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113. Il bianco e dolce cigno

Miguel de Fuenllana
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The gentle white swan, singing, dies; and I,
weeping approach the end of my life.
The difference is strange:
he dies disconsolate,
and I die blessed.
That death, which is not to die
but to fill me with all joy and desire:
if in dying thus I will not feel sorrow,
I will be pleased to die
a thousand times each day. 
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