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texts & 
translations

Kyrie Gregorianus
Lord  have mercy,

Chr i s t  have  mercy,

Lord  have mercy.

Non è Tempo
Now i s  not  the  t ime for  wa i t ing ,  

when the  weather  i s  f ine  and breezy,  and 

when in  an  ins tant ,  everyth ing  can change .

Ma Luia, Luia
I  went  out  of  a  Thursday morn ing  up to 

the  meadow,  in  my p leated sk i r t ;  up  to  the 

r iver,  w i th  a  s ick le  at  my wais t ,  to  a  f ie ld 

of  wheat .  I  bent  down to  cut  a  bund le  to 

f in i sh  my sheaf,  and go home.

And I  found a  f lower  from Eden grown in 

the  f ie ld .  I  p icked i t  up,  b lew of f  the  dust , 

and put  i t  in  my bosom.  The  f lower  c r ied 

out ;  the  mounta ins  t rembled . 

Who wou ld  hear  i t ?  A  shepherd  from the 

mounta in ,  w i th  many sheep .  He took  my 

hand,  and brought  me to  my mother.

Fré O
O brother,  you te l l  us  your  s ickness  and 

wi l l  not  be  hea led .  We are  p lay ing  the 

drums and s ing ing ,  and weep ing . 

You are  s ick—I  w i l l  te l l  the  others .

Adoramus Te
We adore  Thee ,  O Chr i s t ,  and we b less 

Thee ,  who by  Thy  Ho ly  Cross  hast  

redeemed the  wor ld .  Thou ,  who hast  

suf fered  death  for  us ,  O Lord ,  O Lord , 

have  mercy  on  us .

Flight Song
Al l  we are ,  we have found in  song :  you 

have drawn th i s  song from us .  Songs  of 

l i ves  unfo ld ing  f ly  overhead,  c ry  overhead : 

long ing ,  r i s ing  from the  song wi th in . 

Mov ing  l i ke  the  r i se  and fa l l  o f  w ings .

Hands  that  shape our  ca l l ing  vo ice  on  the 

edge of  answers .

You’ve  heard  our  c ry ;  you’ve  known our 

c ry :  mus ic ’s  f ie rce  compass ion  f lows  from 

you .  The  n ight  i s  res t less  w i th  the  sounds 

we hear,  i s  b roken ,  shaken by  the  c r ies  of 

pa in :  for  th i s  i s  mus ic ’s  inner  vo ice  say ing , 

yes ,  we hear  you ,  a l l  you  who cry  a loud .

And we wi l l  f l y,  answer ing  you :  so,  our 

l i ves  s ing ,  s ing  w i ld  we wi l l  f l y,  w i ld  in  sp i r i t 

we wi l l  f l y.  L i ke  a  feather  fa l l ing  from the 

wing ,  f rag i le  as  a  human vo ice  i s  a fra id , 

uncer ta in ,  a l i ve  to  love ,  we s ing  as  love , 

yet  our  f l ight  beg ins  as  song .

Rytmus
Hai l  Eve ,  you founta in  of  love .

You are  the  queen of  nob leness .

Flower of Beauty
She i s  my s lender,  smal l  love ,  my f low ’ r  o f 

beauty  fa i r.  From the  whi teness  of  her  l i t t le 

feet  to  the  sh in ing  of  her  ha i r.  More  fa i r 

she  i s  than Apr i l  ra in  on  daf fod i l  o r  t ree : 

she  i s  my s lender  smal l  love ,  my f low ’ r  o f 

beauty,  she .

I  know she  wa lks  in  the  even ing  down by 

the  r ivers ide .  And the  grasses  lean to  k i ss 

her  robes  who soon wi l l  be  my br ide .  More 

dear  to  me her  l i t t le  head than ear th  or 

sky  or  sea !  She  i s  my s lender  smal l  love ,  my 

f low ’ r  o f  beauty,  she .



Quel Augellin Che Canta
That  l i t t le  b i rd  wh ich  s ings  so  sweet ly 

and ga i ly  f l i es ,  now from the  f i r  to  the 

beech t ree ,  and now from the  beech to  the 

myrt le .  I f  he  had a  human mind ,  wou ld  say : 

I  burn  w i th  love ,  I  burn  w i th  love !

But  in  h i s  heart ,  he  burns  indeed and ca l l s 

to  h i s  be loved ,  who rep l ies  to  h im :  I  too  am 

burn ing  wi th  love !  How for tunate  you are , 

sweet  l i t t le  lov ing  b i rd !

Leonardo Dreams of His Flying Machine
I .

Leonardo Dreams of  H is  F ly ing  Mach ine . . . 

to rmented by  v i s ions  of  f l ight  and fa l l ing , 

more  wonderous  and ter r ib le  each than the 

las t ,  Master  Leonardo imagines  an  eng ine 

to  car ry  a  man up into  the  sun .  And as  he’s 

dreaming the  heavens  ca l l  to  h im,  sof t ly 

wh isper ing  the i r  s i ren-song :  “Leonardo . 

Leonardo,  v ien i  á  vo lare . ”  (“Leonardo . 

Leonardo,  come f ly. ” )  L’uomo co l le  sua 

cong iegn iate  e  grand i  a le ,  facc iendo forza 

cont ro  a l la  res i s tente  ar ia  (A man wi th 

w ings  la rge  enough and du ly  connected 

might  learn  to  overcome the  res i s tance  of 

the  a i r ) .

I I .

Leonardo Dreams of  H is  F ly ing  Mach ine . . .

as  the  cand les  burn  low he  paces  and 

wr i tes ,  re leas ing  purchased p igeons  one 

by  one into  the  go lden Tuscan sunr i se .  And 

as  he  dreams ,  aga in  the  ca l l ing ,  the  very 

a i r  i t se l f  g ives  vo ice :  “Leonardo,  Leonardo, 

v ien iá  vo lare . ”  (“Leonardo,  Leonardo, 

come f ly. ” )  V ic ina  a l l ’e lemento  de l  fuoco . . . 

(C lose  to  the  sphere  of  e lementa l  f i re . . . ) 

Scratch ing  qu i l l  on  c rumpled  paper,  rete , 

canna,  f i lo,  car ta  (net ,  cane ,  thread , 

paper) .  Images  of  w ing  and frame and 

fabr ic  fastened t ight ly. . .  su l la  suprema 

sot t i le  ar ia  ( . . .  in  the  h ighest  and rarest 

atmosphere) .

I I I .

Master  Leonardo Da V inc i  Dreams of 

H is  F ly ing  Mach ine . . .  as  the  midn ight 

watchtower  to l l s ,  over  roof top,  s t reet 

and dome,  the  t r iumph of  a  human be ing 

ascend ing  in  the  dreaming of  a  morta l 

man .  Leonardo s tee l s  h imse l f,  takes  one 

last  breath ,  and leaps . . .


