The Nightingale and The Rose

Musical meeting points of Christianity, Judaism and Islam 

in medieval Spain and beyond

Vivien Ellis – voice, percussion

Giles Lewin – ‘Ud, vielle

Programme order:

Surrexit Christus sol (Last Night did Christ the Sun) 
 text Sedulius Scottus (fl. 848-874)/melody Giles Lewin

Quena Virgen ben servirá (He who serves the Virgin well) - Cantiga Santa Maria no 103, C13th 
Filomena (nightingale) - trad. Sephardic

Amics Bernartz de Ventadorn - Bernart de Ventadorn (1130/40-1190/1200)

Fog e Nakhal (Above the Palm Trees) – trad. Iraq

Il Bulbul (The Nightingale) – trad. Arabic

Los Bilbilicos cantan  (The Nightingales are singing) – trad Sephardic

_

Mi al ar horeb (Eulogy of Moses) - Obadiah the Proselyte (Hebrew C12th)

Gul (the rose) – text: Ummi Sinan (C16th)/melody Ahmet Hatipoglu

Flos ut Rosa Floruit (A flower like the rose bloomed) – anon. conductus, Notre Dame C13th

Rosa das Rosas (Rose of roses) – Cantiga Santa Maria no 10, C13th

Sueno de doña Alda (Dream of doña Alda) – trad. Sephardic

Qum Bina (Come on) – trad. Arabic

Bele Aeliz (Beautiful Alice) – anon. C13th N France

Texts and translations:

Carmen Paschale/Easter Song 

Surrexit Christus sol (Last Night did Christ the Sun) 

- Sedulius Scottus (fl. 848-874)

text:

Surrexit Christus sol verus vespere noctis, 

surgit et hinc domini mystica messis agri. 

Nunc vaga puniceis apium plebs laeta labore 

floribus instrepitans poblite mella legit. 

Nunc variae volucfres permulcent aethera cantu,

 temperat et pernox nunc philomena melos. 

Nunc chorus ecclesiae cantat per cantica Sion,

 alleluia suis centuplicatque tonis. 

Tado, pater patriae, caelestis guadia paschae 

percipias meritis limina lucis: ave.

translation:

Last night did Christ the Sun rise from the dark, 

The mystic harvest of the fields of God, 

And now the little wandering tribes of bees 

Are brawling in the scarlet flowers abroad. 

The winds are soft with birdsong; all night long 

Darkling the nightingale her descant told, 

And now inside church doors the happy folk 

The Alleluia chant a hundredfold.

 O father of thy folk, be thine by right 

The Easter joy, the threshold of the light.

(translation by Helen Wadell)

CSM 103 – Quena Virgen ben servirá
Text:

Como Santa Maria feze estar o monge trezentos anos ao canto da passara, porque lle

pedia que lle mostrasse qual era o ben que avian os que eran en Paraiso.

Quena Virgen ben servirá

a Parayso irá.

E daquest' un gran miragre vos quer' eu ora contar,

que fezo Santa Maria por un monge, que rogar

ll'ia sempre que lle mostrasse qual ben en Parais' á

Quena Virgen ben servirá...

E que o viss' en ssa vida ante que fosse morrer.

E porend' a Groriosa vedes que lle foi fazer:

fez-lo entrar en ha orta en que muitas vezes ja

Quena Virgen ben servirá...

Entrara; mais aquel dia fez que ha font' achou

mui crara e mui fremosa, e cab' ela s'assentou.

E pois lavou mui ben sas mãos, diss': «Ai, Virgen, que será

Quena Virgen ben servirá

Se verei do Parayso, o que ch' eu muito pidi,

algun pouco de seu viço ante que saya daqui,

e que sábia do que ben obra que galardon averá?»

Quena Virgen ben servirá...

Tan toste que acababa ouv' o mong' a oraçon,

oyu ha passarinna cantar log' en tan bon son,

que sse escaeceu seendo e catando sempr' alá.

Quena Virgen ben servirá...

Atan gran sabor avia daquel cant' e daquel lais,

que grandes trezentos anos estevo assi, ou mays,

cuidando que non estevera senon pouco, com' está

Quena Virgen ben servirá...

Mong' alga vez no ano, quando sal ao vergeu.

Des i foi-ss' a passarynna, de que foi a el mui greu,

e diz: «Eu daqui ir-me quero, ca oy mais comer querrá

Quena Virgen ben servirá...

O convent'.» E foi-sse logo e achou un gran portal

que nunca vira, e disse: «Ai, Santa Maria, val!

Non é est' o meu mõesteiro, pois de mi que se fará?»

