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Texty a pfeklady / Texts and translations

Henry Purcell (1659 - 1695) “I attempt from love’s sickness to fly” (text: John Dryden and Sir Robert
Howard)

Marné¢ se snazim od nemoci lasky utéci
nebot’ jsem sam vlastni horeckou a bolem.

Uz nebudeme, milé stdce, hrdosti se dmout.
nema$ dosti sily povstanout.

Marné¢ se snazim od nemoci lasky utéci
nebot’ jsem sam vlastni horeckou a bolem.

Nebot’ liska ma vice moci a méné slitovan{ nezli bolest,
nech4 nds mudit se laskou k tém, ktefi nenavidi.

Marné se snazim od nemoci lasky utéci
nebot’ jsem sam vlastni horeckou a bolem.

I attempt from Love's sickness to fly in vain,
Since I am myself my own fever and pain.

No more now, fond heart, with pride shall we swell,
Thou canst not raise forces enongh to rebel.

I attempt from Love's sickness to fly in vain,
Since I am myself my own fever and pain.

For Love hath more power and less mercy than pain,
To let us seek ruin and love those that hate.

I attempt from Love's sickness to fly in vain,
Since I am myself my own fever and pain.



Petr Eben (1929 - 2007) z Pisni k loutné / from Lute Songs (text: misc. medieval love songs)
“Milovanie bez vidanie” (slovenska/Slovak)

Loving without meeting

is like night without dawn
and meeting without speaking
like a dark field, unplowed.

Milovdnie bez vidanie,
Jakozto noc beg svitdnie,
a viddnie beg, miluvenie
Jako Cernd role beg oranie.

“I Dare Not Ask” (anglicka/English)

Neopovazuji se chtit polibek ni usmév,
neb kdybych mél to nebo ono,
mohl bych jesté zpychnout.

Ne, ne, mé touze

se nanejvys dostane
libati vzduch

ktery nedavno libal Vis.

I dare not ask a kiss,
I dare not beg a smile,
Lest having that, or this,
I might grow proud the while.

No, no, the utmost share
Of my desire shall be

Only to kiss that air
That lately kissed thee.



Petr Eben, Pisné k loutné pokt./Lute Songs cont.

“Quand ce beau printemps” (francouska/French)

Kdyz vidim to krasné jaro

vnimam, jak zem¢ 1 mofe omladne

a zd4 se mi, ze tento den, i liska samotn4,
jsou jako dite svetu narozené.

Den, ktery roste do krasy

zdobf krajinu zeleni.

A laska, vyzbrojena kusi i pivabem
v nasich srdcich bitvu rozpouta.

V takovychto krasnych dnech

citim, jak mi pochoden lasky zahfiva srdce
a v kazdém jeho kouté¢ vidi

puvab mé Pani.

Ach ma Pani, mé bfimé,

pojd sem, pojd’ obdivovat zelen.
Kvéty mé pfizné majf slitovani,
jen Ty na mé nedbas.

Quand ce bean Printemps je vois,
J'apercois
Rajennir la terre et 'onde
Et me semble que le jour,
Et ' Amour,
Comme enfants naissent au monde.

Le jour qui plus bean se fait,
Nous refait
Plus belle et verte la terre,
Et Amonr armé de traits
Et d'attraits,
Dans nos coeurs nous fait la guerre.

When I regard this beautiful spring,

I notice the earth and sea renew,

and it seems to me that this day and love itself
are born like a child to earth.

Such a beautiful day

makes the land more lovely and green

while Love, armed with ranged weapons and allure,
wages battles in our hearts.

On these beautiful days

I feel love’s torch warm my soul
illuminating in all its corners

beauties borrowed from my Mistress.

Oh, mistress, my desire, come here!
Come admire the greenery.

The flowers of my affection have pity,
yet you alone care not.

