Carmina Burana
Selected Verses
From the Codex latinus monacensis – c. 1230AD
(Commencing with the sequence of texts utilised by Carl Orff in his ‘scenic cantata’)
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‘O Fortuna’ – CB17
O Fortuna
like the Moon there

ceaselessly you’re varying,

always waxing

ever waning;

how detestable a thing

life, that teases
and then eases,
powers of mind in play,
our poverty
authority

it melts like ice away.

Fortune monstrous
wholly worthless,

your swift wheel you’re whirling,
ill condition,
vain remission

evermore dissolving,

veiled and shaded

adumbrated

on me too you’re pressing;

at your pleasure
my bare back there 
wretch to you I bring.

Fortune, easing,
virtue-pleasing,
turned now away from me,
you’re withering
you’re weakening

ever in misery.

Now today

without delay

pluck the quivering heart-string;

since by ill fortune

strength is brought down,

all join with me in weeping!
‘Fortune plango vulnera – CB16
From Fortune’s wound I’m weeping where
my eyes are wet with crying,

the gifts she gave me for my share 

she takes now in denying.

It’s true, what has been written,
we start with curling hair,

but generally we’re bitten
by futures bald, threadbare.
On Fortune’s throne I once might boast 
I sat there glorious,

crowned with prosperity’s fair host
of flowers various;
yes, though I have flourished

happy once and blessed,

from the heights I’ve vanished 

of glory, now distressed. 

Fortune’s disc revolving, I
descend and am made less;

others swiftly rise on high;
exalted to excess
the king sits on the summit –

all beware of ruin!

For beneath the wheel, we read,

lies Hecuba the queen!
‘Veris leta facies’ – CB138
Now the happy face of spring

shows favour to the earth,

and winter’s sharpest keening

defeated is cast forth;

in her garments various

Flora starts her reign,

all the woods harmonious

praise her in song again.

Clinging to Flora’s breast

Phoebus with manner new

smiles once more, all is dressed
with flowers of various hue:

Zephyrus breathes all around
his nectar-scented breeze.

Let us run, as lovers bound,

to strive for love’s victory.

On the men of letters call
all the lovely maidens;
execrating laymen all

inferior beasts of burden.

Love entices everyone 

its power universal;

Venus sharing with the throng 

through summer bright eternal.

Like a dulcimer the while
sings sweet Philomena,

now the joyful meadows smile

with flowers of every colour.
See the flocks of birds arise

from the pleasant woodland,

the maiden chorus promises
now of joys a thousand.
‘Omnia sol temperat’ – CB136
Sunlight warms all the fields
gently now and purely,

to a new world it reveals

April’s face completely;

to love itself now yields

the spirit of mastery,

and the boy-god wields

the power to make all happy. 

All these fresh-born things
in Spring’s festival

and the power of Spring

for joy in us they call.

Customary rites they bring,
its honest and its loyal
that you in your own spring

make your love your all.

Love me faithfully!
Of my faith take note:

in the very heart of me,

with all my mind also,
I am with you utterly
though on far paths I go.
He who loves differently
with the wind does blow.
‘Ecce gratum’ – CB143
Now, the pleasing

longed-for Spring

returns and brings delight;
violets brimming

meadows filling,

sun makes all things bright.

Now sadness yields to light!

Summer nears,

Winter’s fears 

fade into the night. 

Now the melting

swiftly thawing

snow, and ice and all the rest:

Winter going

Spring’s now sucking

at the Summer’s flowing breast:

that mind indeed lacks zest

that fails to live,

and fails to love,

when Summer’s manifest!

Now glorying 

now rejoicing,

in the sweetest harmony,

are those straining

at the gaining

of bold Cupid’s victory:

at Venus’ command shall we

all glory so

rejoice also

with Sir Paris we compete.
‘Floret silva nobilis’ – CB149 
(Mixed Latin and German text)
The lordly woods are all ablaze
with flowers and with foliage,

Where’s my former

handsome lover!

He’s left me all allow,

alas, who’ll love me now?
Everywhere the woods ablaze,
I’m pining for my love always.

The woods to leaf are gone,
why is my love away so long?

He’s left me all allow,

alas, who’ll love me now?

‘Chramer, gip die varwe mier’ - From CB16*
(German Text)
Pedlar, give to me some rouge
my cheeks to redden, till

I make all these handsome men

love me against their will.

Gaze at me,

young man, see:

let me pleasure you!
Love then, you likely lad,

ladies worth the loving,

true love elevates the heart,

and honours it in serving.

Gaze at me,

young man, see:

let me pleasure you!
Hail to you, world, that are so
rich in sweetest joy!
I’ll obey your commands,

for the pleasures you employ. 
Gaze at me,

young man, see:

let me pleasure you!
‘Swaz hie gat umbe’  - CB167a
(German Text)
Those who are dancing

are all of them maidens:

they’ll shun every man

the whole summer long!
‘Chume, chume, geselle min’  - CB 174a 
(The German addition to CB174)
Come, come, oh love of mine,
long, long for you I pine,

long, long for you I pine,

come, come, oh love of mine.

Sweet lips red as the rose
come, cure now all my woes,
come, cure now all my woes,

sweet lips red as the rose.
‘Uvere div werlt alle min’ – CB145a
Were the whole world mine
from the ocean to the Rhine,

I’d yet forgo its charms

if Eleanor England’s queen
might lie here in my arms.

‘Estuans intrinsicus’ – CB191
(The Archpoet’s Confession – ca. 1161/7)
Burning, here inside,
with a violent anger,
from a deep bitterness

in my mind, I utter:

from elemental ashes

formed, mere matter,

as the wind lashes, 

like a leaf I flutter.
If it’s the proper mark
of the man of wisdom

on the rock to create
a secure foundation,

I am the fool, compared
to the stream’s motion,

never a single course
nor a settled notion.

I am always borne along

helpless through the sea,

cutting the paths of air

a wild bird flying free,
no chains here to bind,

no locks confine me,

I seek those similar,

and keep them beside me. 

An over-heavy heart
seems to me hard labour:

having fun is pleasanter,

than the honey sweeter,
Venus, what she decrees,
such tasks joys are ever,

that to the duller heart 

stay unknown forever. 

I go the broad path
young in my fashion,

vices entangle me,

virtues are forgotten,

greedy for all delights,

more than my salvation,

moribund in the soul,

flesh instead my passion.
Honoured Archbishop,
to you I do confess,
it’s a goodly death I die,

self-murder by excess:
stricken to the heart

by female loveliness,

those that I cannot touch,

I mentally possess.

It’s a thing most difficult
to overcome our nature,

seeing some maiden fair,

keeping our minds pure;

being young how can we

obey so harsh a law,

for the body’s lightness,
there is no known cure. 

Who in the fire’s depths
feels not the flame?

Who detained in Pavia,

lives there without blame,

where Venus beckoning

youths to the game,

seduces with her eyes,

her quarry for to tame?
Set down Hippolytus
in Pavia today,

there’d be no Hippolytus

the succeeding day.

To love, beneath the sheets,

leads every single way,

among all these spires,

Truth’s nowhere to stay.

