Hercules in Love
Lovers, listen to the situation that, Oh God,

has brought me to tears:

In my beloved and beautiful idol,

Whom I thought to be so faithful,

the fidelity is dead.

For grace, I have only lamenting,

I feed only on tears,

grief is my delight,

and my joys are groans.

Every torment pleases me,

every pain delights me,

sobs heal me,

sighs console me.

But if my faith does not let me have

that fickle and treacherous one,

at least faith stays with me unto death, oh tears!

Every sadness assails me;

Every sorrow is perpetuated,

every ill afflicts me so badly

that they kill and inter me.

