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Russian Romances & Ballads
Coached by Djordje Nesic

Pyotr lllych Tchaikovsky

Métp Nabny YankoBCcKKI

(1840-1893) Yichun Liu, soprano
Nanjala Musundi, pianist

To forget so soon (3a6bITb Tak CKOPO)

Text by Aleksei Nikolayevich Apukhtin

Translation by Sofia Peycheva

3abbITb Tak ckopo, Boxe Mo,

Bcé cuacTbe XM3HU NPOXMUTON!

Bce Haluu BCTpeun, pa3roBophl,
3abbITb Tak CKOPO, 3abbITb TaK CKOPO!

3abbITb BOAHEHbSI MEPBLIX AHEW,
CBuUAAHbA Yac B TEHW BETBEN,

Ouei HeMble pPas3roBopbl,

3abbITh Tak CKOPO, 3abbITh TaK CKOPO!

3abbiTb, KaK NOAHAS AyHa

Ha Hac rasaena 3 okHa,

Kak KOAbIXaAacb TUXO LUTOPA...
3abbITb TaK CKOPO, 3abbITb TaK CKOPO!

3abbITb At060Bb, 3a6bITb MEYTHI,

3a06bITb T€ KAATBbI - MOMHWLLIb Thbl? -

B HOUHYIO macMmypHyo nopy?

3abbITb Tak CKOPO, Tak ckopo! boxe moi!

To forget so soon, oh, God!
all the happiness we had together!
All our meetings, our talks!
To forget so soon, so soon!

To forget the excitements of our first days together,
Our meetings in the shadow of branches,

Mute talks between our eyes!

To forget so soon! So soon!

To forget how the full moon

Was looking at us through the window,
How the curtains fluttered -

To forget so soon! To forget so soon!

To forget our love, our dreams,

Our vows! Do you remember?

The ones we said during the dark and cloudy night?
To forget so soon! To forget so soon! Oh, God!



Pyotr lllych Tchaikovsky
Métp Uabnuy YankoBCKMI
(1840-1893)

In the midst of the ball (Cpeab LymHoro 6ana)

Xingyu Liu, tenor
Yugiao Pei, pianist

Text by Aleksei Konstantinovich Tolstoy

Translation by Laura Prichard

Cpeab LWyMHoro 6ana, cAyvaiHo,
B TpeBore MUpcKon cyeThl,

Teba a yBUAEA, HO TaliHa

TBOW NOKPbIBAAa YEPTHI.

AULb 0UM NEYANBHO TASAEAM,

A roAOC TaK AMBHO 3BYUaA,

Kak 3BOH OTAQAEHHOM CBUpPEAU,
Kak mops [urpatowmi]t Ban.

MHe cTaH TBOM NOHPaBUACS TOHKUI
M Becb TBOM 3aAyMUMBbIN BUA,

A cmMex TBOW, M FPYCTHbIN, U 3BOHKWUN,
C Tex Nop B MOEM CEPALIE 3BYUMUT.

B yacbl 0pAMHOKKME HOUM
AOOALO 1, YCTaAbIN, MPUAEYD;
A BUXY NeYanbHbIE 04,
7 CAbILLY BECEAYIO peub,

M rpycTHO £, rpyCTHO Tak 3acbinato,
M B rpésax HEBEAOMbIX CMAL...
AtobAto AM TeDS, A He 3Halo,

Ho kaxeTcsa MHe, UTo AtoOAHO!

Sergei Rachmaninoff
Cepren PaxmaHWHOB
(1873-1943)

In the midst of a noisy ball, by chance,
Among the tumultuous whirl of life,

| caught a glimpse of you, but mystery
Veiled your features.

Your eyes betrayed your sadness,
But your voice rang out divinely,

Like the sound of distant pipes,

Or like the dancing waves of the sea.

| was entranced by your slender form,
Your pensive expression,

And your laughter, both sad and ringing,
Since then, echoes in my heart.

During the lonely hours of night
| love to lie down, to rest;

| see those sad eyes,

| hear that merry laugh,

And oh so wistfully, | drift off,

And sink into mysterious dreams...
Do | love you? | don’t know,

But it seems like | do!

