6. S1 oportunerit me teco mori

(Marchetto Cara) Franciscus Bossinensis
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“If I am called to die with you
I will not deny you.”

These were the words

Of worthy Peter to his Lord
When He said: one of you
Will betray me.

The cock may well crow

But never out of fear

Will my heart change its nature
Or my tongue prove false.

The same I say to you, my lady.
My words to you shall stand true
Because not Peter the rock

But a column of marble am I.



