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MCE pili dolee i penar per Amardlli
che T giofr di millaltre.
E se gioir o loi
i vieta il mio destino hoge & musain
Per me pur ogni givis.
Viver jo fortunato
peralira donna mai, per altr Amore
né patend il vorre,
né volendeo il potrel
E s'esser pod ch'in silcun tempe i
cits vogtia il mrio volers
@ posza il mio potere,
prega il ciel ed Amor che tolio pria
ogni voler, ogni poter mi sis
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Adhil come a'un vago sl corsese piro
de duo belli oechi ondio
soffersi il primo doloe stral dAmare
pien d'un nuovo desio
&l pronto & sospirar, forns il mio core.

conosco i segni ch'el mio core addits
de l'antica ferita.

Ahl che piaga diAmor non sana mai!
Eté gran tempo pur che fa saldai.
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Troppo ben pud questo tirannAmore,
poiché non val fuggire
& chi no'l pud soffire.
Quand’io penso tal'hor com'arde e pugne.
io dico: Ah! core stolto,
non laspettar, che fai?
Fuggilo si che non ti prenda mai,
Manon so com'il lusingher mi giunge,
ch'io dico: Ah! core sciolio, e
perche fuggito I'hai?
Prendilo i che non ti fugga mai,
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It iz more plessant to me o suffer for Amarilli
than to rejoice in a thousand others
And il fate forbids me
to rejoice i her
then all other pleasures
will die for me today,
I neither wish to be able,
mor am able fo wish,
#o live luppily
with another woman, for another love,
And if it could hippen sometime
that oy will would wish it
or my abitity would be capable of it,
then | pray to heaven and Amor fird
1o be deprived of all will and all ability.
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©Oh, &s 100 lovely sun
my heart, full of new desire
and eager fo sigh,
returns 1o the noble glance of the two eyes
from which I was wounded
by the sweet armow of first love.
O, to think that Amor's wound never heals!
Poor me, it is of no use 1o hide,
since now I know the signs which my heart reveals
of the old wound.
O, to think that Amor’s wound never heals!
And it is really s long time since I patched it up.
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This tyrannical Amor is much (oo powerful
for it to be of any use
for one who cannot endure him to flee,
When I sometimes think
how he bumns and necdles me
| say: O foolish heart,
do net wait for him, what are you doing?
Fly from him so that he can never catch you,
But just as soon #s this charmer catches up with me
I 'say: Alns, liberated heart,
why did you flee from him?
Grab hipld of him
so that he will never flee from you.
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Amor, se giusto sel,

fa che In donna mia

anch'elln giusta sin.

lo V'amo, tu il eonosel, ed élla il vede.

Ma pur mi strazin e mi trafigge il core,

e per pur mio dolore,

e per dispreggio tuo non mi di fede,
Non sostenere, Amaor, che nel tuo regno
I dov'io ho sparta fede, mieta sdegno,
Ma fa piusto, signore,

clin premio del mio amor; io colga amore,
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"Tramo, mia viltal” la mia cara vita
dolcemente mi dice, e in questa sola
sl soave

par che trasformi lietament'il core
per farmene signore.

O voce di dolcezza e di dilettol
‘Prendila tostAmore,

stampala nel mio petto,

spiri solo per lei I'anima mia,
“T"amo mia vital" la mia vita sia.
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E cosi a poc¢’ a poco,

torno farfalla semplicett” al foco.

E nel fallace sguardo,

un'‘altra volta mi consum’ ed ardo.

Chi spegne antico incendio il fa immortale.
Ah! che piaga d'amore,

quanto si cura pill, tanto men sana,
ch'ogni fatica & vana

quando fu punto un giovingétto core,

dal primo e dolce strale.

Chi spegne antico incendio il fa immortale.
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Amor, if you are just,
then make sure that my fady
will e just,
Flove her, you know that, and she sees it
But nevertheless she tears me apart
and pierces my heart,
and nevertheless, 1o my misery
and in contempt of you, she does riot believe me.
You must not perrmit; Amaor, that in your kingdom
where | have sown so much fidelity,
that there 1 should reap scom.
But be just, master,
that in reward for my love T shall reap love.
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“Llove you, my life” says my dear life
sweelly to me, and in this
soft saying alone
she seems happily to change her heant
50 85 {0 make me its master.
O voice of sweetness and delight!
Take it at once, Amor,
press it 1o my heart,
my soul shall breathe for her alone,
“Tlove you, my life” shall be my life.
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And thus, little by little,
da 1, silly butterfly, réturn to the fire.
Andin the fraudulent glance
I'am again consumed and burn.
The one who extinguishes an old fire
makes it immortal.
Alas, the more one tries to cure love's wound,
the less it heals,
since every effort is in vain
where a very voung heart has been struck
by the first and sweet artow.
The one who extinguishes an old fire
‘makes it immortal,







