Sonetto CXXIII




I’ vidi in terra angelici costumi,




  E celesti bellezze al mondo sole;




  Tal che di rimembrar mi giova e dole;




  Chè quant’ io miro, par sogni, ombre e fum.




E vidi lagrimar que’duo bei lumi,




  C’han fatto mille volte invidia al Sole;




  Ed udii sospirando dir parole




  Che farina gir I monti, e stare I fiumi.




Amor, senno, valor, pietate e doglia




  Facean, piangendo, un più dolce concento




  D’ogni altro che nel mondo udir si soglia;




Ed era ۥl cielo allۥarmonia si ۥntento,




  Che non si vedea in ramo mover foglia:




  Tanta dolcezza avea pien l’aere e ۥl vento







Sonnet CXXIII




Yes, I beheld on earth angelic grace,




And charms divine which mortals rarely see,




Such as both glad and pain the memory;




Vain, light, unreal is all else I trace :




Tears I saw shower’d from those fine eyes apace,




Of which the sun ofttimes might envious be;




Accents I heard sighed forth so movingly,




As to stay floods, or mountains to displace.




Love and good sense, firmness, with pity join’d




And wailful grief, a sweeter concert made

Than ever yet was poured on human ear:

And heaven unto the music so inclined,

That not a leaf was seen to stir the shade,

Such melody had fraught the winds, the atmosphere.



