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124. Quando ti vegio

Miguel de Fuenllana
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Orphenica Lyra (1554), f.131b.  Encoded and edited by Sarge Gerbode.



When I see you,
at the window, beautiful,
you make me come back
and make life from death;
you give me life.

O, let me love,
and whatever will be,
let it be.

You are my life;
you are the star
that has pulled me
like a magnet;
you give me life.

O, let me love,
and whatever will be,
let it be.
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