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Introduction 
This document contains a translation of the parts of Alcune poesie inedite del Saviozzo e di altri 
autori tratte da un ms. del Sec. XV related to Philippo Vadi. It contains English translations of the 
three poems he wrote contained in the volume, as well as a translation of the footnotes provided by 
the editor of the text in question. As the name implies, the source text is a collection of poems and 
verses found two 15th century manuscripts (MS Antonelli 393 & 521) from various authors, 
transcribed and published without changes. Amongst many other texts, it contains three poems by 
Phillipus Vadi di Pisis, with some footnotes that try to explain who Vadi. One manuscript is dated to 
the 1460s and the other the 1480s, although it isn’t clear which poems come from which 
manuscript. 
 
The translation was made by Lyz Brown, and is shared here for the interest of the HEMA community. 
In translating Lyz has tried to preserve the rhyming structure of the original verse, which has 
required a few less literal translations that nevertheless preserve the meaning. Footnotes directly on 
the poems are my own (editor’s notes) or Lyz’s (translator’s notes). At the end of the document, we 
also provide the scholar’s footnotes from the collection.   

https://archive.org/details/alcunepoesieine00foregoog/page/n65/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/alcunepoesieine00foregoog/page/n65/mode/2up


Translations of Poems 
Poem 1 
 
Since Alexandro, without suspicion, 
killed El Clito1 furiously, 
for several days he regretted it seriously 
Immediately he mourned his servant with affection. 
 
He did not even want to eat for emotion 
To die blind2, so that his people 
came to him with difficulty and upheaval 
He was forced to change his aspiration. 
 
So look at yourself, my dear sir 
since against all reason you have killed me, 
do not regret your mistake too late. 
 
I am yours, I was yours, and I will be as it were 
until I close these eyes, where comfort could be, 
I ask you, weeping and desolate. 
 
 

Poem 2 
 
Exalted courageous Duke Borso3 
Marquis and Count and Great Lord, 
whose honour human language cannot accord 
Make your name victorious also. 
 
No one has ever been more glorious than you, 
Prince of the world with such a kind heart 
that the wicked panic from the start 
and the good hope to have relaxation for you. 
 
So flex your sublime chest 
towards me, your servant, with pity 
To quickly help your faithful subject is your quest. 
 
May the dominion of your humanity 
become ancient, so that my love 
is all signed in your majesty. 

 
1 Editor’s note: The referenced event is the killing of Cleitus the Black by Alexander the Great 
2 Translator’s note: “Di morir siego” - I was unable to find a translation of “siego”. My best guess is that it is an 

archaic form of “cieco”, meaning blind. 
3 Editor’s note: Duke Borso d’Este ruled Ferrara, Modena and Reggio from 1450. By the end of his life he would 
be a Duke over all of these territories, but Modena and Reggio only become Dukedoms in 1452 and Ferrara in 
1471, meaning Borso did indeed carry most of these titles at the same time during his life.  



Poem 3 
 
I pray thee to think, my love, and I saw my great flame. 
I saw how it burns the chest as I expire, 
It seeks to flee my every desire 
in life, and I call death to the sad game. 
 
I see myself tired and complaining so weakly 
that yes, my soul and senses are distilled, 
They twist like eels 
My flesh and limbs are sorrowful. 
 
Oh cruel heart, oh venomous eyes 
How for your gaze I languish, 
I do not know which basilisk 
or which wild beast, or truly deadly monster you are. 
 
I already was in the habit of blessing the arrow 
and the bow with which I struck him in the chest, 
so my strengths were best, 
and now I curse him in sad laments. 
 
I have no advice and by now I miss 
the sweet help that used to give peace, 
Evil and predatory sense, 
that directs and takes the pain to give me punishments. 
 
I saw my wrists and my sad veins 
feeling in them every possible loss, 
I saw my spirits and bones across 
shaking, asking you for a great reward. 
 
Alas, light, where is your faith, 
your words full of generosity, 
and the stars full of serenity 

that at midnight make the sun shine? 

The afflicted voice, lips and words, 

loaded with cries and many struggles, 

pray to you for their troubles, 

Aim at me, your dear lover. 

Oh Sun that raises the rays from the east, 

Phoebus who withstands your proud path, 

Oh wandering looking glass, 

that brings honour to the world and glory to heaven. 

  



It would not be intelligence, nor such great memory 

that your beauty could receive, 

if not the languages conceived 

and emitted by heaven, by Jupiter above. 

But I evoke you, I pray that you move 

for your beauty to some pity, 

Alas not cruelty 

You have a great triumph over me, Eternal lights. 

The angelic ways and beautiful traditions 

do not want cruelty, rather reward.  

Oh image stored 

in the middle of the petty heart, I still adore you. 

My song, by now I saw that 

my martyr he will sight 

You tell him to die 

He does not wish that faithful to him I should be 

and I will always be, and it is not cruel to me. 

 

Scholar’s Footnotes 
Footnote 1 (appears under Poem 2) 
Borso, first Duke of Modena and Reggio, thereafter of Ferrara, Count of Rovigo, had one of his first 
advisors, Filippo Da Pisa, son of Filippo, resident of Ferrara in the village of Santa Maria in Vado, hence 
it may be for this reason that he was called De Vadis. The father was a brave warrior; the son was 
governor of Reggio during Leonello’s rule. He asks in this Sonnet for Borso to reconfirm him in his 
ancestral dignity. – Guarini reports an epitaph given to this Filippo da Pisa (which now no longer exists) 
in the Chiesa di San Domenico (Church of San Domenico), in which it is said: Philippus de Tibertellis, 
killed in the year one thousand four hundred and eight, but maybe it should have said: five hundred 
and eight. Under the name of Tibertelli, this family De Pisis still currently exists. 
 

Footnore 2 (appears under Poem 3) 
It would follow a poem by De Vadis, pro deploratione mortis amasie sue, but it is so full of puns and 
so stuffed with pedantries that it does not deserve to see daylight. 
 


