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LOCURA
YO SOY LA LOCURA

Yo soy la locura,

La que sola infundo

Plazer y dulçura

Y contento al mundo.

Sirven a mi nombre

Todos mucho o poco,

Y pero no ay hombre

Que piense ser loco.

I AM THE MADNESS

I am the madness,

that which alone inspires

pleasure and sweetness

and brings joy to the world.

All men are in the service of my name,

some more and some less,

yet there is no man

who believes himself to be mad.

MARIZÁPALOS

Marizápalos era muchacha

Enamoradita de Pedro Martín,

Por sobrina del cura estimada

La gala del pueblo, la flor del abril.

Marizápalos salió una tarde

Al verde sotillo que va hacia Madrid,

A coger con sus manos las flores,

Teniendo más ella que mayo y abril.

Estampando la breve chinela,

Que tiene ventaja de mayor chapín,

Por bordarle sus plantas de flores

El lazo del campo se volvió tabí.

Merendaron los dos a la mesa

Que puso Marieta de su faldellín,

Y Perico, mirando a lo verde,

Comió con la salsa de su perejil.

Pretendiendo de su garabato

Quitarle la carne con garfio sutil

Marizápalalos le dijo: «¡Zape!»,

Quedando en su aliento cariño de miz.

Cuando oyeron allá entre las ramas

Las herradurillas de un fuerte rocín,

El Adonis se puso en huida,

Temiendo los dientes de algún jabalí.

Era el cura, que al soto venía,

Que si un poco antes acierta a venir,

Como sabe gramática el cura,

Podía cogerlos en un mal latín.

MARIZÁPALOS

Marizápalos was a girl

In love with Pedro Martín,

As the priest’s niece she was esteemed

The town’s grace, the flower of April.

Marizápalos went out one afternoon

To the green grove towards Madrid,

To pick the flowers with her hands,

She had more than May and April.

Impressing the short patten,

Which has the advantage of a larger chopine, 

Because its plants were embroidered with flowers

The field’s ribbon became silk.

The two had tea at the table

Which Marieta set with her frock,

And Perico, watching the greenery,

Ate with his parsley sauce.

Attempting with his hook

To take from her the meat with a subtle hook

Marizápalalos said to him: «Shoo!»,

Although on her breath there was the tenderness of a cat.

When they heard, over there, between the branches

The horseshoe of a strong nag,

The Adonis took flight,

Fearing the teeth of a wild boar,

It was the priest, who came to the grove,

And if he had arrived a little sooner,

As the priest knows grammar,

He might have caught them making bad use of their tongues.
LA AUSENÇIA

No partáis mi dulce vida

Ni aquí sola me dejéis,

Vos que el alma mía tenéis

Con mil llamas encendida.

Cómo podré yo suffrir

Que lexos de mí viváis,

Vox que la lux priváis

De mis ojos sin morir.

No mereçe esta mía fe

Estar de vos apartada,

Pues mi libertad amada

Por vos mi vida dexé.

Lloraré yo vuestra ausençia

Desdichada y muy penosa,

Sola viuda y congoxo

Por no veros de presençia.

Quedaré, mas será firme

Más que peña mi affición,

Llevad vos mi coraçón

Pues yo no puedo partirme.

THE ABSENCE

Do not leave my sweet life

And do not leave me alone here,

You who has my soul

With a thousand flames alight.

How much I will suffer

How far from me you live,

You who deprive the light

Of my eyes without dying.

My faith does not deserve this

To be apart from you,

Because my beloved freedom

I left my life for you.

I will weep in your absence

Wretched and very sorrowful,

Widow alone and in anguish

To not have you in my presence.

I will remain, all the firmer will be

Than rock my affection,

Take my heart

Because I cannot leave.

SÉ QUE ME MUERO DE AMOR

Sé que me muero de amor

y solicito el dolor.

Aún muriendo de querer

De tan buen ayre adolezco,

Que es más de lo que padezco

Lo que quiero padecer.

Y no pudiendo exceder

A mi deseo el rigor.

Lisonxéame la suerte

Con piedad tan advertida,

Que me assegura la vida

En el riesgo de la muerte.