Secondly I confess
addiction to gaming,

such that my body’s bare
from the wretched dicing,
yet cold on the outside

in my mind I’m sweating;

verses and songs I’m

more readily begetting. 

The third charge, of all
I think of, is the tavern:

I’ve never passed one by,

I shall never spurn them,

until the holy choir

of angels I discern them,

singing for the dead:

‘Requiem eternam.’

Myself I propose
tavern-bound to die,

so my fading lips can 
sense the wine near-by;

then let angelic voices

sing this song on high:

‘God show his mercy to
a tippler such as I.’
May the light of my soul
in the wine-cup burn,

heart steeped in nectar,
sight of heaven earn.

I am wiser from the wine

of the nearest tavern,

than from what your butler
waters in his turn.
All the poets that spurn
populated spaces,

and seek out privately

quiet hiding places,

study, toil, burn the oil

never show their faces,
scraping work together
so muddled it disgraces.

Let them fast and abstain
all that poetic choir,

from the public brawl,
and clamour, lifted higher,

creating works that

fresh ages will inspire,

dying of their zeal

slaving for their hire.

To each one Nature gives
their unique endowment:

when I’m making verses I

drink for my enjoyment,

with the very innkeeper 

who the purest cask blent;

such wine creates the best

written entertainment.
Such is the verse I write,
such the wine I drink,

not a word can I indite

unless I eat and think;

nothing has inner power

when I fast above the ink,

the nearer Ovid in my verse
the more the wine I sink.  

Never does the spirit 
of poetry visit me

if there aren’t enough
rations in my belly;

when in my arching brain

Bacchus controls me,

Phoebus erupts again
uttering marvellously.
Behold me the worker

of depravity and worse,

all that your servants

so eagerly rehearse.

Yet no one condemns

their souls, with a curse,
though in every secular

enjoyment they immerse.

Now I am before you,

in your sacred presence,

follow the law laid down

by Our Lord, its essence:
let those cast stones at me,

I offer no defence,
if in their hearts they

are wholly innocents.
I confess to everything
that is said against me,

and eschew the poison,

that fomented in me.

I despise my former life,

now new morals guide me;

men may see my face,
God looks deep inside me.

Angered by all vice,
I prize every virtue,

cleansed within the mind,

now my spirit does renew;
like a babe in arms

in milky pastures new,

falsehood no longer

in my heart shall brew.
My lord of Cologne, 

spare the penitent,

let showing mercy

be your sole intent,

grant now a penance

to one not innocent,

I’ll do as you command,

with my free consent. 

Since the lion, king of beasts,

pardons those below,

as regards his subjects

stemming anger’s flow;
princes of the earth

do you likewise, also:

one who lacks sweetness

all bitterness shall know. 
‘Olim lacus colueram’ – CB 130
Once the lakes I swam upon,
once in beauty sailed along,

while I was yet a swan.

Woe’s me! Woe’s me!

Black misery,

now roasting fiercely!
Than the snow was, whiter,
than every bird was, finer;

now the crow is brighter.

Woe’s me! Woe’s me!

The fire burns me fiercely,
the cook’s boy turns and turns me, 

now the steward toasts me.
Woe’s me! Woe’s me!

I’d rather sail the water,

the wide sky, forever,

than be a peppered diver.

Woe’s me! Woe’s me!

Now in the dish I lie

without the power to fly,

bared teeth before my eye –

Woe’s me! Woe’s me!

Black misery,

now roasting fiercely!
‘Ego sum abbas Cucaniensis’ – CB222
The Abbot of Cockaigne I am, and this

my council’s all furnished with drinkers, it is,

to be one of the gamblers is my dearest wish,

and whoever at dawn seeks me in the tavern

come vespers, he’ll be stripped naked as Adam,

and thus relieved of his shirt he’ll cry:
‘Oh woe! Oh woe!

Lady Luck, oh what have you done!
The joys of my life are all gone,

you’ve stolen them all every one!’
‘In taberna quando sumus’ – CB196
When we’re in the tavern there,
that we’re dust, we cease to care,

to the dice we swiftly get,

that forever make us sweat.

What goes on inside the inn,

where money is the host within,
here’s the answer to that question,

so to what I say, now listen.

Some are gambling, some are drinking,
some to indiscretion sinking.

But some of those who simply game,

end stripped naked all the same;
some emerge newly-dressed

others wearing sacks at best.

Here no one’s afraid of death,

Bacchus’ name is on their breath.

First to those who pay for wine;

the libertines drink every time.

next they drink for those in prison,

thirdly all those still in action,
fourthly to the Christian crew,

fifthly to the dead and true,
sixthly to our frail sisters,

next the greenwood enlisters.
Eighth then to the errant friars,

ninth the monks chased from their choirs,

tenth to all upon the ocean,

eleventh those who cause commotion,

twelfth to every penitent,

thirteenth those on journeys bent,

to the Pope and to the King,

unrestrained the tankards ring. 

Drinks the master, drinks the mistress,
drinks the soldier, drinks the priestess,

drinks the woman, drinks the man,

drinks the maid and serving-hand,
drinks the hare, and drinks the snail,

drinks the dark, and drinks the pale,
drinks the settled, drinks the restless,

drinks the wise man, drinks the senseless.

Drinks the pauper and the sufferer,
drinks the exile and the stranger,
drinks the young ‘un, and the old ‘un,
drinks the bishop and the deacon,

drinks the sister, drinks the brother,

drinks the old girl, drinks the mother,

drink for this man, drink for that man,

drink a hundred, drink a thousand.

Six hundred pence might barely
last, when so immoderately

all are drinking without measure,

yet whate’er they drink for pleasure,

we’re the ones that all men blame,

with not a penny to our name.

May they be cursed, all who blame us,
and set them not among the righteous.
‘Amor volat undique’ – CB87
Love rules all things,
sways the heart-strings,

solitary Love sings.

Love than honey sweeter,

makes the sour more bitter.

Blind Love, scorns modesty;
ice cold, burning

tepid turning,

Love is fearful, daring,

a faithful faithless thing.  

Now is the perfect time,

Love sings its love in rhyme;

now all the birds chime.

Love rules young men,

Love seizes girls again.

Age depart! You’ve no place here.

Off with you! My dear
Theoclea,
my darling I revere;
you pest, Age, disappear.

Whether hot or cold,
none desire the old!

Nodding grief untold,
by nature growing cold;

now your tale is told.

Venus guarding youth’s delight;
health glowing bright,

how I love your light,

yours is the right.

Nothing better, to my sight.

Love hovers everywhere

seized by passions there:
men and women pair

joined now worthily,

no girl shall be free;

or she’ll lose her glory;

spend the nights darkly,

in deep custody

of some lock and key.

She’ll feel it bitterly.

Childish Love, burning;
red-cheeked, paling;

always proves troubling,

Love, pleased easily,

shows constant instability.

Love can be ruled, with care.

In bed toying there

secretly to share

night’s silence, fair:

Love’s caught in the snare.

‘Doleo, quod nimium’ – CB118
(Latin text interspersed with French – italics)
I mourn the vast extent

of my pain, in banishment,

from all study I’ll absent
myself, if she remove,
if all joy is spent,

whom I so love! 