Quena Virgen ben servirá...

Des i entrou na eigreja, e ouveron gran pavor

os monges quando o viron, e demandou-ll' o prior,

dizend': «Amigo, vos quen sodes ou que buscades acá?»

Quena Virgen ben servirá...

Diss' el: «Busco meu abade, que agor' aqui leixey,

e o prior e os frades, de que mi agora quitey

quando fui a aquela orta; u seen quen mio dirá?»

Quena Virgen ben servirá...

Quand' est' oyu o abade, teve-o por de mal sen,

e outrossi o convento; mais des que souberon ben

de como fora este feyto, disseron: «Quen oyrá

Quena Virgen ben servirá...

Nunca tan gran maravilla como Deus por este fez

polo rogo de ssa Madre, Virgen santa de gran prez!

E por aquesto a loemos; mais quena non loará

Quena Virgen ben servirá...

Mais d'outra cousa que seja? Ca, par Deus, gran dereit' é,

pois quanto nos lle pedimos nos dá seu Fill', a la ffe,

por ela, e aqui nos mostra o que nos depois dará».

Quena Virgen ben servirá...

Translation:

How Holy Mary caused the monk to remain for three hundred years listening to the song of the bird because he asked Her to show him what manner of bliss those in Paradise enjoyed.

He who serves the Virgin well will go to Paradise.

Concerning this, I wish to tell you now of a great miracle which Holy Mary performed for a monk who always begged Her to show him what manner of bliss there is in Paradise and

To grant that he might see it in his lifetime before he died. Therefore, behold what the Glorious One did for him. She made him enter into a garden, which on many occasiosn he had entered before.

However, that day she caused him to find a very clear and beautiful fountain, and he sat down beside it. After he had thoroughly washed his hands, he said:

‘Oh Virgin,

‘if only, as I have so often asked you, I might see a little of the beauty of Paradise before I leave this world and might know what reward awaits him who has lived a good life here.’

As soon as the monk had finished his prayer, he heard a little bird begin to sing in such beautiful tones that he became completely entranced and lent all his attention to it.

He took such great pleasure in that marvelous song that he remained thus for three hundred years or more, thinking he had been there only a little while,

as a monk on occasion will take a little stroll in the garden. Then the bird went away, which saddened him greatly, and he said: ‘I will leave this place now, for it is time for the community to eat.’

He departed at once and found a large gate, which he had never seen, and he said: ‘Holy Mary, protect me! This is not my monastery! What will become of me?’

He entered the church, and the monks were startled when they saw him. The prior asked him: ‘My friend, who are you and what seek you here?’

He replied: ‘I seek my abbot, whom I left here just now, and the prior and the friars from whom I took my leave a little while ago when I went to that garden. Who can tell me where they are?’

When the abbot heard this, he took it for madness and so did the community. However, as soon as they heard of how it had happened, they said: ‘Who will ever hear

‘Of such a great miracle has God performed for this monk because of the intercession of His Mother, the Peerless Holy Virgin? Let us praise Her for this, but who will not praise Her

‘above all else? For, in God’s name, it is only right, since all we ask of Her, Her Son grants us because of Her persuasion. Here He reveals to us what He will grant us later.’

(translation by Elena Riu)

Filomena (trad. Sephardic)

Text:

Todas las aves dormían,    cuantas Dios criaba y mades,

    non dormía Filomena,    la hija del emperante

    de amores del conde Niño    no podía sosegare;

 vueltas daba en la su cama    como pececito en mare.

    Salto diera de la cama    como la parió su madre,

irárase una sayita,    no la tapó su brillale,

    cogió candil de oro en mano,    saliérase por la calle.

Fuérase para los palacios    donde sus doncellas yacen.

    --Buenas noches, mis doncellas!    -- Filomena, bien vengades!

--Que las que sabís de amor    consejo me habéis de dare,

    y las que no lo sabían,    que se aparten a un lugare.--

 ahí se alhadró Clara Niña,    moza era y de antigua edades:

    --Gozáid vuestros días, niña,    gozáid vuestra mocedades,

    que así hici yo, mezquino,    cuando era de vuestra edade:

    aguardando condes y duques,    moza me hube de quedare.--

Salto diera Filomena,    saliérase por la calle;

    se encontró con Martinico,    el alguacil de su padre.

    --¿Dónde vas tú, Filomena,    a `stas horas por las calles?

    mañana por la mañana    se lo diré yo a tu padre.--

--Por tu vida, Martinico,    empréstame tu puñale;

    vengo a matar a los perros    que ladran por estas calles,

    toda la noche pasada    no me dejó sosegare.--

    Martinico, con amor,    la `ntregara su puñale.

