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Hippolyte et Aricie was Rameau's first opera and he waited until his 50th year before embarking 
on this genre. He had written mainly for the harpsichord, and church and though he had written a 
few dramatic cantatas, this was his first work for the stage. It was premiered in 1733 and 
immediately declared itself as innovative, veering away from the many operatic conventions 
cemented by Lully, the giant of the previous generation. Rameau’s drama was set in a more fluid, 
spontaneous style, with music taking over from rhetoric as the main impulse, melody replacing 
dry recitative, more daring harmonisations and richer, more varied scoring. The changes were too 
much for many, including the orchestra which demanded some cuts to the more difficult music.  

A critic writing in Mercure de France described it as ‘baroque’, the first opera to be so labelled. 
This was intended as a term of abuse, signifiying complexity and irregularity, with what was 
perceived to be a lack of coherent melody, many dissonances, constant changes of key and 
meter, and a panoply of composition tricks and devices to depict scenes in the music. In a huge 
and at times acrimonious controversy, the audience and critics were deeply divided between the 
traditional Lullistes and the progressive Rameauneurs (a play on the French ramoneur meaning 
‘chimney-sweep’). Hard to imagine now in this delightful and colourful opera, but it was probably 
the equivalent in its day of 3D cinema with THX sound and a bit of a shock for the Parisian 
bourgeoisie used to the more predictable and polite world of Lully’s works. French opera had 
become, under Lully’s Royal patronage, a major cultural and political symbol of the nation’s 
sophistication and high ideals and Rameau had disdainfully swept aside the many requirements 
and rules that were demanded of the form and introduced a new freedom which threatened the 
status quo and shook the complacency and confidence of many.  

The first run was for 40 performances and it was revived equally successfully several times 
throughout the next 30 years, being much altered for each outing. It has become popular in the 
last couple of decades with productions at major opera houses including Glyndebourne. The 
edition we are using is based on a manuscript and an accompanying text dated 1757 by Simon-
Joseph Pellegrin which includes stage directions. This version, prepared by Nicolas Sceaux, 
differs from recorded versions in structure and material, for instance in omitting the prologue and 
changes to several scenes. 

Rameau was born in Dijon in 1683, two years before Bach and Handel and out-lived both, dying 
at the age of 81 in 1764 in Paris. Like Handel, his intended profession was law but soon settled 
on music as a career, following the example of his church organist father. He was sent to Italy for 
a short time by his father and this opened him to wider musical styles. For his first 40 years he 
was little known, working variously as a provincial orchestral violinist and organist and coming to 
prominence only when he published his treaties on harmony in Paris in 1722, based on 
mathematical and philophical principles. He was already becoming noticed for some harpsichord 
works and grand motets as well as music for popular fairs but became a figure of controversy 
after publishing his second harmonic treaties of 1726 which resulted in a robust correspondence 
in the press between Rameau and the composer Montéclair. In the last 12 years of his life he 
returned to theoretical musical writings relating aspects of music to scientific and philosophical 
matters. He had been called the ‘Isaac Newton of music’ and his theories of harmony are still the 
basis of teaching and study today. 
 
Rameau obtained private patronage and lodgings for his family, from La Poupliniere, a wealthy 
patron of the arts who gathered around him the best writers, artists and musicians and for whom 
Rameau wrote some very fine chamber music. A prestigious court appointment also came 
Rameau’s way in the 1745 as composer for the King’s chamber. 
 
Following the success of Hippolyte et Aricie, Rameau’s composing career concentrated almost 
exclusively on opera. He produced around 30 in all the major formal styles – tragedies, opera-
ballets, comedies and so on. They established him as the major French opera composer of his 
time. 
 
Though in person known to be rather difficult, he was so revered that 1500 people attended his 
memorial service and 180 musicians played. 
 



Hippolyte et Aricie 
 
Synopsis:      (Complete Text and Translation towards the back of this programme) 
The story is based, with changes, on Racine’s Phèdre (1677), itself taken from classical 
mythology.  Thésée (Theseus), King of Athens, has gone to the Underworld in a vain attempt to 
rescue a close friend and co-adventurer, Perithous. Meanwhile, in Athens, his wife Phèdre, the 
Queen, has fallen in love with her stepson - Hippolyte (Hippolytus), the king's son by a previous 
marriage - but Hippolyte loves Aricie, the daughter of an enemy of Thésée, Pallas.  
 
ACT 1: 
Aricie has been obliged by her father to take an unhappy vow of chastity to Diane (Diana, The 
Goddess of the Hunt and the Moon). Hippolyte declares his love for her and Diane, touched, 
blesses the couple and puts them under her protection. Phèdre, who has designs on Hippolyte, is 
not best pleased.  
ACT 2: 
Neptune, God of the Oceans, has offered Thésée, his son, three wishes in life. Thésée first wish 
is to reach Hades and rescue his close friend Perithous having fought the Fury, Tisiphone. Pluton 
(Pluto), God of the Underworld, declares that Thésée would, like his friend Perithous, be torn 
apart by Cerebus. Thésée calls upon Neptune for his second wish to let him return to the world 
but as he does so the Fates (Les Parques) foretell of trouble ahead – that he may be leaving one 
Hell only to discover another back home. 

- INTERVAL – 
ACT 3: 
Hippolyte, on learning of his father’s death, offers his condolences to Phèdre and is shocked to 
find she has misintepreted that as a declaration of love for her. She confesses her passion for him 
and offers him his father’s crown but Hippolyte curses her. She tries to kill herself, Hippolyte 
grabs the sword and the resurrected Thésée, arriving at the wrong moment, wrongly accuses 
Hippolyte of trying to kill his wife. Hippolyte nobly refuses to incriminate Phèdre, who has run off. 
Thésée curses his son and calls upon Neptune to grant his third and last wish: for revenge. 
ACT 4:  
Hippolyte prepares for a solitary exile but Aricie agrees to go with him as his wife and there is 
rejoicing in the forest led by Diane’s huntresses. Thésée’s revenge is met in the form of a horrible 
monster which rises from the sea and attacks Hippolyte. Everyone thinks Hippolyte dead, and 
Queen Phèdre, full of remorse, reveals the truth of the situation and kills herself.  
ACT 5: 
Unlike Racine’s tragic end, Hippolyte here is miraculously rescued by the gods, and reappears, 
very much alive, to be married to Aricie by Diane, with appropriate merrymaking to end the opera. 
 
 
 
 
Peter Fender (Conductor & Composer). Having studied in London Peter is currently musical 
director of the Angel Orchestra, Mid Sussex Sinfonia, the Six Centuries Chamber Choir and 
Philharmonia Britannica (which he founded in 2007, particularly keen to mix music with other art 
forms - such as acting, poetry, dance, comedy and video).  Aside from his native England he has 
conducted in Austria, Bulgaria, Italy, and Romania.  Recent highlights for Peter have included a 
Christmas concert working with a dance school, and conducting the première of his piece ‘Blow, 
Blow’ for choir and smartphones. Forthcoming projects include a concert with Young Musician of 
the Year Sheku Kanneh-Mason, a concert with mathematician Marcus du Sautoy and returning to 
south-eastern Sicily for an orchestral course in the summer.  Peter also leads conducting 
workshops in London, including days to introduce conducting to non-musicians. 
As well as ‘Blow, Blow’ Peter recently composed ‘In the Bee-Loud Glade’ - songs based on four 
poems by WB Yeats for choir, soloists and orchestra, commissioned and performed by the 
Blackheath Choir.  Peter has also released a recording of his own orchestral 
compositions.  Entitled ‘Speechless’ it includes works with solo parts for cello, sax, and mezzo-
soprano.  See his website for details.   
A short film has recently been made about Peter – also available on his website: 
www.peterfender.co.uk 



Andrew L Evans (Hippolyte,Tenor) studied as a Choral Exhibitioner at Gonville & Caius College, 
Cambridge, and recently earned a Diploma in Opera Performance at Birkbeck College, University 
of London. Recent opera roles include Jupiter in Semele (Handel), The Defendant in Trial by Jury 
(G&S), Vašek in The Bartered Bride, Dioclesian, Luiz in The Gondoliers (G&S), Paris in The 
Judgment of Paris (Eccles) and Orpheus in Orpheus in the Underworld (Offenbach). Recent 
Oratorio credits include The Creation (Haydn), The Evangelist, St John's Passion (Bach), Arias, 
St. Matthew Passion (Bach), Pilate in Passio (Arvo Pärt), The Evangelist, The Crucifixion 
(Stainer), Messiah, Mozart Masses K.317 & K.427, and several Bach Cantatas. Song work 
includes Dichterliebe (Schumann), Tel Jour, Telle Nuit (Poulenc), On Wenlock Edge (Vaughan 
Williams), and Winter Words (Britten). Plans include Tamino in The Magic Flute and The 
Evangelist in the St Matthew Passion, and the premiere of Silk Road, a song by John Hawkins. 
 
Aurélia Jonvaux (Aricie, soprano) Born in France, she studied at the Guildhall School of Music & 
Drama and made her debut as Pamina Die Zauberflöte in France. Further roles include Venus 
Venus & Adonis, Belinda Dido & Aeneas, Morgana Alcina, Despina Così fan tutte, Chérubin Les 
Noces de Figaro, Oscar A Masked Ball and Musetta La Bohème.  On the concert platform, 
Aurélia enjoys the song repertoire. In 2010 she took part in Iain Burnside’s dramatised song 
performance The Lads in their Hundreds. Oratorio repertoire includes Charpentier’s Te Deum, 
Handel’s La Lucrezia, Messiah and Jephtha, Haydn’s The Creation, Mozart’s Requiem and 
Exsultate jubilate and Respighi’s Lauda per la Natività del Signore. She has also appeared twice 
on BBC Radio 3’s In Tune.  At ease with the French Operetta genre Aurélia has performed 
Germaine Les Cloches de Corneville and Laurette Le Docteur Miracle. Future plans include the 
title role in La Périchole for Opéra de Baugé this Summer. Aurélia studies with David Pollard.  In 
addition to her performing career Aurélia is a French Language Coach at the Guildhall School of 
Music & Drama. 
 