Her face, its loveliness,

makes me weep to excess;

a heart of ice she must possess.

The remedy,
to renew me readily, 

a kiss, now, swiftly!
Such misery, what to do?
Leave La France anew?
And shall I lose

sweet amity?

Heart-sick choose

some fresh country?
If I should go away,
she’ll have another by next day.

lightly loose me, anyway.

Ah, misery!

For love of her I suffer pain,

oh, endlessly.

Day, night, every thing
against me are working.

All the girls chattering

they make me weep.
the more I sigh

the deeper fear will seep. 
O my friends, go play!
You the wise, I say,

spare my wretchedness today:

I’m deep in tears!

Counsel me I pray

by honour here!
Sweet, for your honour
I grieve, weep and suffer;

through you comes such dolour,

bitter plight.

Now, I go; my friends,

let me take flight!
‘Stetit Puella’ – CB177
And there the girl stood,
in red dress and hood;

if anyone touched her,

her dress was a-flutter.

Ah!

And there the girl stood

like a little rose-bud:

her face was all shining

her lips they were flowering.

Ah!

And there the girl stood

beside a tree bole,

and wrote to her lover
a love-note all told.
There Venus passed by:

sweet child of my eye,

great love for you

be your lover’s due.
‘O mi dilectissima!’ – CB180
Oh, all my supreme delight!
With glance ever sweet and bright

now read these verses carefully

to whom are they writ? Tell me.
Mandaliet! Mandaliet!

To me my lover comes not yet!
‘Who is she, this lovely girl,’

I said, ‘as white as is the pearl,

in whose face so fair and bright
glows the red and gleams the white?’

It sweetly indicates, your face,
how great the nobleness and grace,

that within your modest breast

mix blood and milk in its depths.

Who is she, this lovely girl,

of the sweet the sweetest pearl?

I burn for her with such deep love,

I’ve scare the strength to live and move.’

From my poor heart there rise,

about it and about, such sighs

for all your fair reality,
that leads me on to misery.

Your two eyes they shine on me,

like the sun’s rays furiously,

like the lighting-flash’s splendour

that splits all the night asunder.

‘May God, may the gods all, grant,
what deep in my mind I plan:

that the chains I may free

of her sweet virginity!’

Mandaliet! Mandaliet!

To me my lover comes not yet!
‘Si puer cum puellula’ – CB183
If a lad and his sweet lover
in a room together linger –

Happy their conjunction!

Love of itself increasing, a way they’ll come upon

to drive away every tedium!
An ineffable game begins

in their abandoned lips and limbs.

Happy their conjunction!

Love of itself increasing, a way they’ll come upon

to drive away every tedium!
‘Veni, veni, venias’ – CB174
Come now, come now, come now nigh,
do not leave me here to die!

Hyria, hyrie,

nazaza, trillirivos!

Lovely your face to the eye,

and the keen glance flashing high,

and the hair wound ply on ply –

oh, bright vision passing by!
Than the red roses, redder,
that the lily’s white, whiter,

sweeter than every other,

I’ll worship you forever!

 Hyria, hyrie,

nazaza, trillirivos!

‘Estatis florigero tempore’ – CB70
At the height of summer’s flowering
in the woodland shade reclining,

through the trees the sweet birds singing,

down the cool of evening warbling,
I enjoyed choice speech with Thisbe,

talked of Venus’ commerce sweetly.
In her face,

and form and grace,

beyond all others
as sun in summer
the bright stars exceeds.
Oh, how to lead
that speech precisely

to a point where I am worthy

to enjoy her company?

Nothing makes it flow more sweetly,

than to bare love’s hidden flame completely.
Fortune delights in inner daring.

So I uttered this beginning:

‘A hidden fire in my heart
long I’ve nurtured here, apart,

whose intense power strangely

overwhelms all my body.

And you alone, could you but see,

might quench the fierce flames in me,

and bring me back to life, no less
bound by a happy faithfulness.’

‘Love’s hopes are always dubious,

now truth-filled, now fallacious.

To loving, constancy’s the thing

virtue essentially must bring.

Before all other virtues patience
in true love asserts its presence.

And if its fire that burns your heart,
quench it with some new fire’s art!

Our love’s not furtive, nor fleeting,

it embraces joy in meeting.’
‘The fire, that torments me,
or rather, glorifies me,

that fire remains invisible.
If it is un-extinguished still
by she who lit the flame it will
remain yet inextinguishable.

Thus it lies in your gift I say
to let me live, or swiftly slay.’

‘Why should I risk my all,
on so precarious a call?

For four days now my mother,

my father, and my brother,

reproach me concerning you,

old women in the shadows,

and young lads at windows
are keeping a discreet watch too:

Argus’ hundred eyes I dread,
oh, rather the pillory instead.

So the right line
for a noble mind’s
to conceal all sign,

when the malign,

to false rumours incline.’
‘Love, fear naught yet!

For such is our secret,

not Vulcan, his net,
nor its cunning, I’d dread.

Bright Mercury’s trick,
Lethe’s dew thick,

on Argus’ eyes quick ,
I’ll sprinkle, close his hundred lids.’

‘In the heart’s scale trembling,

there, opposed, are hovering

modesty and deepest longing.

But I choose now, as I see now:

to the yoke my neck I bow,

the sweetest yoke, yet, I allow.’

‘Oh, speak nothing ill
of Venus’ secret yoke, for still
there is nothing freer,

naught better, nothing sweeter.

Oh, the pure light
of love’s delight,
Venus’ intrigues are holy rite!
So be swift
to claim her gift!

To gifts delayed we give short shrift.’

 ‘Sweetest, thus, in thrall,
I grant you now my all.’
‘Tempus est iocundum’ – CB179
It’s time to sport again, o you maidens!
Come play with them, o young gentlemen!

O! O!

All find pleasure so!
Now, for a new virgin lover, I am all aglow;

A fresh, it is a fresh love that has struck the blow!
The nightingale she sings, and all so sweetly,

hearing her melody now, I am all aglow.

The flower of girls it is, that delights me so,

and the rose of roses, she who burns me so.

You comfort me, to promises you go,

banish me, deny me your kisses so.

You toy with me all so innocently,
and push me away and all so simply.

Nightingale, fall silent for a moment!

Rise, song, from the heart then in an instant!

With the wintry season fine patience show,

with the springtime spirit lascivious grow.

Come, you lovely damsel, with joy now, lo!

Come, come, my beauty! I am all aglow!

O! O!

All find pleasure so!
Now, for a sweet virgin lover, I am all aglow;

A fresh, it is a fresh love that has struck the blow!
‘Si linguis angelicus’ – CB77
If I spoke with the tongues of angels and of men,
how might I tell the glory of, or for the ages pen,
that which I now reveal to Christians again,

despite every jealousy, envious and profane? 

And yet take up, my tongue, the causes and effect!