All I once gladly owned (Bc& oTHAA y MeHS)

Qinyi Qi, mezzo-soprano
Linus Luo, pianist

Text by Sergei Vasil’'yevich Rachmaninov

Translation by Carl Ratner

Bcé oTHAA y MeHs KasHsawmi bor, -
3A0POBbE, CUAY, BOAU, BO3AYX, COH.
OpaHy Tebs npu MHe ocTaBuA OH,
Utob a Emy eLlé MOAUTLCSA MOT.

The punishing God took everything | had,
Health, strength, will, breath, sleep.

You alone He left to me

So that | might still pray to Him.



Alexander Alyabyev
AnekcaHAp ArsibbeB ConoBeit
(1787-1851)

Text by Anton Delvig
Translation by Emily Ezust

ConoBeit MOM, CONOBEH,
lonocucCTbI conoBen!

Thl KyAQ, KyAQ AETULLDb,

F'Ae BCIO HOUKY nponoeLlb?
Kro-To 6epHasn, Kak 1,
Houb npocayliaet Tebs,

He cmblkatoumn ouei,
YTonatouu B cae3ax?

Pyotr lllych Tchaikovsky
MNétp Uabnu YankoBCKMI
(1840-1893)

The nightingale (ConoBeW)

Yinxuan Zhu, soprano

Ke Sun, pianist

My nightingale, nightingale

Sweet-voiced nightingale!

To where are you flying?

Where will you sing all night?

Will some other unfortunate maiden like me
Listen to you tonight,

Unable to close her eyes,

Drowning in tears?

Only the one who knows longing (HeT, TOAbKO TOT, KTO 3HaA)

Zhiyi Mao, mezzo-soprano

Yuyue Zhou, pianist

Text by Johann Wolfgang von Goethe
Russian Translation by Lev Mey
English Translation by Lawrence Snyder

Nur wer die Sehnsucht kennt
Weif3, was ich leide!

Allein und abgetrennt

Von aller Freude

Seh ich an's Firmament
Nach jener Seite.

Ach, der mich liebt und kennt,
Ist in der Weite.

Es schwindelt mir, es brennt
Mein Eingeweide.

Nur wer die Sehnsucht kennt
Weif3, was ich leide!

HeT, TOABKO TOT, KTO 3HaA
CBunaaHbA, Xaxay,
MoMMET, KaK A cTpapan
N Kak s cTpaxay.

[ASIXXY 51 BAQAb... HET CUA,
TyCKHeeT 0OKo...

AX, KTO MeHS A0OUA

M 3Han - paneko!

AX, TOABKO TOT, KTO 3HaA
CBunaaHbA, Xaxay,
MoMMET, KaK A cTpapan
N Kak s cTpaxay.

Bcsa rpyab ropur... KTo 3Haa
CBunaaHbSA Xaxay,

MoMMET, KaK A cTpapan

N Kak s cTpaxay.

Only one who knows longing
Knows what | suffer!

Alone and cut off

From all joy,

| look into the firmament

In that direction.

Ah! he who loves and knows me
Is far away.

| am reeling,

My entrails are burning.
Only one who knows longing
Knows what | suffer!



Pyotr lllych Tchaikovsky
MNétp Uabnuy YankoBCKMI
(1840-1893)

Text by Heinrich Heine

Russian Translation by Lev Mey

Why? (Op. 6) (Otuero?)

Si Won Park, soprano
Aidan Tang, pianist

English Translation by Emily Ezust

Warum sind denn die Rosen so
blaf3?

O sprich mein Lieb warum?
Warum sind denn im grinen Gras
Die blauen Veilchen so stumm?

Warum singt denn mit so
klaglichem Laut,

Die Lerche in der Luft?
Warum steigt denn aus dem
Balsamkraut

Verwelkter Blutenduft?

Warum scheint denn die Sonn'
auf die Au,

So kalt und verdrief3lich herab?
Warum ist denn die Erde so grau,
Und 6de wie ein Grab?

Warum bin ich selbst so krank
und so trub?

Mein liebes Liebchen sprich

O sprich mein herzallerliebstes
Lieb,

Warum verlieflest du mich?

Sergei Rachmaninoff
Cepren PaxmaHWHOB
(1873-1943)

Text by Glafira Adol'fovna Galina

Translation by Emily Ezust

3A€eCb XOPOLLO... B3rasHn, Baanm
OrHéMm ropur peka;

LIBETHbIM KOBPOM Ayra AErAM,
BenetoT obAaka.

