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Cantata No. 209
“Non sa che sia dolore”

Sinfonia
Recitative

Non sa che sia dolore

Chi dall’ amico suo parte ¢ non more.
Il fanciulin’, che plora e geme

Ed allor che piu ei teme,

Vien la madre a consolar.

Va dunque a cenni del Cielo

Ad empior di Minerva il zelo.

Parti pur ¢ con dolore

Lasci 2 noi dolente il cuore,

La patria goderai

A dover la servirai;

Varchi or di sponda,

Propizj vedi il vento e 'onda. [da capo]

Tuo saver al tempo e I'eta contrasta,
Virtu e valor sol a vincer basta;
Ma chi granti fara piu che non fusti
Anshaca piena di tanti Augusti.

Recitti gramezza e pavento,

Qual no chier placato il vento.

Piu non teme o si scolora,

Ma contento in su laprora

Va cantando in facia al mar. [da capo]

One understands achat sorroew means
Only achen a dear friend leaves.

If children cry and achine

Or they are afraid and despair,
Their mother comes to console them,
Mincrva has sent a call from heaven
And this gesture should console you.

Aria

Go and leave us behind in sorroac
Leave us sad at heart,

Rejoice in your country,

To serve it is your duty;

A4 good and fast voyage,

H'ind and waves be acith you,

Recitative

<

Your ability surpasses your age,
Your avord is sufficient to triumph;
The leadcrs of Ansback favaor you
And so your avay should be casy.

Aria

Axeay awith your sadness and hesistance,
Be like the sailor after a storm,
Relieved of his fear or sickness,
Rejoicing on the deck,

His songs resound in the sea.

Exsultate,

Exsultate, jubilate,

O vos animae beutae.
Dulcia cantica canendo
Cantui vestro respondendo,
Psallant aethera cum me.

Fulget amica dies,

Jam fugere et nubila et procellae;
Exortus est jusiis inexspectata quies,

Undique obscura regnabat nox,

Surgite tandem laets,
Qus timuistis adbuc,
Et jucundi aurorae fortunatae

Frondes dextera plens es lilia date.

Tu virginum corona,
Tu nobis pacem dona,
Tw consolare affectus,
Unde suspirat cor.
Alleluja.

jubilate . . .

Exult, rejoice,

O happy souls.

And with sweet music

Let the heavens resound,

Making answer, with me, to your
song.

The lovely day glows bright,
Now clouds and storms have fled,

And a sudden calm has arisen for the

just.
Everywhere dark night held sway
before.
But now, at last, rise up and rejoice,
Ye who are not feared,
And happy in the blessed dawn
With full hand make offering
of garlands and lilies.

And Thou, O Crown of Virgins,
Grant us peace,

And assuage the passions

That touch our hearts,

Alleluia.



