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Arie Passeggiate aUnaVoce, v.1 (1612), p. 8. Encoded and edited by Sarge Gerbode.

1) Note value 1/3 in orig. Change makesiit fit the pass line.
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1) Note %2 valuein orig.
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Ultimi miei sospiri

Che mi lasciate fredd'

E senzavita

Contatei miel martiri

Ai chi mori mi vedde

Et non maita

Et dite, o beltainfinita

Dal tuo fede

Ne cacciaempio martire

Et se questo gli e grato
Gitenerat' in ciel amiglior stato
Mase pietagli por gil vostro dire
mﬁin orig.



Ch'io non voro morire

My last breaths

That leave me cold and lifeless.

Tell of my torments

To the one who seesme die

and does not help me.

And say, "Oh infinite beauty,

Wicked torments afflict your faithful one."
And if thisis pleasing to her,

| will go quickly to heaven for a better state,
but if your words arouse her pity,

Return to me, for | do not wish to die.

Count my martyrdom
To those who saw me die
And did not help me

And say, O infinite beauty
From your faithful one
Drive away the wicked martyr

And if this pleases him

Go to heaven to a better state

But if pity moves him by your words
Come back to me

For | do not want to die



