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Las mis penas, Escobar 

My pains, Mother, are from love. 

Go out, my lady, 

From under the orange tree 

Since you are so beautiful, 

Burn yourself in the air, 

They are from love. 

My pains, Mother, are from love.


(((
Las mis penas, madre, 

De amores son. 

Salid mi señora, 

De so'l naranjale 

Que sois tan hermosa, 

Quemarvos a ell aire, 

De amores son. 

Las mis penas, madre, 

De amores son.

Minno amor, anonymous

My love, you called, "Ay!" 

I have come to see how you are. 

My beautiful love, 

Hurt your husband. 

I have come to see how you are. 

My love so lusty, 

Turn against your spouse. 

I have come to see how you are.


(((
Minno amor dexistes, ­¡ay! 

Venno a ver cómo vos vay. 

Minno amor tan garrido, 

Firios vuestro marido; 

Venno a ver cómo vos vay. 

Minno amor dexistes, ­¡ay! 

Venno a ver cómo vos vay. 

Minno amor tan lozano 

Firios vuestro velado; 

Venno a ver cómo vos vay.

Pensad ora'n al, anonymous

Think now of those, 

Sad heart, 

Think now of those 

That have no loves. 

Think of living 

Always in pain. 

Through your service, 

Such a high attainment, 

You will be condemned 

To death and passion, 

Think now of those 

That have no loves. 

Whoever in love 

Places trust, 

So many sorrows 

Have wounded you; 

Don't hold close to you 

This vain affection. 

Think now of those that have no loves.


(((
Pensad ora'n al, 

Triste coraçon, 

Pensad ora'n al 

Que'n amores non. 

Pensad en vivir 

Contino penado, 

Pues vuestro servir 

Tan alto accumbrado. 

Seréis condenado 

A muerte y pasión, 

Pensad ora'n al 

Que'n amores non. 

En al qu'en amores 

Poned el cuidado, 

Pues tantos dolores 

Os an lastimado; 

N'os tenga cercado 

La vana afición; 

Pensad ora'n al 

Qu'en amores non.

Sol sol gi gi abc, Alonso    

Sol sol gi gi a b c, 

Here I come, all in love from la sol fa mi re re ut re. 

I was going to see my mother whom I dearly loved; 

I went along singing that which I'll tell you: 

Sol Sol gi gi a b c,


(((
Sol sol gi gi a b c, 

Enamoradico vengo de la sol fa mi rre rre ut re. 

Iva a ver a mi madre a quien mucho ame 

Ivame cantando lo que os dire: 

Sol Sol gi gi a b c,

Pedro i bien te quiero, Juan del Encina  

Pedro, well I love you, 

Although you are a herdsman. 

You have danced, 

Raced, and battled so well 

That I have fallen in love, 

And die from it. 

By my faith, madam, 

Already my fame resounds, 

And I am even 

More artful in bed. 

I don't know what to say to you, 

Your love tires me; 

Have me for you friend, 

Be my companion, 

I am in everything quick, 

Skillful, and willing, 

And in seeing your face, 

I am even more inspired, 

I want you to love me, 

And since you are fighting for me, 

We must have true love, 

Madam, lady, I was born at a good hour; 

I am from now on 

Entirely yours.

 
(((
Pedro i bien te quiero, 

Magüera vaquero. 

As tan bien bailado, 

Corrido y luchado, 

Que m'as enamorado 

Y d'amores muero. 

A la fe, nostrama, 

Ya suena mi fama,

Y aun pues en la cama 

Soy mui más artero. 

No sé que te diga, 

Tu amor me fatiga; 

Tenme por amiga, 

Sey mi conpañero. 

Soi en todo presto, 

Mañoso i dispuesto 

Y en ver vuestro gesto 

Mucho más m'esmero. 

Quiero que me quieras 

Pues por mi t'esmeras, 

Tengamos de veras 

Amor verdadero. 

Nostrama, señora, 

Yo naçí en buen'ora; 

Ya soy desde agora 

Vuestro por entero.

Al Alva Venid, anonymous  

Come at dawn, good friend, come at dawn. 

Friend whom I have most loved, 

Come by the dawn of the day. 

Friend whom I have most loved, 

Come by the light of the dawn. 

Friend whom I most desired, 

Come by the light of day. 

