D. Dinis: A tal estado mi adusse, senhor (*1261-11325)

Provensalci json dobi? basnici!

Bdsni pry z ldsky, proto vers tak ni.
Ale ten, kdo se davi do basni

ag v lase pronich kvéti, nikdy driv,
pro Zddnou liskn nemél jaktéZiv
mitly Zal, mon ranu v srdet ejict.

Moc dobre basni! Je to koncert chval
na milenky, se vsim si porady,
Jenomige ten, kdo k 3pévu nasadi
drive negli vsecko zacne kvést,

ten nepochopt, co mdm 3a bolest,

Biih odpust’ mi, jaky ja nesu Zal.

T3, kter? basni plni radosts,
kdyz r03%iha se barva v okveti,
a sotvage ta chvile odlets,

ug vypadne jim basent 3 pamet,
11 nevi, v jakém Ziju proklets,
umucen smutkens, dreen igRost.

Charles d’Orléans

Ribs where hope dies, inwardly,
Head filled with its sad fears,
Delirinm, thoughts all at sea.
Body riddled, of comfort free,

A heart laid on a bed of nails,
Such the misery that prevails,
Come the winds of melancholy.
Migraine, whose ardour sears,
Veertigo, since sleep doth flee,
Fever’s hot quivering spears,
Sharp pains troubling reverie,
Thirst unguenched and, cruelly,
Sorrow, that doth sweat full pails,
Stammering, as all speech fails,
Come the winds of melancholy.
Gout, that now torments our peers,
Colc, from sheer stupidity,
Gallstones, to assail onr years,
Rage, induced by utter folly,
Swellings, raised by the dropsy,
Lls that leave us thin as rails,
Deafness, that onr state entails,
Come the winds of melancholy.
Naught can cure our malady,
Not medicine, or surgery,
Astrologers, enchanters’ tales,
Can ease the sad heart’s travails
Come the winds of melancholy. ... Par le vent de merencolze.

Galicijsko-portugalsky trubadur

Yeulx rougis plains de piteux pleurs (prevedeni do anglického jazyka)



