
Ho visto al mio dolore Jacopo Peri
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Varie Musiche (1609), %1. Encoded and edited by Sarge Gerbode.
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Translation:

I have seen gentle Sylvia scatter dewy tears by the
Thousand from her beautiful eyes at the sight of my pain.
Such as the Goddess of Love, struck to the heart with grief,
Never shed over the dead Adonis.
But to what purpose, alas, if my fire
Takes strength from them and burns all the more?
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