
Tear out my heart, then;

It’s right, indeed, ungrateful man,

that if I have loved you too much



[that if I have loved you too much]

I must bear the pain of the fault committed.



But why do you make rags of my faith?

What blame falls on the innocent?



If my ardent passion

merits no reward,



surely my faithful service deserves it?

But tear away, you cruel creature:



a faithful lover cannot die of love.

[But tear away, you cruel creature, 



In dying, my lovelier and happier faith,   

like the phoenix, will rise again.