Though the lady’s name cloak now with due respect,
do not disclose to any man, keep all things indirect,

what must remain secret, and hidden, and correct. 
In a formal flowering garden once I wandered,
in my mind what I should do duly there I pondered,

fearing lest in the sand the seed might be squandered;
I prized the flower of the world, and lo, I desponded.
Yet if I despondent proved, it merits no surprise.
‘Some old woman guards my rose from all prying eyes,’
I said, ‘so she may not be loved, nor love, in any guise.
May Pluto carry off that crone, eradicate all spies!’
As I turned over, in my thoughts, all that I now say,
trusting some lightning bolt might snatch the crone away,

behold, looking back I saw, before I took my way,

hear now what I beheld, lingering there that day:

I saw the flower of flowers, saw the flower fairest,
I saw of every rose of May the very rarest,

I saw the shining star of all the stars the clearest,

so my heart was stolen by one I love the dearest.

When I saw the very one I’ve longed for forever,
then my heart ineffably exulted but to be there,
and I sped as swiftly to present myself before her,

and bend the knee directly this sweet salute to offer:

‘Hail, the loveliest of all, of jewels most of worth,
hail, pride of maidenhood, most glorious of birth,

hail, light of all the lights, the rose of all the earth, 

of Blanchefleur and Helen, and Venus the re-birth!’
Thus my Morning Star replied, with some anxiety:
‘May He, who rules the sky above, all things that are earthly, 

plants the grass with violets, the rose with thorns so thickly,

grant you some swift remedy, bring you health and glory!’

‘Sweetest one’, I answered, ‘my heart to me revealed,

my soul was made so you alone might pronounce it healed.
For the saying goes, these words the ancient teachings yield:
whoever strikes a blow, by them the wound’s best sealed.’

‘Do you claim that I then was the dealer of the wound?
If that’s your tale, I deny it, but if you still must sound

your cry of woe, reveal the hurt and its cause profound,

so that some slight cure might be immediately found!’
‘Where’s the need to bare the hurt when it’s obvious?

Five summers have gone by the sixth is speeding past,

since I saw you dancing when life one day was joyous:

and you the image found in each window, every glass.
When I saw you dancing so, my mind was filled with wonder,
saying: “There’s a girl worth every signal mark of honour!

She’s the one without compare, exceeding every other,

hers the brightest face of all, her features bright as summer!”

Splendid your features all, your visage so delightful,
like the air shining clear, as the heavens cheerful;

thus I cried out frequently: ‘Lord, my Lord so noble!

Is this the lovely Helena, or Venus the eternal?”
Your golden hair it flowed on down, ah, so wonderfully,
your throat like a mass of snow in some mountain gully,

your waist so slender, too; every person must agree,

that beyond all perfumes your fragrance rises free.

In your smiling face, there glowed a starry brightness
in your sparkling teeth, shone ivory’s clear whiteness,

your limbs of such a form, more than I could express:
whose mind would not be bound by such loveliness?
Your shining figure thus all my thoughts enchained,
mind and heart and soul were irrevocably changed.

Merely to converse with you, all my spirit strained;
but for many years, alas, a mere hope it remained.

Therefore my spirit was wounded by you truly.
Behold my life has followed the sad path before me.
Who in any place, or time, was ever hurt so deeply?

Who hoped for anything, and failed so completely?

This the arrow that I bear forever in my breast,

a thousand times and more, sighing with the rest,

saying: “Maker of all things, how have I transgressed?

With every lover’s burden my poor back is blessed.

Of food and drink and sleep I am now bereft,
there is no medicine to cure my illnesses.

Christ, do not abandon me to misery and death,

but deign to succour me in all my wretchedness!”
These and many other blows on my heart alight,
nor is there any balm, to strengthen me, in sight, 

save that, time and time again, in the dark of night,

in dreams I am with you, in imagination bright. 
Rose, now you see how I am wounded to the core,
how fierce the sufferings, your torment I endure,
crying: “Please!”, do whatever might relieve the sore,

let me be in health again, and my life restore!

If you might do this thing, then I would glorify you,
like cedar of Lebanon, or higher, would exalt you.

But if naught can aid me, though how can that be true,

I must sink down deeper even than I have hereto.’ 
My shining rose replied: ‘Your great misery,
the torment you endure, is not unknown to me.

What I have borne for you, though, you may never see;

worse the pain I have endured than I can e’er repeat.

But of my sufferings I’ll give no recitation,

wishing rather to provide some poor compensation,

that might restore your joy, bringing you salvation,

offering a sweeter balm than honeyed embrocation.

So tell me, noble youth, what you have in mind!

Is it silver now the prize, in your words enshrined,

or a precious jewel that dazzled eyes may blind?

If I can I’ll give to you whate’er you seek to find.’
‘No not those, I claim, not jewellery nor silver,

rather what I need is considerably greater,
make of the impossible the simplest gift ever
offer me the brightest joy, erasing all I suffer.’

‘What on earth you’re wishing for, that I can’t divine;
yet for me to grant it you, it is a wish of mine.

So if in whate’er I possess, you readily can find

what you desire, then take it, such is my design!’

What more was needed? I threw my arms around her,

gave a thousand kisses, a thousand were on offer,
again and again indeed declaring to my lover:

‘Surely this is the thing that I have longed for ever!’
Who pretends they do not know what followed her assent?
Grief and sighing far away now from us are sent,
all the joys of paradise in hearts with one intent,

and in an instant every fresh delight together blent.
There the joys of love multiply a hundredfold,
there what was longed for in my girl and I unfold,

there the prize for loving is given to me to hold,

there my name’s exalted among the blessed of old.

All you who love, then, my sad case remember,
do not despair of love, it’s fine to be a lover!

Surely, that day of days will not delay forever,

where, beyond all torment, glory follows after.

Out of all bitterness, pleasure will yet prove sure,

though not till the greatest labours have gone before,

who yearns for honey sweet, sad troubles must endure;
so hope for better days, though bitter are in store! 

‘Dum Diane vitrea’ – CB62
When Diana’s crystal light
rises in the evening

from her brother rosy bright
her own lamp re-kindling,

Zephyr breathing sweet breezes

through the ether as he pleases
dissolves the cloud;

so feeling’s bowed
to all the powers of harmony
and thus the heart

is soothed by art
that’s swayed by love’s witchery.
Bright Hesperus grants anew
than death sweeter
the sweet moisture

of pure soporific dew

to all that is mortal too. 

O how happy is that antidote of slumber

that allays the storms of cares and troubles without number!

Beneath the half-closed eyelids sleep gently stealing,
equals the deepest joy itself of love’s sweetest feeling.

Morpheus, in dreaming,
brings us, gently streaming
lightest breezes blowing soft from the wheat-filled land,

river-murmurs rising from beds of purest sand,

mill-wheels circling, turning slowly round and round,
from our sleeping eyes stealing light, our ears sound.
After Venus’s sweet loving commerce
in sleep the wearied brain must immerse.
The eyes dimmed by looking on fresh wonders

sail on the raft of eyelids where sight wanders.
Ah, what a happy crossing from love to pleasant sleep,

yet the return to love is still more sweet!
From the fulfilled depths the perfumes rise again,
now drenching the triple chambers of the brain;

here veiling with mist the eyes

drooping in slumber’s guise
and with those mists the eyelids overflowing

preventing the sight the far distance showing.