Come by the light of day--bring no company. 

Come by the light of the dawn--don't bring any company. 

Come at dawn, good friend, come at dawn.


(((
Al alva venid, buen amigo, al alva venid. 

Amigo el que yo mas quería 

Venid al alva del día. 

Amigo el que yo mas amaba, 

Venid a la luz del alva. 

Amigo el que yo más quería, 

Venid a la luz del día. 

Venid a la luz del día, 

Non trayays compañía. 

Venid a la luz del alva, 

Non traigais gran compaña.

Olládeme gentil dona, anonymous

Listen to me gentle lady 

And I will be worthy of your faith, 

Since I am from the house of the King. 

Listen to me without disdain, 

And I will be worthy of your faith, 

Since I am from the house of the King. . ." 

Look, what an elegant message 

From a courtly gentleman! 

Your introduction seems 

Well-founded in frivolity. 

Excuse me that I speak candidly, 

As is the custom of my people. 

`Since I am from the house of the King.'

In order for you to be a knight, 

As you say, a courtesan, 

Certainly I would like to desire you 

But you come very imprudently, 

With much haughty presumption, 

And you must be beneath the law. 

I beg you out of courtesy, 

Don't make a fool out of me; 

By the devil! 

I am dying to court you. 

Hear about my nobility, 

Once more I'll tell you 

That I am from the house of the King.

Stuffed with stupidity is the person 

Who makes himself out to be more than he is 

Besides, it means nothing to me 

If you are a duke or a marquis, 

You brag about imaginary exploits, 

But the deeds are invisible. 

`that I am from the house of the King.'

I am perfectly calm 

That you take such a stance, 

Since I raise all the chickens 

For the King's table. 

In you I find a hard wall, 

And I don't know why, by my faith, 

Since I am from the house of the King.

The chickens around here 

Tend to eat crumbs, 

And men are not raised 

In crates under the table. 

Give up all this garbage—

I don't believe a word of it. 

`that I am from the house of the King.'


(((
Olládeme gentil dona 

Y valey por vosa fey, 

Que so de casa du Rey. 

De menino so criado 

No paço más que ninguén; 

Bo fidalgo aprovado 

Da villa de Santarén.

Ved qué gentil enbaxada 

Para ombre cortesano! 

Bien pareçe vuestra entrada 

Fundada sobre liviano. 

Perdonad que hable llano 

A uso de nuestra grey. 

'Que so da casa du Rey.' 

Para ser vos caballero, 

Qual desís, i cortesano, 

Por çierto desiros quiero 

Que venís mucho liviano, 

Presumiendo muy d'ufano 

Y seréis de baxa ley. 

'Que so da casa du Rey.'

Preçovos por cortesía 

Non façades de mi porro; 

­Dom a demo! que me morro 

Por vosa gran galanía. 

Ollade mi fidalguía, 

Aynda más vos direy, 

Que so da casa du Rey.

Harto de modorro est  

Quien se alava más qu'es; 

Más a mi poco me va 

Que se is duque o marqués, 

Bien blasonáis del arnés, 

Más la obra no se vey. 

'Que so de casa du Rey.'

Multo folgo d'aqueso yo 

Que tomades tal enpresa 

Mas criado du Rre so 

A mi gallinas de mesa. 

Fallo en vos dura rrepresa 

No sé por qué, por mi fe. 

Que so da casa du Rey.

Los pollos en mi lugar 

Suelen çenar con migajas. 

Mas no los onbres criar 

Só mesa con serondajos 

Dexad esas remondajas 

Que nada d'eso se crey. 

'Que so da casa du Rey.'

Tan buen ganadico, Jo. del Ensina

Such a good little flock, 

And in such a valley 

Is a pleasure to tend. 

A flock from the mountains, 

And of such a breed, 

Very quickly exhaust 

Its bad pastures, 

But in good grass 

And such a valley, 

It is a pleasure to tend. 

Therfore, I want to keep 

My herd all about 

This meadow 

With its very good sheep folds, 

With such fertile soil 

And in such a valley…. 

It is vigorous, 

And being always silent 

Does not go about bah-ing, 

Nor is it tiresome; 

Rather it is peaceful, 

In any valley, 

It is a pleasure to tend.

