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TEXTS 

Nell dolce dell' oblio 

In the s'<'reetness of oblivion, although she sleeps, :my adored 
Phyllis is awake with her thoughts. And in that quietness, Love 
in its various forms, never -ceases to trouble her peace. 

Sleep reveals the possibilities of her beauty. In this quietness 
she does not have to feign to embrace her chains. 

She lives faithful to the one that adores her, and in the shadows, 
she breathes the light of this sun for which she sighs. 

Her delight is disappointed if her dreams of desire do not become 
known to her. 

But if such an illusion vanishes on awakening, this illusion is 
a sorrowful deception. 

Her delight is disappointed if her dreams of desire do not become 
known to her. 

, 
Three SonEs, Don Qutchotte to Dulcinee 

(Translations by Felix Aprahamian) 

Q.uixotic Song 

Were you to tell me that by 
turning so m~ch the earth offended you, · 
I would send Panza to it: 
You would see it still and silenced. 

~ 

Hers you to tell me that boredom 
assailed you from a s~J too beflowered with stars, 
tearing the heavenly bodies, 
I would destroy night with one blow. 

Were you to tell me that 'Space, 
thus emptied, did not please you, 
God's-Knight, lance in hand, 
I would bespangle the passing ~rind with stars. 

Bu~ we~e you -Go tell me that my blocd 
is more mine than yours, my Lady, 
I should pale at the charge, 
and w·ould die, blec;sing you. 

0 Dulcinea. 



Three Songs, Don Quichotte to Dulcinee (Cont'd.) 
(Translations by Felix Aprahamian) 

Epic Song 

Good St. Michael, who gives me leave 
To see my Lady and hear her voice, 
Good St. Michael who deigns to choose me 
For her pleasure and to defend her, 
Good St. Michael, be pleased to descend 
With st. George, upon the altar 
Of the Madonna in the blue cloak. 

With a heavenly beam bless my blade 
And its equal in purity 
And its equal in piety 
As also in modesty and chastity: 
1'ey" Lady, 
(0 great S&int George and great Saint Michael) 
The angel who watches over my vigil, 
My gentle Lady, so like 
You, Madonna in the blue cloak. 

Amen. 

Drinking Song 

A pox on the bastard, illustrious Lady, 
Who to defame me in your gentle eyes, 
Says that love and old wine 
Bereave my heart and soul. 

I drink to happiness! 
Happiness is the one goal 
To which I go straight ••• when I am ••• when I am drunk! 
Happiness! I drink to happiness! 

A pox on that jealous man, dark lady, 
Who whines, who· weeps and swears 
That he is ever that pallid lover 
Who waters down his drunkenness! 

I drink to happiness! etc. 



Des Todes Tod 
The Death of Death 

I. story of Death and Suffering 

As I went walking in wet mist and fog before daybreak, following a terrible 
urge within, I came to a cliff's edge. There in the crag's red glow were 
Death and Suffering, who toiled before day to prepare life's torments. And I 
went crying in the sun's first rays, oh a day I do not wish for. 

II. The death of God 

Hush, you birds in the dark wood, you bees stop humming. The world 
must stand still -- God is c;dng, one hears his quiet breath going. God is 
tired of the senses and becomes earth, the large lid closes. God wishes to live 
and die as well. We embrace You, You stream of life, You throne of wisdom, You 
soul's light and Death's prize and with You we all gladly die. 

III. Of the death of Death 

Death is tired. He lays down in a summer garden. The Asters grow 
over his bones, he ends his days. Flesh withers and rots in Mid-day sun. 

Death must live, he rises anew, a boy picking flowers. He goes his merry 
way, all men are dead. His hair flies golden and beautiful in a mysterious wind. 
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