Carola Emrich-Fisher (Phèdre, Mezzo) is a German-American and is making her London debut. 
Ms. Emrich-Fisher has appeared as soloist with choral organisations numerous times and her 
performances have been described as “particularly moving” (Boston Musical Intelligencer).  
Operatic roles include Annio (La Clemenza di Tito), Sorceress (Dido and Aeneas), Third Lady, 
(Die Zauberflöte), among others.  She has appeared as soloist in J.S. Bach Cantata BWV77, 
Herbert Howell’s Requiem, Lior Navok’s And the Trains Kept Coming and Handel’s Messiah, with 
Cantata Singers and Libella Quartet.  She has presented solo and chamber music recitals at US 
venues and in Germany.  She appears in solo roles on the Newport Baroque recording of Dido 
and Aeneas, as well as on Cantata Singers' Divining the Incandescent.  Her performances have 
been broadcast on several US radio stations.   She studied at New England Conservatory (BM) 
and the Longy School of Music (MM).  She was one of six singers chosen nation-wide in 
Stephanie Blythe’s Fall Island Vocal Arts Seminar and was a recipient of the Richard Wagner 
Foundation Scholarship.  Future engagements include an art song recital with Serenata. 
www.carolaemrichfisher.com. 

Jon Stainsby (Thésée, Bass)	was a choral and academic scholar at Gonville and Caius College, 
Cambridge, and completed a doctorate in English literature at the University of Oxford before 
turning to singing full time. He completed the postgraduate opera course at the Royal 
Conservatoire of Scotland, perfroming roles in operas by Britten and Prokofiev in co-productions 
with Scottish Opera. He has participated in Graham Johnson’s Young Songmakers Programme, 
and has been a Britten Pears Young Artist three times, studying Schubert Lieder with Christian 
Gerhaher, Purcell with Christian Curnyn, and Bach with Mark Padmore. He sings with a number 
of Europe's foremost vocal ensembles, including the Choir of the Academy of Ancient Music, 
Dunedin Consort, EXAUDI, Collegium Vocale Gent, the Kings Consort, the Marian Consort and 
the Balthasar-Neumann-Chor, and as a chorister at Bergen Nasjonale Opera, Wexford Festival 
Opera and the Festival Lyrique d'Aix-en-Provence. Recent and forthcoming highlights include the 
baritone role in Claude Vivier’s  Kopernikus in Amsterdam for De Nationale Opera, an 
appearance with Ensemble Ictus and Les Cris de Paris at the Opéra de Lille for the première of 
Wolfgang Mitterer's  Marta, Britten's War Requiem in Paris, and the roles of Demetrius and 
Bottom in  A Fairy Queen, a new version of Purcell's semi-opera,  at Iford. He studies with Gary 
Coward.      www.jonstainsby.com  
 
 



Henrietta Bewley (Diane, Soprano) After studying Geology at Oxford, she worked as a computer 
programmer for some years before becoming a singer.  She made her debut singing Hansel in 
the Scilly isles, and has sung Victorian Music Hall, on a cruise up into the Arctic Circle, and in the 
Chorus at the Royal Opera House, Covent Garden.  Having sung many ‘trouser roles’ (women 
acting men on stage), such as Cherubino and Orlovsky, she most recently sungs witches (e.g. 
Ulrica, Jezibaba, The Witch in Hansel and Gretel), seductresses (e.g. Carmen and Dalilah) and 
angry princesses (e.g. Eboli, Princess in Suor Angelica).  Henrietta has also masqueraded as a 
lyric mezzo, playing Rosina in the Barber of Seville and Dorabella in Cosi fan Tutte.   Henrietta 
recently explored the dramatic soprano repertoire, covering Tosca and Minnie in Puccini’s operas. 
She is currently studying jazz and much enjoying the growing improvised vocal music 
scene.   Henrietta teaches singing to Classical and Jazz singers in West London. 
 
Franco Kong (Pluton, Baritone) was born of a musical family in China. He studied at the Singhai 
Conservatoire and obtained his B.A. degree. After that he won the Norman Gristwood scholarship 
to study the postgraduate course at Trinity College of Music London. He worked with Wexford 
Festival Opera, Dublin Grand Opera, Birmingham Opera Co, Chelsea Opera Group, English 
Touring Opera, English Festival Opera, Almeida Opera,  Clonter Opera Farm, Garsington Opera, 
New Sussex Opera and Ahmadi Music Group (Kuwait). Franco’s opera performances have 
included Almaviva in Le Nozze di Figaro, Marcello & Schaunard in La Boheme ,Germont in La 
Traviata, Yamadori in Madama Butterfly, Ostasio and Captain in Francesca da Rimini , Oldrich 
Rokycansky and Town Crier in The Brandenburger in Bohemia, Ping in Turandot, Escamillo & 
Zurniga in Carmen, The title role of Gianni Schicchi, Polyphemus in Acis and Galatea,  Orest in 
EleKtra, Zurga in Pearl Fishers etc. Under the direction of such notable conductors and producers 
Vladimir Jurowski, Graham Vick, Simon Joly, Nicholas Braithwaite, and Vilem Tausky. 
Forthcoming roles include Rigoletto with coro Lirico Sandonatese, Covering the role of Macbeth 
(Kentish Opera), Don Pasquale with Apollo Opera, Pluto in Hippolyte et Aricie with Philharmonia 
Britannica and Scarpia in Tosca with Opera Seria in Feb 2017. 

Paul Bentley-Angell (Mercure, Tenor) is Australian and increasingly in demand as a concert 
soloist and consort singer in the UK and throughout Europe. Paul works regularly with the 
Huelgas Ensemble, La Grande Chapelle, Collegium Vocale Gent and Theatre of Voices. Paul is 
also a permanent member of 12-voice vocal group Ars Nova Copenhagen, with whom he recently 
toured China to much acclaim. 

 
Jeremy Vinogradov (Tisiphone and Parque, Tenor) studied in Australia and on scholarship at 
the Vienna Konservatorium. He then gained a breadth of experience as a baritone for many UK 
companies including Birmingham and English Touring Opera, British Youth Opera, Carl Rosa and 
D'Oyly Carte, Early Opera Company, Grange Park, Longborough, Iford and Pimlico Opera. 
Jeremy made his tenor debut as Mayor Upfold Albert Herring with Surrey Opera, then 
Offenbach’s Orpheus, Danilo Merry Widow and Goro Butterfly for Opera South East. He has sung 
the Ringmaster Bartered Bride with Kentish Opera, Gastone Traviata for New London Opera 
Players, and is currently singing Flute in Surrey Opera’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream. 
 
Ben Tomlin (Parque, Bass) is a graduate of the Royal Welsh College of Music and Drama, 
where he studied vocal performance. Ben has been singing since a young age, coming through 
such institutions as the Berkshire Youth Choir, The National Youth Choirs of Great Britain and, 
more recently, the National Youth Chamber Choir. During his studies in Cardiff, Ben was also a 
choral scholar at the Cardiff Metropolitan Cathedral, and now freelances for a number of 
renowned churches and cathedrals in central London.  He performs regularly with a number of 
professional vocal ensembles, both in the UK and internationally and enjoys session recording 
work for CDs and public broadcasts. Ben is regularly engaged as an oratorio soloist, performing 
works such as Mozart’s “Requiem", Stainer’s “Crucifixion", Faure’s “Requiem", Haydn’s "Nelson 
Mass", Puccini’s "Messa di Gloria", Bach’s "St John’s Passion", Monteverdi’s “Vespers”. His 
opera career includes Mozart’s "Cosi fan tutte”, Bizet's “Carmen", Mozart’s "The Magic Flute", 
Vaughan-Williams’ "Riders to the Sea”, Handel’s "Acis and Galatea" and Handel’s “The Choice of 
Hercules”. Since graduating in July, Ben has moved to London to pursue a full-time freelance 
career as a soloist, choral singer and photographer. 



Jenni Harper (Oenone, Matelote, Bergere, Soprano) recently completed the Artist Masters at the 
Guildhall School of Music and Drama, for which she was awarded a Distinction. She is a Britten-
Pears Young Artist and studies with Kate Paterson. Recent performance highlights include 
singing the soprano solos in Mozart's C Minor Mass with the Croydon Bach Choir. She was the 
featured soloist for Belsize Baroque in February, singing Bach's solo cantatas Jauchzet Gott and 
Ich Habe Genug.  
Jenni is a founder member of the ensemble Ceruleo, with whom she recently performed as part of 
the London Festival of Baroque Music at St John's Smith Square. Future plans include 
performances in the Oudemuziek Fringe Festival in Utrecht and concerts in Fenton House and St 
Martin in the Fields in September. Future solo performances include singing the role of Cobweb 
and covering Tytania for Surrey Opera's production of Britten's A Midsummer Night's Dream. She 
will be the soprano soloist in Bach's B Minor Mass with the Bath Minerva Choir and covering the 
role of Gretel in Humperdinck's Hänsel und Gretel with Midsummer Opera in the Autumn, as well 
as singing a solo recital at St Bride's Church. 

Camilla Jeppeson (Chasseresse, Sopano) initially studied as a pianist before training as a 
singer; she currently studies with internationally renowned bass Graeme Danby. Recent operatic 
appearances have included Gianetta (The Gondoliers) for Park Opera, Fatime (Les Indes 
Galantes) and First Spirit (Die Zauberflöte) for Woodhouse Opera. Oratorio engagements have 
included Lotti's Requiem with the Kantanti Ensemble, Vaughan Williams’ G-minor Mass at the 
Queen's Chapel of the Savoy and Faure's Requiem at St Edmundsbury Cathedral. Camilla also 
collaborates with the innovative Spectrum Ensemble and regularly gives recitals in London and 
the surrounding areas. Upcoming engagements include Monteverdi's L'Orfeo and La Calisto with 
Barefoot Opera. 
 
