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      Transcribed and translated by Emma Dillon 
I     Quant flors et glais et verdure s’esloigne, When flower and glade and greenery withdraw, 
      Que cil oisel n’oisent un mot soner,  When the birds dare not sound a word 
       Por la froidor chescuns dote et resoigne  Since each dreads and fears the cold 
       Jusq’a bel tens qu’il resuelent chanter;  Until the warm weather comes when they are used to  
           [singing; 
       Lors chanterai, qui ne puis oblier      5 Then I will sing, since I cannot forget   
       La Dolce Amor dont Deus joie me doigne, The Sweet Love of which God will give me joy, 
       Car de li sont et muevent mei penser.  For of her, and moving from her, are my thoughts. 
 
II    Coment q’Amors joie me guerredoigne,  However Love rewards me with joy, 
       Bien lo me fait chieremant comparer,  Indeed it makes me pay dearly for it, 
       Come celui qui delaie et porloigne     10 As it does any whom it makes wait and delays  
       Et si me vuet a son plaisir mener.  And yet wishes to hold me at her pleasure. 
       Je ne di pas c’on puisse trop amer  I don’t say that one can love too much 
       Ne qu’ele ja mon cuer de li desjoigne;  Nor that Love would ever uncouple my heart from her; 
       Qu’ele a trové cel qui ne seit falser.  For she has found someone who cannot falsify.  
 
III   En vos n’a rien, Dame, qui descovengne,   15 In you there is nothing, Lady, which is inappropriate,  
        Tant a en vos et proece et bielté.  In you there is so much worth and beauty. 
        Por Deu vos pri que vostre cuers retengne For God, I beg for you, that your heart may retain  
        Selonz voz biens grant debonaireté.  Great kindness along with all your other gifts.    
        Assez vos aim plus que rien n’ai amé  So greatly do I love you, more than I love anything  
        Ne ja senz vos granz joie ne me vengne:    20 And never without you would great joy come to me:    
        Se me venoit ne l’en savroie gré.  If it came to me, I would not welcome it. 
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