
Scintillating baroque..  Early Opera & 
                             Historical Productions 

       .. Serious fun                    Action! Action! Action! 
        www.TheHarpConsort.com 

 
 

PART 2 
 

Stefano Landi La Morte d’Orfeo  Libretto Translation with illustrations 
 

Orfeo is celebrating his birthday with a party of the gods; but he is killed by the Menadi at 
the command of Bacco, who wasn’t invited to the party; and then Giove transfers him to 
heaven.  
 
 



  



ACT FOUR 
 
Scene I The Gods leave Orfeo’s party. He becomes melancholy, and grieves for 

Euridice. 
 

 
 
401 Mercurio Senators of heaven, sovereign gods, for non-trivial reasons of celestial 
government, Giove expects you at the eternal parliament. 
 
402 Uno Therefore, be happy, illustrious semi-god. 
 
All the Gods together, whilst the cloud rises that carries them into heaven 
 
403 Gods Therefore, be happy, illustrious semi-god. Already, staying here for us is no 
longer allowed: therefore, be happy. 
 
404 Apollo This is your birthday’s happy last hour; enjoy it joyfully, whilst the stars 
applaud our singing.      
 

 
405 Orfeo Go to the sacred meeting of the government of 
the world, o great gods; and these shores and these beaches of 
mine, watch them sometimes with serene eyes.  
  



 
 
Alas! For at your departure, there departs from my heart all my joy, and my chest is 
encumbered with horror, fear and trouble. Up, sweetest lyre, make vanish this sudden 
sadness of mine. Up, with your singing entreat the earlier serenity to this dark heart! Ah, 
how my hand trembles… ah, the strings are mute… and I hear the unhappy disembodied 
ghost of Euridice who calls me. Where are you, my dear sweet wife? Where should I come? 
To the kingdom…. To the kingdom of dark death?  I’m coming, I will follow you.   
 
 

 
 
 
 
Ah, wretched me! I can’t open out one step, my feet are stuck. 
So I’m stuck in this dark bush, and I’ll give myself shelter with 
the gentle shade of this fatherly laurel-tree. 
 
 
 
  



Scene ii  
Furore and the crazed Menadi hunt for Orfeo to kill him. 
 
406 Maenads Bacco of Mount Nysa, the Liberator; Bacco, 
Bacco of Nysa; Bacco, Bacco, No-Worries; Jacko Bacco, the 
Thyrsus-carrier. 
 
407 Furore It has not yet really burst out, the fire, so it’s 
really time now to devour the entrails: Out! Out, Fury! What 
are you doing? Stab, stab with the thyrsus and uncover the 
sword, for if I’m not mistaken, look, close by is Orfeo! 
 
408 Maenads Bacco of Mount Nysa, the Liberator; Bacco, 
Bacco of Nysa; Bacco, Bacco, No-Worries; Jacko Bacco the 
Thyrsus-carrier. 
 
409 Maenad Stand still, companions, for I see - and I’m not deceived – a fierce 
wolf.  
 
410 Maenad Where has it gone to earth? 
 
411 Maenad In the dark head of that thorn-bush 
 
412 Maenad It’s not a wolf, nor a beast, and it looks 
like a man, even like our enemy Orfeo.  
 
413 Maenads Bacco of Mount Nysa, the Liberator; Bacco, 
Bacco of Nysa; Bacco, Bacco, No-Worries; Jacko Bacco the 
Thyrsus-carrier. 
 
414 Maenad So let’s kill him where he is hiding!  
 
415 Maenad So, to revenge! Let’s run quickly! 
 
416 Maenads Bacco of Mount Nysa, the Liberator; Bacco, 
Bacco of Nysa; Bacco, Bacco, No-Worries; Jacko Bacco the Thyrsus-carrier. 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Scene iii Calliope, Orfeo’s mother, is sad, and wants her son to console her. 
 
 
417 Calliope The desire to see my beloved son, makes me leave the pleasant hills of 
Pindo and Pireno. But that turbulent – alas! – pale liquid pouring out from my Hebro, not 
like usually, urges me to tears, to vent the sorrow. For in the midst of sweetness, bitterness 
is born; and hardly born, still in swaddling clothes, it impinges on my heart, that expert 
female-archer of sadness. O sweet, soft breezes, you who so happily whispering around go 
around spending a good time with Orfeo; tell him, that he should fly to this river, in order 
that his charming lyre should console me, and my sadness should die. 
 
  



Scene iv Fileno, as the messenger, tells her of Orfeo’s 
death. 
 
418 Fileno Pour out - alas! – most bitter eyes, most bitter 
streams that, gurgling, seek pity from destiny. 
 
419 Calliope Tell, Fileno, tell about your sadness. 
 
420 Fileno Tear, oh Mother, your hair; dress in brown, oh 
earth, your little flowers; and cover with the golden waves 
unhappy Hebro’s shining treasure.  
 
