
Belle, qui m'avez blessé Pierre Guédron
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Airs de cour à quatre & à cinq parties (1613), f.26v.  Encoded and edited by Sarge Gerbode.



Beauty, who has wounded me with such a gentle act
Alas, why are you leaving me?
Me, who languishes in cruel despair
when I can't see you.

Alas! With this sad departure,
you take away the best part of my heart
and you leave the rest of it prey
to pain, sighs, and weeping.

Either give me back the one [part]
or, my lady, out of pity don't leave the other part.
Or else in a pitying effort
give death to both.

The sky is troubled and of changeable color,
helping me to complain of my unhappiness.
And accompanying my grief, this wilderness
is going to bathe [them] with its waters.

Even the amorous sunlight  of your eyes
flees from you and disdains this place,
and this abode which you have left
is no longer anything but darkness.

If from my troubles that I can no longer hide
some regret can touch you,
console me, my lady, with a sweet hope
of seeing you again soon.


