Con male nuove

Here is the news I have to tell you, my love:
That love is not found without pain and weeping.
It quite tries my heart and still you want me to sing.

Have feelings, you who wants to hear the song.
One cannot love without pain and torment.
Whom do I ask for and call for but you?

Alas, do not make me sing, for my song is getting worse.
Have a little kindness, you who wish me to sing again.
Many unrewarding drinks flee one who falls in love.
Alas, do not make me sing, for my song is getting worse.