Thus the consenting eyes are by natural spirits bound,

those ministering powers of vision in the body found.
Under the pleasant greenwood bower,
where the nightingale laments the hour,

sweet is the rest enjoying,
sweeter is the toying
all in the grass

with a fresh lass

of rare beauty.

And where the vagrant

scents of the fragrant,

herbs have risen,

and we’re given,

a rose-filled bed,

where in sweet nurturing sleep we may rest our head
wearied by Venus’ commerce, caught instead
by tiredness,
where lassitude brings rest. 
Oh, how swiftly

these lovers’ hearts vary

altering, wavering endlessly!

Like boats wandering on the water,

lacking means to anchor,

drifting between doubt and hope they sadly hover,
thus, in Venus’ ranks, every lover.  
‘Exiit diluculo’ - CB90
At daybreak her way she took
the little shepherd girl 

with her flock and her crook

and skein of un-spun wool.
In among her little flock,
a young ass and a ewe,

a heifer and a bullock,

he-goat, and she-goat too.

Sitting silent on the turf

a scholar she did see:

‘What are you doing there, sir?

Oh, come and play with me!’
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(Note: Refrains in italics normally repeated after each verse.)

CB17

O Fortuna,
velut luna
statu variabilis,
semper crescis
aut decrescis;
vita detestabilis
nunc obdurat
et tunc curat
ludo mentis aciem,
egestatem,
potestatem
dissolvit ut glaciem.

Sors immanis
et inanis,
rota tu volubilis,
status malus,
vana salus
semper dissolubilis,
obumbrata
et velata
michi quoque niteris;
nunc per ludum
dorsum nudum
fero tui sceleris.

Sors salutis
et virtutis
michi nunc contraria,
est affectus
et defectus
semper in angaria.
hac in hora
sine mora
corde pulsum tangite;
quod per sortem
sternit fortem,
mecum omnes plangite!

CB16

Fortune plango vulnera
stillantibus ocellis,
quod sua michi munera
subtrahit rebellis.
verum est, quod legitur
fronte capillata,
sed plerumque sequitur
Occasio calvata.

In Fortune solio
sederam elatus,
prosperitatis vario
flore coronatus;
quicquid enim florui
felix et beatus,
nunc a summo corrui
gloria privatus.

Fortune rota volvitur:
descendo minoratus;
alter in altum tollitur;
nimis exaltatus
rex sedet in vertice -
caveat ruinam!
nam sub axe legimus
Hecubam reginam.
CB138

Veris leta facies
mundo propitiatur,
hiemalis acies
victa iam fugatur.
in vestitu vario
Flora principatur,
nemorum dulcisono
que cantu celebratur.

Flore fusus gremio
Phebus novo more
risum dat, hoc vario
iam stipate flore.
Zephyrus nectareo
spirans it odore.
certatim pro bravio
curramus . . . . . . ore!

Litteratos convocat
decus virginale;
laicorum execrat
pecus bestiale.
cunctos amor incitat,
numen generale;
Venus se communicat,
per iubar estivale.

Citharizat cantico
dulcis philomena;
flore rident vario
prata iam serena;
turba salit avium
silve per amena;
chorus promit virginum
iam gaudia millena.

CB136


Omnia sol temperat 
purus et subtilis,
nova mundo reserat
facies Aprilis;
ad amorem properat
animus herilis,
et iocundis imperat
deus puerilis.

Rerum tanta novitas
in sollemni vere
et veris auctoritas
iubet nos gaudere;
vices prebet solitas,
et in tuo vere
fides est et probitas
tuum retinere.

Ama me fideliter!
fidem meam nota:
de corde totaliter
et ex mente tota
sum presentialiter
absens in remota.
quisquis amat aliter,
volvitur in rota.

CB143 

Ecce gratum
et optatum
ver reducit gaudia:
purpuratum
floret pratum,
sol serenat omnia.
iam iam cedant tristia!
estas redit,
nunc recedit
hiemis sevitia.

Iam liquescit
et decrescit
grando, nix et cetera;
bruma fugit,
et iam sugit
veris tellus ubera.
illi mens est misera,
qui nec vivit
nec lascivit
sub estatis dextera!

Gloriantur
et letantur
in melle dulcedinis,
qui conantur,
ut utantur
premio Cupidinis.
simus iussu Cypridis
gloriantes
et letantes
pares esse Paridis!

CB149

Floret silva nobilis
floribus et foliis.
ubi est antiquus
meus amicus?
hinc equitavit!
eia! quis me amabit?
 
Floret silva undique;
nah mime gesellen ist mir we!

Gruonet der walt allenthalben.
wa ist min geselle also lange ?
der ist geriten hinnen.
owi! wer sol mich minnen?

From CB16*

Chramer, gip di varwe mir,
div min wengel roete,
da mit ich die iungen man
an ir danch der minnenliebe noete.
 

Seht mich an, iunge man,
lat mich ev gevallen.

Minnet, tugentliche man,
minnekliche vravwen.
minne tuout ev hoech gemuot
vnde lat evch in hoehen eren schauven.

Wol dir werlt, daz du bist
also vreudenreiche.
ich wil dir sin vndertan
durch dein liebe immer sicherlichen.

CB167a

Swaz hie gat umbe,
daz sint alle megede;
die wellent an man
allen disen sumer gan!
CB174a

Chume, chume, geselle min,
ih enbite harte din!
ih enbite harte din,
chum, chum, geselle min!

Suozer roservarwer munt,
chum vnde mache mich gesunt!
chum vnde mache mich gesunt,
suozer roservarwer munt!
CB145a

Uvere div werlt alle min
von deme mere unze an den Rin,
des wolt ih mih darben,
daz chunich . . . . . von Engellant lege an minem arme!
CB191

Archipoeta (ca. 1161/67)


Estuans intrinsecus ira vehementi
in amaritudine loquor mee menti.
factus de materia levis elementi
folio sum similis, de quo ludunt venti.

Cum sit enim proprium viro sapienti,
supra petram ponere sedem fondamenti,
stultus ego comparor fluvio labenti,
sub eodem aere numquam permanenti.

Feror ego veluti sine nauta navis,
ut per vias aeris vaga fertur avis;
non me tenent vincula, non me tenet clavis,
quero mei similes et adiungor pravis.

Michi cordis gravitas res videtur gravis,
iocus est amabilis dulciorque favis.
quicquid Venus imperat, labor est suavis,
que numquam in cordibus habitat ignavis.


Via lata gradior more iuventutis,
implico me vitiis immemor virtutis,
voluptatis avidus magis quam salutis,
mortuus in anima curam gero cutis.

Presul discretissime, veniam te precor,
morte bona morior, dulci nece necor,
meum pectus sauciat puellarum decor,
et quas tactu nequeo, saltem corde mechor.

Res est arduissima vincere naturam,
in aspectu virginis mentem esse puram;
iuvenes non possumus legem sequi duram
leviumque corporum non habere curam.

Quis in igne positus igne non uratur?
quis Papie demorans castus habeatur,
ubi Venus digito iuvenes venatur,
oculis illaqueat, facie predatur?

