[bookmark: _GoBack][image: lepa_vida.jpg] OF THE FAIR VIDA (a folk song from Ribnica, as retold by France Preseren)
The fair Vida stood upon the coast,
on the strand stood, washing swaddling/clothes.
Down the sea came sailing a black Moor,
asked of Vida, stopping by the shore:
“Wherefore, Vida!  art thou not so red, 
not so red and so blooming fair,
as thou wert in years that are gone by?” 

The fair Vida made him this reply:
“How could I be red and blooming fair? 
Mine hath been a cruel yoke to bear;
O, at home I have an ailing child,
I have lent my ear to fools’ advice;
I have wed, become an old man’s wife!
Little joy, alas, I have in life;
all day long the ailing babe will wail,
all night long the man will cough and wake!”

Upon which replied the dusky Moor:
“Cranes, if they fare ill at home, will soar
high above the seas; thou too must start
far away with me to mend thy heart.
What I tell thee, Vida! I am sent
by the queen of Spain to fetch thee hence
that thou mightest nurse her little son,
royal heir unto the Spanish crown.
Thou shalt rock him, nurse upon thy breast,
cradle in thy arms and make his bed,
with a sweet song lull him into sleep,
no worse toil or care shall fall to thee.”

The fair Vida stepped into the boat;
but when they had pulled away from shore,
when the boat was cutting through the waves,
then did Vida weep and beat her breast:
“Wretched me, alas, what have I done!
Who shall care now for my little one,
for my helpless babe left back at home,
for my aged husband all alone!”

When thrice seven days had passed between,
the black Moor brought Vida to the queen.
In the early morning she rose up,
waited at the window for the sun.
To allay her untold grief and ache,
the fair Vida asked his yellow rays:
“Sun! oh rays of sunlight! ye will tell
how my little ailing son doth fare!”
“How indeed should fare thy little babe?
Yesterday burnt candles by his bed,
and thy aged man is now at sea,
he hath left his home to search for thee,
he is searching, weeping bitter tears,
and his heart is fit to burst with grief.”

In the evening, when the pale moon came,
Vida fair stood gazing out again,
and, to cool the burning in her heart,
called out to the pallid moon above:
“Moon! oh rays of moonlight! ye will tell
how my little ailing son doth fare!” –
“How indeed should fare thy little babe?
But to-day they laid him in his grave,
and thy aged father is at sea,
he hath left his home to search for thee,
he is searching, weeping bitter tears,
and his heart is fit to burst with grief.”

Hearing this, fair Vida wept the more.
Up her lady came and fain would know:
“What befell thee, Vida! that thou weep’st
rivers of such hot and bitter tears?”
Vida fair made answer to the queen:
“What could I, poor wretch, do else but weep?
I stood washing here a golden bowl,
and it slipped into the sea below,
from this window high the golden cup
sand down to the bottom of the brine.”

Then the queen would comfort her and spoke:
“Weep no longer, wet thy cheeks no more”
I shall buy another cup of gold,
win thee pardon from the king, thy lord:
go now, nurse the little prince, my babe,
surely then thy grief shall pass away.”

And the queen she bought a cup of gold,
won her pardon from the king, her lord;
Vida stood and looked out every day,
cried her tears for father, husband babe.
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