Amor ch'attendi

Giulio Caccini
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A- mor chat- ten- di, A- mor che fa- i? Su, che non pren- di
O Pom- pa, 0 glo- ria, 0 spo- glie al-te- re, No- bil vit- to- ria
A- mor pos- sen- te, A- mor cor- te- se Di- ra la gen- te
Quel cor su- per- bo Lan- gue e so- spi- ra, Quel vi- so a- cer- bo
Se cru- dae ri- a Ne- go mer- ce- de, Hu- mi- le e pi- a
Dall' al- to cie- lo Ful- mi- na Gio- ve, L'Ar- cier di De- lo
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Gli stra- li o ma- i A- mor ven- det- ta, A- mor sa- et- ta
S'Am- or la  fe- re; A- mor ar- di- sci, A- mor fe- ri- sci
Pur ar- se e pre- se Quel- la cru- de- le, Che, di que- re- le
Pie- ta- te spi- ra. Fat- ti duoi fie- mi Quei cru- di lu- mi,
Mer- ce- de horchie- de. O  fa- ce, 0 stra- le, Al- ta im- mor- ta- le,
Saet- te pi- o- ve, Ma lo stral d'or- ro S'or- ni dal- lo- ro
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Quel cor ch'al- te- ro Sde- gna'l tuo im-pe- ro, quel cor ch'al-
A- mor et o- di  Qual hav- rai  lo- di, A- mor et
Va- ga, e di pian- ti, Scher- mnia  gli a- man- ti, va- ga, e di
Pur ver- san fo- re Pian- to d'a- mo- re, pur ver- san
Che fia che scam- pi Sl ghiac- cio_av-vam- pi, che fia che
Che di pos- san- za  O- gni al- tro a- van- za, che di pos-
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te- ro Sde- gna'l tuo im pe- ro.
o- di  Qual hav- rai  lo- di
pian- ti, Scher- nia gli a-man- ti.
fo- re Pian- to d'a- mo- re.
scam- pi  S'il ghiac- cio_avwvam- pi.
san- za  O- gni al- tro_a- van- za.
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Love, what are you waiting for? Love, what are you doing?
Come on! why don't you use your arrows now at last?
Love, revenge! Love, hit with your darts

that haughty heart that disdains your kingdom.

O pomp, o glory, o proud booty!

What a noble victory if Love hurts her;
Love, dare! Love, hurt her!

Love, and hear what praises you will receive.

Mighty Love, gentle Love,

people will say "Eventually she did burn with the fire of love --
that cruel woman who, eager for moans

and tears, scorns her lovers.

“That arrogant heart now is languishing and sighing,
that sharp face now moves to pity.

Those cruel eyes, turned to two rivers,

do now pour out tears of love.

“If she, once cruel and wicked, denied mercy
now, humble and pious, she asks for it.”

O fire, o arrow, noble, immmortal,

what will escape you if you set the ice on fire?

From the high heaven, Jupiter throws thunderbolts,
Apollo, the bowman of Delos, rains darts,

but let the golden arrow be adorned with laurel,
for it exceeds any other in power.




