La Circe

Libretto

CIRCE:

If a curious desire to know of my birth fills your heart, 

I am the daughter of Apollo:

I was a sorceress, and ascended to the throne of Sarmazia, 

The name is Circe and I am her shade.
From the Elysian Fields where I reside

My son Telegonus, like the sun, 

Who was of Ulysses both offspring and murderer,

Has called me here to see the daylight once again. 

Here he founded the high walls of Tusdeale, 

Giving himself both a kingdom and a tomb, 

His warrior’s bones rest here, 

Eternally ringing his name. 

But what strange splendor do you, Circe, 

Behold among these sands?

What new light from the heaven’s gyres

Has descended to brighten the Tusculan earth?

Algido!

ALGIDO:

Who calls me?  O my queen, 

How came you to these shores?

CIRCE:

Although he is dead, 

The name of Telegonus lives on here and often

I am content to contemplate

The brilliant image of my noble father. 

But I see other marvels

In this narrow strait

I behold the lofty splendor of the son and the earth 

Conquered by the crimson hero.  

ALGIDO:

It is with good reason, 

O gracious daughter of the great ruler of the day, 

That the Elisians do arch their brow:

What you see here

Admirably esteemed

Is the mark of the great ones, 

The clearest light of the Etruscan sky, 

The rarest gem of Medicean treasure.  

CIRCE and ALGIDO:

O noble offspring of kings
Whose path lies opened to royal triumphs, 

In your name, most deservingly, 

Only the heavens govern you.
 

So that you may fly to the threshold of glory, 

Tread the path of virtue, 

Tame the flattering senses, 

Conquer proud oblivion, 

O noble offspring of kings, 

O noble offspring of kings!

ZEFFIRO (Zephyrus) (quickly, from within)

O noble offspring of kings!

CIRCE:

Who speaks, who replies, 

While I, the new Niobe, 

Marvelling at the example of heroes

On these shores, become silent as stone?

ZEFFIRO:

The wind...

CIRCE:

The wind?
 Is it Aquilone

Who heralds the frost, 

Or proud Vulcan

Or he who, on these beaches,

With his soft breath the soul restores?

ZEFFIRO:

The air...

ALGIDO:

Then you are Zephyrus,

Who, in the flow’ry season, 

With sweet breezes

Doth make the meadow laugh and the stream murmur.  

ZEFFIRO:

I... (Zephyrus comes out)

I who wander

Through all of Flora’s fields,

� More literally: “ the sky is your seat of government (the Campidoglio, one of the seven hills of Rome, overlooking the Roman Forum, is where Rome’s municipal government offices are located).   


� The wordplay here is almost impossible to translate:  Zephyrus echoes the last two syllables of the last word sung by Circe, which is a different word:  divento (I become) ... vento (wind); and later, Circe: ... ristaura (restores) is echoed by Zephyrus’s “Aura” (the air).  Petrarch plays similar games with the name of his beloved, Laura, in his Canzoniere.  
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