(((
Tan buen ganadico, 

I más en tal valle 

Plaser es guardalle. 

Ganado d'altura 

Y más de tal casta, 

Muy presto se gasta 

En mala pastura; 

Y en buena verdura, 

I más en... 

Ansí que yo quiero 

Guardar mi ganado, 

Por todo este prado 

De muy buen apero; 

Con este tenpero, 

Y más en... 

Está  muy viçioso 

Y siempre callando, 

No anda balando 

Ni es enojoso; 

Antes da rreposo 

En qualquiera valle, 

Plaser es guardalle.

Si d'amor pena sentís, anonymous

If from love you feel pain, 

For politeness and kindness, 

Knights, if you go to France, 

Ask for Gayferos. 

Knights, if you go to France, 

Ask for Gayferos, 

Tell him that his friend 

Begs him to commit himself; 

That his jousts and tourneys 

We know well here, 

That he emerges more noble 

For the ladies to praise. 

Tell him again 

How they desire for me to marry; 

Tomorrow I make my vows 

With one from over the seas.


(((
Si d'amor pena sentís, 

Por mesura i por bondat, 

Cavalleros, si a Francia is, 

Per Gayferos preguntad. 

Cavalleros, si a Francia is, 

Per Gayferos preguntad 

Y desilde que su amiga 

Se l'envían encomendar. 

Que sus justas i torneos 

Bien lo supimos acá, 

Que salió más gentilhombre 

Para a las damas loar. 

Desilde por nueva çierta 

Como me quieren casar: 

Mañana hago mis bodas 

Con uno d'allende la mar.

Una sañosa porfía. Juan del Encina

A furious struggle 

Without happiness comes pressing. 

I have never yet had joy, 

Already my evil goes ruling. 

Already fate has resolved 

To take away my prosperous domain, 

For which the brave lion of Spain 

Wickedly comes threatening me. 

His frightening artillery, 

Tearing down the defenses, 

My towns and my castles, 

My cities he comes conquering. 

The earth and the sea groan 

As he comes lording over all, 

His pennants and standards 

And banners raised high. 

The grand cavalry 

Alas! comes glittering, 

Its host of foot-soldiers 

Churning the air as they come. 

Run to me my moors, 

He lays waste to the country, 

My comrades and generals 

Come conquering and killing . 

The mosques of Mohammed 

Are consecrated as churches; 

He takes the moorish women captive 

While they weep bitterly. 

To the sky they give the call: 

Long live King Ferdinand, 

Long live the great lioness, 

Exalted prospering Queen! 

A generous virgen 

Is giving them strength, 

A famous knight 

Comes flying in front, 

With a red cross 

And a shining sword, 

Dressed in a rich cloak, 

Guiding all the people.

(((
Una sañosa porfía 

Sin ventura va pujando. 

Ya nunca tuve alegría, 

Ya mi mal se va ordenando. 

Ya fortuna disponía 

Quitar mi próspero mando, 

Qu'el bravo león de España 

Mal me viene amenasando. 

Su espantosa artillería, 

Los adarves derribando, 

Mis villas i mis castillos 

Mis ciudades va ganando. 

La tierra y el mar gemían, 

Que viene señoreando, 

Sus pendones y estandartes 

Y banderas levantando. 

La muy gran caballería, 

H‚la, viene rrelumbrando, 

Sus huestes i peonaje 

All aire viene turbando. 

Córreme la morería, 

Los campos viene talando, 

Mis compañas i caudillos 

Viene vençiendo i matando. 

Las mesquitas de Mahoma 

En iglesias consagrando; 

Las moras lleva cativas, 

Con alaridos llorando. 

Al çielo dan apellido: 

­Viva'l! Rey [Don] Fernando, 

Viva la muy gran leona, 

Alta Reyna prosperando. 

Una generosa Virgen 

Esfuerço les viene dando; 

Un famoso caballero 

Delante viene volando, 

Con una crus colorada 

Y un espada rrelumbrando, 

D'un rrico manto vestido, 

Toda la gente guiando.

De la vida deste mundo, anonymous

"For life in this world 

You must not be too greedy: 

Whoever plans to live one year 

Will not live even one day. 

In the time of my passions, 

With the great pain that I felt, 

My loves died, 

In whom I had the most faith. 

