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An Evening of Chamber Opera

Actéon Libretto

Allons, marchons, courons…




Est confondu parmy les ombres.

	FIN.
	SCENE ONE

[The action takes place in the valley of Gargaphie.]

[Sound of the hunt after the overture.]

CHORUS OF HUNTERS

Let us go, march, run, hasten our steps.

Let the sun’s ardor which burns our countryside;

Let not the difficult path to the highest mountains

Delay us in our fine plan.

ACTAEON

Goddess for whom I breathe,

Gentle Queen of the forests,

We chase the bear which desecrates your empire

And it is to sacrifice it to your divine charms

That the hunt draws us here.

Direct our steps, guide our darts,

Goddess for whom I breathe,

Gentle Queen of the forests.

TWO HUNTSMEN
Your wishes are granted, and in a soft murmur

Emanating from this wood, the heavens assure you,

Let us follow this good omen.

CHORUS OF HUNTERS

Let us go, march, run…

SCENE TWO

DIANA

Nymphs, let us retire to this charming grove.

The crystal of these pure waters,

The sweet song of little birds,

The cool and the shade under these green boughs,

Will make us forget our hard work.

This stream, far from the noise of the world, 

Offers us its waves,

Let us relax in this silver tide,

No mortal would dare to attempt

To surprise us here.

Let us not be at all afraid to admire the reflection of our beauty.

CHORUS OF NYMPHS

Charming fountain, 

How sweet is your fate!

Our beloved queen 

Confides in you. 

Of such an opportunity 

The rivers Hydaspes and Tagus 

Must surely be jealous.

DAPHNE AND HYALE

Stay far from this place, all worldly hearts!

Lovers, shun this beautiful sojourn,

Your sighs and the name of love

Would mar Diana’s bathing.

Our hearts, in the peace of this retreat, 

Taste true happiness.

Take care, unwelcome lovers, 

Not to disturb perfect sweetness.

ARETHUSA

Ah! How much languor one avoids

When one succeeds in escaping the fires

Which love, tyrant of hearts,

Lights in weak souls!

Ah! How much languor one avoids

When one despises his fires!

CHORUS OF NYMPHS

Ah! How much languor one avoids

When one despises his fires!

ARETHUSA

The things he promises us 

Only look good.

Let us not allow,

His deceitful wiles,

To flatter our credulous hope.

Ah! How much languor one avoids

When one despises his fires!

CHORUS OF NYMPHS

Ah! How much languor one avoids

When one despises his fires!

ARETHUSA

To lure us into his chains

He covers his traps with flowers, 

Nymphs, arm yourselves with rigor 

And you will render these ruses in vain. 

Ah! How much languor one avoids

When one succeeds in escaping the flames 

Which love, tyrant of hearts, 

Lights in weak souls!

Ah! How much languor one avoids

When one despises his fires!

CHORUS OF NYMPHS

Ah! How much languor one avoids

When one despises his fires!

SCENE THREE

ACTAEON

Friends, the shortened shadows

Show on our flowered plains

Show that the sun has made half its turn.

Work has obliged me to rest…

Leave me alone to dream in this solitary place

And do see me again only by the day’s end.

Pleasant dale, peaceful solitude,

How much pleasure under your cypress trees

A lover breathing in the cool

Would tell you the tale of his worries.

But fear neither complaint nor regret from me.

I know love only by reputation

And from all I have heard it seems odious to me!

Ah! If he attacks me, that pernicious god,

He will see his schemes turn to smoke!

Freedom, my heart, freedom.

By the pleasure of the hunt,

Whatever love may do,

Be always only tempted.

Freedom, my heart, freedom.

But what is surprising my sight?

It is Diana and her sisters; there can be no doubt.

Let us approach silently, this secret path

Will offer me a place from which to hear them.

DIANA

Nymph, what noise do I hear in that bush?

ACTAEON

Heavens! I am discovered!

CHORUS OF NYMPHS

Ah! Perfidious mortal

How dare you to contrive the criminal plan

To come here to surprise us?

ACTAEON

What shall I do, great Gods?

What counsel should I take?

Let us flee, let us flee!

DIANA

You uselessly try to flee, 

Reckless hunter, and to punish your crime

My divine arm pushed by the wrath which drives me

Can strike you as well from afar as from close by!

ACTAEON

Goddess of hunters, hear my defense.

DIANA

Speak, let us see with what color, 

What shade of innocence, 

You can give to your lust.

ACTAEON

Only bad luck and my misfortune

Are my whole offense.

DIANA

Too indiscreet hunter, 

How insolent you are!

Do you hope to disguise the darkness of your crime

To the eyes of my divine essence?

Let this water which my hands throws upon you

Teach your kind to attack me!

CHORUS OF NYMPHS

Boast now, heathen,

Of having surprised Diana

And her sisters in the bath!

Go satisfy yourself,

If you can,

Tell it to the Thebans!

SCENE FOUR

[Actaeon alone.]

ACTAEON

My once-intrepid heart,

What fear seizes you?

What do I see in this liquid mirror?

My face wrinkles,

An ugly fur becomes my clothing,

I almost have nothing left of my original form,

My speech is but a confused voice…

Ah! Finding myself in this state,

Gods who made me from the noble blood of kings,

Spare my shame

Take my life.

SCENE FIVE

[Actaeon as a stag.]

CHORUS OF HUNTERS

Never a troupe of hunters

In the course of one day

Has been so fortunate!

Never a troupe of hunters

Received in a day so much favor from the heavens.

Actaeon, abandon the musing,

Come admire the rage

Of your ferocious dogs on this stag at bay.

What! Do you not hear our voices?

You are missing so much, great prince, dreaming in a wood,

Be sure that you will envy our pleasures,

And in a lifetime

Such a sweet sight is not offered twice.

SCENE SIX

JUNO

Hunters, call no more the man who cannot hear you!

Actaeon, that hero adored in Thebes,

Under the skin of that stag, torn apart beneath your eyes 

And devoured by his dogs,

Descends to the dead.

So can odious mortals die 

Whose extreme insolence

Will henceforth evoke injury from the Gods, 

The supreme power.

CHORUS OF HUNTERS

Alas, goddess, alas!

What was the crime

Of this charming hero

That he merited the horror of such a cruel demise?

JUNO

His misfortune is my doing.

And Diana, in avenging the outrage

Which he did to her charms

Merely loaned her hand to my jealous rage.

Yes, Jove, perfidious husband

May your charming Europa take my place in the heavens

Without fear of my jealous transports.

But if my blows cannot quite reach her heart,

Actaeon was her blood and I vow to her race

An implacable hatred, an eternal wrath.

[She flies off.]

CHORUS OF HUNTERS

Alas, is it possible

That in his springtime this invincible hero

Has seen the course of his beautiful days cut short?

What heart would be indifferent to this sadness?

Let us raise our cries to the highest air,

May the rocks resound,

May the foaming waves of the seas,

May the cold winds roar,

May they enter hell.

Actaeon is no more,

And on the somber banks,

The model of sovereigns,

The rising sun of the Thebans,

Is lost amongst the shadows.

THE END.

—Translation by Gilbert Blin




