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“With darkness deep as is my woe” from Theodora  

     Theodora is George Frideric Handel (1685-1759) penultimate oratorio in three acts, 

English libretto by Thomas Morell. 

With darkness deep, as is my woe, 

Hide me, ye shades of night; Hide me 

Your thickest veil around me throw, 

Conceal'd from human sight. 

Your thickest veil around me throw, 

Conceal'd from sight. 

Conceal'd from sight. 

Conceal'd from human sight. 

Or come thou, death, thy victim save, 

Kindly embosom'd in the grave. 

Kindly embosom'd in the grave. 

 

Matthäus-Passion BWV 244  

The St Matthäus-Passion is the second Passion settings by Johann Sebastian Bach. 

The text of the passion was created by the German writer Christian Henrici. 
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8. Blute nur, du liebes Herz!    

 
Blute nur, du liebes Herz! 
Ach! ein Kind, das du erzogen, 
Das an deiner Brust gesogen, 
Droht den Pfleger zu ermorden, 
Denn es ist zur Schlange worden. 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
Bleed alway, O thou my heart! 
Ah, a child which thou hast nurtured, 
Which at thine own breast hath suckled, 
Bodes his keeper now to murder, 
For it hath become a serpent. 
 
Translated by Z. Philip Ambrose  

12. Wiewohl mein Herz in Tränen schwimmt   

Wiewohl mein Herz in Tränen schwimmt, 

Daß Jesus von mir Abschied nimmt, 

So macht mich doch sein Testament erfreut: 

Mein Fleisch und Blut, o Kostbarkeit, 

Vermacht er mir in meine Hände. 

Wie er es auf der Welt mit denen Seinen 

Nicht böse können meinen, 

So liebt er sie bis an das Ende. 

 

 

In truth my heart in tears doth swim, 

That Jesus doth from me depart, 

But I am by his Testament consoled: 

His Flesh and Blood, O precious gift, 

Bequetheth he to mine own hands now. 

Just as he in the world unto his people 

Could never offer malice, 

He loveth them until the finish. 

 

13. Ich will dir mein Herze schenken 

Ich will dir mein Herze schenken, 

Senke dich, mein Heil, hinein! 

Ich will mich in dir versenken; 

Ist dir gleich die Welt zu klein, 

Ei, so sollst du mir allein 

Mehr als Welt und Himmel sein. 

 

 

 

I will thee my heart now offer, 

Merse thyself, my health, in it! 

I would merse myself within thee; 

If to thee the world's too small, 

Ah, then shalt thou me alone 

More than world and heaven be. 
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The Blessed Virgin's Expostulation       

 The Blessed Virgin’s Expostulation is one of two sacred pieces that Purcell wrote, 

libretto by Nahum Tate. Published in 1693 in Harmonia Sacra (Volume 2), here is one of 

the most extraordinary examples of Purcell’s genius for setting words and capturing 

changing emotions.  

The twelve-year-old boy Jesus has gone to the temple with his mother and is now 

missing: the thoughts racing through Mary’s mind conjure up the terrible things that 

she imagines may have happened to him. Tate’s text captures the sense of desperation 

and anxiety that all parents feel when their offspring disappear without notice, and 

Purcell’s music vividly evokes Mary’s rapid thoughts and changes of mood. 1 

 
1 Robert King, Notes for Pucell, The Complete Authmems and Services, Vol.3, The King’s 

Consort, conducted by Robert King (Hyperion records CDA66623, 1992) 

48. Er hat uns allen wohlgetan   

Er hat uns allen wohlgetan, 

Den Blinden gab er das Gesicht, 

Die Lahmen macht er gehend, 

Er sagt uns seines Vaters Wort, 

Er trieb die Teufel fort, 

Betrübte hat er aufgericht', 

Er nahm die Sünder auf und an. 

Sonst hat mein Jesus nichts getan. 

 

 

He hath us all so richly blessed, 

The blind he hath returned their sight, 

The lame he leaveth walking, 

He tells us of his Father's word, 

He drives the devil forth, 

The troubled hath he lifted up, 

He took the sinners to himself. 

Else hath my Jesus nothing done. 

49. Aus Liebe will mein Heiland sterben 

Aus Liebe, 

Aus Liebe will mein Heiland sterben, 

Von einer Sünde weiß er nichts. 

Daß das ewige Verderben 

Und die Strafe des Gerichts 

Nicht auf meiner Seele bliebe. 

 

 

For love now, 

For love now would my Savior perish, 

Of any sin he knoweth nought. 

That eternal condemnation 

And the sentence of the court 

Not upon my soul continue. 

 

Translated by Z. Philip Ambrose 
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Tell me, some Pitying Angel quickly say, 

Where does my Soul's sweet Darling Stay? 

In Tyger's, or more cruel Herod's way? 

Ah! rather let his little Footsteps press 

Unregarded through the Wilderness, 

Where milder Savages resort, 

The desert's safer than a Tyrant's Court. 

Why, fairest Object of my Love, 

Why dost thou from my longing Eyes remove? 

Was it a Waking Dream, that did fortell thy Wondrous Birth? 

No Vision from above? 

Where's Gabriel now, that visited my cell? 

I call, I call: Gabriel! 

He comes not; flatt'ring Hopes, farewell. 

Me Judah's Daughters once caress'd. 

