singing sweetheart,
where goes my dear? Where goes Maria?
Ah, sorry is the lot of him who fain would sing!
Ah! without his lute no song of gladness can he bring,
Ah! his whistle shrill must be his flute for Irere,
but yours the flute that once in forest wilds was sounding, Ah! with its 
message of grief and woe.



Ah! your song came forth from out the depths of forest wilds! Ah! like 
summer winds that comfort ev’ry mournful heart,
Ah! Ah! Irere, Sing and enchant me!
Sing once more, sing once more! Bring me songs of Cariri!

Try Me, Good King: The Last Words of The Wives of Henry VIII

Katherine of Aragon, formerly Queen of England, to King Henry VIII, 
7 January 1536:

My most dear Lord, King, and Husband,
The hour of my death now drawing on, the tender love I owe you forces 
me . . .
to commend myself unto you and to put you in remembrance of the health 
and welfare of your soul. . . . You have cast me into many calamities and 
yourself into many troubles. For my part, I pardon you everything, and 
I wish to devoutly pray God that He will pardon you also. For the rest, 
I commend unto you our daughter, Mary, beseeching you to be a good 
father unto her. . . . Lastly, I make this vow, that my eyes desire you above 
all things. . . .

Letter from Anne Boleyn, Queen of England, to Henry VIII, 6 May 1536; 
Excerpts from two letters from Henry VIII to Anne Boleyn;

Anne Boleyn’s speech at her execution, 19 May 1536:

Try me, good king, . . . and let me have a lawful trial, and let not my 
enemies sit as my accusers and judges. Let me receive an open trial for my 
truth shall fear no open shame. . . Never a prince had a wife more loyal in 
all duty, . . . in all true affection, than you have ever found in Anne Bulen . 
. . . You have chosen me from low estate to be your wife and companion. . . 
. Do you not remember the words of your own hand? “My own darling . . 
. I would you were in my arms . . . for I think it long since I kissed you. My 
mistress and friend. . . .” Try me, good king. . . . If ever I have found favor 
in your sight — if ever the name of Anne Bulen has been pleasing to your 
ears — then let me obtain this request. . . and my innocence shall be . . . 
known and . . . cleared.
Good Christian People, I come hither to die, . . . and by the law I am 
judged
to die. . . . I pray God save the King. I hear the executioner’s good, and my 
neck is so little…



Jane Seymour, Queen of England, to the Council, 12 October 1537; 
“Tudor rose” (Anonymous):