3AECb HET AHOAEMN... 3AECH TULLIMHA.
3A€ecb TOAbKO bor aa .

LiBeTbl, Aa cTapas cocHa,

Aa Tbl, MeyTa Mosl...

Otuero nobaeapHeAa BECHOM
MNblLWHOLBETHAA po3a cama?
OTtyero noa 3eAéHOM TpaBOM
ronybasi puanka Hema?

OTuero Tak NevyanbHo 3BYYMT
MecHs NTUUKK, Hecsch B Hebeca?
OTuero Hap AyramMu BUCUT
norpebanbHbIM MOKPOBOM poca?

Otuero B Hebe CoAHLe C yTpa
XOAOAHO M TEMHO, Kak 3MMOI?
OTtyero 1 3emAs BcA cblpa

W YrptOMeN MOTUAbI CAMOR?

OTuero A 1 cam Bce rpycTHem

1 6oAE3HEHHEN AEHb OTO AHA?
OTuero, 0, CKaXxm MHe CKOpeW Thl,
NOKWHYB, 3abblAna MeHS?

How fair this spot (3aecb xopoLLo)

Mary Katherine Stewart, soprano

Kaiwei Xiao, pianist

Why are the roses so pale?

o speak, my love, why?

Why in the green grass

are the blue violets so silent?

Why with such a lamenting voice
does the lark sing in the sky?
Why from the balsam weed does
there rise

the scent of wilting blossoms?

Why does the sun shine down on
the meadow,

so coldly and morosely?

Why is the earth so gray

and desolate like a grave?

Why am | myself so ill and dull?
My lovely darling speak,

O speak, my heart's most
beloved love,

why have you abandoned me?

How nice it is here... Look - far away,
The river is a blaze of fire;

The meadows lie like carpets of colour
The clouds are white.

Here there is no one... Here it is silent...
Here is only God and I,

The flowers, the old pine tree,

And you, my dream!



Sergei Rachmaninoff My sorrow | have grown to love (lMoAo6uraa s Ha Nevanb CBOLO)
Cepren PaxmaHWHOB
(1873-1943) Zhiyi Mao, mezzo-soprano

Yuyue Zhou, pianist

Text by Aleksey Nikolachev Pleshcheyev

Translation by Anne Evans

Montobuna 1,

Ha nevanb cBOIO,
CHUPOTUHYLLKY
bBectanaHHoro.

YX Takasa AOAS
MHe Bbinana!
Pasayunamn Hac
AOAM CUABHBIE;
YBe3Aau ero,

Caann B pekpyTbl...
N conpatkom 1,
OaMHOKOM 1,
3HaTb, B UyXo0i usbe
U coctapetocs...
YXX Takasa AOAS
MHe BbiNana.

Sergei Rachmaninoff
Cepren PaxmaHWHOB
(1873-1943)

Text by Glafira Adol'fovna Galina
Translation by Anne Evans

Y MOero okHa yepemyxa LIBETET,

LiBeTeT 3aAyMUMBO MOA PM30M cepebpurcToil...

N BETKOW CBEXEN U AYLLUCTOM

CKAOHMAACH U 30BET...

E€ TpeneLuyLmx

BO3AYLLHbIX AEMECTKOB

7 papOCTHO AOBAKD BECEAOE AbIXaHbe,

Mx chapkuid apomat TYMaHUT MHE CO3HaHbe,
M necHu o Ato6BK OHK NMOKOT 6E3 CAOB...

To my sorrow

| have grown to love
my wretched

little orphan.

That is the fate

which has befallen me.
Powerful people
separated us...

They took him away

to be a recruit...

a soldier's wife,

a lonely soul,

it seems that | shall grow old
in a stranger's home.
That is the fate

which has befallen me.

At my window (Y mMoero okHa)

Yinxuan Zhu, soprano
Ke Sun, pianist

Before my window a cherry tree flowers,
blossoming dreamily in white bridal robes,
its fragrant silvery branches gently sway,
and rustling call to me...

| draw down the quivering blossoms

and lost in rapture breathe in

their sweet fragrance, until their

heady sweetness makes my senses reel,
as they sing a wordless song of love.



