Gira il nemico
Gira il nemico insidioso Amore

La rocca del mio core.

Su presto! Ch’egli qui poco lontano,

Armi alla mano

Nol lasciamo accostar, 
ch’egli non saglia

Sulla fiacca muraglia.

Ma facciam fuor una sortita bella:

Butta la sella!
Armi false non son, ch’ei s’avvicina

Col grosso la cortina.

Su presto! ch’egli qui poco discosto,

Tutti al suo posto.
Vuol degli occhi attaccar il baluardo

Con impeto gagliardo.

Su presto! Ch’egli qui senz’alcun fallo,

Tutti a cavallo.

Non è più tempo, ohimè, 
ch’egli ad un tratto
del cor padron s’è fatto.

A gambe, a salvo chi si può salvare,

All’andar, all’andare.

Cor mio, non val fuggir; 

sei morto e servo

d’un tiranno protervo.

Ch’el vincitor ch’è già 
dentro alla piazza

Grida: ‘Foco, amazza’
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The treacherous enemy of Love,

is circling the citadel of my heart.

Come quickly! For he is not far from here, weapons in hand.
Let’s not allow him to approach, 
let him scale the weakened wall.

But let’s make a dashing sally:

Saddle your horses!
His weapons are not unreal, for he is drawing near the wall behind the outworks with the main body of his army. Come quickly, for he is not far distant- everyone at his post!

He wants to attack the bulwark of my eyes with a spirited assault.

Come quickly! For he is here, and no mistake- everyone mount!
It is too late, alas, for all at once
He has made himself master of my heart.

Take to your heels, save yourselves if you can, off with you!
My heart, it does not pay to flee, 

you are dead and slave 

of a headstrong tyrant.
For the conqueror, 

who is already within the courtyard, cries: ‘Burn, kill!’
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