	Feritevi, viperette mordaci,
Dolci guerriere ardite
Del dilett'e d'amor bocche sagaci,
Saettatevi pur vibrat'ardenti,
L'armi vostre pungenti.

Ma le morti sien vite,
Ma le guerre sien paci,
Sien saette le lingue, e piagh'i baci.
	Injure each other, murderous vipers.
Sweet warriors burn
With delight and love, shrewd mouths, 
Shoot at each other as well, burning arrows,
Your sharp weapons.
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But the dead will be living,
But the wars will be peace, 
The tongues will be darts, and the kisses wounds.



