
Peire Vidal   (1180 – 1206)  – 
 
XIX - Ab l’alen tir vas me l’aire 
 
1. Ab l’alen tir vas me l’aire 

 Qu’eu sen venir de Proensa; 
 Tot quant es de lai m’agensa 
 Si que, quan n’aug ben retraire 
 Eu m’o escout en rizen 
 E’n deman per un mot cen: 
 Tan m’es bel quan n’aug ben dire.       7. 
 

2. Qu’om no sap tan dous repaire 
 Com de Rozer tro qu’Vensa, 
 Si com clau mars e Durensa, 
 Ni on tan fis jois s’esclaire. 
 Per qu’entre la franca gen 
 Ai laissat mon cor jauzen 
 Ab leis que fa’ls iratz rire.          14. 
 

3. Qu’om no pot lo jorn mal traire 
 Qu’aja de leis sovinensa, 
 Qu’en leis nais jois e comensa. 
 E qui qu’en sia lauzaire, 
 De ben qu’en diga no’I men; 
 Que’l melher es ses conten 
 E’l genser qu’el mon se mire.          21. 
 

4. E s’eu sai ren dir ni faire, 
 Ilh n’aja’l grat, que sciensa 
 M’a donat e conoissensa, 
 Per qu’eu sui gais e chantaire. 
 E tot quan fauc d’avinen 
 Ai del seu bel cors plazen, 
 Neis quan de bon cor consire.          28. 
 
 
I breathe in and draw toward me the air 
That I feel coming from Provence; 
Everything that comes from there pleases me, 
Such that, when I hear good told of it 
I listen with a smile. 
And for every word said I demand a hundred more: 
So wonderful it is when I hear good of it. 
 
For no man knows of a sweeter land 
Than from the Rhone all the way to Vence 



And from the sea to the Durance, 
Nor one where a finer joy shines forth. 
For I have left my joyful heart 
Among those righteous people, 
With her who can even make an angry man laugh. 
 
For no one can have a bad day 
If he but thinks of her, 
For in her joy is born and begins to stir. 
And whosoever should praise her, 
In saying good of her, he does not lie; 
For she is the best, with no contest, 
And the finest that can be admired anywhere. 
 
And if I know how to say or do anything, 
The credit is to her, for she gave me 
Both the science and the knowledge of it, 
So that I can be happy and sing. 
And everything that I do that is comely 
I have it from her beautiful and pleasing body, 
Even when I am only dreaming with all my heart. 
 
    

 



MARCABRU  IX – from Dejeanne (trans. C. Potter) 
 
I. 
Hear how song writing just gets better and better! 
And Marcabrun, by his clear understanding, 
Knows how to weave and shape both meaning and verse 
So well that no one can improve a single word. 
 
II. 
 
But despite that I sigh because so many people enjoy 
Being nasty, which even now increases and gets worse; 
This leads me to become quarrelsome, 
But she sure likes it when she hears me bitch and moan. 
 
III. 
The worst people are lucky with sponsors 
And the very best are fooled by appearances; 
Any complaint will make people sad and sigh 
So rich people are easily taken in. 
 
IV. 
There is no hope in Youth, it just steals away, 
Nor is there any buffer or shield against death, 
For these louts have kicked it out of its own place, 
Right off the road, and blamed it on its mother. 
 
V. 
Whoever loses his sense of shame and measure for money 
And tosses honor and valor to the four winds 
Is each in his own way the apparent soul-mate 
Of the badger, the dog, and the thief. 
 
VI. 
Prowess lies in ruins while vileness hides behind walls 
And refuses to receive Joy in its midst; 
Right and reason I no longer see having any currency 
When for money alone a boy can become Emperor. 
 
VII. 
Count of Poitou, your worthiness reassures me 
As does that of Lord Alfonso, from these parts, as long as 
it lasts, 
For he holds Avignon, and Provence and Beaucaire, 
Better than his father held the lands of Toulouse. 
 
 



VIII. 
If this Alfonso wants to make a clean face of it 
And doesn’t come on to me that he is completely broke, 
Down in Leon I know someone who has a lot of style, 
A straight talker, polite and generous in his gifts. 
 
IX. 
May the Holy Scriptures protect them all from evil, 
And may they not be taken in by fraud or deception; 
Let him who is and who was king and savior of the kingdom 
Explain what the king, Lord Alfonso, expects of me. 
 
 
MARCABRU – IX (from Dejeanne) 
I.   
Aujatz de chan com s’enans’e meillura 
E Marcabrus, segon s’entensa pura 
Sap la razon e’l vers lassar e faire 
Si que autr’om no l’en pot un mot traire. 
 
II. 
Per so sospir car mouta gens ahura 
De malvestat c’ades creis e pejura; 
So m’en somon que sia guerrejaire, 
C’a lieis sap bo qan m’an cridar e braire 
 
III. 
Li sordeior an del dar l’aventura 
E li meillor badon ves la penchura; 
La retraissos fai triste e sospiraire 
C’a rebuzos fant li ric lor afaire. 
 
IV. 
No’i a conort en Joven, mas trop fura, 
Ni contra mort resort ni cobertura, 
Qu’ist acrupit l’an gitat de son aire 
E de cami, per colpa de la maire. 
 
V. 
Qui per aver pert vergonh’e mezura 
E giet’ honor e valor a non cura 
Segon faisson es del semblan confraire 
A l’erisson et al gos et al laire. 
 
VI. 
Proeza’s franh et avoleza’s mura 
E no vol Joi cuillir dinz sa clauzura; 



Dreit ni razon no vei maintenir gaire 
Quan per aver es uns gartz emperaire.. 
 
VII. 
Coms de Peitieus, vostre pretz s’assegura 
E d’en Anfos de sai, si gair’ill dura, 
Car Avignon e Proenssa e Belcaire 
Te miels per sieu no fes Tolzan sos paire. 
 
VIII. 
S’aquest n’Anfos fai contenensa pura 
Ni envas mi fai semblan de frachura,  
Lai vas Leo en sai un de bon aire 
Franc de razo, cortes e larc donaire. 
 
IX. 
De Malvestat los gart Sanct’Escriptura, 
Que no lur fassa cafloquet ni peintura; 
S’el qu’es e fo regom recx e salvaire 
La sospeiso del rei n’Anfos m’esclaire. 
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