Ah me, wretched sadness! 

Who will console me? 

Just when I was most confident 

Death would rob me."


(((
De la vida deste mundo 

Non vos tome gran codicia; 

Que quien piensa vivir un año 

No vive tan sólo un día. 

Al tiempo de mis pasiones 

Con el gran mal que sentía, 

Fallesçieron mis amores 

En quien yo más fe tenía. 

­Ay de mí, triste cuitado! 

¿Con quién me consolaría?

Pues qu’estando más seguro

La muerte me rrobaría.

Alegría, alegría, Juan Ponce 

Joy, joy 

Which has never been nor ever been seen, 

That Jesus revived on this precious day, 

O lofty resurrection, 

Blessed and holy! 

It frightens the corrupt, 

It is confirmation of the faith. 

Now is fulfilled the prophecy 

That came from his mouth, 

"And on the third day I will rise" 

The King that died on the cross 

For our ignorant sins, 

Know that he has arisen 

And has given light to the shadows. 

Let the company, 

Condemned for the bite, rejoice, 

For Jesus has risen 

On this precious day.


(((
Alegría, alegría 

Qual nunca fué ni se vió, 

Que Ihesùs resucitó 

En este precioso día.

­O alta resurrectión 

Bien aventurada y santa! 

Al pueblo malvado espanta, 

De la fe confirmación, 

Ya cumplió la profecía 

Que por su boca salió, 

Y resucitaré yo 

Dentro de terçero día. 

El Rey que murió en la Crus 

Por el ageno pecado 

Sabed qu'es resucitado 

Y a las tiniebras dió lus. 

Gózese la compañía 

Que'l bocado condenó, 

Que Jhesùs resucitó 

En este precioso día.

El cervel, anonymous 

My mind hums night and day, 

fararirun fera fararirunfa 

Go, my friend, 

So that the king does not see you: 

You go that way, 

And we'll go this way. 

Ha ha ha, Thomas and lady Piera! 

I am the bird that sings 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo 

Tarlara tarlara 

Turluru turluru 

Va ve vi vo vu va 

Go, I will pierce your heart. 

Out, out, troublemaker, 

out, with your chatter. 

Oh the bad news, 

Five and three and four 

And ho ho ho, the purse is light. 

I no longer care for position 

Nor to rob the world; 

All I want is a light heart 

And a carefree life; 

For he who goes farthest 

Has the highest hopes.


(((
El cervel mi fa 

Nocte i die e sera 

Fararirun fera fararirunfa. 

Ale vos, bon ami, 

Che lo roy non vie pas; 

Andai vos por ali 

Et nos por ali . 

Ha ha ha ha ha Tomas donna piera. 

Io som l'ocello che fa 

Cucu cucu cucu cu 

Tarlara tarlara 

Turluru turluru 

Va ve vi vo vu va 

Io lo sen massera. . . 

Fora, fora scaramela 

Fora su tinitato, 

O la mala novella 

Cinque e tre e quatre 

Et do ho ho ho ho 

La borsa é ligera. 

Io non curo pi— honor 

Ne pi— roba al mondo; 

Basta sol alegro el core 

Al viver jocondo: 

Que'l pi— race al fondo 

Che piu in alto spiera.

A dónde tienes las mientes, anonymous

Where are your senses, 

Careless shepherd, 

That you have lost your sheep?

Do not be shocked, Juan Collado, 

By my negligience. 

I have been robbed 

Of all the sense that I had. 

I do not rest night and day, 

And in all this barreness, 

I, fearful, do not fit in. 

I never sleep, am always hardworking, 

And thus, tired, 

The crumbs freeze 

Between my hand and my mouth. 

Whatever wages I earn here, 

I, wretched, would give 

To free myself from this anxiety.


(((
A dónde tienes las mientes, 

Pastorcillo descuidado, 

Que se te pierde el ganado? 

No t'espantes, Juan Collado, 

De la descuidanza mía, 

Qu'a morío m'ha robado 

Todo el seso que tenía. 

No reposo noche y día 

Y en todo este desploblado 

No puedo caber cuitado. 

Nunca duermo, siempre afano, 

Y así como con fatigas 

Que se me yelan las migas 

Entre la boca y la mano. 

Quanta soldada aquí gano 

Daría yo desdichado 

Por salir d'este cuidado.

