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Note values halved. Transposed up a minor 3rd.

Source: Le septiesme livre de chansons (Tielman Susato, 1545)
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Text and translation:

Musae Iovis ter maximi

Proles canora, plangite

Comas cypressus comprimat

Josquinus ille occidit,

Templorum decus

Et vestrum decus.

Saevera mors et improba

Quae templa dulcibus sonis

Privas et aulas principum

Malum tibi quod imprecer

Tollenti bonos,

Parcenti malis.

Appollo sed necem tibi

Minatur, heus mors pessima,

Instructus arcu et spiculis (*)

Musasque ut addant commonet

Et laurum comis,

Et aurum comis.

Josquinus inquit optimo

Et maximo gratus Iovi

Triumphat inter coelites

Et dulce carmen concinit

Templorum decus,

Musarum decus.

(Gerard Avidius)

Cantus firmus:

Circumdederunt me gemitus mortis,

dolores inferni circumdederunt me.

(*) The above text appears in the tenor. The other parts

have the following third stanza:

Muses, melodious offspring

of thrice-greatest Jupiter, weep;

may the cypress draw in its leaves;

Josquin himself is slain,

the glory of the temples

and your glory.

Cruel and unjust death,

who deprives the temples

and the palaces of princes of sweet sounds,

may you be cursed

for taking the good,

for sparing the wicked.

But Apollo threatens you

with death, most terrible death,

and he, skilled with bow and arrow,

reminds the muses to bind

both laurel in their hair

and gold in their hair.

Josquin, he says, pleasing

to the best and greatest Jupiter,

triumphs among the heavenly beings

and sings a sweet song,

the glory of the temples,

the glory of the muses.

The groans of death surrounded me,

the sorrows of hell surrounded me.

Appollo sed necem tibi

Minatur, heus mors pessima,

Musas hortatur addere

Et laurum comis,

Et aurum comis.

[quinta pars has

Et heredam comis,

Et laurum comis]

But Apollo threatens you

with death, most terrible death,

exhorting the muses to bind

both laurel in their hair

and gold in their hair.


