	O sonno, o de la queta, umida, ombrosa 
notte placido figlio; o de’ mortali 
egri conforto, oblio dolce de’ mali 
sì gravi ond’è la vita aspra e noiosa; 
soccorri al core ormai, che langue e posa 
non have, e queste membra stanche e frali 
solleva:  a me ten vola, o sonno, e l’ali 
tue brune sovra me distendi e posa. 
Ov’è ’l silenzio che ’l dì fugge e’l lume? 
e i lievi sogni, che con non secure 
vestigia di seguirti han per costume? 
Lasso, che ’nvan te chiamo, e queste oscure 
e gelide ombre invan lusingo.  O piume 
d’asprezza colme!  O notti acerbe e dure!

Giovanni Della Casa
	O sleep, O the quiet, damp and shadowy
night's peaceful child. O of mortals
afflicted the comfort, oblivion sweet of ills
so grave, whence is life harsh and tedious;
help my heart that now is waning and rest
has not, and these limbs, weary and frail
lift up. Envelop me, O sleep, and your wings
dark over me spread and place.
Where is the silence which the day flees and the light,
and the gentle dreams which with no certain
trace attend you usually?
Alas in vain I call you, and these gloomy and
icy shadows in vain I entice: O plumes
with harshness filled. O nights painful and hard.

	Ohimè, se tanto amate
di sentir dir ohimè, deh, perché fate
chi dice ohimè morire?
S'io moro, un sol potrete
languido e doloroso ohimè sentire;
Ma se, cor mio, volete
che vita abbia da voi, e voi da me,
avrete mille e mille dolci ohimè.

Giovanni Battista Guarini
	Alas, if you are so fond
of hearing people cry alas, then why do you cause
the one who cries alas to die?
If I die, you will only be able
to hear a single weak and sorrowful alas;
but if, my heart, you are willing
for me to receive life from you and you from me
you will have thousands and thousands of sweet alas.


