Cinta di fior’ un giorno

alariva d’un fiume.

Sedea la nimpha mia pescand’ al” onde
e gli augelett’ intorno

e gli arbor’ e le fronde.

Facean cantando fest’ al suo bel lume
e non s’udivan venti.

Al suon di dolc’ accenti

mentre lieta cantando

s’accordan 1’onde seco mormorando.

Surrounded by flowers one day

at the bank of a river.

My nymph sat fishing in the waves (??)
with little birds around her (his?)

and the trees and the leaves.

They made merry (made celebrations?) singing to her (his?)
beautiful light

and no wind blew (there were no winds?)
To the sound of sweet accents
while singing contentedly (delighted singing?)

in agreement with the waves’ murmuring. (??)

O notte, o ciel’, o mar’, o piaggie, o monti! Che si spesso
m’udite chiamar morte.

O valli, o selv’, o boschi, o fiumi, o fonti! Che fost” alla mia
vita fide scorte.

O ferre snelle che con liete fronti errando andate con gioiosa
sorte.

O testimon de miei si duri accenti, dat' audientia insieme a
miei lamenti.

O night, o sky, o sea

O night, o sky, o sea, o shores, 0 mountains,
You that so often hear me calling death,

O valleys, o forests, o0 woods, o rivers, o springs, You that
were loyal companions to my life,

O slender beasts that with peaceful mind
And a joyful fate go wandering,

O witnesses of my words so harsh,
Listen to my laments all together.




