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Tres Breve et Familière Introduction (1529), f.38v. Encoded and edited by Sarge Gerbode.

4) One note lower in orig.
3) Rhythm flag double value in orig.
2) One note lower in orig.
1) Rhythm flag double value in orig.
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1) Rhythm flag double in orig.



Why is it my lady, I beg you
that you no longer seek me out?
I shall ever be full of sorrow
until you tell me the truth.
I believe you no longer need my love,
or that someone has told you a nasty rumor about me,
or that your heart has found a new love.

If you leave the pretty path of love,
you make your beauty a prisoner,
if for another you have forgotten me,
may God give you the good that you claim.
But if you learn anything bad about me
to the degree you seem beautiful to me
to that degree or more I wish that you be cruel to me.


