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the Bachele>r of Ar t s De ~ree. 



TEXT 

Et Exultavit: 

My Soul doth magnify the Lord, 
And my Spirit hath rejoiced in God. 

Quia Respexit: 

For He hafh re~arded the lowliness of 
His handmaiden. 

For Behold! from henceforth all 
generations shall call me blessed. 

LIA 'S RECITATIVE AND ARIA 

Year after year passes in vain! 
At each returning season 

FIDA 

Fida was sleeping 
In a luxurious garden 
Beneath a white, sweet-smelling rose bush 

A dashing young man passed by 
And took her necklace 

What could Fida do? 
How could she explain 
To her mother and father 
What happened to her necklace? 

Their games and diversions sadden me against my will: 
They reopen my wound and my sorrow deepens ... 
I seek the solitary shore ... 
Involuntary grief! 
Idle exertions! 
Lia ever laments the child s~e has no more! •.. 
Azael! Azael! vlby have you f·:::Jrsaken me? .. 
How caLm the evenings were 
On the elm-studde d plain, 
~men, burdened with the harvest, 
The large red oxen were guided home. 
When the toil was over, 
Children, old people and servants, 
Workers in the fields or shepherds, 
Praised t~e blesse ~ hand of the Lord; 
And so the days followed each other, 
And in the devout family, 
The youth and the maiden 
Exchanged vows o::' chaste love. 
Others do not feel the weight of old age,--­
Finding happiness in their children, 
They watch the years pass by, 
Without regr~t and without sadness ... 
How heavily time weighs on disconsolate hearts! 
Azael! Why have you forsaken me? 
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