116. O mas dura

Soneto a 4, poem by Garcilaso de la VegaMiguel de Fuenllana
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Translation:

Oh Galatea, harder than marble to my repinings
colder than snow

to the blazing flame I burn in

I die but must endure a living death

because you left

the pont of life has gone with your rejection
ashamed am I thus to be seen

by you cast off

I blush with shame

You now scorn the soul wherein you used to dwell
Unable to leave it for an hour.

Flow tears, shamelessly.

On whose ears does your sweet voice now sing
Into whose eyes do your fair eyes respond?

For whom so cruelly did you exchange your slave
your broken faith, where did you bestow it

whose is the neck your silken arms entwine?

There is no heart that could endure

Even it were made of stone

To feel its ivy like beloved

Prune out, and to another wall firmly climbing,
Its vine on to another elm entwined?

There is no heart that would no melt in tears
Until its life would, thus, consume.

Flow tears, shamelessly.