Thalie Knights (cover Phèdre, Mezzo) is a French Mezzo-Soprano.  She recently completed 
training with English National Opera on their distinguished ‘Opera Works’ programme, having 
previously graduated from the Royal Welsh College of Music and Drama.  With ENO she studied 
Bradamante Alvina, Cornelia Giulo Cesare and Medoro Orlando. Roles have included Armide 
Armide, Phèdre Hippolyte et Aricie,  Frédéric Mignon, Annio La Clemenza Di Tito, Ursule Beatrice 
Et Benedict, Madame de la Haltière Cendrillon, Meg The Merry Wives Of Windsor, Mrs Kneebone 
A Dinner Engagement, Maman L’enfant et Les Sortileges, Sorceress Dido Aand Aeneas and 
Andreloun Mireille. Oratorio roles include Micah Handel’s Samson, Alto soloist Handel’s Messiah, 
Pergolesi’s Stabat Mater, Saint-Saens’ and Bach’s Christmas Oratorio.  Thalie has performed in 
masterclasses under Christophe Rousset, Della Jones, Philip Lloyd-Evans, James Bowman, John 
Shirely-Quirk and Sophie Daneman. 
 
 
 
 
Chelsea Ballet is a non-profit and self-supporting group of amateur dancers of varying abilities. 
Founded in 1967 by Helma Litster, a former soloist with Ballet Rambert who believed that ballet 
and performance should be open to everyone, not just the lucky few with the physique and good 
fortune to succeed in the professional world. It is this belief that still underpins the work of 
Chelsea Ballet. Her daughter, Louise Hudson runs the company today. Chelsea Ballet has staged 
full length classics including Swan Lake, Coppélia, The Nutcracker, The Sleeping Beauty and 
Giselle, along with original productions such as The Yellow Dwarf, Impressions of Inuyasha and 
Cinderella, opening up the rare opportunity to perform classical repertoire to innumerable amateur 
dancers over the years. The company has toured to Barcelona, Bristol, Swindon, Yorkshire and 
Ireland and also danced at the Lilian Baylis Theatre (Sadler’s Wells), the London Palladium and 
at a number of exhibitions. Chelsea Ballet also takes dance to an audience that would not 
normally see live performances, visiting hospitals and residential homes on a regular basis. 
Chelsea Ballet also organises a week long summer school for adults each August.         
www.chelsea-ballet.com 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
The Six Centuries Chamber Choir  The 6CCC was formed by Peter Fender in 2015.  It has so 
far given two concerts doing exactly ‘what it says on the tin’ – i.e. performing music from the last 
six centuries, including several new works.  Another feature has been the inclusion of poetry and 
chamber music from those same centuries which has been a fascinating complement and 
sometimes juxtaposition to the choral music.  Drawn from fine amateur choral singers across 
London the choir’s next project is a performance of Handel’s Messiah in St James’s Church, 
Piccadilly on 22 December later this year. 
                                                                                                                                                                        

Linden Baroque Orchestra was formed in 1984-ish by a group of early music enthusiasts in the 
front room of a house in Linden Gardens, Chiswick. Unusually - and uniquely anywhere at that time 
– it combines the talents of young professionals, amateurs and students and many members have 
moved on to have prominent careers in the early music field. From the beginning, the musical 
director was the well-known baroque oboist Paul Goodwin. Now pursuing a busy international 
conducting career, Paul is Honorary President and following Walter Reiter, Steven Devine, the 
brilliant harpsichordist and director is current Musical Director. The orchestra has played at venues 
from Norfolk to Rome (where it gave the first performances there of Purcell’s King Arthur) and last 
year in Berlin where it performed with Simon Standage. We gave first modern performances of 
music by Jean Gilles and J F Fasch. Our first CD, issued in 2001 on the Meridian label of music by 
Fasch has been heard on Radio 3 and Classic FM.  Linden Baroque is a registered Charity (No 
1014921) and is entirely self-supporting.        www.lindenbaroque.org. 
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OVERTURE 
SCÈNE 1 :   [The stage represents a temple, with altar dedicated to Diana] 
1-2  Aricie:  
Temple sacré, séjour tranquille, Où Diane 
aujourd’hui doit recevoir mes vœux, A mon 
cœur agité daigne servir d’asyle Contre un 
amour trop malheureux.  Et toi, dont malgré-
moi je rappelle l’image, Cher Prince, si mes 
vœux ne te sont pas offerts, Du moins, j’en 
apporte l’hommage  A la Déesse que tu sers.                               
(da capo)                                     

Sacred temple, quiet place, where Diana today 
will receive my vows. To my agitated heart 
deign to give refuge against this too unhappy 
love. And you, whose image I keep recalling, 
against my wishes, Dear Prince, even if I do not 
offer you my vows, at least, I pay homage to 
the same goddess whom you serve.               
(da capo)                                                  

SCÈNE 2 :  
1-3  Hippolyte, Aricie :  
H: Princesse, quels apprêts me frappent dans 
ce temple?                                                                        
A: Diane préside en ces lieux; Lui consacrer 
mes jours, c’est suivre votre exemple.  
H: Non, vous les immolez, ces jours si 
précieux.                                                                                                                                                              
A: J’exécute du Roi la volonté suprême ;           
A Thésée, à son Fils, ces jours sont odieux.  
H: Moi, vous haïr ! O Ciel ! Quelle injustice 
extrême !  
A: Je ne suis point l’objet de votre inimitié ?                         
H: Je sens pour vous une pitié Aussi tendre 
que l’amour même.                                                                                      
A:Quoi ? Le fier Hippolyte  
H: Le fier Hippolyte... Hélas ! Je n’en ai que 
trop dit ; je ne m’en repens pas,  Si vous avez 
daigné m’entendre : Mon trouble, mes soûpirs, 
vos malheurs, vos appas, Tout vous annonce 
un cœur trop sensible & trop tendre.                        
A: Ah ! Que venez-vous de m’apprendre !                                                  
C’en est fait ; pour jamais mon repos est perdu.                                    
Peut-être votre indifférence. Tôt ou tard me 
l’auroit rendu; Mais votre amour m’en ôte 
l’esperance. C’en est fait ; pour jamais mon 
repos est perdu.                                                             
H: Qu’entends-je ! Quel transport de mon ame 
s’empare?                                                                  
A: Oubliez-vous qu’on nous sépare ! Quel 
temple redoutable, & quel affreux lien  

H: Princess, what is being prepared in this 
temple?                                                                
A: Diana reigns here. I follow your example by 
dedicating my life to her.                                                                             
H: No, that would mean the sacrifice of your 
precious days.                                                                                       
A: I am obeying the King’s supreme will. To 
Theseus and his son my existence is hateful.                                            
H: I, hate you? Heavens! What extreme 
injustice!                         
A: Am I not the object of your hostility?                                   
H: My compassion for you is as tender as love 
itself.                                                                                                         
A: What?! The proud Hippolytus!                                         
H: The proud Hippolytus. Alas! I have said too 
much. I do not repent, if you have deigned to 
hear me. My confusion, my sighs, your 
misfortune, your charms, All tell you of a heart 
too sensitive and tender.  
A: Ah, what have you just told me? My fate is 
sealed, never again to rest.                                                      
Perhaps your indifference might eventually 
have restored me but now your love takes 
away this expectation.           
                                                                                             
H: What do I hear? What transports my soul?      
a                                                                               
A: Do you forget we are to be separated! In this 
fateful temple what will be my lot? 

1-4  Aricie :  
Hippolyte amoureux m’occupera sans cesse ; 
Même aux Autels de la Déesse,  Je sentirai 
mon cœur s’élancer vers le sien. Diane & 
l’univers pour moi ne sont plus rien.  Hippolyte 
amoureux m’occupera sans cesse, Je vivrai 
pour pleurer son malheur & le mien.  

Hippolytus’ love will occupy me constantly; And 
from the altars of the Goddess, I feel my heart 
beat to his. Diana & the universe is nothing for 
me. Hippolytus’ love will occupy me constantly, 
I will live to mourn his misfortune & mine. 

1-5  Hippolyte, Aricie :  
H: Je vous affranchirai d’une loi si cruelle.  
A: Phédre sur sa captive à des droits absolus ; 
Que sert de nous aimer ? Nous ne nous 
verrons plus.  
H: O Diane ! Protége une flamme si belle. 

H: I shall free you from this cruel decree                             
A: Phaedra holds absolute rights over her 
captive. What use is our love? We shall never 
see each other again.                                                               
H: O Diana! Protect this beautiful flame! 



1-6  Hippolyte, Aricie :  
Nous brûlons des plus pures flammes, L’Amour 
n’offre à nos cœurs que d’innocens appas, Tu 
ne le défends pas, Non, non, tu ne le défends 
pas Quand c’est par la vertu qu’il regne sur nos 
ames.  

We burn the purest flames which Love offers to 
our hearts as innocent charms.  
You do not refuse, no, you do not refuse when 
it is by virtue this love reigns over our souls 

SCÈNE 3 : Hippolyte, Aricie, the grand priestess of Diane, other priestesses of Diane  
1-7  Marche   [Enter Diana’s priestesses] 

1-8  Chœur de prêtresses:  
Dans ce paisible séjour, Regne l’aimable 
innocence :Les traits que lance l’Amour Sur 
nous n’ont point de puissance ; Nous jouissons 
à jamais des doux charmes de la paix.  

In this peaceful place, sweet innocence reigns:                 
The arrows of love have no power over us.                                
We enjoy forever the sweet charms of peace. 

1-9  PremierAir  

1-10  La grande-prêtresse : (High Priestess) 
Dieu d’Amour, pour nos asyles, Tes tourmens 
ne sont pas faits. Tous les cœurs y sont 
tranquilles, Tes efforts sont inutiles ;  Non, non, 
tu n’en peux troubler la paix. Tes allarmes Ont 
des charmes Pour qui manque de raison  Mais 
nos ames De tes flammes Reconnoissent le 
poison : Va, fuis ; pers l’esperance : Va, fuis 
loin de nos cœurs : 
Tu n’as point de traits vainqueurs.  

God of Love, in our retreat Your torments have 
no place, all hearts here are at peace, Your 
efforts are useless. No you cannot disturb the 
quiet, Your alarms may charm those without 
reason, But our souls, detect the poison in your 
flames. Go, flee, abandon all hope! Go flee 
from our hearts. Your darts cannot win! 

1-12 Gavotte:  
De l’amour fuyez les charmes. Craignez 
jusqu’à ses douceurs, De fleurs il couvre ses 
armes, Mais les larmes, Les allarmes, Sont le 
prix des tendres cœurs.  

Love’s charms flee – beware its sweetness. 
Flowers hide its weapons but the tears, the 
alarms are the price of tender hearts. 