Remediá , señora mía, anonymous

Comfort me my Lady, 

Since you are able.

"Sir, don't demand it of me." 

"The remedy for my life I await from you, Lady." 

"Well, sir, for now Your hope is lost." 

"Oh cruel comforter! Don't you want to?" 

"Sir, do not demand it of me." 

"Never will you be cured of serving me 

Since I know not how to comfort you." 

"Nor I, my Lady, 

How to give up trying to please you. 

You could not excuse yourself 

If you wanted." "Sir, don't demand it of me."


(((
Remediá, señora mía, 

Pues podéis.

Señor, no me lo mandéis.

El remedio de mi vida 

De vos l'espero, señora.

Pues, señor, tened perdida 

Esperança por agora." 

"O cruel rremediadora! No queréis?" 

"Señor, no me lo mandéis." 

"No curéis de servirme, 

Que no entiendo rremediaros." 

"Ni yo, señora, partirme 

De buscar en agradaros; 

Que no podéis excusaros 

Si queréis." 

"Señor, no me lo mandéis."

Niña, erguídeme los ojos, Alonso  

Girl, lift up your eyes to me; 

They have made me fall in love. 

Do not raise them disdainfully 

But gladly and lovingly, 

That my painful torments 

May rest in beholding them. 

You make the dead come alive 

And the free captive; 

Don't raise them up to me naughtily, 

Because in looking at them they will kill me.


(((
Niña, erguídeme los ojos 

Que a mí enamorado me an. 

No los alces desdeñosos, 

Sino ledos y amorosos 

Que mis tormentos penosos 

En verlos descansarán. 

De los muertos hases vivos 

Y de los libres cativos; 

No me los alçes esquivos, 

Qu'en vellos me matarán. 

(verse two from #71, by Peñalosa) 

Mortal tristura me dieron, J. dell Enzina 

Maiden, your loves 

Have given me a mortal sadness 

Such that my life is surrounded 

By great pains. 

My sighs and cares 

And desire to serve you 

Have so crushed me 

That I have cause to complain to you.

(((
Mortal tristura me dieron 

Segun con tales dolores, 

Mi vevir circundederunt, 

Donsella, vuestros amores. 

Mis sospiros i cuidado 

Y deseo de serviros 

Me tienen tan trastornado 

Que me da causa deziros. 

Como está sola mi vida, [Juan] Ponce

How alone my life is, 

Full of many cares, 

Weakened by lamenting, 

Crying over painful pasts.  

She complains to she knows not whom 

Of the trouble that hurts her so much; 

She says that she has lost her well-being; 

She finds no one to console her.


(((
Comoˆestá sola mi vida, 

Llena de muchos cuidados, 

Lamentando amortecida, 

Llorando males pasasados. 

Quéxase no sabe a quien a quién 

Del mal que tanto le duele; 

Dize que perdió su bien, 

No halla quien le consuele.

Desposaste os, señora, anonymous   

You married, Lady, Just to be rid of me? 

You marry and you'll regret it. 

You have given such a poor reward 

For my favors 

That you will pay for what you've done: 

It makes no sense. 

It's about time your hard heart softened. 

You marry and you'll regret it.


(((
Desposaste os, señora, 

Solo por de mi os quitar; 

Casaréis y habréis pesar. 

Pues que tan mal galardon 

A los mis servicios distes, 

Que paguéis lo que hizistes, 

Lo que no lleva razon. 

Vuestro bravo coraçon 

Ya est  en tiempo de amansar; 

Casaréis y habréis pesar.

De ser mal casada, Fernandez 

That I am badly married I will not deny. 

Let him find himself captured who captured me. 

Let him find himself captured and without ransom; 

Let pain and anger be with him always; 

Let no one see his trouble, since he saw not mine; 

Let him find himself captured who captured me. 

I, sad wretched one, desire death, 

But I never see it, such is my ill fortune. 

So sad a wife has never yet been seen. 

Let him find himself captured who captured me. 

Married women who suffer so: 

If you have life, you are very unlucky; 

You will be hurt, if you are like me. 

Let him find himself captured who captured me.


(((
De ser mal casada no lo niego yo. 

Cativo se vea quien me cativo. 