Call'd me of Mothers, the most bless'd. 

Now - fatal Change - of Mothers most distress'd. 

How shall my Soul its Motions guide? 

How shall I stem the various tide, 

Whilst Faith and Doubt my Lab'ring Soul divide? 

For whilst of thy dear Sight beguil'd, 

I trust the God, but oh! I fear the Child. 

 

Vaga Luna  

This piece is composed by Vincenzo Bellini to an anonymous Italian text and dedicated 

to Giulietta Pezzi.  

Vaga luna, che inargenti 
queste rive e questi fiori 
ed inspiri agli elementi 
il linguaggio dell'amor; 
 

Lovely moon, that covers with silver 
The shores and flowers, 
and inspire everything 
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testimonio or sei tu sola 
del mio fervido desir, 
ed a lei che m'innamora 
conta i palpiti e i sospir. 
 
Dille pur che lontananza 
il mio duol non può lenire, 
che se nutro una speranza, 
ella è sol nell'avvenir. 
 
Dille pur che giorno e sera 
conto l'ore del dolor, 
che una speme lusinghiera 
mi conforta nell'amor. 
 

The speak of love 
 
 
 
You are the sole witness 
of my fervent desire, 
And tell her who I love  
tell of my pain and sighs. 
 
Tell her that being so far away, 
will not ease my grief, 
That if I nourish any hope 
It can only be in the future. 
 
Tell her that day and night 
I count the sorrowful hours, 
That the one enticing hope, 
Of her love comforts me. 
 
Translated by Bard Suverkrop  
IPA Source. 

 
  
Caro mio ben         
 Text by an anonymous poet, Set by Tommaso Giordani, attributed to Giuseppe 
Giordani. 

Caro mio ben, 

credimi almen, 

senza di te 

languisce il cor. 

 

Il tuo fedel 

sospira ognor. 

Cessa, crudel, 

tanto rigor! 

 

My dear beloved, 

at least believe me, 

that without you 

my heart suffers. 

 

Your faithful lover 

Sighs constantly. 

End, cruel one, 

This extreme torture. 
 
Translated by Bard Suverkrop  
IPA Source. 
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Nina Vincenzo  
Text by an anonymous poet, Set by an anonymous composer, variously attributed to 
Giovanni Battista Pergolesi (1710-1736) and Francesco Ciampi (1690-1765) 

Tre giorni son che Nina 

In letto se ne sta. 

Pifferi, timpani, cembali, 

Svegliate mia Ninetta, 

Acciò non dorma più. 

 

 

For three days, 

Nina has remained in bed. 

Pipes, drums, cymbals, 

Awaken my little-Nina, 

So that she will sleep no longer. 

 

Translated by Bard Suverkrop  

IPA Source. 

  

 

Down by the Salley Gardens       

Down by the Salley Gardens is an Irish folk song, arranged by Benjamin Britten, text by 
William Butler Yeats. Telling of leaves, grass, natural imagery, and a tragic story of 
young love bring this music to life. 
                                                                                                              

Down by the salley gardens 
my love and I did meet. 
She passed the salley gardens 
with little snow-white feet. 
She bid me take love easy, 
as the leaves grow on the tree. 
But I, being young and foolish, 
with her would not agree. 
 
In a field by the river 
my love and I did stand, 
And on my leaning shoulder 
she laid her snow-white hand. 
She bid me take life easy, 
as the grass grows on the weirs. 
But I was young and foolish, 
and now am full of tears. 
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I never saw a Moor                                                                                                                   "I 
This is the fourth song of Richard Pearson Thomas' song cycle At Last, To Be Identified. 
The cycle sets the poetry of Emily Dickinson. 

I never saw a Moor  
I never saw the Sea  
Yet know I how the Heather looks 
And what a Billow be. 

I never spoke with God 
Nor visited in Heaven  
Yet certain am I of the spot 
As if the Checks were given. 

 

Bewitched                                                                                                                               

This song is composed by Richard Rodgers and lyric by Lorenz Hart, from their musical 

Pal Joey. This version is arranged by B. McDowell.  

 

He’s a fool and don’t I know it, 

But a fool can have his charms. 

I’m in love and don’t I show it like a babe in arms. 

Love’s the same old sad sensation.  

Lately I’ve not slept a wink. 

Since this half-pint imitation put me on the blink. 

 

I'm wild again 

Beguiled again 

A simpering, whimpering child again 

Bewitched. 

 

Couldn't sleep 
And wouldn't sleep 
Until I could sleep where I shouldn't sleep 
Bewitched. 
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Lost my heart but what of it? 
He is cold, I agree 
He can laugh but I love it  
although the laugh’s on me. 
 
I'll sing to him 
Each spring to him 
And long for the day I can cling to him 
Bewitched, bothered and bewildered am I 
 

 

Why Did I Choose You?                                                                                                                       

This song is composed by Michael Leonard, and lyric by Herbert Martin. 

Why did I choose you? 

What did I see in you? 

I saw the heart you hide so well 

I saw a quiet man who had a gentle way 

A way that caught me in its glowing spell 

Why did I want you? 

What could you offer me? 

A love to last a lifetime through 

And when I lost my heart so many years ago 

I lost it lovingly and willingly to you 

If I had to choose again 

I would still choose you  

 

( 

 