SCÈNE 4 : Phèdre, Oenone, etc  
1-13 Phèdre, Aricie, Hippolyte, chœur de prêtresses  
P à Aricie: Princesse, ce grand jour par des 
nœuds éternels  Va vous unir aux Immortels.  
A: Je crains que le ciel ne condamne 
L’hommage que j’apporte aux pieds des saints 
autels.  
Quel cœur viens-je offrir à Diane !  
P: Quel discours !  
A: Sans remors, comment puis-je en ces lieux, 
Offrir un cœur que l’on opprime ?  
Priestesses: Non, non, un cœur forcé n’est pas 
digne des Dieux ; Le sacrifice en est un crime.  
P: Quoi ? L’on ose braver le suprême pouvoir !  
Priestesses: Obéïssez au Dieux ; c’est le 
premier devoir.  
P à Hippolyte: Prince, vous souffrez qu’on 
outrage Et votre Pere, & votre Roi !  
H: à Phedre: Vous sçavez que respect à Diane 
m’engage  
Dès mes plus tendres ans je lui donnai ma foi.  
P: Dieux ! Thésée en son fils trouve un sujet 
rebelle !  
H: Je sais tout ce que je lui doi ; Mais, ne puis-
je pour lui faire éclatter mon zéle, Qu’en 

P: Princess, this great day with eternal bonds 
will unite you with the immortals                                                        
A: I fear that heaven may condemn the tribute I 
bring to lay at the feet of the alter saints.  What 
is this heart I offer to Diana?                                                                              
P: What words are these?                                                    
A: Without remorse, how can I, in this holy 
place, offer a heart that is oppressed?                                             
Priestesses: No, a constrained heart is not 
worthy of the gods, its sacrifice would be a 
crime.                                                                   
P: What? She dares to defy the supreme 
power!  Priestesses: Obey the gods, it is the 
foremost duty                                                                       
P to Hippolytus: You allow this outrage to your 
father and King!                                                                                     
H to Phaedre: You know the pledge which 
binds me to Diana. From my tenderest years I 
gave my word.                                                                    
P: O God! Theseus discovers his son a 
rebellious subject!                                                                    
H: I know what I owe him. But how can I burst 
with zeal for him only by insulting an immortal?    



outrageant une Immortelle ?  
P: Laissez des détours superflus   
La vertu quelquefois sert de prétexte au crime.  
H: Du moins, par d’injustes rigueurs, Je ne sais 
point forcer les cœurs.  

?                                                                                                                                                 
P: Cease these unnecessary diversions. Virtue 
is sometimes used as a pretext to crime.                                
H: At least I cannot, by unjust severity, force 
unwilling hearts.   

1-14 Phèdre:  
Périsse la vaine puissance Qui s’éleve contre 
les Rois : Tremblez ; redoutez ma vengeance,  
Et le Temple & l’Autel vont tomber à ma voix. 
Tremblez, j’ai sû prévoir la désobéïssance ; 
Périsse la vaine puissance Qui s’éleve contre 
les Rois : Tremblez redoutez ma vengeance. 

Perish the vain power who stands against the 
Kings. Tremble, dread my vengeance, and the 
Temple and Alter will fall at my voice. Tremble, 
I foresaw disobedience. Perish the vain power 
who stands against the Kings. Tremble, dread 
my vengeance 

1-15 The priestess, chorus :  
Dieux vengeurs, lancez le tonnerre Périssent 
les mortels qui vous livrent la guerre.  

Vengeful gods, launch your thunder. Perish the 
mortals that wage war against you 

1-16 The sound of thunder. [Diana descends in glory] 

SCÈNE 5 :  
1-17 Diane,Aricie,Hippolyte  
D: Ne vous allarmez pas d’un projet téméraire, 
Tranquilles cœurs, qui vivez sous ma loi. Vous 
voyez Jupiter se déclarer mon Pere ; Sa foudre 
vole devant moi.  (à Phedre:) Toi, tremble 
Reine sacrilege ; Penses-tu m’honorer par 
d’unjustes rigueurs ? Apprens que Diane 
protége La liberté des cœurs. (à Aricie:) Et toi, 
triste victime, à me suivre fidéle, Fais toujours 
expirer les monstres sous tes traits.  On peut 
servir Diane avec le même zéle, Dans son 
temple & dans les forêts.  
H & A: Déesse, pardonnez...  
D: Votre vertu m’est chere ; Et c’est au crime 
seul que je dois ma colere.  

D: To the priestesses: Have no fear of a rash 
plot. Peaceful hearts who live by my laws see 
how Jupiter, my father, prepares my coming 
with his thunder! (To Phaedre:) Tremble 
sacriligeous Queen! Do you think to honour me 
by unjust severity? Learn that Diana protects 
the freedom of love. (To Aricie:)  And you sad 
victim, faithful to my cause, Pursue unto death, 
monsters with your arrows . Diana is equally 
powerful in the forest and in the temple.                                                                        
 
H & A: Goddess, forgive us!                                                 
D: Your virtue is dear to me, only crime arouses 
my anger.  

[Diana enters her temple with the priestesses, whilst Hippolytus leads away Aricie] 

SCÈNE 6 : Phèdre  
1-18 Phèdre:  
Quoi ! La terre & le ciel contre moi sont armés ! 
Ma rivale me brave ! Elle suit Hippolyte ! Ah ! 
Plus je vois leurs cœurs l’un pour l’autre 
enflamés, Plus mon jaloux transport s’irrite.  
Que rien n’échappe à ma fureur ; Immolons à 
la fois l’amant & la rivale : Haine, dépit, rage 
infernale, Je vous abandonne mon cœur.  

What! Heaven and earth are armed against me! 
My rival defies me! She follows Hippolytus! 
Ah! The more I see their hearts for each other 
inflamed, The stronger grows my jealousy.  
Nothing shall escape my fury. Both the lover & 
the rival shall be sacrificed: 
Hatred, spite, rage infernal, I hand over to you. 

ACT 2  [The stage represents the gates of Hell] 
SCÈNE 1 :  
2-2  Thésée, Tisiphone :  
TH: Laisse-moi respirer, implacable Furie.                                     
TI: Non, dans le séjour ténébreux C’est en vain 
qu’on gémit ; c’est en vain que l’on crie ; Et les 
plaintes des malheureux Irritent notre barbarie.  
TH: Dieux ! N’est-ce pas assez des maux que 
j’ai soufferts ? J’ai vû Pyrithous déchiré par 
Cerbere ; Jai vû ce monstre affreux trancher 
des jours si chers, Sans daigner dans mon 

TH: Let me breathe, implacable Fury 
TI: No, in the dark depths, we cry in vain, 
screaming is useless and the cries of wretched 
souls inflame our cruelty. 
TH: God! Have I not suffered enough wrongs? I 
have seen Perithous torn apart by Cerebus, I 
have seen this dread monster take a life so 
dear disdaining to quench his rage in my blood. 



sang assouvir sa colere. J’attendois la mort 
sans effroi, Et la mort fuyoit loin de moi.  
TI: Eh ! Croyois-tu que de tes peines Le 
moment de ta mort fut le dernier instant ? 
Pirithous gémit sous d’éternelles chaînes ; 
Tremble ; le même sort t’attend.  
TH: Ah ! Qu’avec lui je le partage, Ce sort que 
tu viens m’annoncer, Rends-moi Pirithous, je 
me livre à ta rage ; Mais sur lui, s’il se peut, 
cesse de l’exercer.  
TH & TI: Contente-toi d’une victime / C’est peu 
pour moi d’une victime  Quoi ? Rien n’appaise 
ta fureur ! / Non, rien n’apaise ma fureur  , 
Dois-tu porter partout le ravage & l’horreur, / Je 
dois porter partout le ravage & l’horreur ,Quand 
sur moi seul je prends le crime ! / Lorsque 
partout je vois le crime. 

I awaited death without fear and death flew 
away from me.                                                               
TI: Ah, did you think death would deliver you 
from your pains? Perithous moans in eternal 
chains: Tremble! The same fate awaits you.                        
A                                                                           
TH: Let me share it with him, that fate of which 
you speak. Give me back Perithous, I surrender 
to your rage. But on him, if it is possible, end 
the exercise.                                                                    
TH /TI: Be satisfied with one victim / It is little 
for me one victim, Ah, nothing appeases your 
fury / No nothing appeases my fury, Must you 
wreak further destruction and horror / I must 
wreak everywhere destruction and horror, 
When I take the crime upon myself alone? / 
When everywhere I see crime 

[The back of the stage opens revealing Pluto on his throne with the three Fates at his feet] 

SCÈNE 2 :  
2-3  The entry of Pluton (Pluto, God of the Underworld) 

2-4  Thésée, Pluton :  
TH: Inexorable Roi de l’empire infernal, Digne 
Frere, & digne Rival Du Dieu qui lance le 
tonnerre, Est-ce donc pour venger tant de 
monstres divers, Dont ce bras a purgé la terre, 
Que l’on me livre en proie aux monstres des 
Enfers ?  
PL: Si tes exploits sont grands, voi quelle en 
est la gloire ; Ton nom sur le trépas remporte la 
victoire ; Comme nous il est immortel; Mais, 
d’une égale main, puisqu’il faut qu’on dispense 
Et la peine & la récompense,  N’attens plus de 
Pluton qu’un tourment éternel. D’un trop 
coupable ami, trop fidéle complice, Tu dois 
partager son supplice.  
TH: Je consens à le partager ; L’amitié qui 
nous joint m’en fait un bien suprême.  Non, de 
Pyrithous tu ne peux te vanger, Sans me punir 
moi-même.  Sous les drapeaux de Mars, unis 
par la valeur, Je l’ai vû sur mes pas voler à la 
victoire.  Je dois partager son malheur, Comme 
il a partagé mes périls & ma gloire.  
PL: Mais cette gloire enfin, falloit-il la ternir ? 
Parle. Le crime même a-t’il dû vous unir ?  
TH: Le péril d’un ami si tendre, 
Aux Enfers, avec lui, m’a contraint à descendre 
; Est-ce là le forfait que tu prétends punir ?  
Pour prix d’un projet téméraire, Ton 
malheureux rival éprouve ta colere ; 
Mais, trop fatal Vengeur, de quoi me punis-tu ?  
Ah ! Si son amour est un crime, L’amitié qui 
pour lui m’anime N’est-elle pas une vertu ?  
PL: Eh bien je remets ma victim . Aux juges 
souverains de l’Empire des Morts ; Va, sors ; 
en attendant un arrêt légitime, Je t’abandonne 
à tes remords.  

