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Aria musicale per cantarsi (1630), %1. Encoded and edited by Sarge Gerbode.



 

Seconda parte
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[My attempt at translation -- corrections welcome!]

Oh, my heart, my sweet life,
Because, alas,
Your path turns away to your own star???,
At least hear,
Before departing, my laments.
You also know, my sweet good one,
That I have in my heart as much ardor
As the sea has sterile sand.,
That my breast is filled with infinite love

Too quickly, alas, you flee;
Wait a little,
And that fire
With which my heart is burned and consumed,
Extinguish it first
And then depart, my soul.
But what am I doing? These prayers, these plaints
I pour out in vain,
for you, in the distance
can no longer hear me, and meanwhile you flee .
Oh, my bad fortune, always empty.

I live and breathe for you alone,
I only keep turning back
Toward your face.
All your charms that I delight in and gaze upon for a long time
Pierce my heart with pain and suffering.
At least have pity on me,
By listening
and seeing
the pain I have in my breast.
Tell me,
Cruel one, that you will now hear me????

Please, therefore, in parting
from the one who loves you
and desires you,
give him death;
oh help!,
If you do not have the heart of a viper or a bear!
Let me know that close
to the door
of Death
my fate has brought me,
My life depends on the help
that she alone can give.
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