Pyotr lllych Tchaikovsky
MNétp Uabnuy YankoBCKMI
(1840-1893)

Text by Daniil Maximovich Rathaus
Translation by Leonid Gulchin

CHOBa, Kak npexae, OAUH,
CHoBa 06bAT 51 TOCKOW
CMOTpUTCA TONOAb B OKHO,
Becb 03apEHHbIN AYHOM
CMOTpUTCA TOMOAb B OKHO
LLlenuyT 0 Uem TO AUCTBI

B 3Be3pax ropat Hebeca
F'ae Tenepb, MUAaSA, Thbl?
Bcé, uto TBOPMTCH CO MHOM,
A nepepatb He 6epych.
Apyr! noMoAnCh 3a MeHs,
A 3a 768 yX MOAIOCh!

Once again, as before (CHoBa, kaK Npexae, OAMH)

Qinyi Qi, mezzo-soprano
Linus Luo, pianist

| am alone again, as before,

And again unbearable anguish oppresses my heart.

The poplar is looking at my window
[llumined by the Moon

The poplar is looking at my window,

The leaves are whispering about something,
The sky is full of shining stars,

Darling, where are you now?

I am not able to tell everything,

What's going on with me.

My friend, please, pray the God for me,
Since | am already praying for you.

Sergei Rachmaninoff

Cepren PaxmaHWHOB

(1873-1943) Yichun Liu, soprano
Yugiao Pei, pianist

Spring waters (BeceHHue BOAbI)

Text by Fyodor Ivanovich Tyutchev
Translation by Sergey Rybin

Ewé B nonax 6eneer cHer,

A BOAbI YK BECHOM LUYMSAT —
Beryt n 6yaaT COHHbIN Bper,
BeryT, n 6AeLLyT, U rAacAr...

OHM raacaT BO BCE KOHLbI:
«BecHa MAET, BecHa MAET!
Mbl MOAOAOW BECHbI FOHLIbI,
OHa Hac BbiCAana BNepeEA.

BecHa na€éTt, BecHa MaeT!

M TUXKX, TENABIX MANCKUX AHEN
PyMsAHbIN, CBETAbIM XOPOBOA
ToAnuTCA Beceno 3a Heil...

The fields are still whitened with snow,

But the waters already roar with Spring.
They rush and awaken the sleepy riverbank,
They rush, and sparkle, and proclaim...

They proclaim to all corners of the earth:
“Spring is coming, Spring is coming!

We are the heralds of the young Spring,
She has sent us forward!”

Spring is coming, Spring is coming,
And the quiet, warm days of May

In a bright and glowing round dance
Bustle joyfully behind her.



Sergei Rachmaninoff
Cepren PaxmaHWHOB

In the silent secretive night (B MoAYaHbW HOYM TaiHOM)

(1873-1943) Mary Katherine Stewart, soprano
Kaiwei Xiao, pianist

Text by Afanasy Afanas’yevich Fet
Translation by Sergey Rybin

0, AoAro Byay A1, B MOAYAHBM HOUM TAHON,
KoBapHbIit AeneT TBOW, YAbIOKY, B30P CAyYanHbIN,
MepcTtam NOCAYLLHYHO BOAOC, BOAOC TBOMX MYCTYHO
npsiAb,

N3 MbICAE€I U3FOHSATb, U CHOBA MPU3bIBaTh;
AbILLIA NOPbLIBUCTO, OAMH, HUKEM HE 3PUMbIH,
Aocaabl M CTbiAa PyMSIHAMW NAAUMBbIH,

MNcKaTb XOTA OAHOWM 3arap0yHOM YepThbl

B cnoBax, KOTOpble MPOM3HOCKAA Thl;

LlenTtaTb 1 NONpaBAATb OblAblE BblpaXeHbs
Peueit Moux ¢ TOBOM, UCMOAHEHHbIX CMYLLIEHBS,
N B onbsAHEHUK, HANEpPEKop ymy,

3aBETHbIM UMEHEM BYAWUTb HOUHYHO TbMY.

Oh, for a long while, in the silence of the mysterious
night,

Your beguiling murmur, smile, fleeting glance,

A luscious strand of your hair, obedient to my fingers,
Will | banish from my thoughts - but then recall again;
Breathing impulsively, alone, unseen by anyone,
Blushing and burning with vexation and shame,

| will search for secret messages

In the words you uttered;

Whisper and reconsider the phrases

Of my embarrassed conversations with you,

And, as if intoxicated, against all reason,

With your cherished name awaken the nightly
darkness.