421 Calliope Alas! What weak sound, with sharpest 
darts impinges on my heart! Ah, voice, no, but thunder, from 
which the black horror of lightening frightens the soul! Speak, 
cruel one, and do not kill me endlessly in such sad tones. 

 
422 Fileno My sadness will speak, for I cannot. Tears and sighs will speak. These woods 
and these hills will speak, made loquacious at the sound of my suffering, and in the blood 
of Orfeo, (they are made) warm and soft. 
 
423 Calliope So, my sweet son lies in his own blood, he is made blood-red; oh, tell 
whatever the misfortune may be, and the bitter pain for me. 
 
424 Fileno I will tell, if sadness leaves my voice with any sound, any life in my heart. 
 
 
 
Under the shade of a beautifully garlanded laurel tree, in the 
lap of green and lovely little grasses; close to a little stream, to 
the chirping song of running, trickling waters; Orfeo was 
taking most elegant rest, slowing the pains of his constricted 
heart, and he made soft and sad songs that hardened the 
waves, softened the marble. 
 
There was the white column, the sun-tanned hand, for his rosy 
cheek a faithful support; he had his eyes turned upwards to 
heaven in vain, to heaven which is deaf to sighs and groans; 
the golden lyre made by insane grief to lie mute on the noisy 
beach, which Hebro bites into and bathes; and it seemed to 
say “Look at me, Orfeo, languishing at your languishing.”  
 
With soft tears and profound sighs he was remembering 
meanwhile, and cursed inexorable Fate, who took from the 
world his love (Euridice); and sighing, he said: “Cruel Fate, certainly you have cast me 
down to the bottom of a deep sea of unhappy tears.” He just wanted to say this, but 
interrupting the song and sadness, came the confused wailing of an armed gang. 
 
Orfeo turns his tearful eyes and sees coming towards him with thyrsus unsheathed the 
infuriated Maenads, and he really believes that he can placate the cruel hearts of these 
women. He takes the abandoned lyre and plucks the golden strings to bend the ears. But in 
vain his hand runs, the lyre sounds; for infuriated women have hearts of stone. 



So whilst his hand was sweetly playing – Ah, pitiless and more than harsh passion! – 
whilst with the sound the singing warbled, and from it the woods and heaven took delight, 
there arrived Fury where Love had been, between the soft feathers of his sun-tanned chest; 
where with thousands of blows, the wicked women wounded him, so that his soul and his 
singing together departed.      
 

425 Calliope Ah, grief, which kills me! Death, which with a 
dart that is easy to throw and slow to hold back, batters two 
lives and divides two souls. 
 
426 Fileno  Indeed, look, even Hebro, amongst his tears 
brings you, wrapped in linen, your child’s face; and seems to 
say to the waves in doubtful sound: you sing, whilst I am mute. 
 
427 Calliope Ah, what a sight! Ah, my son! Ah, heaven! 
Ah, gods! Ah, fate! You serve up to me life, to my son you give 
the most bitter death. Ah, my son! Who is killing you? Son, 
answer, oh son, that sun-tanned neck – ah! – who cut it? 

 
428 Fileno In the breast – 
alas! – of harsh women 
where the heart passes in 
cruelty; there Fury is born 
and grows suddenly. 
 
429 Calliope Harsh and 
ingrate women, certainly 
you will pay the penalty for 
your unjust sin, for my just 
grief. But who will return to 
me meanwhile the body and 
torso?  
 
430 Fileno Ah, the evil murderers cut him completely piece by piece, and the dripping 
limbs they now go about spreading from mountain to plain. 
 
431 Calliope I will go, then, before grief kills me; the innocent remains of my 
beloved I’ll gather with sighs, tears and pains. 
  



 
Scene v The Shepherds, Coro de Pastori, lament. 

 
432 Pastori Oh, everyone gathered together from shores 
and from mountains, in the rivers and fountains, buried 
sighs, you come reducing in wet humour; you come 
increasing with hearts full of sadness. 
 
433 Pastori He is dead – ah! – who weeps? He is dead – 
ah! – who cries?    The heart that surrounds the hopes of 
Thrace.  The lyre is mute, which drew the woods; which 
placated the furious wrath of beasts. 
 
434 Pastori It is mute – ah! – the lyre which conquered 
hell, which to the kingdom of anger brought sweet 
government; with tremulous accents it already brought to a 
halt the fury of the winds, the pride of the sea. 
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
435 Pastori Now lacerated and bloodless the child lies, that flower which languishes, cut 
by the sun; oh, spiteful sword! Oh, cruel hand! Oh how much you have poured out 
wormwood and gall! 

 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
ACT FIVE 

 
Here it is to be noted that by Orfeo is meant the ghost of Orfeo, he being already dead. 
 