TH: Inexorable King of the infernal empire, 
Worthy Brother, and worthy Rival, The god who 
launches thunder, Is it to avenge so many 
different monsters, Purged from the world by 
my hand, That I am given as prey to the 
monsters of the underworld? 
 PL: If your deeds are great, see what is the 
glory; Your name triumphs over the death ; And 
like ourselves he is immortal; But since we 
have to dispense punishment and reward with 
an even hand, Expect from Pluto only eternal 
torment.  Too faithful an accomplice for too 
guilty a friend, You must share his suffering. 
                                                                               
TH: I agree to share it; The friendship that joins 
us makes a supreme blessing. No, you cannot 
wreak vengeance on Perithous without 
punishing me too. Under Mars banner, united 
by valour, I saw him race in my steps to victory. 
I have to share his misfortune as he shared my 
perils and my glory. 
PL: But need this glory have been spoiled in 
the end? Was unity in crime necessary? 
TH: The peril of a friend so dear, Compelled me 
to go with him to the underworld. Is that the 
heinous crime you wish to punish? For the 
price of a reckless project Your unfortunate 
rival feels your anger; But most deadly 
Avenger, on what account do you punish me? 
Ah! If his love is a crime, is the friendship I bear 
for him not a virtue? 
PL: Very well, I submit my victim to the 
sovereign judges of the world of the dead. Go 
from this place whilst awaiting your verdict. I 
leave you to your own remorse. 



SCÈNE 3 : [Pluto descends from his throne] 

2-5   Pluton, the three Fates  
PL: Qu’à servir mon couroux tout l’Enfer se 
prépare ; Que l’Averne, que le Tenare, Le 
Cocyte, le Phlegeton, Par ce qu’ils ont de plus 
barbare, Vengent Proserpine & Pluton. 

PL: All Hell is preparing to serve my wrath: 
Hades, Taenarus, The Cocytus, the Phlegeton. 
By all that is most cruel; avenge Prosperine 
and Pluto! 

2-7  Deuxième air de furies  

SCÈNE 4 :  
2-9 Thésée, Tisiphone (a Fury) :  
TH: Dieux ! Que d’infortunés gémissent dans 
ces lieux ! Un seul se dérobe à mes yeux ;  Par 
mes cris redoublés vainement je l’appelle ; Mes 
cris ne sont point entendus ; Ah ! Montrez-moi 
Pyrithous ! Craignez-vous qu’à l’aspect d’un 
ami si fidéle, Ses tourmens ne soient 
suspendus ? Traîne-moi jusqu’à lui, trop 
barbare Eumenide ;  Viens ; je prens ton 
flambeau pour guide.  
TI: La mort, la seule mort a droit de vous unir.  
TH: Mort propice, mort favorable, Pour me 
rendre moins misérable, Commence donc à me 
punir.  

TH: Gods ! How many wretches wail in the 
underworld! One eludes me; By redoubled 
cries, in vain I call; My cries are not heard; Ah! 
Show me Perithous! Do you fear that the 
appearance of a friend so faithful, Will put an 
end to his torments? Drag me to him, most 
cruel Fate; Come, I take your torch to light the 
way.                                                    
 
TI:  Death alone can bring you together 
TH Propitious Fate, death which favours me In 
making me less wretched, Begin my 
punishment. 

2-10 The Three Fates:  
Du destin le vouloir suprême A mis entre nos 
mains la trame de tes jours ; Mais le fatal 
ciseau n’en peut trancher le cours, Qu’au 
redoutable instant qu’il a marqué lui-même  

The supreme will of Fate To place in our hands 
the thread of your days; The fatal blade may 
settle things, but only at that moment 
determined by Fate itself 

2-11 Thésée:  
Ah ! Qu’on daigne du moins, en m’ouvrant les 
Enfers, Rendre un vengeur à l’univers. Puisque 
Pluton est infléxible, Dieu des mers, c’est à toi 
qu’il me faut recourir ;Que ton fils, dans son 
pere, éprouve un cœur sensible, Trois fois 
dans mes malheurs tu dois me secourir ; Le 
fleuve, aux Dieux mêmes terrible, Et qu’ils 
n’osent jamais attester vainement, Le Styx a 
reçu ton serment : Au premier de mes 
vœux tu viens d’être fidèle ;  Tu m’as ouvert 
l’affreux séjour, Où règne une nuit éternelle ; 
Grand Dieu, daigne me rendre au jour.  

Ah! At least deign to open the Underworld, To 
let back an avenger to the world. Since Pluto is 
not to be persuaded, God of the oceans, it is to 
you that I must turn; May your son, in his father, 
feel a sensitive heart. Three times in my 
misfortunes you have helped me; The River 
Styx, awful to the gods themselves, Which they 
never dare call to witness, received your oath: 
You granted the first of my wishes : You have 
opened for me the fearsome regions where 
reigns eternal night; Great God, please now 
restore me to the light. 

2-12 Chorus:  
Non, Neptune auroit beau t’entendre, Les 
Enfers, malgré lui, sauroient te retenir.  On peut 
aisément y descendre, Mais on ne peut en 
revenir.  

No. Neptune would that we would have heard 
you. The Underworld would have held you still. 
One can easily go down there, but to get back 
is impossible. 

SCÈNE 5 :  
2-13  Mercure (Mercury), Pluton:  
ME to PL:  Neptune vous demande grace  Pour 
un Fils trop audacieux.  
PL: N’a-t’il pas partagé son crime & son 
audace, En ouvrant sous ses pas la route de 
ces lieux ? Non, non ; je dois punir un Mortel 
qui m’offense.  

ME to PL: Neptune begs your forgiveness for a 
son too audacious.                                                                           
PL: Does he not share both the crime and the 
audacity by opening the way to these regions? 
No, whatever offends me must be punished. 
 



ME: Jupiter tient les Cieux sous son 
obéïssance, Neptune régne sur les mers ;  
Pluton peut, à son gré, signaler sa vengeance 
Dans le noir séjour des enfers ;  Mais le 
bonheur de l’univers Dépend de votre 
intelligence.  
PL: C’en est fait, je me rends ; sur mon juste 
courroux, Le bien de l’univers l’emporte.  De 
l’infernale nuit que ce coupable sorte ; Peut-
être son destin n’en sera pas plus doux.  Vous, 
qui de l’avenir percez la nuit profonde, Qui 
tenez dans vos mains & la vie & la mort,  Vous 
qui reglez le sort du monde, Parques, 
annoncez-lui son sort.  

ME: Jupiter holds sway over the heavens, 
Neptune rules the oceans, Pluto can at will 
wreak his vengeance in the dark regions of 
Hell. But the happiness of the universe 
depends on your common understanding. 
 
PL: So be it, I surrender. Over my justified 
anger, the good of the universe prevails. Let 
this offender go free from the blackness of Hell! 
Perhaps his fate will be no sweeter                     
Fates: You who can pierce the extreme dark of 
the future, Who hold in your grasp both life and 
death, You who control the condition of the 
world, reveal him to his destiny. 

2-14 Pluton, the Fates :  
Quelle soudaine horreur ton destin nous inspire 
? Où cours-tu, Malheureux ? Tremble ; frémis 
d’effroi. Tu sors de l’infernal empire, Pour 
trouvez les Enfers chez toi.  

What sudden horror inspires your destiny? 
Where are you run to, wretch? Tremble; 
shudder with dread. You leave the infernal 
empire, to find Hell at home 

 
SCÈNE 6 : Thésée, Mercure         
 
2-15 Thésée, Mercure                                                                                  
TH: Je retrouverois chez moi ces enfers que je 
quitte !Ah ! Je céde à l’horreur dont je me sens 
glacer…Dieux, détournez les maux qu’on vient 
de m’annoncer ; Et surtout, prenez soin de 
Phedre et d’Hippolyte.  
ME: Il est temps de revoir la lumiere des Cieux.  
TH: Ciel ! Cachons mon retour, & trompons 
tous les yeux.  

TH: I will find at home the hell I left! Ah! I give in  
to the horror. I feel chill ... Gods turn away the 
evils of which I just heard; And above all, take 
care of Phaedra and Hippolytus. 
                                                                              
ME: It's time to see the light of Heaven. 
TH: Heaven! Hide my return, and all eyes 
deceive. 

-----Interval----- 
ACT 3 [The stage represents a part of Theseus’ palace at the seaside] 

SCÈNE 1 : Phèdre  
3-1  Phèdre:  
Cruelle Mere des Amours, Ta vengeance a 
perdu ma trop coupable race,  N’en 
suspendras-tu point le cours ? Ah ! Du moins, à 
tes yeux, que Phedre trouve grace. [Je ne te 
reproche plus rien, Si tu rends à mes vœux 
Hippolyte sensible ; Mes feux me font horreur, 
mais mon crime est le tien ;  Tu dois cesser 
d’être inflexible. Cruelle Mere des Amours, etc.] 
Mais pourquoi tous ces vains remords ! Ah ! Si 
j’en crois Arcas, mon cœur peut tout prétendre,  
Thésée a vû les sombres bords. L’Enfer, pour 
me punir, pourroit-il me le rendre !...  

Cruel Mother of Love, Your vengeance has 
brought low my most guilty race, Will you not 
check its course? Ah! At least in your eyes, let 
Phedre find grace. [I will blame you no more, If 
you make Hippolyte susceptible to my desires; 
My ardour horrify me, but my crime is yours; 
You must stop being inflexible. Cruel Mother of 
Love, etc.] But why all this futile remorse! 
Ah! If I believe Arcas, my heart can just 
pretend, 
Theseus you will see my dark side. It could it 
make me be punished in hell. 