    La cabeza entre los hombros    al suelo se la arronjare.

    --¡Vete ahora, Martinico,    ve y demándame a mi padre!

   Fuérase para los palacios    donde el conde Niño yace;

    golpecitos dio a la puerta,    nadie que la respondía

    si non era el conde Niño    que velaba y non dormía.

    --¿Quién es ése o cuál es ése    que a mi puerta combatía?

    --Belisera soy, el conde,    que de amor por ti moría.

    --Vete ahora, Filomena,    vete a casa de tu padre;

cuando yo quiera mujer,    por ti yo habré de mandare.--

    Y al día por la mañana    las ricas bodas se hacen.

Translation:

All birds are asleep, as many as God created,

But not Filomena, the Emperor’s daughter,

In love with Count Nino, she couldn’t find peace.

She twisted around like a fish in the sea,

And jumped out of bed naked, as her mother bore her.

She put on a short petticoat, picked up a golden candelabra,

And went outside to the palace, where her ladies-in-waiting were asleep.

‘Good evening, my damsels!’ 

‘Welcome Filomena!’

‘I need advice from those well-versed in love.

If you know nothing, go somewhere else’.

Clara Nina, who was very old, said:

‘Enjoy your days, my child, enjoy your youth,

like I did, naughtily, when I was your age.

Waiting for Counts and Dukes to arrive, I remained a spinster.’

Filomena jumped up and ran into the street.

She bumped into Martinico, her father’s governor/minister.

‘Where are you going, Filomena, at this time of day?

Tomorrow morning I will tell your father’.

‘I beg you, on your life, Martinico, lend me your knife,

I’ve come to kill the dogs that bark in these streets,

Because all last night I could not rest.’

Martinico (with love) gave her his knife.

She cut off his head, and threw it on the floor.

‘Now Martinico, tell my father!’

She goes to the palace where Count Nino is lying,

gives a little knock at the door, no-one replies.

Count Nino is not asleep.

‘Who is this that beats at my door?’

‘It is Filomena, Count, dying of love for you’.

‘Leave now, Filomena, go to your father’s house.

When I want a woman, I will send for you.’

Next morning, the great marriage takes place.

(translation by Elena Riu)

Fog e Nakhal (Above the Palm Trees) – trad. Iraq
Translation:

Above the palm trees

I am not sure what is lighting up your cheeks.

Maybe it is the moon from above

Oh I swear to God,

I don’t want him, he’s causing me problems.

Il Bulbul (The Nightingale) – trad. Iraq
Translation:

The nightingale has flown away from the flowering branch,

Taken my light away from me,

My beloved has gone away from me.

Between the jasmine and the purple basil plant.

Oh look at the state I am in, 

Something is wrong with me!

Los Bilbilicos cantan  (The Nightingales are singing) 
trad. Sephardic

text:

La rosa enflorece 

hoy en el mes de may,

mi neshama se escurece

firiéndose el lunar. 

Los bilibilicos cantan

con sospiros de aver,

mi neshama y mi ventura

están en tu poder. 

Los bilibilicos cantan

en el árbol de la flor, 

debajo se asentan 

los que sufren de amor.

Más presto ven, colomba, 

más presto ven con mi 

más presto ven, querida, 

corre y sálvame. 

Translation:

The rose is blossoming today in the month of May, 

my soul is blackening and wounding the moon.

The nightingales are singing with deep sighs in the wind, 

my soul and my fate are in your hands.

The nightingales are singing perched on the blossoming tree, 

in its shade the lovelorn come and sit.

Come, my pigeon, come, come to me quick, 

come quick, my dear one, run and rescue me.

Mi al ar horeb – Eulogy of Moses 

Obadiah the Proselyte (Hebrew C12th)

Translation:

Who stood on Mt. Horeb absorbing the content of ‘stand with me’, as Moshe? (Deut. 5; 28)

Who in the desert my flock bringing forth water (by saying) ‘Rise, Well’ as Moshe? (Numb. 21; 17)

Who entreated me for mercy saying, ‘And repent of this evil, as Moshe? (Exod. 32; 12)

Who envisioned statutes for multitudes  ‘In revelation not in riddles’, as Moshe? (Numb. 12; 8)

Who taught my people diligently and was worthy of ‘And came into the cloud’ as Moshe? (Exod 24; 16)

Who rose to the heavens for forty days, existed without bread and without water’ as Moshe? (Exod. 34; 28)

To the Heavens he came to God. Know, my people, ‘That your light has come. The glory of God has Shone upon you’, (Isaiah 60; 1)