Cativo se vea y sin redencion; 

Dolor y pasion con el siempre sea; 

Su mal no se vea, pues el mio no vio; 

Cativo se vea quien me cativo. 

Yo, triste cuitada, la muerte deseo 

Y nunca la veo, que soy desdichada. 

Tan triste casada ya nunca se vio. 

Cativo se vea quien me cativo. 

Mugeres casadas que tal padeceis: 

Si vida teneis sois muy desdichadas; 

Sereis lastimadas, si sois como yo. 

Cativo se vea quien me cativo.

Ay triste que vengo, J. dell Enzina

Oh, sadly I come

Conquered by love,

Albeit a shepherd!

It would be smarter for me

To just not go to the market,

So I wouldn’t come home 

In such a passionate state;

You see, I return all upset,

Conquered by love,

Albeit a shepherd!

On Thursday in town 

I saw a lady;

I wanted to court her,

And reached down with my paw.

That woman kills me

Conquered by love,

Albeit a shepherd!


(((
¡Ay triste que vengo 

Vençido d'amor, 

Magüera pastor!
Más sano me fuera 

No ir al mercado,

Que no que viniera

Tan aquerençiado;

Que vengo cuitado, 

Vençido d'amor, 

Magüera pastor!

Di jueves en villa

Viera una doñata;

Quise rrequerilla,

Y aballó la pata.

Aquélla me mata
Vençido d'amor, 

Magüera pastor!
Paguen mis ojos, J. dell Enzina

My eyes are paying the price for seeing

The one who they wanted more than anything.

They saw such a beauty,

That with pleasure and willingness

My loving and my liberty

Were captured and taken.


(((
Paguen mis ojos pues vieron 

A quien más que así quisieron. 

Vieron una tal beldad, 

Que de grado i voluntad

Mi querer i libertad

Cativaron i prendieron.

Dindirin, Dindirin, anonymous

Dindirin, dindirin, dindirindana, dindirindin. 

I arose one beautiful morning, very early, in the fields; 

I discovered the nightingale who was singing on the branch, 

"Nightingale, nightingale, take this message for me, 

And tell my friend that I have just married." 

Dindirindin. . .


(((
Dindirin, dindirin, dindirindana, dindirindin. 

Ju me leve un bel maitin, matineta per la prata; 

Encontre le ruysenor que cantava so la rama, 

"Ruysenor, le ruysenor, facteme aquesta embaxata, 

Y digalo mon ami, que ju ja so maritata." 

Qu'es mi vida preguntays, Cornago/Ockeghem

What is my life, you ask? 

I do not want to deny it to you: 

To love well and to lament 

Is the life that you give me. 

Who could serve you 

So well as I have? 

My weary life, 

Who could have suffered it? 

What for, you ask me? 

I want to be done with suffering 

Since loving and lamenting 

Is the life that you give me.

(((
Qu'es mi vida preguntays? 

Non vos la quiero negar: 

bien amar y lamentar es la vida que me days. 

¿Quien vos pudiera servir tan bien como yo he servido? 

Mi trabajado bevir, quien pudiera aver sufrido? 

Para que me preguntays? 

La pena quiero pasar, pues amar y lamentar es la vida que me days.

El bien qu'estuve esperando, Sant Juan  

The good fortune that I was awaiting has vanished; 

Hence, my sadness! 

I remain in pain, weeping, already desiring death. 

My hope being attained, my passion grew, 

Yet the reward receded from where my desire reached. 

My anguish has not diminished since I was parted from him; 

Hence, my sadness! I remain in pain, weeping, already desiring death.


(((
El bien qu'estuve esperando hisose ausente de aqui, 

Por donde !triste de mi! 

Quedo penada, llorando, la muerte ya deseando. 

Conpliendose mi speranca, hiso crecer me passion. 

Y alargose el galardon por do mi querer s'alcanca; 

Congoxas no me dexando despues que e'el me parti, 

Por donde !triste de mi! 

Quedo penada, llorando, la muerte ya deseando.

L'amor, dona, ch'io te porto, anonymous

The love, my lady, that I bear for you 

I would willingly reveal; 

I wish that I could tell you 

Of my suffering on your account. 

I do not know how 

To reveal to you the raging fire 

That consumes me to the bone 

And heeds neither time nor place; 

I burn with this fire, alas, 

and can find no relief. 