Si ponas Hippolytum hodie Papie,
non erit Hippolytus in sequenti die.
Veneris in thalamos ducunt omnes vie,
non est in tot turribus turris Alethie.

Secundo redarguor etiam de ludo,
sed cum ludus corpore me dimittit nudo,
frigidus exterius, mentis estu sudo;
tunc versus et carmina meliora cudo.

Teruo capitulo memoro tabernam:
illam nullo tempore sprevi neque spernam,
donec sanctos angelos venientes cernam,
cantantes pro mortuis: «Requiem eternam.»

Meum est propositum in taberna mori,
ut sint vina proxima morientis ori;
tunc cantabunt letius angelorum chori:
«Sit Deus propitius huic potatori.»

Poculis accenditur animi lucerna,
cor imbutum nectare volat ad superna.
michi sapit dulcius vinum de taberna,
quam quod aqua miscuit presulis pincerna.


Loca vitant publica quidam poetarum
et secretas eligunt sedes latebrarum,
student, instant, vigilant nec laborant parum,
et vix tandem reddere possunt opus clarum.

Ieiunant et abstinent poetarum chori,
vitant rixas publicas et tumultus fori,
et ut opus faciant, quod non possit mori,
moriuntur studio subditi labori.

Unicuique proprium dat Natura munus:
ego numquam potui scribere ieiunus,
me ieiunum vincere posset puer unus.
sitim et ieiunium odi tamquam funus.

Unicuique proprium dat Natura donum:
ego versus faciens bibo vinum bonum,
et quod habent purius dolia cauponum;
vinum tale generat copiam sermonum.

Tales versus facio, quale vinum bibo,
nichil possum facere nisi sumpto cibo;
nichil valent penitus, que ieiunus scribo,
Nasonem post calices carmine preibo.

Michi numquam spiritus poetrie datur,
nisi prius fuerit venter bene satur;
dum in arce cerebri Bacchus dominatur,
in me Phebus irruit et miranda fatur.

Ecce mee proditor pravitatis fui,
de qua me redarguunt servientes tui.
sed corum nullus est accusator sui,
quamvis velint ludere seculoque frui.

Iam nunc in presentia presulis beati
secundum dominici regulam mandati
mittat in me lapidem neque parcat vari,
cuius non est animus conscius peccati.

Sum locutus contra me, quicquid de me novi,
et virus evomui, quod tam diu fovi.
vita vetus displicet, mores placent novi;
homo videt faciem, sed cor patet Iovi.

Iam virtutes diligo, vitiis irascor,
renovatus animo spiritu renascor;
quasi modo genitus novo lacte pascor,
ne sit meum amplius vanitatis vas cor.

Electe Colonie, parce penitenti,
fac misericordiam veniam petenti,
et da penitentiam culpam confitenti;
feram, quicquid iusseris, animo libenti.

Parcit enim subditis leo, rex ferarum,
et est erga subditos immemor irarum;
et vos idem facite, principes terrarum:
quod caret dulcedine, nimis est amarum.

CB130

Olim lacus colueram,
olim pulcher exstiteram,
dum cygnus ego fueram.
miser! miser!
 
Modo niger
et ustus fortiter!

Eram nive candidior,
quavis ave formosior;
modo sum corvo nigrior.
miser! miser!
 
Me rogus urit fortiter,
gyrat, regyrat garcifer;
propinat me nunc dapifer.
miser! miser!
 
Mallem in aquis vivere,
nudo semper sub aere,
quam in hoc mergi pipere.
miser! miser!

Nunc in scutella iaceo
et volitare nequeo;
dentes Prendente video -
miser! miser!

CB222

Ego sum abbas Cucaniensis
et consilium meum est cum bibulis
et in secta Decii voluntas mea est,
et qui mane me quesierit in taberna,
post vesperam nudus egredietur
et sic denudatus veste clamabit:
’wafna, wafna!
quid fecisti, sors turpissima!
nostre vite gaudia
abstulisti omnia.’

CB196

In taberna quando sumus,
non curamus, quid sit humus,
sed ad ludum properamus,
cui semper insudamus.
quid agatur in taberna,
ubi nummus est pincerna,
hoc est opus, ut queratur,
sed quid loquar, audiatur.

Quidam ludunt, quidam bibunt,
quidam indiscrete vivunt.
sed in ludo qui morantur,
ex his quidam denudantur;
quidam ibi vestiuntur,
quidam saccis induuntur.
ibi nullus timet mortem,
sed pro Baccho mittunt sortem.

Primo pro nummata vini;
ex hac bibunt libertini.
semel bibunt pro captivis,
post hec bibunt ter pro vivis,
quater pro Christianis cunctis,
quinquies pro fidelibus defunctis,
sexies pro sororibus vanis,
septies pro militibus silvanis.

Octies pro fratribus perversis,
novies pro monachis dispersis,
decies pro navigantibus,
undecies pro discordantibus,
duodecies pro penitentibus,
tredecies pro iter agentibus.
tam pro papa quam pro rege
bibunt omnes sine lege.

Bibit hera, bibit herus,
bibit miles, bibit clerus,
bibit ille, bibit illa,
bibit servus cum ancilla,
bibit velox, bibit piger,
bibit albus, bibit niger,
bibit constans, bibit vagus,
bibit rudis, bibit magus,

Bibit pauper et egrotus,
bibit exul et ignotus,
bibit puer, bibit canus,
bibit presul et decanus,
bibit soror, bibit frater,
bibit anus, bibit mater,
bibit ista, bibit ille,
bibunt centum, bibunt mille.

Parum durant sex nummate,
ubi ipsi immoderate
bibunt omnes sine meta,
quamvis bibant mente leta.
sic nos rodunt omnes gentes,
et sic erimus egentes.
qui nos rodunt, confundantur
et cum iustis non scribantur.

CB87

Amor tenet omnia,
mutat cordis intima,
querit Amor devia.
Amor melle dulcior,
felle fit amarior.
Amor cecus, caret pudicitia;
frigidus et calidus
et tepidus,
Amor audax, pavidus,
est fidus atque perfidus.

Tempus est idoneum,
querat Amor socium:
nunc garritus avium.
Amor regit iuvenes,
Amor capit virgines.
ve senectus! tibi sunt incommoda.
va t'an oy! iuvencula
Theoclea
tenet me gratissima;
tu pestis, dico, pessima.

Frigidus et calidus
numquam tibi socius!
dormit dolens sepius
in natura frigidus;
nichil tibi vilius.
Venus tenet iuvenes in gaudio;
sana sic coniunctio,
quam diligo,
tuo fit imperio.
quid melius sit, nescio.

Amor volat undique;
captus est libidine.
iuvenes iuvencule
que secuntur merito,
si que sine socio.
illa vero caret omni gloria;
tenet noctis infima
sub intima
cardinis custodia.
sic fit res amarissima.

Amor simplex, callidus;
rufus Amor, pallidus;
truculens in omnibus,
Amor est placabilis,
constans et instabilis.
Amor artis regitur imperio.
ludit Amor lectulo
iam clanculo
noctis in silentio:
fit captus Amor laqueo.

