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Orphenica Lyra (1554), f.135v. Encoded and edited by Sarge Gerbode.



Pity me, lady; lady, pity me
for I suffer such torments, all for you.

The day when I don't see you
is, for me, like a thousand years.

I neither rest nor sleep,
nor have life without you.

During the days, I don't live,
except to sigh for you.

Where are you
that I don't see you, my soul?
What is going on with you?

Pity me, lady,
for I suffer such torments,
all for you, lady, for you.