I dare not send a message to you 

for fear you will laugh at me; 

if I come near to you, 

you turn away from me. 

I shut myself away for several days 

and now I am even worse off.  


(((
L'amor, dona, chi'o te porto 

Volentier voria scoprire, 

El mio affanno voria dire 

Che per te pena soporto. 

L'amor, dona, …

Io non so come ti posa 

Descoprir l'ardente foco 

Che me bruza fino al ossa 

E non vede tempo e loco; 

E che, haime, bruzo infocho 

Senza aver alcun conforto. 

Non me fido [a] mandar meso, 

Per che temo esser gabato; 

S'io te passo per apreso 

Tu te volti in altro lato; 

Chiusi son piu giorni stato 

E son anche a pergior porto.

Mano a mano, anonymous

Hand in hand the two lovers hand in hand. 

The handsome boy and the beautiful girl 

Together they make the fountain run clear. 

Hand in hand.


(((
Mano a mano los dos amores 

Mano a mano. 

El galán y la galana 

Ambos vuelven el agua clara. 

Mano a mano.

Quien vivir libre desea, anonymous

Who ever wishes to live free 

must never wish to look at you. 

Because no one who looks at you 

can avoid being made 

captive of desiring you. 

And I, sad, having seen you 

I can never take my mind off of you. 

The cares of love 

nurture and multiply my sighs. 

Because my life desires 

to serve you so much and to win you 

Because in seeing you the one who sees you 

can only be made captive of desiring you.


(((
Quien vevir libre desea 

No debe querer miraros 

Porque ninguno que os vea 

No puede ser que no sea 

Cativo de desearos. 

Y a mi, triste, que de os ver 

Mi pensar jamás no tiro 

Los cuydados del querer 

Creçen y doblan sospiro. 

Porque mi vida desea 

Serviros tanto y ganaros 

Porque en veros o que os vea 

No puede ser que no sea 

Cativo de desearos.

So ell enzina, anonymous

Under the live oak tree, under the live oak. 

I was on my way, Mother, on a pilgrimage; 

To go more devoutly I went without company; 

Under the live oak tree, under the live oak. 

To go more devoutly I went without company; 

I took another path, I left the one I was on. 

Under the live oak tree, under the live oak. 

I found myself lost on a mountain, 

I lay myself down to sleep at the foot of the live oak. 

Under the live oak tree, under the live oak. 

At midnight, I remember, little one, 

I found myself in the arms of the one I most loved. 

Under the live oak tree, under the live oak. 

It weighed heavy on me, anxious, that dawn was breaking, 

Because I was enjoying the one I most loved. 

Under the live oak tree, under the live oak. 

Very blessed be that pilgrimage.  


(((
So ell enzina, enzina, so ell enzina. 

Yo me iba, madre, a la romeria; 

Por ir mas devota fui sin compañia. 

So ell enzina, enzina, so ell enzina. 
Por ir más devota fui sin compañia; 

Tomé otro camino dexé el que tenía so ell enzina. 
Halléme perdida en una montiña, 

Echéme a dormir al pie dell enzina so ell enzina. 
A la media noche recordé, mezquina; 

Halléme en los bracos del que más quería so ell enzina. 
Pesóme, cuytada, de que amanecía, 

Porque yo goçaba del que más quería so ell enzina. 
Muy bendita sía la tal romería so ell enzina.

Nunca fué pena mayor, Johannes Urrede

Nunca fué pena mayor ni tormento tan estraño, 

Que iguale con el dolor 

Que rresçibo del engaño. 

Y este conocimiento 

Hace mis dias tan tristes, 

En pensar el pensamiento 

Que por amores me distes; 

Me haseˆaver por mejor 

La muerte y por menor daño, 

Queˆel tormento y el dolor 

Que rresçibo del engaño.

¡Triste España sin ventura!, J. del Ensina

Sad Spain, without fortune

All should cry for you;

Abandoned by happiness,

Never to return to you!


(((
¡Triste España sin ventura, 

Todos te deven llorar; 

Despoblada d'alegría, 

Para nunca en tí tornar!

Paguen mis ojos, J. dell Enzina

My eyes are paying the price for seeing

The one who they wanted more than anything.

