10
CARMINA BURANA
From the translation by A. S. Kline in www.poetryintranslation.com

1. O Fortuna
like the Moon there
ceaselessly you’re varying,
always waxing
ever waning;
how detestable a thing
life, that teases
and then eases,
powers of mind in play,
our poverty
authority
it melts like ice away.
Fortune monstrous
wholly worthless,
your swift wheel you’re whirling,
ill condition,
vain remission
evermore dissolving,
veiled and shaded
adumbrated
on me too you’re pressing;
at your pleasure
my bare back there
wretch to you I bring.
Fortune, easing,
virtue-pleasing,
turned now away from me,
you’re withering
you’re weakening
ever in misery.
Now today
without delay
pluck the quivering heart-string;
since by ill fortune
strength is brought down,
all join with me in weeping!

2. ‘Fortune plango vulnera’
From Fortune’s wound I’m weeping where
my eyes are wet with crying,
the gifts she gave me for my share
she takes now in denying.
It’s true, what has been written,
we start with curling hair,
but generally we’re bitten
by futures bald, threadbare.

On Fortune’s throne I once might boast
I sat there glorious,
crowned with prosperity’s fair host
of flowers various;
yes, though I have flourished
happy once and blessed,
from the heights I’ve vanished
of glory, now distressed.

Fortune’s disc revolving, I
descend and am made less;
others swiftly rise on high;
exalted to excess
the king sits on the summit –
all beware of ruin!
For beneath the wheel, we read,
lies Hecuba the queen!

3. ‘Veris leta facies’ 
Now the happy face of spring
shows favour to the earth,
and winter’s sharpest keening
defeated is cast forth;
in her garments various
Flora starts her reign,
all the woods harmonious
praise her in song again.

Clinging to Flora’s breast
Phoebus with manner new
smiles once more, all is dressed
with flowers of various hue:
Zephyrus breathes all around
his nectar-scented breeze.
Let us run, as lovers bound,
to strive for love’s victory.

Like a dulcimer the while
sings sweet Philomena,
now the joyful meadows smile
with flowers of every colour.
See the flocks of birds arise
from the pleasant woodland,
the maiden chorus promises
now of joys a thousand.

4. ‘Omnia sol temperat’ 
Sunlight warms all the fields
gently now and purely,
to a new world it reveals
April’s face completely;
to love itself now yields
the spirit of mastery,
and the boy-god wields
the power to make all happy.

All these fresh-born things
in Spring’s festival
and the power of Spring
for joy in us they call.
Customary rites they bring,
its honest and its loyal
that you in your own spring
make your love your all.

Love me faithfully!
Of my faith take note:
in the very heart of me,
with all my mind also,
I am with you utterly
though on far paths I go.
He who loves differently
with the wind does blow.

5. ‘Ecce gratum’ 
Now, the pleasing
longed-for Spring
returns and brings delight;
violets brimming
meadows filling,
sun makes all things bright.
Now sadness yields to light!
Summer nears,
Winter’s fears
fade into the night.

Now the melting
swiftly thawing
snow, and ice and all the rest:
Winter going
Spring’s now sucking
at the Summer’s flowing breast:
that mind indeed lacks zest
that fails to live,
and fails to love,
when Summer’s manifest!

Now glorying
now rejoicing,
in the sweetest harmony,
are those straining
at the gaining
of bold Cupid’s victory:
at Venus’ command shall we
all glory so
rejoice also
with Sir Paris we compete.

6. ‘Uf dem Anger’ (On the meadow – dance)

7. ‘Floret silva nobilis’ 
(Mixed Latin and German text)
The lordly woods are all ablaze
with flowers and with foliage,
Where’s my former
handsome lover!
He’s left me all allow,
alas, who’ll love me now?
Everywhere the woods ablaze,
I’m pining for my love always.

The woods to leaf are gone,
why is my love away so long?
He’s left me all allow,
alas, who’ll love me now?

8. ‘Chramer , gip die varwe mier’ 
(German Text)
Pedlar, give to me some rouge
my cheeks to redden, till
I make all these handsome men
love me against their will.
Gaze at me,
young man, see:
let me pleasure you!