CB118

Doleo, quod nimium
patior exilium.
pereat hoc studium,
si m'en iré,
si non reddit gaudium,
cui tant abé!

Tua pulchra facies
me fey planser milies;
pectus habet glacies.
a remender
statim vivus fierem
per un baser!

Prohdolor, quid faciam?
ut quid novi Franciam?
perdo amicitiam
de la gentil?
miser corde fugiam
de cest pays?

Cum venray in mon pays,
altri drud i avra bris.
podyra mi lassa dis.
me miserum!
suffero par sue amor
supplicium.

Dies, nox et omnia
michi sunt contraria.
virginum colloquia
me fay planszer.

oy suvenz suspirer plu
me fay temer.

O sodales, ludite!
vos qui scitis, dicite;
michi mesto parcite:
grand ey dolur!
attamen consulite
per vostre honur!

Amia, pro vostre honur
doleo, suspir et plur;
par tut semplant ey dolur
grande d'amer.
fugio nunc; socii,
laissiez m'aler!

CB177

Stetit puella
rufa tunica;
si quis eam tetigit,
tunica crepuit.
eia!

Stetit puella
tamquam rosula:
facie splenduit
et os eius floruit.
eia!

Stetit puella bi einem bovme,
scripsit amorem an eime lovbe.
dar chom Uenus also fram;
caritatem magnam,
hohe minne
bot si ir manne.
CB180

O mi dilectissima!
vultu serenissima
et mente legis sedula,
ut mea refert littera?

Mandaliet! mandaliet!
min geselle chovmet niet!

 ‘Que est hec puellula,’
dixi, ‘tam precandida,
in cuius nitet facie
candor cum rubedine?’

Mandaliet! mandaliet!
min geselle chovmet niet!

Vultus tuus indicat,
quanta sit nobilitas,
que in tuo pectore
lac miscet cum sanguine.
 
Mandaliet! mandaliet!
min geselle chovmet niet!


‘Que est puellula
dulcis et suavissima?
eius amore caleo,
quod vivere vix valeo.’
 
Mandaliet! mandaliet!
min geselle chovmet niet!

Circa mea pectora
multa sunt suspiria
de tua pulchritudine,
que me ledunt misere.

Mandaliet! mandaliet!
min geselle chovmet niet!

Tui lucent oculi
sicut solis radii,
sicut splendor fulguris,
qui lucem donat tenebris.
 
Mandaliet! mandaliet!
min geselle chovmet niet!

’Vellet Deus, vellent di,
quod mente proposui:
ut eius virginea
reserassem vincula!’

Mandaliet! mandaliet!
min geselle chovmet niet!

CB183

Si puer cum puellula
moraretur in cellula -
 
Felix coniunctio
amore succrescente, pari remedio
propulso procul tedio!

Fit ludus ineffabilis
membris desertis labilis.

CB174

Veni, veni, venias,
ne me mori facias!
hyria hyrie
nazaza trillirivos!

Pulchra tibi facies,
oculorum acies,
capiliorum series -
o quam clara species!

Rosa rubicundior,
lilio candidior,
omnibus formosior,
semper in te glorior!
CB70

Estatis florigero tempore
sub umbrosa residens arbore,
avibus canentibus in nemore,
sibilante serotino frigore,
mee Thisbes adoptato fruebar eloquio,
colloquens de Veneris blandissimo commercio.

Eius vultus,
forma, cultus
pre puellis,
ut sol stellis,
sic prelucet.
o inducet
hanc nostra ratio,
ut dignetur suo nos beare consortio?

Nil ergo restat satius,
quam cecam mentis flammam denudare diffusius.
audaces fortuna iuvat penitus.
his ergo sit introitus:


‘Ignem cecum sub pectore
longo depasco tempore,
qui vires miro robore
toto diffundit corpore.

Quem tu sola, percipere
si vis, potes extinguere,
. . meum semivivere
felici ligans federe.’


‘Amoris spes est dubia,
aut verax aut contraria.
amanti necessaria
virtutis est constantia.

Pre ceteris virtutibus est patientia
amoris famulantia.

Sed et ignem, qui discurrit per precordia,
fax extinguat alia!

Noster amor non furtiva, non fragilia
amplexatur gaudia.’

‘Ignis, quo crucior,
immo quo glorior,
ignis est invisibilis.

Si non extinguitur,
a qua succenditur,
manet inextinguibilis.

Est ergo tuo munere
me mori vel me vivere.’


‘Quid refert pro re pendula
vite pati pericula?

Est pater, est mater,
est frater, qui quater
die me pro te corripiunt,

Et vetulas per cellulas
et iuvenes per speculas
deputantes nos custodiunt;

Argumque centioculum
plus tremo quam patibulum.

Est ergo dignum
virum benignum
vitare signum,
unde malignum
murmur cursitat per populum.’


‘Times in vanum!
tam est arcanum,
quod nec Vulcanum
curo cum sophisticis catenis.

Stilbontis more
Letheo rore
Argum sopore
premam, oculis clausis centenis.’


‘In trutina mentis dubia
fluctuant contraria
lascivus amor et pudicitia.

Sed eligo, quod video:
collum iugo prebeo,
ad iugum tamen suave transeo.’

’Non bene dixeris
iugum secretum Veneris,
quo nil liberius,
nil dulcius, nil melius.

O quam dulcia
sunt hec gaudia!
Veneris furta sunt pia.

Ergo propera
ad hec munera!
carent laude dona sera.’

‘Dulcissime!
totam subdo tibi me.’

CB179

Tempus est iocundum, o virgines!
modo congaudete, vos iuvenes!


o! o
totus floreo!
Iam amore virginali totus ardeo;
novus, novus amor est, quo pereo!

Cantat philomena sic dulciter,
et modulans auditur; intus caleo.
 
Flos est puellarum, quam diligo,
et rosa rosarum, qua caleo.
 
Tua me confortat promissio,
tua me deportat negatio.

Tua mecum ludit virginitas,
tua me detrudit simplicitas.
 
Sile, philomena, pro tempore!
surge, cantilena, de pectore!


Tempore brumali vir patiens,
animo vernali lasciviens,

Veni, domicella, cum gaudio!
veni, veni, bella! iam pereo!


CB77

Si linguis angelicis loquar et humanis,
non valeret exprimi palma, nec in annis,
per quam recte preferor cunctis Christianis,
tamen invidentibus emulis profanis.

Pange, lingua, igitur causas et causatum!
nomen tamen domine serva palliatum,
ut non sit in populo illud divulgatum,
quod secretum gentibus extat et celatum.

In virgulto florido stabam et ameno,
vertens hec in pectore: ‘quid facturus ero?
dubito, quod semina in harena sero;
mundi florem diligens ecce iam despero.

Si despero, merito nullus admiretur;
nam per quandam vetulam rosa prohibetur,
ut non amet aliquem atque non ametur.
quam Pluto subripere, flagito, dignetur!’

Cumque meo animo verterem predicta,
optans, anum raperet fulminis sagitta,
ecce, retrospiciens sata post relicta,
audias, quid viderim, dum morarer ita:

Vidi florem floridum, vidi florum florem,
vidi rosam Madii cunctis pulchriorem,
vidi stellam splendidam, cunctis clariorem,
per quam ego degeram lapsus in amorem.