SCÈNE 2 : Phèdre, Hippolyte  
3-2  Phèdre,Hippolyte:  
H: Reine, sans l’ordre exprès, qui dans ces 
lieux m’appelle, Quand le ciel vous ravit un 
époux glorieux,  
Je respecterois trop votre douleur mortelle, 
Pour vous montrer encore un objet odieux  
P: Vous, l’objet de ma haine ! O ciel ! Quelle 

H: 0 queen, without the express order that 
summons me here, when heaven robbed you 
of a glorious husband, I should respect your 
mortal grief too much to bring before you a 
hateful object again  
P: You, the object of my hatred! O heaven! 



injustice ! Je dois dissiper cette erreur ;  Helas ! 
Si vous croyez que Phedre vous haïsse, Que 
vous connoissez mal son cœur!  
H: Qu’entens-je ? A mes desirs Phedre n’est 
plus contraire ! Ah ! Les plus tendres soins de 
votre auguste époux Dans mon cœur 
désormais vont revivre pour vous.  
P:Quoi ? Prince...  
H: Prince... A votre fils je tiendrai lieu de Perre ; 
J’affermirai son trône, & j’en donne ma foi.  
P: Vous pourriez jusques-là vous attendrir pour 
moi ! C’en est trop ; & le trône, & le fils, & la 
mere,  Je range tout sous votre loi.  
H: Non ; dans l’art de regner je l’instruirai moi-
même ; Je céde sans regret la suprême 
grandeur. Aricie est tout ce que j’aime ; Et si je 
veux regner, ce n’est que dans sons cœur.  
P: Que dites-vous ? O Ciel ! Quelle étoit mon 
erreur ! Malgré mon trône offert, vous aimez 
Aricie!  
H: Quoi! Votre haine encor n’est donc pas 
adoucie ?  
P: Tu viens d’en redoubler l’horreur... Puis-je 
trop haïr ma rivale ?  
H: Votre rivale ! Je fremis ; Thésée est votre 
époux, & vous aimez son fils ! Ah ! Je me sens 
glacer d’une horreur sans égale. Terribles 
ennemis des perfides humains, Dieux, si 
prompts autrefois à les réduire en poudre, 
Qu’attendez-vous ? Lancez la foudre. Qui la 
retient entre vos mains ?  
P: Ah ! Cesse par tes vœux d’allumer le 
tonnerre. Eclatte ; éveille-toi ; sors d’un honteux 
repos ; Rends-toi digne fils d’un heros,  Que de 
monstres sans nombre a délivré la terre ; Il n’en 
est échappé qu’un seul à sa fureur ; Frappe ; 
ce monstre est dans mon cœur.  
H: Grands Dieux !  
P:  Dieux ! Tu balances encore ! Etouffe dans 
mon sang un amour que j’abhorre. Je ne puis 
obtenir ce funeste secours !  Cruel ! Quelle 
rigueur extrême ! Tu me hais, autant que je 
t’aime; Mais, pour trancher mes tristes jours, Je 
n’ai besoin que de moi-même. Donne... 
H: Que faites-vous ?  
 
 
P: Que faites-vous ? Tu m’arraches ce fer  

What injustice! I have to clear up this mistake; 
Alas! If you believe that Phedre hates you, how 
little you understand her heart! 
H: What do I hear? Phedre is no longer the 
enemy of my desires! Ah! The tenderest care of 
your august husband, my heart now will revive 
for you. 
P: What? Prince... 
H: I will be a father to your son; I will establish 
his throne, and pledge my faith. 
P: You might then melt me! This is too much ; I 
put everything under your protection - the 
throne, and the son, and the mother, 
H: No ; I instruct him myself in the art of 
reigning; The lustre of grandeur is nothing to 
me. Aricia is all that I love; And if I want to 
reign, it is only over her heart. 
P: What do you say ? O Heaven! What was my 
mistake! 
Despite the offer of my throne you love Aricia! 
H: What! Then your hatred is not softened? 
                                                                                
P: You magnify the horror ... I cannot hate my 
rival too much. 
H: Your rival! I shudder; Theseus is your 
husband, and yet you love his son! Ah! I feel 
the chill of unparalleled horror. Ye Gods, 
terrible enemies of treacherous humans. Once 
so ready to reduce them to dust, what are you 
waiting for? Launch your bolts of lightning. 
What holds you back? 
P: Ah! Desist your prayers of thunder. Burst 
out; arise from your shameful slumber; Make 
yourself a worthy son of a hero who saved the 
earth from numberless monsters Only one 
escaped his fury; strike, this monster is in my 
heart.                                                                            
H: Great God! 
P: Gods ! You still hesitate! Smother in my 
blood, a love that I abhor. I cannot secure this 
escape! Cruel man! What extreme harshness! 
You hate me as much as I love you; I cannot 
stand it -  I will cut short my sad days. Give me 
this 
H: What are you doing?  
[Phaedre seizes Hippolyte’s sword but he 
manages to snatch it from her] 
P: You snatch away my sword! 

SCÈNE 3 : Thésée and the previous protagonists 
3-3  Thésée,Phèdre,Hippolyte:  
TH: Que vois-je ? Quel affreux spectacle !  
H: Mon pere !  
P: pere ! Mon époux.  
TH: pere ! Mon époux. O trop fatal Oracle ! Je 
trouve les malheurs que ma prédits l’Enfer.  
Reine, dévoilez-moi ce funeste mystére.  
P: N’approchez point de moi ; l’Amour est 

TH: What do I see? What a horrible sight! 
H: My father! 
PH: Father! My husband. 
TH: Father!? My husband!? O too true Oracle! 
I find that my misfortunes indeed predicted Hell. 
Queen, unveil me this fatal mystery. 
PH: Do not approach me; Love is outraged; Let 



outragé; Que l’Amour soit vengé.  love be avenged. 

SCÈNE 4 : Thésée, Hippolyte, Oenone  
3-4  Thésée, Hippolyte :  
TH: Sur qui doit tomber ma colere ? Parlez, 
mon fils, parlez, nommez le criminel.  
H: Seigneur... Dieux ! (à part) Que vais-je lui 
dire ? (à Thesée) Permettez que je me retire ; 
Ou plutôt, que j’obtienne un exil éternel.  

TH: Who should be the focus of my anger? 
Speak, my son, speak, name the criminal. 
H: Lord ... Gods! (Aside) What will I tell him? 
(To Theseus) Allow me to withdraw; Or rather, 
grant me eternal exile. 

SCÈNE 5 : Thésée, Oenone  
3-5  Thésée, Oenone:  
TH: Quoi ? Tout me fuit ! Tout m’abandonne ! 
Mon épouse ! Mon fils ! Ciel ! (à none) 
demeurez, none. C’est à vous seule à 
m’éclairer Sur la trahison la plus noire.  
OE: Ah ! Sauvons de la reine & les jours & la 
gloire. (à Thesée) Un desespoir affreux... 
pouvez-vous l’ignorer ? Vous n’en avez été 
qu’un témoin trop fidéle. Je n’ose accuser votre 
fils ; Mais, la reine... Seigneur, ce fer armé 
contre elle, Ne vous en a que trop appris.  
TH: Dieux ! Acheve.  
OE: Acheve. Un amour funeste...  
TH: C’en est assez ; épargne-moi le reste.  

TH: What? Everyone flees me! All forsake me! 
My wife ! My son ! Heaven! (To Oenone) 
remain, Oenone. It is for you alone to enlighten 
me on this blackest treason. 
OE: Ah! We must save the Queen, her life & 
glory. (To Theseus) A terrible despair ... you 
must see it? You will have been too nakedly a 
witness. I dare not accuse your son; But the 
Queen ... Lord, the sword rasied against her 
tells you too much. 
TH: Ye Gods! Conclude!. 
OE: A fatal passion ... 
TH: That is enough ; spare me the rest. 

SCÈNE 6 : Thésée  
3-6  Thésée:  
Qu’ai-je appris ? Tout mes sens en sont glacez 
d’horreur. Vengeons-nous ; quel projet ! Je 
fremis quand j’y pense. Qu’il en va coûter à 
mon cœur ! A punir un ingrat d’où vient que je 
balance ? Quoi ? Ce sang, qu’il trahit, me parle 
en sa faveur ! Non, non, dans un fils si 
coupable, Je ne vois qu’un monstre effroyable : 
Qu’il ne trouve en moi qu’un vengeur. 

What have I learned? All my senses are 
paralyzed with horror. Vengeance! I shudder 
when I think. It will cost me my heart! But I 
hesitate to punish, how do I judge? 
This blood he betrays speaks in his favour! 
No; in the son so guilty, I only see a frightful 
monster: He therefore finds in me an avenger. 

3-7 Thésée  
Puissant maître des flots, favorable Neptune,  
Entens ma gémissante voix ; Permets que ton 
fils t’importune, Pour la derniere fois. 
Hippolyte m’a fait le plus sanglant outrage ;  
Rempli le serment qui t’engage ; Préviens par 
son trépas un desespoir affreux ; Ah ! Si tu 
refusois de venger mon injure, Je serois 
parricide, & tu serois parjure ;  Nous serions 
coupables tous deux.  

Powerful master of the waves, glorious 
Neptune, Respond to my entreaties; You allow 
your son to importune you for the last time! 
Hippolyte has committed against me the most 
bloody outrage; Fulfil the oath that binds you; 
by his death prevent a dreadful despair; Ah! If 
you refuse avenge my insult, I should commit 
parricide, and you would be perjured; We would 
both guilty. 

3-8 Thésée     [The seas boil]  
Mais de courroux l’onde s’agite. Tremble ; tu 
vas périr, trop coupable Hippolyte. Le sang a 
beau crier, je n’entens plus sa voix.  Tout 
s’apprête à punir une offense mortelle ; 
Neptune me sera fidéle,  C’est aux Dieux à 
venger les Rois.  

But the waves rise up inwrath. Tremble; You'll 
die, guilty Hippolytus. In vain blood cries out, I 
no longer hear its voice. Everything prepares to 
punish a mortal offense; Neptune will be faithful 
to me, It is for the gods to avenge kings. 

3-9 Entry  

3-10 Thésée :  
On vient de mon retour rendre grace à I offer my prayers to Neptune, I desire to return 



Neptune, Et je voudrois encore être dans les 
Enfers : 
Fuyons une foule importune ; 
Ne puis-je disparoître aux yeux de l’univers ! 

to the underworld: 
Flee unwelcome crowd; 
Can I not disappear in the eyes of the universe! 