Vivir de su golpe fuerte

es de mi salud primor.

I KNOW THAT I AM DYING OF LOVE

I know that I am dying of love

and that I ask for the pain.

Still dying of love

I suffer with such a good ayre,

Which rather than what I suffer

Is what I want to suffer.

And it is not possible to surpass

My love with severity.

Flatter the fortune

With such prudent piety,

Which assures my life

Which is in mortal danger.

To live from your strong blow

is exquisite for my health.
VUESTROS OJOS TIENEN D'AMOR

Vuestros ojos tienen d'Amor no sé qué,

Que me yelan, me roban, me hieren,

Me matan, a fe.

¿Por qué me mirays

Con tanta aflicción,

Y al mi coraçón, 

Me aprisionáys?

Que si vos me miráys

Yo os acusaré.

OF LOVE YOUR EYES HAVE

Of love your eyes have I know not what,

That freezes me, steals me, injures me,

They kill me, in truth.

Why do you look at me

With such fondness,

And my heart, 

You imprison?

If you look at me

I will accuse you.
___________________________________________________________________

JÁCARA DE LA TRENA

Ya está metido en la trena 

tu querido Escarramán, 

que los alfileres vivos 

me prendieron sin pensar.

Andaba a caza de gangas, 

y grillos vine a cazar, 

que en mí cantan como en haza 

las noches de por San Juan.

Entrándome en la bayuca, 

llegándome a remojar 

cierta pendencia mosquito 

que se ahogó en vino y pan.

Al trago sesenta y nueve, 

que apenas dije «allá va», 

me trujeron en volandas 

por medio de la Ciudad.

Como ánima del sastre 

suelen los diablos llevar, 

iba en poder de corchetes 

tu desdichado jayán.

Al momento me embolsaron 

para más seguridad 

en el calabozo fuerte 

donde los godos están.

Hallé dentro a Cardeñoso, 

hombre de buena verdad, 

manco de tocar las cuerdas 

donde no quiso cantar.

Sobre el pagar la patente 

nos venimos a encontrar 

yo y Perotudo el de Burgos,

acabóse la amistad.

Hizo en mi cabeza tantos 

un jarro que fue orinal;

yo, por medio del cuchillo, 

le trinché medio quijar.

Y otra mañana a las once, 

víspera de San Millán, 

con chilladores delante 

y envaramiento detrás,

A espaldas vueltas me dieron 

el usado centenar, 

que sobre los recibidos 

son ochocientos y más.

Fui de buen aire a caballo, 

la espalda de par en par, 

cara como del que prueba 

cosa que le sabe mal.

Inclinada la cabeza 

a monseñor cardenal, 

que el rebenque sin ser papa, 

cría por su potestad.

A puras pencas se han vuelto 

cardo mis espaldas ya, 

por eso me hago de pencas 

en el decir y el obrar.

Agridulce fue la mano, 

hubo azote garrafal, 

el asno era tortuga, 

no se podía menear.

Porque el pregón se entendiera 

con voz de más claridad, 

trujeron al pregonero 

las Sirenas de la Mar.

Envíanme por diez años, 

¡sabe Dios quién los verá! 

a que, dándola de palos, 

agravie toda la Mar.

Si tienes honra, la Méndez, 

si me tienes voluntad, 

forzosa ocasión es ésta 

en que lo puedes mostrar,

que tiempo vendrá, la Méndez, 

que alegre te alabarás, 

que a Escarramán por tu causa 

le añudaron el tragar.

A Mama, y a Taita el viejo

que en la guardia vuestra están, 

y a toda la gurullada 

mis encomiendas darás.

Fecha en Sevilla, a los cientos

de este mes que corre ya.

El menor de tus Rufianes 

y el mayor de los de acá.
JAIL’S JACARA

Your dear Escarramán

is now locked up in jail, 

for the clerks of the court

arrested me without thinking.

I was hunting for a bargain,

and ended up with shackles,

which are worse for me than the

incessant crickets on a summer night.

I went into the tavern,

where I expected to soak

a certain little brawl

drowning it in bread and wine.

On my sixty ninth glass,

I had hardly said “down it goes”, 

when they suddenly dragged me out

right across the city.