Love then, you likely lad,
ladies worth the loving,
true love elevates the heart,
and honours it in serving.
Gaze at me, …
Hail to you, world, that are so
rich in sweetest joy!
I’ll obey your commands,
for the pleasures you employ.
Gaze at me, …

9. (a) ‘Swaz hie gat umbe’  (dance) 
(German Text)
Those who are dancing
are all of them maidens:
they’ll shun every man
the whole summer long!

9. (b) ‘Chume, chum, geselle min’  
(German addition to no. 20)
Come, come, oh love of mine,
long, long for you I pine,
long, long for you I pine,
come, come, oh love of mine.
Sweet lips red as the rose
come, cure now all my woes,
come, cure now all my woes,
sweet lips red as the rose.

9. (c) ‘Swaz hie gat umbe’  reprise

10. ‘Uvere div werlt alle min’ 
Were the whole world mine
from the ocean to the Rhine,
I’d yet forgo its charms
if Eleanor England’s queen*
might lie here in my arms.
* Eleanor of Aquitaine, Queen of England from 1154 to 1189 as the wife of King Henry II.

11. ‘Estuans intrinsicus’ 
(The Archpoet’s Confession – ca. 1161/7)
Burning, here inside,
with a violent anger,
from a deep bitterness
in my mind, I utter:
from elemental ashes
formed, mere matter,
as the wind lashes,
like a leaf I flutter.
If it’s the proper mark
of the man of wisdom
on the rock to create
a secure foundation,
I am the fool, compared
to the stream’s motion,
never a single course
nor a settled notion.

I am always borne along
helpless through the sea,
cutting the paths of air
a wild bird flying free,
no chains here to bind,
no locks confine me,
I seek those similar,
and keep them beside me.

An over-heavy heart
seems to me hard labour:
having fun is pleasanter,
than the honey sweeter,
Venus, what she decrees,
such tasks joys are ever,
that to the duller heart
stay unknown forever.

I go the broad path
young in my fashion,
vices entangle me,
virtues are forgotten,
greedy for all delights,
more than my salvation,
moribund in the soul,
flesh instead my passion.

12. Olim lacus colueram’ – CB 130
Once the lakes I swam upon,
once in beauty sailed along,
while I was yet a swan.
Woe’s me! Woe’s me!

Black misery,
now roasting fiercely!
The fire burns me fiercely,
the cook’s boy turns and turns me,
now the steward toasts me.
Woe’s me! Woe’s me! …
Now in the dish I lie
without the power to fly,
bared teeth before my eye –
Woe’s me! Woe’s me! …

13.  ‘Ego sum abbas Cucaniensis’ 
The Abbot of Cockaigne I am, and this
my council’s all furnished with drinkers, it is,
to be one of the gamblers is my dearest wish,
and whoever at dawn seeks me in the tavern
come vespers, he’ll be stripped naked as Adam,
and thus relieved of his shirt he’ll cry:
‘Oh woe! Oh woe!
Lady Luck, oh what have you done!
The joys of my life are all gone,
you’ve stolen them all every one!’

14. ‘In taberna quando sumus’ 
When we’re in the tavern there,
that we’re dust, we cease to care,
to the dice we swiftly get,
that forever make us sweat.
What goes on inside the inn,
where money is the host within,
here’s the answer to that question,
so to what I say, now listen.

Some are gambling, some are drinking,
some to indiscretion sinking.
But some of those who simply game,
end stripped naked all the same;
some emerge newly-dressed
others wearing sacks at best.
Here no one’s afraid of death,
Bacchus’ name is on their breath.
First to those who pay for wine;
the libertines drink every time.
next they drink for those in prison,
thirdly all those still in action,
fourthly to the Christian crew,
fifthly to the dead and true,
sixthly to our frail sisters,
next the greenwood enlisters.
Eighth then to the errant friars,
ninth the monks chased from their choirs,
tenth to all upon the ocean,
eleventh those who cause commotion,
twelfth to every penitent,
thirteenth those on journeys bent,
to the Pope and to the King,
unrestrained the tankards ring.