Songs of The Romantic Period
Coached by Jinhee Park

Franz Liszt
(1811-1886)

O lieb, so lang du lieben kannst, S.298

Aria Jo, soprano

Jiayin Li, piano

Text by Ferdinand Feiligrath
Translation by Thomas Ang

O lieb, so lang du lieben kannst!

O lieb, so lang du lieben magst!

Die Stunde kommt, die Stunde kommt,
Wo du an Grabern stehst und klagst.

Und sorge, dafd dein Herz gluht
Und Liebe hegt und Liebe tragt,
So lang ihm noch ein ander Herz
In Liebe warm entgegenschlagt.

Und wer dir seine Brust erschlief3t,
O tu ihm, was du kannst, zu lieb!
Und mach ihm jede Stunde froh,
Und mach ihm keine Stunde triib.

Und hite deine Zunge wohl,

Bald ist ein bdses Wort gesagt!

O Gott, es war nicht bos gemeint, -
Der andre aber geht und klagt.

Johannes Brahms
(1833-1897)

O love, love as long as you can!

O love, love as long as you will!

The time will come, the time will come,
When you will stand grieving at the grave.

And let it be that your heart glows
And nurtures and carries love,

As long as another heart is still
Warmly bestruck by love for you!

And to one who spills his breast to you,
O to him, do what you can, in Love!
And make him happy for each moment,
And never let him be sad for one!

And guard your tongue tightly,

In case any slight escapes your mouth!
O God, it was not meant that way, -
But the other recoils, hurt and sighing.

Die Mainacht, Op.43 No.2

Samantha Paredes, soprano
Ruigiao Yang, piano

Text by Ludwig Heinrich Christoph Holty
Translation by Emily Ezust

Wann der silberne Mond durch die Gestrauche blinkt,
Und sein schlummerndes Licht Gber den Rasen
streut,

Und die Nachtigall fl6tet,

Wandl' ich traurig von Busch zu Busch.

Uberhiillet von Laub, girret ein Taubenpaar
Sein Entziicken mir vor; aber ich wende mich,
Suche dunklere Schatten,

Und die einsame Thrane rinnt.

Wann, o lachelndes Bild, welches wie Morgenroth
Durch die Seele mir stralt, find' ich auf Erden dich?
Und die einsame Thrane

Bebt mir heisser die Wang' herab.

When the silver moon twinkles through the bushes,
And dusts the grass with its sleepy light,

And the nightingale pipes like a flute,

| wander mournfully from bush to bush.

Surrounded with leaves, a pair of doves coos
Their delight to me, but | turn away,

Seeking darker shadows,

And a solitary tear flows.

O smiling image that, like the red light of morning,
Shines through my soul, when will | find you on earth?
And the solitary tear

Trembles more warmly on my cheek.



Johannes Brahms
(1833-1897)

Text by Heinrich Heine
Translation by Emily Ezust

Der Tod, das ist die kihle Nacht,
Das Leben ist der schwule Tag.
Es dunkelt schon, mich schlafert,
Der Tag hat mich mid gemacht.

Uber mein Bett erhebt sich ein Baum,
Drin singt die junge Nachtigall;

Sie singt von lauter Liebe -

Ich hér es sogar im Traum.

H.T. Burleigh
(1866-1949)

Text by Laurence Hope

Der Tod, das ist die kihle Nacht, Op.96 No.1

Xuru Wang, soprano
Yanxin Wang, piano

Death is the cool night;

Life is the sultry day.

It is growing dark already, and | feel drowsy,
The day has made me weary.

Above my bed stands a tree

In which the young nightingale sings;
It sings of sonorous love -

And | even hear it in my dreams.

Worth While

Moses Park, tenor
Yuran Gong, piano

| asked of my desolate shipwrecked soul

“Wouldst thou rather never have met

The one whom thou lovedst beyond control

And whom thou adorest yet?”

Back from the senses, the heart, the brain,

Came the answer swiftly thrown,

“What matter the price? We would pay it again,
We have had, we have loved, we have known!”



Richard Strauss Allerseelen, Op.10 No.8
(1864-1949)

Text by Hermann von Gilm
Translation by Richard Stokes

Stell auf den Tisch die duftenden Reseden, Set on the table the fragrant mignonettes,
Die letzten roten Astern trag herbei, Bring in the last red asters,

Und lafd uns wieder von der Liebe reden, And let us talk of love again

Wie einst im Mai. As once in May.