Ummi Sinan – The Rose

Text:

Seyrimde bir şehre vardım

Gördüm sarayı güldür gül

Sultanın tacı tahtı
Bağı duvarı güldür gül

Gül Alırlar, gül satarlar

Gülden terazi tutarlar

Gülü gül ile tartarlar

Carsı pazarı güldür gül

Topragı güldür taşı gül

Kurusu Güldür yaşı gül

Has bahçesinin içinde

Serv ü çınarı güldür gül

Gülden değirmen dondürür

Anın ile gül oğünür

Akar suyu döner carkı
Bendi pınarı güldür gül

Ak gül ile kırmızı gül

Çifte yetişmiş bir bahçede

Bağışırlar hare karşı
Hari ezharı güldür gül

Gülden kurulmuş bir çadır

Içinde nimeti hazır

Kaplı ilyas hızır

Nanı şarabı güldür gül

Ümmi Sinan gel vasfiyla

Gül ile bülbül derdini

Meğer bu garip bülbülün

Ah ü figani güldür gül

Translation:

I dreamt I came to a magnificent city

     whose palace was the rose, rose.

The crown and throne of the great sultan,

     his garden and chambers

          were the rose, rose.

Here they buy and sell but roses

     and the roses are the scales they use,

Weighing roses with more roses,

     the marketplace and bazaar

          are all roses, rose.

The white rose and the red rose

     grew coupled in one garden.

Their faces turn as one toward the thorn.

     Both thorn and blossom

          are the rose, rose.

Soil is the rose and stone is the rose,

     withered is the rose, fresh is the rose.

Within the Lord's private gardens

     both slender cypress and old maple

          are the rose, rose.

The rose is turning the waterwheel

     and gets ground between the stones.

The wheel turns round as the water flows.

     Its power and its stillness

          are the rose, rose.

From the rose a tent appears

     filled with an offering of everything.

Its gatekeepers are the holy prophets.

     The bread and the wine they pour

          are the rose, rose.

Oh Ummi Sinan, heed the mystery

     of the sorrow of nightingale and rose.

Every cry of the forlorn nightingale

          is for the rose, the rose.

Translation by Latif Bolat 

Flos ut Rosa Floruit (two-voice conductus) C13th Notre Dame

Text:

Flos ut rosa floruit

Quando virgo genuit Maria

Salvatorem omnium,

Summi patris filium,

Nova genitura.

Qui divina gratia

Descendit ad inferna

Humana,

Et salvavit omnia

Summa cum potentia

Nova genitura.

Cantemus hymnum gloriae

Cantico laetitiae

Laudando,

Sollemnizantes hodie

Regi regum iustitiae

Gratias agendo.

Qui natus est de virgine

mistico spiramine

Nova genitura.

Ergo nostra concio

Psallat cum tripudio

Benedicat domino.

Translation:

A flower like the rose bloomed

When the Virgin Mary bore

The saviour of all mankind,

The son of the father on high,

In a new kind of birth.

From divine grace he came down

To mankind below,

And seaved the world

With his great might

In a new kind of birth.

Let us sing a hymn of glory

In a chant of joy

Praising him

And celebrate today giving thanks to the righteousness 

Of the King of Kings.

He was born of a virgin

From a mysterious breath

In a new kind of birth.

Therefore let this assembly

Joyfully raise their voices

And praise the Lord.

	Rosa das Rosas – CSM 10

Text:

Rosa das rosas e Fror das frores,

Dona das donas, Sennor das sennores.

1.

Rosa de beldad' e de parecer

e Fror d'alegria e de prazer,

Dona en mui piadosa ser

Sennor en toller coitas e doores.



	2.

Atal Sennor dev' ome muit' amar,

que de todo mal o pode guardar;

e pode-ll' os peccados perdõar,

que faz no mundo per maos sabores.



	3.

Devemo-la muit' amar e servir,

ca punna de nos guardar de falir;

des i dos erros nos faz repentir,

que nos fazemos come pecadores.



	4.

Esta dona que tenno por Sennore de que quero seer trobador,

se eu per ren poss' aver seu amor,

dou ao demo os outros amores.

Translation:

	Rose of roses and flower of flowers,

Lady of ladies, Lord of lords.

Rose of beauty and fine appearance

And flower of happiness and pleasure,

Lady of most merciful bearing,

And Lord for relieving all woes and cares.



	Such a Mistress everybody should love,

For she can ward away any evil

And she can pardon any sinner

To create a better savor in this world.