SCÈNE 7 : Theseus, sailors and a crowd  
3-11 March of the sailors  

3-13 Premier air of the sailors 

3-15 Premier rigaudon  

3-16 Deuxième rigaudon  

3-17 A sailor:  
L’Amour, comme Neptune, Invite à 
s’embarquer ; Pour tenter la fortune, On ose 
tout risquer. Malgré tant de naufrages, Tous les 
cœurs sont matelots ; On quitte le repos ;  
On vole sur les flots ; On affronte les orages ;  
L’Amour ne dort Que dans le Port.  

Love, like Neptune, invites you to set sail; 
To try our fortune, we dare to risk everything. 
Despite so many shipwrecks, in our hearts we 
are still all sailors; We leave behind our repose; 
We fly over the waves; we fight the storms; 
Love sleeps only when in the harbour. 

ACT 4 
SCÈNE1: Hippolyte  
4-1  Hippolyte 
Ah ! Faut-il en un jour, perdre tout ce que j’aime 
! Mon Pere pour jamais me bannit de ces lieux ;  
Si cheris de Diane même, Je ne verrai plus les 
beaux yeux Qui faisoient mon bonheur 
suprême : Ah ! Faut-il en un jour, perdre tout ce 
que j’aime !  

Ah! Must I in a single day lose everything I love! 
My Father forever banished me from the place 
so cherished by Diana herself. I will not see the 
beautiful eyes which fashioned my bliss: Ah! 
Must I in one day, lose everything I love! 

SCÈNE 2 : Hippolyte, Aricie  
4-2  Hippolyte,Aricie:  
A: C’en est donc fait, cruel, rien n’arrête vos 
pas, Vous desesperez votre amante.  
H: Helas ! Plus je vous vois, plus ma douleur 
augmente, Je sens mieux tous mes maux 
quand je vois tant d’appas.  
A: Quoi ! L’inimitié de la Reine, 
Vous fait-elle quitter l’objet de votre amour ?  
H: Non ! Je ne fuirois pas de cet heureux séjour 
Si je n’y craignois que sa haine.  
A: Que dites-vous...  
H: Gardez d’osez porter les yeux Sur le plus 
horrible mystere, Le respect me force à me 
taire ; J’offenserois le Roi, Diane, & tous les 
Dieux.  
A: Ah ; c’est m’en dire assez, ô crime ! Mon 
cœur en est glacé d’épouvante & d’horreur. 
Cependant vous partez, & de Phedre en fureur 
is devenir la victime.  Je va Dieux ; pourquoi 
séparer deux cœurs  Que l’amour a faits l’un 
pour l’autre ! Eh ! Quelle autre main que la 
vôtre, Si vous m’abandonnez, pour essuyer 
mes pleurs Dieux ; pourquoi séparer deux 
cœurs Que l’amour a faits l’un pour l’autre ?  
H: Hé bien daignez me suivre.  
A: bien daignez me suivre. O ciel ! Que dites-
vous ? Moi vous suivre !  

A: It is done, cruel man. Nothing stops you 
now. Your lover is in despair                                                                
H: Alas! The more I see you the more my grief 
swells; why still do I see such alluring charms?        
a                                                                                
A: What! Has the hostility of the Queen not 
made you abandon the object of your love?                                      
H: No! If it were only her hatred I feared, I 
would not leave this charming place.                                                           
A: What are you saying?                                                     
H: Do not open your eyes on this most horrible 
mystery. Respect forces my silence: I would 
offend the King, Diana and the gods.                                                                         
 
A: Ah! You tell me enough. A crime!                      
My heart is frozen with fear and horror yet you 
are leaving me to become the victim of 
Phaedra’s fury. Gods why separate two hearts 
that love meant for each other? What other 
hand than yours shall wipe away my tears?                                         
                                                                                                      
H                                                                                             
 
H: Well, come away with me then.                                            
A: Oh heavens, what do you say? I follow you!                                     
H                               :                                                                                           



H: vous suivre ! Cessez de croire, que je puisse 
oublier le soin de votre gloire. En suivant votre 
amant, vous suivez votre époux ; enez... quel 
silence funeste !  
A: Ah ! Prince, croyez-en l’amour que j’en 
atteste, Je ferois mon suprême bien D’unir 
votre sort & le mien ; Mais Diane est inéxorable 
Pour l’amour & pour les Amans.  
H: A d’innocens désirs Diane est favorable 
Qu’elle préside à nos sermens.  
Both: Nous allons nous jurer une immortelle foi 
: Viens, Reine des Forêts, viens former notre 
chaîne ; Que l’encens de nos vœux s’éleve 
jusqu’à toi, Sois toujours de nos cœurs l’unique 
Souveraine. 

H: You follow! Cease to believe that I could 
forget to care for your honour. In following your 
lover, you follow your husband. Come, what a 
fateful silence!                                                                     
A: Ah! Prince, believe in the love I declare It 
would be my supreme happiness to unite our 
hearts and souls but Diana is steadfast.                                                                
 
H: Diana presides favourably over our oath and 
our desires                  
Both: We will swear our immortal faith. Come 
Queen of the Forest come bind our chains. The 
incense of our vows rises up to you. Be still in 
our hearts the only true Sovereign. 

4-3  The sound of hunting horns 

4-4  Hippolyte:  
Le sort conduit ici ses sujets fortunés ; 
Unissons-nous aux jeux qui lui sont destinés.  

Fate leads its fortunate subjects. Let us play 
the games it intends for us.  

SCÈNE 3 : Hippolyte, Aricie, hunters and huntresses.  
4-5 Chœur:  
Faisons par tout voler nos traits. Animons-nous 
à la victoire ; Que les antres les plus secrets 
Retentissent de notre gloire.  

Let us shoot our arrows everywhere. Let us be 
moved to victory!  Let the most secret caverns 
resound to our glory! 

4-6 Entry of the forest inhabitants  

4-7 Premier rondeau  

4-8 A huntress :  
Amans, quelle est votre foiblesse ? Voyez ! 
L’Amour sans vous allarmer ; Ces mêmes traits 
dont il vous blesse, Contre nos cœurs n’osent 
plus s’armer. Malgré ses charmes  Les plus 
doux, Bravez ses armes, Faites comme nous ;  
Osez, sans allarmes, Attendre ses coups ; Si 
vous combattez, la victoire est à vous, Amans, 
quelle est votre foiblesse ?  Voyez ! L’Amour 
sans vous allarmer ; Ces mêmes traits dont il 
vous blesse, Contre nos cœurs n’osent plus 
s’armer. Vous vous plaignez qu’il a des 
rigueurs,  Et vous aimez tous les traits qu’il 
vous lance ! C’est vous qui les rendez 
vainqueurs ;  Pourquoi sans défense Livrer vos 
cœurs ? Amans, quelle est votre foiblesse, &c  

Lovers, what is your weakness? Look! Do not 
be alarmed by Love; These same arrows with 
which he wounds you, no longer dare to be 
armed against your hearts. Despite its charms 
be brave, resist his weapons as we do! 
Dare without alarms, Waiting for his blows; 
If you fight, the victory is yours, Lovers, what is 
your weakness? Look! Love does not alarm 
you etc 
Why defenceless? Deliver your hearts! 
Lovers, what is your weakness, follow me 
constantly 

4-9 Premier menuet  

4-10 Deuxième menuet  

4-11 Deuxième rondeau : Hunters and Huntresses  
A la chasse, à la chasse, Armez-vous. Courons 
tous à la chasse ; Armons-nous. Dieu des 
cœurs, cédez la place ; Non, non, ne regnez 
jamais.  Que Diane préside ;Que Diane nous 
guide, Dans le fond des forêts ; Sous ses loix 
nous vivons en paix.  A la chasse, &c.  Nos 
asyles  Sont tranquilles, Non, non, rien n’a plus 
d’attraits.  Les plaisirs sont parfaits, Auncun 

To the hunt, arm yourselves! Let us arm 
ourselves!  All hasten to the chase! 
God of hearts give way! Never reign over us – 
here Diana precides. May Diana lead us 
through the forest. We live in pace in her realm.  
Our sancturies are peaceful Nothing distracts 
us with greater attraction, our pleasures are 
perfect, no cares disturb us! We laugh at love 



soin n’embarrasse, On y rit des Amours, On y 
passe les plus beaux jours. A la chasse, &c.  

and enjoy our happiest days. 

[A terrible wind whips up the sea and out of it arises a gigantic and horrible monster] 

4-12 Chorus, Hippolyte, Aricie :  
Quel bruit ! Quels vents ! Quelle montagne 
humide ! Quel monstre elle enfante à nos yeux 
? O Diane, accourez ; volez du haut des cieux.  
   [HIPPOLYTE s'avance vers le monstre ] 
H: Venez, qu’à son défaut je vous serve de 
guide  
A: Arrete! 

What noise ! What winds! What a mountainous 
sea! What a monster it delivers to us! O Diana, 
hasten; fly to us from the heights of the 
heavens. 
   [Hippolyte advances towards the monster] 
H: In her absence I come to you to be your 
guide  
A: Stop! 

4-13 Chorus, Aricie :  
Dieux ! Quelle flamme l’environne !  
A: Quel nuage épais ! Tout se dissipe ; hélas ? 
Hippolyte ne paroît pas. Je meurs. 
        [ARICIE tombe évanouie ] 
CHOEUR : O disgrace cruelle ! Hippolyte n’est 
plus.  

Ye gods! What flames surround him!  
A: What a thick cloud! Everything disappears; 
Alas, Hippolyte does not appear. I die. 
            [Aricie faints ] 
Chorus: Oh cruel disgrace, Hippolyte is no 
more 

SCÈNE 4 : Phèdre, hunters and huntresses.  
4-14 Phèdre, choeur:  
P: Quelle Plainte en ces lieux m’appelle !  
CHOEUR Hippolyte n’est plus.  
P: n’est plus ! O douleur mortelle  
CHOEUR O regrets superflus !  
P: Quel sort l’a fait tomber dans la nuit 
éternelle! 
CHOEUR Un Monstre furieux sorti du sein des 
flots, Vient de vous ravir ce Héros.  
P:  Non, sa mort est mon seul ouvrage ; Dans 
les Enfers, c’est par moi qu’il descend ;  
Neptune de Thesée a crû venger l’outrage ; J’ai 
versé le sang innocent.  
Qu’ai-je fait ? quels remords ! Ciel ! J’entens le 
tonnerre. Quel bruit ! Quels terribles éclats ?  
Fuyons ; où me cacher ? je sens trembler la 
terre ; Les Enfers s’ouvrent sous mes pas.  
Tous les Dieux conjurez, pour me livrer la 
guerre, Arment leurs redoutables bras.  
Dieux cruels, Vengeurs implacables, 
Suspendez un courroux qui me glace d’effroi ;  
Ah ! Si vous êtes équitables, Ne tonnez pas 
encor sur moi ; 
La gloire d’un Héros que l’imposture opprime ;  
Vous demande un juste secours ; Laissez-moi 
révéler à l’Auteur de ses jours,  Et son 
innocence & mon crime.  
CHOEUR : O remords superflus ! Hippolyte 
n’est plus.  

