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E il fior ch’in ciel potea pormi fra i dei
Terza stanza

Ludovico Ariosto, Orlando Furioso, canto VIII ottava 77 Sessa d'Aranda (fl.1571)

Il primo libro de madrigali à 4 voci (Gardano press, Venice, 1571)
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2 E il fior ch’in ciel (score)  
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E il fior ch’in ciel potea pormi fra i dei,

Il fior ch’intatto io mi venia serbando

Per non turbarti, ohimè! l’animo casto,

Ohimè! per forza avranno colto e guasto.

And is the flower, which, with the deities,

Me, in mid heaven had placed, which, not to wound,

So reverent was my love, thy feelings chaste,

I kept untouched, alas! now plucked and waste?

William Rose (1775-1843)
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