	We should love and serve her loyally,

For she can guard us from falling;

She makes us repent the errors

That we have committed as sinners:

This lady whom I acknowledge as my Master

And whose troubadour I'd gladly be,

If I could in any way possess her love,

I'd give up all my other lovers. 




Sueno de doña Alda- - trad. Sephardic

Text

--Qué mal pensatis, el moro,    mal se vos hizo pensare:

quebratis obra del causo    matastis a doce frailes,

cautivatis a Rondal,    almirante de los mares.

--No le cautivó ninguno,    que él se quiso apresentare.

Quebrado se le ha la espada    en mitad del guerreare;

siete duques echan suertes    por ver quién le ha de matare.

--Dejarís la ley de Cristo,    la del morito tomares.

--No lo quiera Dios del cielo,    no lo permita Dios Padre:

en París tengo a doña Alda,    mi esposita naturale.--

Las cien damas son con ella    todas de alto y buen linaje;

las cien bordaban en seda,    las cien bordaban sedale,

las cien tocaban vihuela    para doña Alda folgare.

--Un sueño soñé, mis dueñas,    ¡ay!, ¡qué sueño tan espantable!,

toda la que me lo aclare    buen marido la he de dare,

y las que no lo sabían,    que se aparten a un lugare.--

Todas dicen a una boca:    --¡Bien se haga y bien se os hagare!

--Por aquel cijal de arriba    negra garza vide entrare;

en su pico trae plumas,    en su cuerpo trae sangre.

--La garza, la mi señora,    es vuestra suegra reale;

las plumas, la mi señora,    la gente que con él trae.

Vendrá Rondal de la guerra    y contigo se ha de casare.--

Ellos en estas palabras,    un paje a la puerta bate:

--¿Qué noticias traes, paje,    oh, qué noticias me traes?

--La noticia que te traigo,    no te la quisiera dare:

que a la primera batalla    mataran a don Rondale.

Como eso oyó doña Alda,    muerta quedó en su lugare.

Como eso oyó doña Alda,    muerta quedó en su lugare.

Translation :

--You are thinking badly of the Moor,

You made us think ill of you

Because you killed 12 friars.

You have broken the good work of the cause

You trapped Rondal, Admiral of all seas.

--nobody caught him, he gave himself up,

and his sword broke in the middle of the battle.

Seven dukes are hedging their bets who willl kill him.

--you will give up Christ’s way, and embrace the Moor’s way.

--Oh God forbid;

In Paris I have doña Alda, my natural wife.

A hundred damsels are with her

All from good lineage and class.

All one hundred of them can embroider on silk,

All one hundred play the vihuela to entertain doña Alda.

--I had a dream, my servants, ah, what a terrible dream!

Any of you who can clarify my dream, I will get you a husband.

The ones who don’t know must go away.

All speak as one voice: --So be it!

A black heron came

In her beak she brought feathers, her body covered in blood.

This bird, my lady, is your Rondal.

The feathers, my lady, are the people

Rondal is bringing with him from the war.

He is going to marry you.

As soon as they were saying this, a page knocks on the door.

--What news have you brought, page, what news?

--The news I bring, I wish I didn’t have to:

at the first battle, Rondal was killed.

As soon as doña Alda heard the news, she fell dead on the spot.

Qum Bina (Come On)

Text:

[Maqām Nahāwand ]

قم بنا حانتَ الُمَيّا
Qum binā ḥānāt, āh, al-ḥumayyā

وجلُها صِرفاً علي قد اذَبتَ القَلبْ
Wajlūhā ṣirfan, āh, ‘alay, qad aṭḥābtal qalb

[Maqām Rāst ]

قلبي يكفي قِلبِ الل
Qalbī yakfī qilābil malā’

وانظُر الي ل تكُن تغضَبْ
Wandhur, āh, ilay, lā takun taghdhab

Main Se Leva Bele Aelis (N French C13th)

Text:

Main se leva bele Aelis

Mignotement la voi venir

Bieu se para, mieus se vesti desoz le raim

Mignotement la voi venir cele que j’aime.

Biau se para, mieux se vesti,

Mignotement…

Lava ses ueux, lava son vis,

Avec sa main.

Mignotement

Lava ses ueux, lava son vis,

Mignotement…

Si s’en entra en un jardin

De cuer serain.

Mignotement…

Si s’en entra en un jardin

Mignotement…

Robin I vint, li siens amis

Molt fort se plaint

Mignotement…

Translation: 

Fair Alice rose early,

Daintily I see her coming

She combed her hair well,

and dressed even better

Daintily I see her coming

The one I love.

She washed her eyes and face

With a contented heart

She went into a garden

With a serene heart.

Robin came in, her love,

Loudly lamenting.