They saw such a beauty,

That with pleasure and willingness

My loving and my liberty

Were captured and taken.


(((
Paguen mis ojos pues vieron 

A quien más que así quisieron. 

Vieron una tal beldad, 

Que de grado i voluntad

Mi querer i libertad

Cativaron i prendieron.

La tricotea samartín la vea, Alonso[?]

Let Samartín see the knitter; 

Open a little to the water and make a sign. 

The wineskin looks a bit limp, the sign of a [wimp]. 

Do what you will in the wide world with a full wineskin. 

Lady, shut off his vein. 

Orli, cerli, trun, my lady, cerlicer, shut it off, 

Your lover is against it. 

Nonsense, nonsense, Mister Big Cheese. 

I am the king of great nobility; 

Lady, for love, lady, be mine; 

Lady, for love, lady, let me see it.


(((
La tricotea Samartín la vea; 

Abres un poc al agua y senalea. 

La bota senbra tuleta, la senal d'un chapire. 

Ge que te gus per mundo spesa la botilla plena. 

Dama, qui mayna, cerrali la vena. 

Orli, cerli, trun, madama, cerlicer, cerrarli ben, 

Votr'ami contrari ben. 

Niqui, niqui don Formagidon, formagidon. 

Yo soy monarchea, de grande nobrea. 

Dama, por amor; dama, bel se mea; 

Dama, por amor, dama, yo la vea.

Tres moricas m'enamoran, Alonso Fernandes

Three little Moorish girls are flirting with me in Jaen. 

Axa, Fátima, and Merién. 

I said to them, "who are you ladies, 

Robbers of my life?" 

"Christians we are who were Moors of Jaen." 

With their great beauty, 

Upbringing and common sense, 

They captured my happiness and my wellbeing, 

Axa, Fátima, and Merién. 

I said to them, "Tell me ladies, 

For mercy let me know your names, 

For you are capable of giving to me 

Terrible pain." 

With very gracious replies 

They said to me: Axa, Fátima, and Merién. 

I swear to you by the Koran, 

In which, ladies, you believe, 

That each and all three of you 

Have put me in a terrible state such that my eyes ache 

Every time they look at Axa, Fátima, and Merién. 

"Sir, you much contradict your station and reputation; 

For whoever loves three women Is not loved by any. 

One man for one woman and one woman for one man 

They love each other well.


(((
Tres moricas m'enamoran en Jaen, 

Axa, Fátima y Merién. 

Dixeles, ¿Quien sois, señoras, de mi vida robadoras? 

Cristianas qu'eramos moras de Jaen, Axa, Fátima y Merién. 

Con su grande hermosura, crianca, y cordura 

Cautivaron mi ventura y mi bien, Axa, Fátima...

Tres moricas muy loçanas, de muy lindo continente, 

Van por agua a la fuente mas lindas que toledanas, 

Y en sus hablas cortesanas parecien, Axa, Fátima...

Dixeles: "decid, señoras, por merced sepa sus nombres, 

Pues sois dinas a los hombres de dalles penas penosas." 

Con respuestas muy graciosas me dicién Axa, Fátima...

Yo vos juro al Alcorán en quien, señoras, creéis, 

Que la una y todas tres m'habéis puesto en grande afán; 

Do mis ojos penarán pues tal verán Axa, Fátima...

"Caballero, bien repuna vuestra condición y fama; 

Mas quien tres amigas ama no es amado de ninguna: 

Una a uno y uno a una se quieren bien;" Axa, Fátima...

Llaman a Teresica, anonymous

Llaman a Teresica , y no viene;

Tan mala noche tiene.

Llámala su madre, y ella calla.

Juramento tiene hecho de matarla.

¡Qué mala noche tiene!

Vesame y abraçame, anonymous

Kiss me and hug me, my husband, 

And I'll give you a clean shirt in the morning. 

I have never seen a live man be so dead, 

Nor pretend to be asleep while awake. 

Get going man, come alive, and have some spunk, 

And I'll give you a clean shirt in the morning.


(((
Vesame y abracame, marido mio, 

Y daros he'n la manana camison limpio. 

Yo nunca vi hombre bivo estar tan muerto, 

Ni hazer el adormido estando despierto. 

Andad, marido, alerto, y tened brio, 

Y daros he'n la manana camison limpio.

