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Translations

O del mio amato ben

Oh, lost enchantment of my dearly beloved!
Far from my eyes is she who was, to me,
glory and pride!

Now through the empty rooms I always seek
her and call her with a heart full of hopes?
But I seek in vain; I call in vain!

And the weeping is so dear to me,

that with weeping alone I nourish my heart.
It seems to me, without her, sadness is
everywhere.

The day seems like night to me;

fire seems cold to me.

If, however, I sometimes hope to give
myself to another cure,

one thought alone torments me:

Without her, what shall I do?

To me, life seems a vain thing

without my beloved.

Amorosi miei giorni

My amorous days,

Who could ever forget you,

Now that, adorned with all the blessings,
You give peace to my heart

And perfume to my thoughts?

To be able, so, as life advances,

To fear no longer the anxieties of a life of deceptions,

With this hope alone:

That one look of hers may be all my splendor
And one smile of hers may be all my treasure!
Who more blessed than I,

If she docs not have beside her

A sweet and dear beloved object,

So that she cannot yet say

She knows what love is?

Al, way I so, as life advances,

Fear no longer the anxieties

Of a life of deceptions,

With this hope alone:

That one look of hers may be all my splendor
And one smile of hers may be all my treasure!

Chanson Triste

In your heart moonlight sleeps,

a soft summer moonlight

and to escape the tiresome life,

I will drown myself in your light.

I forget my past sufferings, my love, when
you rock my sad heart and my thoughts

in the loving calm of your arms.

You will take my sick head sometimes on
your lap,

and you will tell it a ballad that seems to
speak of us;

and in your eyes full of sadness,

in your eyes I will drink, so many kisses and
tenderness that perhaps I will heal.

Soupir

To never see nor hear her

Nor ever name her out loud

But, loyal, always waiting for her
Always loving her!

Opening my arms, and tired of waiting,
Close them again on nothingness!

But, still, always stretching them to her,
always loving her.

If only I could hand them to her and in tears
be consumed,

but these tears | always spread them,
Always loving her

To never see nor hear her

Nor ever name her out loud

But, loyal, always waiting for her
Always loving her!
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