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Translations 
 
Per la gloria d'adorarvi 
 
For the glory of adoring you 
I want to love you, o eyes dear 
Loving, I will suffer, but always you I will love 
I will suffer but you I will love, dear light 
 
Without hope of pleasure 
Vain affection it is to sigh 
But your sweet glances 
Who can ever admire you and not love you? 
I will suffer but you I will love, dear light 
 
Aurore- Dawn 
 
The stars fly away from the gardens of the night, 
Like golden bees that attract an invisible honey 
And the dawn, far away, spreading the purity of its canvas, 
Weaves with silver threads the sky's blue cloak 
 
From the garden of my heart that a slow dream inebriates 
My desires fly away on the footsteps of the morning 
Like a weightless swarm, that on the copper horizon 
calls a plaintive song, eternal and far away. 
 
They fly at your feet, stars chased by clouds, 
Exiled from the golden sky where your beauty flowers 
And, looking towards you for unknown roads,  
Mix with the newborn day their dying clearness. 
 
Dedication- Widmung 
 
You my soul, you my heart 
You my joy, O you my pain 
You the world in which I live 
My Heaven, you, in which I float 
O You my grave, in which 
My grief is buried. 
 
You are rest, you are peace 
You are from heaven bestowed to me 
That you love me makes me worthy of you 
Your gaze transfigures me; 
You make me love beyond myself 
My good ghost/spirit, my better self! 
 