Scene I The ghost of Orfeo arrives in Hell: Caronte, the boatman of Hell, is not 

happy to see him again. 
 
 
501 Orfeo Gracious shades of Avernus, thanks to the  
blocking of the beautiful lights of gold, which in the eternal 
orbits entwine the sun with splendid work, now you welcome 
me into the heart of this beautiful, pleasant beach, where 
amongst myrtles and amorous ferns, Euridice mingles in 
sweet calm her sighs will the mute sound of the river Lethe. 
 
Now what milder and more pious breeze is there, amongst 
these horrible countries, which by the direct route can convey 
quickly my burning sighs, and give news of me to my sweet 
Star; and tell her that Orfeo, not alive anymore, a disembodied 
ghost  but burning with the sweet rays, comes to her, and will 
never leave. 
 
 

 
502 Caronte What ghost do I hear in these caves of Avernus resounding sweetly? 
Others lugubrious and sad descend down here, for it’s heavy for them to leave heaven; this 
one rejoices! Now say, who are you? Ghost who sings to the sound of so many Alas! 
 
503 Orfeo Don’t you recognise Orfeo, Caronte? Look, I’ve arrived as a disembodied 
ghost, at the common port, where I already descended whilst alive. Now the prison is 
broken, I’ve got here dead; let me pass, please, to the other shore; and show me that field 
where, happy in the lap of thousands of flowers, Euridice rejoices. 
 
504 Caronte Once again you are dreaming! Still, as a cold ghost, you carry in your heart 
amorous fire. Euridice is staying in a place impenetrable and hidden. Just throw away 
amongst these shadows all your hopes, widowed inhabitant of the cold deserts. 



 
505 Orfeo Oh, don’t disturb, Caronte, with such harsh answers my joy. Just get me 
across the river, so that soon I will see on its horizon the living Sun dead, at my death rise 
again.  
 
506 Caronte Just go wandering around like a vagabond, desperate soul, to the other 
beach. There is no passage for you, no secure abode: until your lacerated and scattered 
body is re-united, buried and burnt.  
 
507 Orfeo Ah, hard and bitter voice! Ah, delay, even more bitter than death! 
 
 
Scene ii Mercurio introduces Orfeo to Euridice, who no longer recognises him. 

Caronte gives him the Water of Forgetfulness to drink. 
 
508 Mercurio What are you complaining about, Orfeo? 
And your sad brow? You tread with malignant footsteps the 
beaches of hell? Heaven is waiting for you, and you amongst 
eternal crying attempt the passage of painful exile? Leave the 
fields of death and the crying ghosts of hell; amongst the 
heavenly heroes you will have a shining throne, and your 
golden hair will shine with gold and with the burning rays.  
 
509 Orfeo Forgive me, Heaven’s happy Messenger. I prefer 
to suffer in Averno with Euridice, rather than without her in 
heaven to rejoice eternally. 
 
510 Mercurio Ah, you are dreaming, if you believe that 
Euridice still loves you and recognises you; amongst these 
smoky fields she drank a long forgetting of the ancient desire. 
Oh, with me to heaven, happy soul, come back! 

 
511 Orfeo Oh, let me first see my delightful wife, for whom I formed so many sweet 
sighs, for whom it was dear, happy to die. 
 
512 Mercurio You want her to disenchant your fury? Caronte, bring your boat alongside, 
now, now I will draw her out from Elysium. 
 
513 Caronte But you will not land, perverse soul! Just go 
around somewhere else, and give up singing, and learn to make, 
wretched soul, cries. And if you really still have the desire to sing, 
count the pauses of my oar. 
 
514 Orfeo Ah, unhappy Orfeo! Oh, spiteful fate! You hold me 
up as a horrible trophy, and give me death again, after death. 
 
  



515 Mercurio Look, here is your Euridice, look at her, 
Orfeo!  
 
516 Orfeo There is no more beautiful and lovely, whatever 
most lovely torches there may be in heaven. But really you are 
harsh, cruel, to keep my arms far away from my desire. 
 
517 Euridice Mercurio, who is this lunatic, who in the 
ice of death burns with love? 
 
518 Mercurio So, you don’t recognise the man who died 
for you, and who praises your beauty above every other? 
 
519 Orfeo Euridice, my love, here is Orfeo, who was already 
so dear (in former times) to your eyes; the famous semi-god. 
 
520 Euridice Oh, you are dreaming. Oh, you are mad. I didn’t know any Orfeo, never saw 
him ever, nor do I want to see him. I neither hate him nor love him. Remain in peace, I’m 
going back to the sweet rays of the happy Elysium, that’s what I desire. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
521 Orfeo Where are you fleeing to, cruel? Where do you 
leave me? Harsh, spiteful and wild, Euridice, Euridice! 
 
