
(Romance à 4 - Cristóbal de Morales)
143. ¡A las armas, Moriscote!

Miguel de Fuenllana
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Orphenica Lyra (1554), f.145b.  Encoded and edited by Sarge Gerbode.

1) "f" in orig. clashes with "g" on 1st course.



My attempt at translation:

To arms, Moriscote,
if you have the will!
The French have entered,
those who are going on pilgrimage.
They are entering
through Fuenterrabía;
they are leaving
through San Sebastian.

I remember the moor with terror;
I will hear well what you will say.
"My equipment is arms;
my rest, fighting;
my bed, great difficulty;
my sleep, constant watchfulness."

- 2 -