Je sens en ce mois si beau
Le flambean
D' Amonr qui m'échanffe 'ame,
Y voyant de tous cotés
Les beantés
Qu'il emprunte de ma Dame.

Ha! maitresse, mon souci,
Viens ici,
Viens contempler la verdure!
Les fleurs de mon amitié
Ont piti,
Et seule tn n'en as cure.



Petr Eben, Pisné k loutné pokr./Lute Songs cont.

“Stratilat’ sem milého” (¢eska /Czech)

I lost my lover,
the only one in my heart.
Be well, dear heart, be well

If you lost your lover,
you’ll find a new one.
Be well, dear heart, be well

If we can have it no other way,
we must find a way to be happy.
Be well, dear heart, be well

I'am well, my love.
My heart remembers you fondly.
Be well, dear heart, be well

Stratilat’ sem milého,
v tom srdei jediného,
mej se dobre, srdécko.

Stratila-li's milého,
poblédaj sobé jiného,

meéj se dobre, srdéiko.

Kdyz tomu nelze jinak zdieti,
musine se dobre jmieti.

M se dobre, srdécko.

Jat'" se, mily, dobie jmdm,
na té srdéckem pomindm.

M7 se dobre, srdécko.

“Jakz sem té najprv poznal” (¢eska/Czech)

When I first met you, dear bloom,

you entered quick into my heart, for you are very sweet.

But you have grown very tall, to my dismay.

I’d be very upset, if someone else plucked you.

Jaks sem 1€ najprv pognal, kvietku mily,
taks mi hned v srdce vpadl, nebs velmi mily,
ale vzrost! si velmi vysoce k smuthkn ménm,
budet" mi Zel, das-li se ucésti jinémm.



Barbara Strozzi (1619 - 1677) “Che si puo fare” (text: Gaudenzio Brunacci?)

Co se da délat?

Co se da délat?

Vzpurné hvézdy nemaji slitovan.
Co se da délat?

Kdyz mi nebe neda pokoje

od mého utrpent,

co se da délat?

Co se da fict?

Z nebes se na mé stale snasi pohromy.
Co se da fict?

Kdyz mé prokleta laska neda nadechnout
aby ulevila mému utrpeni,

co se da fict?

Che si puo fare?

What can one do?

What can I do?

The rebellious stars have no pity.
What can I do?

When heaven does not grant me
peace for my pain,

what can I do?

What can I say?

Disasters rain on me constantly from the heavens.
What can I say?

If cursed love shall not grant me a single breath,
to relieve my suffering,

what can I say?

Le stelle ribelle non hanno pieta;
se / cielo non da un influsso

di pace al mio penare,

che si puo fare?

Che si puo dire?

Dagl’astri disastri mi piovano ognor;
se perfido amor un respiro diniega

al mio martire,
che si puo dire?



Henry Purcell (1659 - 1695) “Music for a while” (text: John Dryden)

Hudba na chvilku
vSechny starosti tvé zazene.

Div se, jak Ti od bolesti ulevi,

a opovrhni Gtéchou

dokud Allékt6 neosvobodi mrtvé
z vécnych okovi

a dokud hadi

Meduze z hlavy nespadnou

a bi¢ ji z ruky nevyklouzne.

Hudba na chvilku
vsechny starosti tvé zazene.

Mousic for a while
Shall all your cares beguile.

Wond'ring how your pains were eas'd
And disdaining to be pleas'd

T7ll Alecto free the dead

From their eternal bands,

Till the snakes drop from her bead,
And the whip from out her hands.

Music for a while
Shall all your cares beguile.



Jan Novak (1921 - 1984) z/from Apicius Modulatus
VI. Tubera (text: Apicius)
Lanyze

Lanyze oloupejte, povafte ve vodé, posolte,
napichnéte na jehlice a mirn¢ oprazte. Poté vlozte do
panve s vyvarem, panenskym olejem, redukovanym
vinem, trochou normalnfho vina, mletym pepfem a
trochou medu. Nechte je dojit a az budou hotové,
spojte §t’avu s jiSkou a propichejte lanyze, aby pojmuly
stavu. Hezky je ozdobte a za tepla podavejte.