522 Mercurio Now she is not what she was, your wife, 
wretched lover. But don’t fear, drink safely the foaming liquid 
that I offer you, and you will see, made serene again in your 
mind, the rays. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
523 Caronte Drink, drink safely the foaming liquid, which from Lethe peacefully 
floods. Let everyone who is thirsty drink, the serene liquor of Lethe. No more death, no 
more destiny, free from sorrow, full of pleasure. Let everyone who is thirsty come and 
drink! 
 
Drink, drink these crystals, which flow along through the valleys. Drink this silver, which 
will not make you suffer torment. No more death, no more destiny, free from sorrow, full 
of pleasure. Let everyone who is thirsty come and drink! 
 
Drink, drink this liquor, whoever feels wounded in the heart. Let him drink, who wants 
from his heart amongst the troubles to feel delight. No more death, no more destiny, free 
from sorrow, full of pleasure. Let everyone who is thirsty come and drink! 
  
524 Orfeo Oh how pure, serene, how sweet and clear light dawns on the soul! No cloud 
of sorrow, nor toxic anger, nor storm of fury any more moves around my heart, and I am 
not pressed by love’s heavy load. 
 
525 Mercurio Now, follow my flight, happy soul, to the sublime sphere. Now at last 
should be made to die that pleasure which gives life to your desire. 
 
 
 
 
 
526 Caronte So many times in Hell, and you return, 
and you leave, soul that is fond of singing, and in singing 
an obstinate magician! Now leave once and for all, and 
don’t return, neither to look, nor to sing. For if you return, 
for sure I promise you by the spirit of Aletto to chase you 
into a corner, made an immobile hulk with the stick. 
 
  



Scene iii Shepherds, Coro de Pastori, and gods Coro de Dei, salute Orfeo’s arrival 
in heaven. Giove welcomes him, and Fosforo leads the celebrations. 

 
527 Pastori Still fog clouds our minds; cease, cease – alas! – with long, bitter grief  to 
disturb heaven’s most serene rays. Orfeo is already not dead, but lives in heaven, as a 
celestial semi-god.  
 

 
 

Two from the choir of Shepherds, whilst the heaven opens 
 
528 Pastori   Look, amongst the most beautiful divine flights of heaven, how now 
lightening and shining torches make orbit, flashing at the golden hair. And it seems that 
the Starry Lyre pacifies Giove’s thundering and lightning anger.  
 
529 Pastori No more, no more laments; no more, no more complaints!  The rays are not 
extinguished, they have arrived in heaven as a lucky veil. Orfeo lives again, not on earth, 
but on the ethereal shores. 
 

 
 
  



530 Giove There from the centre to the most luminous throne of heaven, amongst 
fortunate heroes, Orfeo, here you may rest, a new god for Thrace, for the beaches of Eoi. 
And already, incline your ears, and piously gather mortals’ wishes and chase away their 
difficulties. In heaven, on earth meanwhile, let there be heard happy and festive and sweet 
song. Fosforo, you who in heaven are the first to announce the day, give a propitious start 
to the ornamented singing. 
 

 
 
531 Fosforo  Come, oh beautiful stars, shining servant-girls of the sun! Decorate 
blonde hair and golden tresses for our semi-god of the beautiful rubies.  
 

 
 
532 Gods Orfeo is already not dead, but lives in heaven, as a 
celestial semi-god.  
 
533 Fosforo You, rich Spring, treasure-holder of flowers, 
of crocus and buttercups, of white lilies and roses; weave for 
Orfeo a beautiful mantle. 
 
534 Gods & Shepherds Oh glorious god, oh fortunate hero, 
happy semi-god! 
  



 
535 Fosforo And 
you, Graces, who unburden 
heaven from the dark veil, 
with your eternal lights, 
make serene again the sight 
for our Orfeo, who burns 
above all other. 
 
536 Shepherds Orfeo 
lives again, not on earth, but 
on the ethereal shores. 
 
 
 
 
 
537 Fosforo But you, singing divas, not be too lazy to 
sing! With clear and sweet accents, make heard on earth 
resounding caves and chirping winds.  
 
538 Gods & Shepherds Fortunate semi-god, as the prize for 
your singing you have in heaven a starry robe, eternal glory, an 
equal trophy. Fortunate semi-god! 
 
 
539 Gods To heaven you ascend with singing wings, taking 
away from death, by dying, its passions. Now singing of heaven, 
ornamented with stars, you soften Fate, when he is harsh.  
 
540    Gods & Shepherds Oh glorious god, oh fortunate 
hero, happy semi-god! Fortunate semi-god, as the prize for your 
singing you have in heaven a starry robe, eternal glory, an equal 
trophy. Fortunate semi-god! 
 
 
  



           
          
  



 
 
 
  



 


