
Texts and Translations

Beau Soir
Paul Bourget (1852-1935)

 
Lorsque au soleil couchant les rivières sont roses,
Et qu’un tiède frisson court sur les champs de blé,
Un conseil d’être heureux semble sortir des choses
  Et monter vers le cœur troublé;

Un conseil de goûter le charme d’être au monde,
Cependant qu’on est jeune et que le soir est beau,
Car nous nous en allons comme s’en va cette onde :
  Elle à la mer, -- nous au tombeau!

When rivers are pink in the setting sun,
And a slight shiver runs through fields of wheat,
A suggestion to be happy seems to rise up from all things
  And ascends toward the troubled heart;

A suggestion to taste the charms of the world
While one is young and the evening is fair,
For we are on our way just as this wave is:
  It is going to the sea, -- and we, to the grave!
 

Child with the Starry Crayon
Dinushi Munasinghe, Grade 5 Broadacres Junior 
School

The sun slowly sets,
Goes down for the night. 
All the little children are sleeping. 
All except for one, 
The child with the starry crayon. 
As the sun sets he slowly ……
yawns …..stretches …… and gets out of bed.
He floats up to the sit on the moon ……
to draw on the fresh piece of black paper. 
He doodles all night, 
Some earth people watch him,
as he draws the constellations. 

Stars
Students from the Faywood Public School

Stars shimmering bright
Sparkling icy-blue fire
Burn! Burn! 
Tiny pinpoints of light
Dancing in the night
Dance
Dance
 
 

Night
Students from the Faywood Public School

Night’s dark shadows,
Silent, still
Soft shapes obsecured

Mysterious, muffled sounds
Spirits of darkness
Night’s dark shadows
Silent, still
Silent, still (echo)
Still, still (echo)

 



Noche de Lluvia
Juana de Ibarbourou (1892-1979)

Espera, no te duermas.
Quedate atento a lo que dice el viento
Yo a lo que dice el agua que golpea
Con sus dedos menudos en los vidrios.
Todo mi corazon se vuelve oidos
Para escuchar a la hechizada hermana,
Que ha dormido en el cielo,
Que ha visto el sol,
Y baja ahora, elastica y alegre.
Escuchemos el ritmo de la lluvia.
Apoya entre mis senos
Tu frente taciturna.
Yo sentire el latir de tus dos sienes,
Palpitantes y tibias.
Como estara de alegre el trigo ondeante!
Con que avidez se exponjara la hierba!
Cuantos diamantes colgaran ahora
Del ramaje profundo de los pinos!
Espera, no te duermas. Esta noche
Somos los dos un mundo,
Aislado por el viento y por la lluvia
Entre las cuencas tibias de una alcoba.

Wait, do not sleep.
Listen to what the wind is saying
And to what the water says tapping
With little fingers upon the window panes.
My heart is listening
To hear the enchanted sister
Who has slept in the sky,
Who has seen the sun,
And now comes down, buoyant and gay.
Let us listen to the rhythm of the rain.
Cradle between my breasts
Your silent forehead
I will feel the beating of your temples,
Throbbing and warm.
How gay the waving wheat will be!
How eagerly the grass will thrive!
What diamonds will cluster now
In the deep branches of the pines!
Wait, do not sleep. Tonight
The two of us are a world,
Isolated by wind and rain
In the warmth of a bedroom.

Gloria Tibi 
Excerpt from MASS by Leonard Bernstein

Gloria tibi, gloria tibi, gloria! 
Gloria Patri, gloria Filio, et Spiritui Sancto. 
Laudamus te, adoramus te, glorificamus te, 
  benedicimus te! 
Gloria Patri, gloria Filio, et Spiritui Sancto. Gloria!

Glory to you, Glory to you, Gloria! 
Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy 
Spirit. 
We praise thee. We bless thee. We worship thee. 
We glorify thee. Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, 
and to the Holy Spirit.

Gloria in Excelsis Deo 
Liturgy of the Roman Mass

Gloria in excelsis Deo, et in terra pax hominibus 
  bonae voluntatis. 
Laudamus te, adoramus te, benedicimus te, 
  glorificamus te. 
Gratias agimus tibi propter magnam gloriam tuam: 

Domine Deus, Rex caelestis, Deus Pater omnipotens. 
Domine Fili unigenite, Jesu Christe; 
Domine Deus, Agnus Dei, Filius Patris: 

Glory to God in the highest. And on earth peace to all   
  those of good will. 
We praise thee. We bless thee. We worship thee. We  
  glorify thee. 
We give thanks to thee according to thy great glory. 

Lord God, Heavenly King, God of the Father almighty. 
Lord Jesus Christ, the only begotten Son. 
Lord God, Lamb of God, Son of the Father. 



Qui tollis peccata mundi, miserere nobis; 
suscipe deprecationem nostram; 
qui sedes ad dexteram Patris, miserere nobis. 

Quoniam tu solus Sanctus, tu solus Dominus, tu solus  
  Altissimus, Jesu Christe, 
cum Sancto Spiritu; in gloria Dei Patris. Amen.

