Amor dormiglione
Love, sleep no more!

Up, up! Wake up!  Wake up, already!

For whilst you sleep, my joys sleep and my misfortune awakens.

Don’t do things by halves!
Arrows, fire – up, up.  Sleep no more!

O lazybones, o slowpoke, you have no feelings, doltish Love, cowardly Love.

Oh, what remains for me when in the midst of my ardor you sleep, Love: This is what is missing, while I remain.