As the devils usually have

the soul of a tailor,

your hapless ruffian

was in the hands of the boys in blue.

They threw me in jail immediately

to be on the safe side

in the high security cell

where the hardened criminals are.

There I met Cardeñoso, 

a truly honest man,

crippled from torture on the rack

because he would not confess.

Perotudo of Burgos and I

had an encounter

over payment of the prison commission,

and there ended our friendship.

He smashed a jar that was a chamber pot

on my head;

I broke his jawbone,

with the help of a knife.

The next morning at eleven, 

on the eve of St. Millan’s Day, 

with people screaming in front

and the lame behind,

With their eyes closed they gave me

the famous one hundred lashes,

which added to those already received 

make eight hundred or more.

I went with good grace to the horse,

with my back completely exposed,

and the face of someone

who has tasted something bad.

Bowing my head

to monsignor cardinal,

for the whip without being the pope,

has the power to make you learn quickly.

My back has been shredded

and become a tough thistle,

that is why I am a difficult one

in what I say and do.

Bitter-sweet was the hand,

the lashing was brutal,

the donkey was slow as a tortoise,

and could not move a step.

For the announcement to be louder

with a clearer voice, 

the town crier was brought

by the mermaids.

Sentencing me to ten years,

God knows who will see them!

And so, hitting the sea with oar strokes, 

I churned up all the sea.

If you have honour, Miss Méndez, 

if you care for me,

this is a grand occasion

for you to show it,

a time will come, Miss Méndez, 

when you will cheerfully boast, 

that because of you 

they hung up Escarramán to choke.

To mother, and to Taita my old man

who are under your protection, 

and to all the angry mob

you will give my trust.

Dated in Seville, day one hundred

of this current month.

By the tiniest of your ruffians

and the greatest of those here.

TORMENTI

FOLLE È BEN CHE SI CREDE

Folle è ben che si crede, 

che per dolci lusinghe amorose, 

o per fiere minacce sdegnose, 

da bel idolo mio ritragga il piede. 

Cangi pur suo pensiero, 

ch’il mio cor prigioniero, 

spera che goda la libertà, 

dica chi vuole dica chi sà. 

Altri per gelosia, 

spiri pur empie fiamme dal seno, 

versi pure Meggera il veleno, 

perché rompi al mio ben la fede mia. 

Morte il viver mi toglia, 

ma sia ver che si scioglia, 

quel caro laccio che preso m’ha, 

dica chi vuole dica chi sà.

Ben havrò tempo e loco,

da sfogar l'amorose mie pene

da temprar dell'amato mio bene

e dell'arso mio cor l'occulto foco.

E tra l'ombre e gl'orrori

da notturni splendori

il mio ben furto s'asconderà

dica chi vuole dica chi sa.

HE IS INDEED INSANE WHO BELIEVES 

He is indeed insane who believes

That by sweet and amorous flattery

Or by proud and derisive threats 

he may turn my steps away 

from the beauty I adore. 

He might as well change his way of thinking, 

For my captive heart

Hopes to enjoy freedom,

Say what you will, say what you may. 

Others, out of jealousy,

May breathe foul flames from their hearts, 

Megaera may pour forth her venom

To destroy my trust in my beloved,

Death may snatch my life away,

But never will this precious bond

Which binds me be loosened,

Say what you will, say what you may. 

VIENI IN QUESTO SENO

Vieni, vieni in questo seno

che sereno

già t’accolse entro il suo latte.

Le sue, caro, mamme intatte

se già manna a te stillaro,

da quei fini

lor rubini,

vo’ ch’ambrosia or ti zampillino.

Si tranquillino,

mio placato e bel Polluce,

le mie sorti alla tua luce.

COME TO THIS CALM BREAST

Come, come to this calm

breast which

welcomed you before to its milky whiteness.

My love, once these unsullied breasts

gave you heavenly food,

from their ruby nipples,

now I wish they would flow with ambrosia for you.

Be calm, stay still,

my handsome Pollux

my fate lies in your light.

BELLA MIA 

Bella mia questo mio core

per voi vive e per voi more

che voi sete per mia sorte

la mia vita e la mia morte.