P: What cries have called me to this place? 
CHORUS: Hippolyte is no more. 
P: He is no more ! O mortal pain 
CHORUS O vain regrets! 
P: What fate took him into eternal night! 
 
CHORUS: A furious monster came out of the 
bosom of the waves and robbed us of the Hero. 
P: No, his death is entirely my doing; It was 
through me that he has descended into the 
underworld. 
Neptune sought to avenge the insult to 
Theseus; I have shed innocent blood. What did 
I do ? what remorse! Heaven! I hear the 
thunder. What noise! What terrible bursts of 
thunder! Let me flee; where can I hide? I feel 
the earth tremble; Hell opens under my feet. 
All the gods conspire, to wage war on me. 
Strengthen their formidable arms. Cruel gods, 
implacable Avengers, Defer a wrath that 
freezes me with terror; 
Ah! If you are just, Do not thunder any more on 
me; 
The glory of a hero oppressed by injustice, 
Demands a just aid; Let me reveal to the author 
of his days, both his innocence and my crime. 
CHORUS: O vain regrets! Hippolyte is no more. 

ACT 5  [The stage represents a delicious garden, which forms the avenues of the forest of Aricia:                 
It shows Aricia, lying on a bed of greenery, awakening to the sound of soft music. ] 

 
 



SCÈNE 1 : Aricie  
5-1  Aricie :  
Ou suis-je ? de mes sens j’ai recouvré l’usage ; 
Dieux, ne me l’avez-vous rendu, Que pour me 
retracer l’image Du tendre Amant que j’ai 
perdu? 

Where am I ? My senses are returning; Ye 
gods, have you given them back only for me to 
recall the image of the tender lover that I lost? 

5-2  Aricie:  
Quel doux Concerts ! Quel nouveau jour 
m’éclaire ! Non, non ; ces sons harmonieux,  
Ce Soleil qui brille à mes yeux, Sans Hippolyte, 
helas ! Rien ne me sçauroit plaire.                                             
[The light increases]    Mes Yeux, vous n’êtes 
plus ouverts, Que pour verser des larmes.   En 
vain d’aimables sons font retentir les Airs ; Je 
n’ai que des soupirs, pour répondre aux 
Concerts, Dont ces lieux enchantés viennent 
m’offrir les charmes. Mes Yeux, vous n’êtes 
plus ouverts, Que pour verser des larmes.  
[Diana descends in her glory] 

What sweet music! What new light shines upon 
me! No ; these harmonious sounds, this Sun 
shining in my eyes, is Without Hippolyte, alas! 
nothing can me please.  
[The light Increases]  
My eyes, you are more open, only to shed 
tears. In vain the sweet music resounds in the 
air;  I have only sighs, with which to reply to the 
music which offers me charms in this 
enchanted place My eyes, you are more open, 
only to shed tears.   
[Diana descends in her glory] 
 

SCÈNE 2 : Diane, Aricie, shepherds and shepherdesses  
5-4  Aricie,Chorus:  
CHOEUR :Descendez, brillante Immortelle ; 
Regnez à jamais dans nos bois.                                                                                 
A: Ciel ! Diane ! Malgré ma disgrace cruelle, 
Signalons l’ardeur de mon zèle Pour la Divinité 
qui me tient sous ses Loix.  
CHOEUR Descendez, etc.                                                                       
A: Joignons nous aux voix De cette Troupe 
fidelle. Descendez, etc.  
CHOEUR Regnez, etc.  

CHORUS: Descend, radiant Immortal; Reign 
forever in our woods.                                                                           
A: Heaven! Diane! Despite my cruel disgrace, 
see the ardor of my zeal for the divinity that 
holds me under her laws.                                                                        
CHORUS Descend, etc.                                                      
A: Let us join the voices of this faithful throng. 
Descend, radiant Immortal                                                     
CHORUS: Reign, etc. 

5-5 Diane :  
Peuples toûjours soûmis à mon obéïssance, 
Que jÕaime ˆ me voir parmi vous ! Je fais mes 
plaisirs les plus doux  
De regner sur des cœurs où regne l’innocence. 
Pour dispenser mes Loix dans cet heureux 
séjour, J’ai fait choix d’un Heros qui me chérit, 
que j’aime : Célébrez cet auguste jour ; Que 
pour ce nouveau Maître, ainsi que pour moi-
même, Les plus beaux jeux soient préparez.  
Allez-en prendre soin.  
(à Aricie.) Vous, Nymphe, demeurez.  

You people always wish to obey me, how I love 
to see myself with you! It is the sweetest 
pleasure to reign over hearts ruled by 
innocence. To dispense my law in this happy 
place, I have chosen a hero who loves me and 
whom I love: 
Celebrate this august day. For this new Master, 
and for me, we prepare the most beautiful 
entertainments. Go take care.  
 
(to Aricia.) You, nymph, remain. 

SCÈNE 3 : Diane, Aricie  
5-6  Diane:  
Et vous : Troupe à ma voix fidelle, Doux 
Zephirs, volez en ces lieux ; Il est temps 
dÕapporter le dŽp™t prŽcieux Que j’ai commis à 
vôtre zéle. [Les Zephirs amenent Hippolyte 
dans un Char.]  

And you, Followers faithful to my voice 
Soft zephyrs, fly to this place; It is time to bring 
the precious thing I committed to your care. 
[The Zephyrs lead Hippolytus in a Chariot.] 

SCÈNE 4 : Diane, Hippolyte, Aricie  
5-7  Flight of the Zephyrs  

5-8 Hippolyte, Aricie :  



A / H: Est-ce vous que je voi. Que mon sort est 
digne d’envie ! Le moment qui vous rend à moi, 
Est le plus heureux de ma vie.  

A / H: Is that you I see? My fate is to be envied! 
The moment that restores you to me, is the 
happiest of my life. 

5-9 Diane:  
Tendres Amans, vos malheurs sont finis ; Pour 
votre Hymen tout se prépare : Ne craignez plus 
qu’on vous sépare, C’est moi qui vous unis. 
[Bruits de musettes ] 
Les Habitans de ces retraites Ont préparé pour 
vous les plus aimables jeux ;  Et déja leurs 
douces Musettes Annoncent le moment 
heureux, Où vous allez regner sur eux.  

Tender Lovers, your troubles are over; All is 
prepared for your marriage. No more to fear 
separation, it is I who unites you.                     
[The sound of musettes] 
Inhabitants of theis retreat Have prepared for 
you the most amiable entertainments; And 
already their sweet Musettes Announce the 
happy moment, where you will reign over them. 

SCÈNE 5 : Diane, Hippolyte, Aricie, inhabitants of the forest of Aricie  
5-10 Chœur:  
Chantons sur la Musette, Chantons. Au son 
quÕelle rŽpette, Dansons. Que lÕEcho fid•le 
Rende nos chansons. Chantons, etc. Berg•re 
trop cruele, Gožtez les tendres le•ons. 
Chantons sur la Musette, etc.  

Singing with the Musette, sing. Let us sing and 
dance. The faithful Echo repeats our sweet 
songs. Sing, etc. Shepherdess too cruel, 
Taste the tender lessons. Singing with the 
Musette, etc. 

5-12 Une berg•re (a shepherd):   
Plaisirs, doux Vainqueurs, A qui tout rend les 
Armes,  Encha”nez les cÏurs ;  Plaisi rs, doux 
Vainqueurs, Rassemblez tous vos charmes ; 
Enchantez tous les cœurs. Que l’Amour a 
d’appas ; Regnez, ne cessez pas  De voler sur 
ces pas. Plaisirs, doux Vainqueurs, etc. C’est 
aux Ris, c’est au Jeux D’embellir son Empire; 
Qu’aussi-t™t quÕon soupire, L’on y soit heureux.  

Pleasures, sweet victors, to which all surrender 
put hearts in chains; 
Pleasures, sweet victors, Gather all your 
charms; Delight all hearts:  Love has many 
charms; do not ignore them. 
Pleasures, sweet victors, etc. It is for laughter, 
for sport to embellish its empire; the sighs 
immediately tell of our happiness. 

5-15 Diane :  
D:  Bergers, vous allez voir combien je suis 
fidèle A tenir ce que je promets ;  Le Heros, qui 
sur vous va regner desormais, Sera le prix de 
votre zèle.  
CHOEUR: Que tout soit heureux sous les Loix 
Du Roi que Diane nous donne ; Que tout 
applaudisse à son choix ; C’est la Vertu qui le 
couronne.  

D: Shepherds, you will see how I am faithful To 
keep to what I promise; The Heroes, who will 
reign over you from now, Will be the reward for 
your faith. 
CHORUS: May all be happy under the Laws of 
the Queen Diane gives us; That all applaud her 
choice; This is the virtue of that crown. 

5-16 Première gavotte  

5-17 Deuxi•me gavotte  

5-18 Aricie ou une bergère:  
Rossignols amoureux, répondez à nos voix ; 
Par la douceur de vos ramages, Rendez les 
plus tendres hommages A la Divinité qui regne 
dans nos Bois. 
[Un ballet gŽnŽral termine le Divertissement.]  

Nightingale in love, answer our voice; The 
softness of your flowers, Make the most tender 
tributes to the  
Divinity that reigns in our forest.                                                        

5-19 Chaconne    [A general ballet Ends the Entertainment.] 

 

If this translation offends anyone with a knowledge of the French language, I can only apologize and blame 
Monsieur Google and my O level French teacher (who was actually Russian). 

 