Thou who takest away the sins of the world, have 
mercy upon us. Thou who takest away the sins of the 
world, receive our prayer. 
Thou who sittest at the right hand of the Father, have 
mercy upon us.

For Thou alone art holy. Thou alone art the Lord. Thou  
  alone art the most high Jesus Christ. 
With the Holy Spirit in the glory of God the Father.     
  Amen.

The Dying Rebel
Traditional Irish

The night was dark and the fight was over,
The moon shone down O’Connell Street,
I stood alone where brave men perished
Those men have gone to their God to meet.

My only son was shot in Dublin,
Fighting for his country bold.
He fought for Ireland and Ireland only,
The harp, the shamrock, green, white and gold.

The first I met was a grey-haired father,
Searching for his only son;
I said, “Old man, there’s no use searching,
For up to heaven your son has gone”.

The old man cried out broken-hearted;
Bending o’er I heard him say:
“I knew my son was too kind hearted;
I knew my son would never yield.”

The last I met was a dying rebel,
Bending low I heard him say,
“God bless my home in dear Cork City;
God bless the cause for which I die.”

The Ballad of Little Musgrave and Lady Barnard
Anonymous

As it fell on one holy-day,
As many be in the year,
When young men and maids together did go
Their matins and mass to hear,
Little Musgrave came to the church-door -
The priest was at private mass -
But he had more mind of the fair women
Then he had of Our Lady’s grace.
The one of them was clad in green,
Another was clad in pall,
And then came in my Lord Barnard’s wife,
The fairest amongst them all.

Quoth she, ‘I have loved thee, Little Musgrave,
Full long and many a day.’ -
‘So have I loved you, fair ladye,
Yet never word durst I say.’ -
‘But I have a bower at Bucklesfordberry,
Full daintily it is dight;
If thou’lt wend thither, thou Little Musgrave,
Thou’s lie in my arms all night.’

With that beheard a little tiny page,
By his lady’s coach as he ran.
Says, ‘Although I am my lady’s foot-page,
Yet I am Lord Barnard’s man.’
Then he’s cast off his hose and shoon,
Set down his feet and ran,
And where the bridges were broken down
He bent his bow and swam

‘Awake! awake! thou Lord Barnard,
As thou art a man of life!
Little Musgrave is at Bucklesfordberry
Along with thy own wedded wife.’ 



He called up his merry men all:
‘Come saddle me my steed;
This night must I to Bucklesfordberry,
For I never had greater need.’
But some they whistled, and some they sung,
And some they thus could say,
Whenever Lord Barnard’s horn it blew:
‘Away, Musgrave, away! 

‘Methinks I hear the threstle cock,
Methinks I hear the jay;
Methinks I hear Lord Barnard’s horn,
Away, Musgrave, away!’ 
‘Lie still, lie still, thou little Musgrave,
And huggle me from the cold;
‘Tis nothing but a shepherd’s boy
A-driving his sheep to the fold.’

By this, Lord Barnard came to his door
And lighted a stone upon;
And he’s pull’d out three silver keys,
And open’d the doors each one.
He lifted up the coverlet,
He lifted up the sheet:
‘Arise, arise, thou Little Musgrave,
And put thy clothes on;
It shall ne’er be said in my country
I have kill’d a naked man.

‘I have two swords in one scabbard,
They are both sharp and clear;
Take you the best, and I the worst,
We’ll end the matter here.’
The first stroke Little Musgrave struck,
He hurt Lord Barnard sore;
The next stroke that Lord Barnard struck,
Little Musgrave ne’er struck more.

‘Woe worth you, woe worth, my merry men all,
You were ne’er born for my good!
Why did you not offer to stay my hand
When you saw me wax so wood?
‘For I have slain the fairest lady
That ever wore woman’s weed,
Soe I have slain the fairest lady
That ever did woman’s deed.
‘A grave, a grave,’ Lord Barnard cried,
‘To put these lovers in!
But lay my lady on the upper hand,
For she comes of the nobler kin.

Mad
Naomi Shihab Nye (b. 1952)

I got mad at my mother
so I flew to the moon.
I could still see our house
so little in the distance
with its pointed roof.
My mother stood in the front yard
like a pin dot
searching for me.
She looked left and right for me.
She looked deep and far.
Then I whistled and she tipped her head.
It gets cold at night on the moon.
My mother sent up a silver thread
for me to slide down on.
She knows me so well.
She knows I like silver.

Sure On This Shining Night
James Agee (1909-1955 )

Sure on this shining night
Of star made shadows round,
Kindness must watch for me
This side the ground.
The late year lies down the north.
All is healed, all is health.
High summer holds the earth.
Hearts all whole.
Sure on this shining night I weep for wonder wand’ring far
alone
Of shadows on the stars. 

Peace
Sara Teasdale (1884-1933)

Peace flows into me
As the tide to the pool by the shore;
It is mine forevermore,
It ebbs not back like the sea.

I am the pool of blue
That worships the vivid sky;
My hopes were heaven-high,
They are all fulfilled in you.

I am the pool of gold
When sunset burns and dies––
You are my deepening skies,
Give me your stars to hold.


