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Renaissance Songs and Dances page 54Setting by Steven Hendricks

Mignonne, allons voir si la rose

chansons en forme de voix de ville, 1576
from Recueil des plus belles et excellentes Jehan Chardavoine (1538-c.1580)
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My dear, let’s go and see if the rose,
Which this morning had opened
Its purple robe to the sun,
Has this evening lost
The folds of its purple robe
And its color like your own.

Alas, see how in such a short time
My dear, she has lost her place,
Her beauties lay fallen.
Nature is truly a wicked stepmother,
That such a flower only lasts
From morning until evening.

Therefore, if you believe me, my dear,
While your life blossoms
In its most verdant freshness,
Harvest, harvest your youth:
Like this flower, old age 
Will wither your beauty.


