114. Occhi miei lassi
Strambotto a 4, poem by Francesco Petrarchfiguel de Fuenllana
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Morte puo chiu- der sole ai miei pensieri
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Orphenica Lyra (1554), f.121v. Encoded and edited by Sarge Gerbode.
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1) "d" in orig. See bar 120.



Weary eyes of mine,

as [ turn you towards

the beautiful face that killed you,
please be wary,

for Love awaits you defiantly;
hence my sighs.

Only death can preclude my thoughts
from wandering the loving path that would bring them
to the sweet haven of their salvation;
but may light be hidden to you

by a lesser obstacle, for you are made
of lesser virtue and constitution.
Thus, albeit in pain,

before the crying hours arrive --

and they are near --,

take some brief respite now,

at the end of such long suffering.



