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To chant in a vale of tears
Salve regina
                     [image: image1.emf]
TRANSLATION

Hail, holy Queen, Mother of Mercy,

Hail, our life, our sweetness and our hope.

To thee do we cry,

Poor banished children of Eve;

To thee do we send up our sighs,

Mourning and weeping in this valley of tears.

Turn then, most gracious advocate,

Thine eyes of mercy toward us;

And after this our exile,

Show unto us the blessed fruit of thy womb, Jesus.

O clement, O loving,

O sweet Virgin Mary.

Rex autem David, 

Rex autem David, 

cooperto capite incedens,

lugebat filium, 

     

dicens:

Absalon, fili mi, 




fili mi, Absalon!

Quis michi det 

ut ego moriar pro te, 

fili mi, Absalon? 

NOTE: Words in bold have precisely the same melody
TRANSLATION: King David, walking with covered head, mourned for his son, saying: “O Absalom, my son, O my son Absalom. Who may grant me that I may die for thee, O my son Absalom”? 
Repetition: fili mi, fili mi, Absalon…fili mi, Absalon.
Alliteration: cooperto capite
Assonance: incedens…dicens 

Chiasmus: Absalon, fili mi, fili mi, Absalon. 
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