Col bel guardo voi mi ferite

col bel guardo voi mi guarite

quando dunque mi mirate

morte e vita, ohimé, mi date.

O d'amor miracol novo

Vita e morte à un tempo io provo

ne so quale è più gradita

se la morte o pur la vita.

Anzi in dubbio ancor io vivo 

s’io son morto o s’io son vivo

ma sia quel che vuol il fato

vivo e morto a voi m’ho dato.

MY BEAUTIFUL ONE

My beautiful one, my heart

Lives for you and dies for you:

You are my fate,

My life and my death.

With a beautiful look you wound me, 

With a beautiful look you heal me,

So when you look at me

Death and life, alas!, you give me. 

Oh, now love has a new marvel

I taste life and death at the same time;

Unsure which I appreciate more,

Whether death or whether life.

Yet I live on, still in doubt

As to whether I am dead or alive:

But whatever fate may bring,

Living or dead, I have given myself to you.

OBLIVION SOAVE 

Oblivion soave

i dolci sentimenti

in te, figlia, addormenti.

Posatevi occhi ladri

Aperti che fate,

se chiusi ancor rubate?

Poppea, rimasti in pace;

Luci care e gradite,

Dormite homai, dormite.
OBLIVION SOAVE
Let gentle oblivion

lull your tender feelings

to sleep,my child.

Close,heart-stealing eyes:

what can you do when open,

if closed you can still steal hearts?

Poppea,sleep in peace;

eyes so dear and sweet,

go to sleep now,sleep.

VIVER IN QUESTO STATO (I don’t have the English translation, sorry!!)
Viver in questo stato, 

Amor, non posso più,

sallo il cor che piagato

sol per un guardo fù.

Entro i gl’occhi il dardo

e ferì il core,

porgi filli rimedio 

al suo dolore.

Sperando mi consolo

e dicho pur chi sa

ch’al mio gran duolo

ritroverò pietà.

Movetevi a pietà, 

luci beate, 

voi che ferist’il cor

voi lo sanate.
SI DOLCE È'L TORMENTO

Si dolce è’l tormento 

che in seno mi stà, 

ch’io vivo contento 

per cruda beltà. 

Nel ciel di bellezza  

s’accreschi fierezza 

et manchi pietà, 

che sempre qual scoglio, 

all’onda d’orgoglio 

mia fede sarà. 

La speme fallace 

rivolgam’il piè, 

diletto ne pace 

non scendano a me. 

E l’empia ch’adoro 

mi nieghi ristoro 

di buona mercè: 

tra doglia infinita, 

tra speme tradita 

vivrà la mia fè.

Per foco e per gelo 

riposo non ho, 

nel porto del Cielo 

riposo haverò. 

Se colpo mortale, 

con rigido strale 

il cor m’impiagò, 

cangiando mia sorte, 

col dardo di morte 

il cor sanerò. 

Se fiamma d’amore 

già mai non sentì, 

quel riggido core 

ch’il cor mi rapì. 

Se nega pietate 

la cruda beltate 

che l’alma invaghì, 

ben sia che dolente, 

pentita e languente, 

sospirimi un dì.

SO SWEET IS THE TORMENT

So sweet is the torment 

Within my heart

That I live in happiness 

Despite my love’s cruelty.

In the heaven of that beauty 

Disdain may increase 

And kindness be lacking, 

But ever like a rock 

Against the wave of pride 

My faith shall stand firm. 

Deceptive hope

Returns to me,

Neither pleasure nor peace 

Descend upon me:

And the pitiless one I adore 

Refuses me the relief

Of charitable compassion: 

Amidst infinite sorrows, 

Amidst betrayed hopes,

My faith shall live on. 

Betwixt fire and icy cold 

I find no repose,

In Heaven’s harbour 

Shall I find rest. 

If a mortal blow

Dealt by a cruel arrow 

Has wounded my heart, 

Changing my destiny, 

With Death’s dart,

It shall restore my heart. 

If the hard heart

That has stolen mine

Has never felt

Love’s flame,

If the cruel beauty

Who has beguiled my soul 

Will not show mercy,

A day will come when, sorry, 

Remorseful and languishing, 

She will yearn for me. 
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