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While to the lovely bed where Phaeton was sleeping with contented murmurs fair Parma was going, herself contented, 
a sweet sound was heard, at times in the plain, at times from the high mountain.
Raise now your glorious brow, O golden town, once so adventurous,
as Heaven still wishes to give you its reward: namely, the ancient spoils, haughty and well-known. 
(translation by Paolo Faeti, ©2009)
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In you Mars, in you Apollo, in you Minerva, rejoice! In you olive trees plant peace, and hail all of your glories to Heaven,
and while sweet flocks of birds shape that sound, every murmur quietens, 
souls are filled with astonishment, and hearts with zeal.
(translation by Paolo Faeti ©2009)
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