Drinks the master, drinks the mistress,
drinks the soldier, drinks the priestess,
drinks the woman, drinks the man,
drinks the maid and serving-hand,
drinks the hare, and drinks the snail,
drinks the dark, and drinks the pale,
drinks the settled, drinks the restless,
drinks the wise man, drinks the senseless.
Drinks the pauper and the sufferer,
drinks the exile and the stranger,
drinks the young ‘un, and the old ‘un,
drinks the bishop and the deacon,
drinks the sister, drinks the brother,
drinks the old girl, drinks the mother,
drink for this man, drink for that man,
drink a hundred, drink a thousand.
Six hundred pence might barely
last, when so immoderately
all are drinking without measure,
yet whate’er they drink for pleasure,
we’re the ones that all men blame,
with not a penny to our name.
May they be cursed, all who blame us,
and set them not among the righteous.

15. ‘Amor volat undique’ 
Love hovers everywhere
seized by passions there:
men and women pair
joined now worthily,
no girl shall be free;
or she’ll lose her glory;
spend the nights darkly,
in deep custody
of some lock and key.
She’ll feel it bitterly.


16. ‘Dies, nox et omnia’ 
(Latin text interspersed with French – italics)
Day, night, every thing
against me are working.
All the girls chattering
they make me weep.
the more I sigh
the deeper fear will seep.
O my friends, go play!
You the wise, I say,
spare my wretchedness today:
I’m deep in tears!
Counsel me I pray
by honour here!
Her face, its loveliness,
makes me weep to excess;
a heart of ice she must possess.
The remedy,
to renew me readily,
a kiss, now, swiftly!

17. ‘Stetit Puella’ 
And there the girl stood,
in red dress and hood;
if anyone touched her,
her dress was a-flutter.
Ah!
And there the girl stood
like a little rose-bud:
her face was all shining
her lips they were flowering.
Ah!

18. ‘Circa mea pectora’
From my poor heart there rise,
about it and about, such sighs
for all your fair reality,
that leads me on to misery.

Your two eyes they shine on me,
like the sun’s rays furiously,
like the lighting-flash’s splendour
that splits all the night asunder.

‘May God, may the gods all, grant,
what deep in my mind I plan:
that the chains I may free
of her sweet virginity!’

Mandaliet! Mandaliet!
To me my lover comes not yet!

19. ‘Si puer cum puellula’ 
If a lad and his sweet lover
in a room together linger –
Happy their conjunction!
Love of itself increasing, a way they’ll come upon
to drive away every tedium!
An ineffable game begins
in their abandoned lips and limbs.
Happy their conjunction!
Love of itself increasing, a way they’ll come upon
to drive away every tedium!

20. ‘Veni, veni, venias’ (cf. no. 9b)
Come now, come now, come now nigh,
do not leave me here to die!
Hyrca, hyrce,
nazaza, trillirivos!
Lovely your face to the eye,
and the keen glance flashing high,
and the hair wound ply on ply –
oh, bright vision passing by!
Than the red roses, redder,
that the lily’s white, whiter,
sweeter than every other,
I’ll worship you forever! 
21. ‘In trutina’
‘In the heart’s scale trembling,
there, opposed, are hovering
modesty and deepest longing.

But I choose now, as I see now:
to the yoke my neck I bow,
the sweetest yoke, yet, I allow.’

22. ‘Tempus est iocundum’ – CB179
It’s time to sport again, O you maidens!
Come play with them, O young gentlemen!
Oh! Oh!
All find pleasure so!
Now, for a new virgin lover, I am all aglow;
A fresh, it is a fresh love that has struck the blow!

You comfort me, to promises you go,
banish me, deny me your kisses so.

With the wintry season fine patience show,
with the springtime spirit lascivious grow.

You toy with me all so innocently,
and push me away and all so simply.

Come, you lovely damsel, with joy now, lo!
Come, come, my beauty! I am all aglow! 
23. Dulcissime
 ‘Sweetest, thus, in thrall,
I grant you now my all.’

24. ‘Blanziflor et Helena’
‘Hail, the loveliest of all, of jewels most of worth,
hail, pride of maidenhood, most glorious of birth,
hail, light of all the lights, the rose of all the earth,
of Blanchefleur and Helen, and Venus the re-birth!’

25. ‘O Fortuna’