Truffles

Scrape and boil the truffles in water, salt and skewer
them and fry them lightly. Then place them in a pan
with broth, virgin olive oil, reduced wine, some
normal wine, ground pepper, and some honey. When
they are done, add some roux to the juice, and
puncture the truffles so that they absorb it. Garnish
nicely and serve warm.

Tubera radis, elixas, sale aspergis, et surculo infiges. Subassas, et mittes in caccabum olenm, liguamen, caroenum, uinum, piper et nel.

Cum ferbuerit, amulo obligas. Tubera exornas et inferes.

VIII. Vas Damascenorum (text: Martial)
Doéza svestek z Damasku

Svestky z daleka, stafim ususené, vyfesi zaludku
krutou zatéz.

A Jar of Prunes from Damascus

Prunes from far lands, dried with age, shall resolve the
stomach’s cruel burden.

Pruna peregrinae carie rugosa senectae. Sume: solent duri solvere ventris onus.



Francesca Caccini (1587 - 1640) “Ch'amor sia nudo” (z Ital$tiny / from Italian)

Myslet si, Ze laska je naha

Myslet si, ze laska je naha

a pfitom ma kfidla, a¢ dli na zemi
a ze nehleda utulek

tot’ blahovost

ale Ze se snese do srdce oc¢ima

a ze tam spocine

a tam najde domov,

to je pravda.

A tikat, ze je slepa, a nikdy se nediva
na co mifrf

a ze takto lukem srdce zasahne

tot” blahovost

ale Ze ma oci oteviené

a ze bez zaslepeni mifi,

to je pravda.

A tvrdit, ze mezi smrtelniky
a mezi nebeskymi srdci
poletuje

a nikdy nespocine

tot’ blahovost

ale ze kdekoliv slozi

své peruté i na jediny den
pak navzdy zustane,

to je pravda.

Ija vim, Ze odmitnout

jeji kruté jafmo

tot” bldhovost

ale kdyz feknu,

ze laskou

hofim, a hotel jsem, a budu hofet,
to je pravda.

E ch'ei sia cieco,
e che non mat rimir

Ch'amor sia nudo,
¢ pur con l'ali al tergo

Stia sotto il cielo ove percota,

¢ non procuri albergo ¢ cosi l'arco tiri

¢ vanita. ¢ vanita.

Ma che per gli occhi Ma ch'apra il gnardo,
egli dicend" al petto ¢ seng alenna benda
et i posi ¢' pigli mira,

et ivi abbia ricetto ¢ quindi l'arco renda

¢ verita. ¢ verita.

To think that love is naked

To think that love is naked and winged
yet lives on earth

and never searched for a refuge

is fanciful.

But that it enters the heart through the eyes
and there it rests
and finds its home
is true.

And to say that it is blind

and never looks where it aims
and that thus is captures hearts
is fanciful.

But that it aims with open eyes
and sees well whom it hits

is true.

And to contend that is flutters
among earthly and heavenly hearts
and never stays in place

is fanciful.

But that wherever is folds its wings
even for a day

it stays forever

is true.

I, too, know that to rejects

Its cruel yoke

is fanciful.

But when I say that

I burn, and burned, and shell burn
with love,

that is true.

Che fra mortali, Et 10 mel 5o,

¢ che fra cor celesti che s'egli avv‘en ch'io nieghi,
leggier sen voli, ¢h’a suoi fier gioghi

¢ non gia mai s'arresti questo collo io pieghi

¢ vanita. ¢ vanita.

Ma ch'ove posi Ma s'io diro,

un giorno sol le pinme che 1 amorose tempre,

eternamente abbia di star costume et ardo, et arsi,

¢ verita. et ardero mai sempre
¢ verita.



