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Nacqui all'affanno e al pianto,
Soffrì tacendo il core;
Ma per soave incanto
Dell'età mia nel fiore,
Come un baleno rapido
La sorte mia, la sorte mia cangiò.

No, no! tergete il ciglio :
Perchè tremar, perchè?
A questo sen volate,
Figlia, sorella, amica,
Tutto, tutto, tutto, tutto trovate in me.
Padre, sposo, amico, oh istante!

Non più mesta accanto al fuoco
Starò sola a gorgheggiar, no!
Ah fu un lampo, un sogno, un gioco
Il mio lungo palpitar.





Born to a life that was lonely,
I knew no moment of pleasure;
It was through love, yes, love only,
I found my joy and my treasure.
Quickly as lightning in a storm,
Love raised me up and gave me one for my own,
Quickly as lightning in a storm,
Love raised me up, yes, love raised me up to a throne.

No, no!  I’ll have no weeping.
Don’t be afraid, of me.
Give me your hands, and let me now embrace you.
Daughter, companion, and sister,
Daughter, sister, and companion,
Before you, you now shall see.

Now no longer by the cinders shall I sing my plaintive song, no.
Like the daylight, joy has risen on a night so sad and long.
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