Gib mir die Hand, daf} ich sie heimlich drlicke, Give me your hand to press in secret,

Und wenn man’s sieht, mir ist es einerlei, And if people see, | do not care,

Gib mir nur einen deiner sifien Blicke, Give me but one of your sweet glances
Wie einst im Mai. As once in May.

Es bliht und duftet heut auf jedem Grabe, Each grave today has flowers and is fragrant,
Ein Tag im Jahr ist ja den Toten frei, One day each year is devoted to the dead;
Komm an mein Herz, daf’ ich dich wieder habe, Come to my heart and so be mine again,
Wie einst im Mai. As once in May.

Clara Schumann Ich stand in dunkeln Traumen, Op.13 No.1

(1819-1896)

Hongcen He, soprano
Keer Zhang, piano

Text by Heinrich Heine
Translation by Emily Ezust

Ich stand in dunkeln Traumen | stood in gloomy daydreams

Und starrte ihr Bildni3 an, and gazed at her portrait,

Und das geliebte Antlitz and that well-beloved countenance
Heimlich zu leben begann. began furtively to come to life.

Um ihre Lippen zog sich About her lips there seemed to glide
Ein Lacheln wunderbar, a wondrous smile,

Und wie von Wehmuthsthranen and, as if they were about to fill with nostalgic tears,
Erglanzte ihr Augenpaar. her eyes glistened.

Auch meine Thranen flossen And my tears flowed

Mir von den Wangen herab - down my cheeks -

Und ach, ich kann's nicht glauben, and ah, | cannot believe

Daf} ich Dich verloren hab'! that | have lost you!



Giuseppe Verdi Non t’accostare all’'urna

(1813-1901)

Text by Jacopo Vittorelli
Translation by Will Crutchfield

Non t'accostar all'Urna,
Che l'osse mie rinserra,
Questa pietosa terra
E sacra al mio dolor.

Ricuso i tuoi giacinti,

Non voglio i tuo pianti,
Che giovan agli estinti
Due lagrime, due fior?

Empia! Dovevi allor
Porgermi un fil d'aita,
Quando traea la vita
In grembo dei sospir.

A che d'inutil pianto
Assordi la foresta?
Rispetta un'Ombra mesta,
E lasciala dormir.

Siyuan Li, mezzo soprano
Liangji Song, piano

Do not draw near the urn
that encloses my ashes;
this merciful ground

is sacred to my sorrow.

| despise your grief;

| refuse your wreaths of hyacinth.
What use to the departed

are a pair of tears or of flowers?

Evil woman! you should

have given me a thread of help
while | bore my life

in anxiety and sighs!

Why deafen the forest
with useless weeping?
Respect a dolorous shade,
and let it sleep.

Franz Liszt Pace non trovo, S.270/1

(1811-1886)

Text by Francesco Petrarca
Translation by Sir Thomas Wyatt

Pace non trovo, et non ¢ da far guerra;

e temo, et spero; et ardo, et son un ghiaccio;
et volo sopra 'l cielo, et giaccio in terra;

et nulla stringo, et tutto 'l mondo abbraccio.

Tal m'a in pregion, che non m'apre né serra,
né per suo mi riten né scioglie il laccio;

et non m'ancide Amore, et non mi sferra,
né mi vuol vivo, né mi trae d'impaccio.

Veggio senza occhi, et non 0 lingua et grido;
et bramo di perir, et cheggijo aita;
et 0 in odio me stesso, et amo altrui.

Pascomi di dolor, piangendo rido;
egualmente mi spiace morte et vita:
in questo stato son, donna, per voi.

Yaqi Zhang, soprano
Bazyli Siwek, piano

| find no peace, and all my war is done.

| fear and hope. | burn and freeze like ice.

| fly above the wind, yet can | not arise;

And nought | have, and all the world | season.

That loseth nor locketh holdeth me in prison
And holdeth me not--yet can | scape no wise -
Nor letteth me live nor die at my device,

And yet of death it giveth me occasion.

Without eyen | see, and without tongue | plain.
| desire to perish, and yet | ask health.
| love another, and thus | hate myself.

| feed me in sorrow and laugh in all my pain;
Likewise displeaseth me both life and death,
And my delight is causer of this strife.



