
Alkemie & Friends 
present 

Hildegard Refracted 
in honor of the birthday of Jessamyn Conrad 

All texts and music are drawn from the musical and written works of Hildegard von Bingen (1098-1179) 

Reading from Vision 3 Scivias 

Alleluia! O virga mediatrix (instrumental) Riesencodex 
Arr. Sian Ricketts 

At home with Hildegard Causae et Curae 

O dulcis electe Riesencodex 
Arr. Tracy Cowart 

Planet Hildegard Physica 

O virtus sapientie Riesencodex 
Arr. Spiff Wiegand 

Cause et Curae, Physica 

Riesencodex 
Arr. Elisa Sutherland 

Causae et Curae 

Dendermonde Codex 
Arr. Charles Mueller 

Arr. Alkemie & Friends 

Hildegard trivia 

O quam preciosa (instrumental with vocal refrains) 

At home with Hildegard 

O frondens virga 

Ob diem natalis tui (Happy birthday!) 

O viridissima virga Riesencodex 
Arr. Jim Hopkins 

The performance will be followed by a brief Q & A with the musicians over Zoom for anyone who is 
interested in participating. 

The trivia answers & other prizes will also be revealed at the beginning of the Q & A. 

Musicians 
Tracy Cowart 
Jim Hopkins 

Charles Mueller 
Sian Ricketts 

Elisa Sutherland 
Spiff Wiegand 

A/V Production by Charles Mueller and Oliver Weston 
Videography by Elisa Sutherland 
Art Direction by Tracy Cowart 



TEXTS AND TRANSLATIONS 

O dulcis electe, 
qui in ardore ardentis 
effulsisti, radix, 
et qui in splendore Patris 
elucidasti mistica, 
et qui intrasti cubiculum castitatis 
in aurea civitate 
quam construxit rex, 

Prebe adiutorium peregrinis. 

Tu enim auxisti pluviam  
cum precessoribus tuis, 
qui miserunt illam 
in viriditate pigmentariorum. 

Prebe adiutorium peregrinis. 

The fire you flashed 
from the blaze of God! 
Chosen and tender you struck root in light, 
in the Father’s splendor you 
enlightened depths. 
You who had entry 
to the bower of chastity  
in the golden city the king built. 

Guide us wayfarers home. 

With the eleven before you 
you sent torrents from heaven, 
you brought rain to the garden 
where spices grow green. 

Guide us wayfarers home. 

O virtus sapientie, 
que circuiens circuisti, 
comprehendendo omnia 
in una via que habet vitam, 
tres alas habens, 
quarum una in altum volat 
et altera de terra sudat 
et tercia undique volat. 
Laus tibi sit sicut te decet, 
O Sapientia. 

Sophia! 
you of the whirling wings, 
circling encompassing energy of God: 
you quicken the world in your clasp. 
You have three wings: 
one wing soars in heaven 
one wing sweeps the earth 
and the third flies all around us. 
Praise to Sophia! 
Let all the earth praise her! 

O quam preciosa (refrain) 
Et filius Dei 
per secreta ipsius 
quasi aurora exivit. 

Refrain: 
And the Son of God came forth 
from her secret chamber 
like the dawn. 

O frondens virga, 
in tua nobilitate stans 
sicut aurora procedit: 
nunc gaude et letare 
et nos debiles dignare 
a mala consuetudine liberare 
atque manum tuam porridge 
ad erigendum nos. 

Morning bursts into light, 
the golden bough into green. 
Let grief be put to flight— 
Exult, virgin queen! 
Lend your hand with a shout 
of high auroral praise, 
And left us frail ones out 
of our old bad ways. 



O viridissima virga, ave, 
que in ventoso flabro sciscitationis 
sanctorum prodisti. 
 
Cum venit tempus 
quod tu floruisti in ramis tuis, 
ave, ave fuit tibi, 
quia calor solis in te sudavit 
sicut odor balsami. 
 
Nam in te floruit pulcher flos 
qui odorem dedit 
omnibus aromatibus 
que arida errant. 
 
Et illa apparuerunt omnia 
in viriditate plena. 
 
Unde celi dederunt rorem super gramen 
et omnis terra leta facta est, 
quoniam viscera ipsius frumentum protulerunt 
et quoniam volucres celi  
nidos in ipsa habuerunt. 
 
Deine facta est esca hominibus 
et gaudium magnum epulantium. 
Unde, o suavis Virgo, 
in te non deficit ullum gaudium. 
 
Hec omnia Eva contempsit. 
 
Nunc autem laus sit Altissimo. 

Never was leaf so green, 
for you branched from the spirited  
blast of the quest of the saints. 
 
When it came time 
for your boughs to blossom 
(I salute you!) 
your scent was like balsam 
distilled in the sun. 
 
And your flower  
made all spices 
fragrant 
dry though they were: 
 
they burst into verdure. 
 
 
So the skies rained dew on the grass 
and the whole earth exulted, 
for her womb brought forth wheat, 
for the birds of heaven 
made their nests in it. 
 
Keepers of the feast, rejoice! 
The banquet’s ready. And you 
sweet maid-child 
are a fount of gladness. 
 
But Eve? She despised every joy. 
 
Praise nonetheless, praise to the Highest. 

Translations by Barbara Newman 
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