Cum vidissem itaque, quod semper optavi,
tunc ineffabiliter mecum exultavi,
surgensque velociter ad hanc properavi,
hisque retro poplite flexo salutavi:

‘Ave, formosissima, gemma pretiosa,
ave, decus virginum, virgo gloriosa,
ave, lumen luminum, ave, mundi rosa,
Blanziflour et Helena, Venus generosa!’

Tunc respondit inquiens stella matutina:

‘ille, qui terrestria regit et divina,
dans in herba violas et rosas in spina,
tibi salus, gloria sit et medicina!’

Cui dixi: ‘dulcissima! cor michi fatetur,
quod meus fert animus, ut per te salvetur.
nam a quodam didici, sicut perhibetur,
quod ille, qui percutit, melius medetur.’

’Mea sic ledentia iam fuisse tela
dicis? nego; sed tamen posita querela
vulnus atque vulneris causas nunc revela,
ut te sanem postmodum gracili medela!’

’Vulnera cur detegam, que sunt manifesta?
estas quinta periit, properat en sexta,
quod te in tripudio quadam die festa
vidi; cunctis speculum eras et fenestra.

Cum vidissem itaque, cepi tunc mirari,
dicens: “ecce mulier digna venerari!
hec excedit virgines cunctas absque pari,
hec est clara facie, hec est vultus clari!”

Visus tuus splendidus erat et amenus,
tamquam aer lucidus nitens et serenus;
unde dixi sepius: “Deus, Deus meus!
estne illa Helena vel est dea Venus?”

Aurea mirifice coma dependebat,
tamquam massa nivea gula candescebat,
pectus erat gracile; cunctis innuebat,
quod super aromata cuncta redolebat.

In iocunda facie stelle radiabant,
eboris materiam dentes vendicabant,
plus, quam dicam, speciem membra geminabant:
quidni, si hec omnium mentem alligabant?


Forma tua fulgida tunc me catenavit,
michi mentem, animum et cor immutavit.
tibi loqui spiritus ilico speravit;
posse spem veruntamen numquam roboravit.

Ergo meus animus recte vulneratur.
ecce, vita graviter michi novercatur.
quis umquam, quis aliquo tantum molestatur,
quam qui sperat aliquid et spe defraudatur?

Telum semper pectore clausum portitavi,
milies et milies inde suspiravi,
dicens: “rerum conditor, quid in te peccavi?
omnium amantium pondera portavi.

Fugit a me bibere, cibus et dormire,
medicinam nequeo malis invenire.
Christe, non me desinas taliter perire,
sed dignare misero digne subvenire!”

Has et plures numero pertuli iacturas,
nec ullum solacium munit meas curas,
ni quod sepe sepius per noctes obscuras
per imaginarias tecum sum figuras.


Rosa, videns igitur, quam sim vulneratus,
quot et quantos tulerim per te cruciatus,
dicens “placet!” itaque fac, ut sim sanatus,
per te sim incolumis et vivificatus!

Quod quidem si feceris, in te gloriabor,
tamquam cedrus Libani florens exaltabor.
sed si, quod non vereor, in te defraudabor,
patiar naufragium et periclitabor.’

Inquit rosa fulgida: ‘multa subportasti,
nec ignota penitus michi revelasti.
sed que pro te tulerim, numquam somniasti;
plura sunt, que sustuli, quam que recitasti.

Sed omitto penitus recitationem,
volens talem sumere satisfactionem,
que prestabit gaudium et sanationem
et medelam conferet melle dulciorem.

Dicas ergo, iuvenis, quod in mente geris!
an argentum postulas, per quod tu diteris,
pretioso lapide an quod tu orneris?
nam si esse poterit, dabo, quicquid queris.’

’Non est id, quod postulo, lapis nec argentum,
immo prebens omnibus maius nutrimentum,
dans impossibilibus facilem eventum
et quod mestis gaudium donat luculentum.’

‘Quicquid velis, talia nequeo prescire;
tuis tamen precibus opto consentire.
ergo, quicquid habeo, sedulus inquire,
sumens, si, quod appetis, potes invenire!’

Quid plus? collo virginis brachia iactavi,
mille dedi basia, mille reportavi,
atque sepe sepius dicens affirmavi:
’certe, certe istud est id, quod anhelavi!’

Quis ignorat, amodo cuncta que secuntur?
dolor et suspiria procul repelluntur,
paradisi gaudia nobis inducuntur,
cuncteque delicie simul apponuntur.

Hic amplexus gaudium est centuplicatum,
hic mecum et domine pullulat optatum,
hic amantum bravium est a me portatum,
hic est meum igitur nomen exaltatum.


Quisquis amat, itaque mei recordetur
nec diffidat illico, licet amaretur!
illi nempe aliqua dies ostendetur,
qua penarum gloriam post adipiscetur.

Ex amaris equidem grata generantur,
non sine laboribus maxima parantur,
dulce mel qui appetunt, sepe stimulantur;
sperent ergo melius, qui plus amarantur!

CB62

Dum Diane vitrea
sero lampas oritur
et a fratris rosea
luce dum succenditur,
dulcis aura zephyri
spirans omnes etheri
nubes tollit;
sic emollit
vis chordarum pectora
et immutat
cor, quod nutat
ad amoris pignora.

Letum iubar Hesperi
gratiorem
dat humorem
roris soporiferi
mortalium generi.

O quam felix est antidotum soporis,
quod curarum tempestates sedat et doloris!
dum surrepit clausis oculorum poris,
ipsum gaudio equiperat dulcedini amoris.

Morphëus in mentem
trahit impellentem
ventum lenem segetes maturas,
murmura rivorum per harenas puras,
circulares ambitus molendinorum,
qui furantur somno lumen oculorum.

Post blanda Veneris commercia
lassatur cerebri substantia.
hinc caligant mira novitate
oculi nantes in palpebrarum rate.
hei, quam felix transitus amoris ad soporem,
sed suavior regressus ad amorem!

Ex alvo leta fumus evaporat,
qui capitis tres cellulas irrorat;
hic infumat oculos
ad soporem pendulos
et palpebras sua fumositate
replet, ne visus exspatietur late.
unde ligant oculos virtutes animales,
que sunt magis vise ministeriales.

Fronde sub arboris amena,
dum querens canit philomena,
suave est quiescere,
suavius ludere
in gramine
cum virgine
speciosa.
si variarum
odor herbarum
spiraverit,
si dederit
torum rosa,
dulciter soporis alimonia
post Veneris defessa commercia
captatur,
dum lassis instillatur.

O in quantis
animus amantis
variatur vacillantis!
ut vaga ratis per equora,
dum caret ancora,
fluctuat inter spem metumque dubia
sic Veneris militia.

CB90

Exiit diluculo
rustica puella
cum grege, cum baculo,
cum lana novella.

Sunt in grege parvulo
ovis et asella,
vitula cum vitulo,
caper et capella.

Conspexit in cespite
scolarem sedere:

‘quid tu facis, domine?
veni mecum ludere!’
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