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Borne I was to meet with Age,

T

8 Borne I was to meet with Age, And to walke Life’s pil grim age.

A

And to walke Life’s pil grim age. Much I know of Time is spent,

S

Much I know of Time is spent, Tell I can’t, what’s Res i dent.
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Borne I was to meet with Age,
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Borne I was to meet with Age, And to walke Life’s pil grim age.
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Tell I can’t, what’s Res i dent. How so ev er, cares, a due;

T

8 How so ev er, cares, a due; Ile have nought to say to you:

A

Ile have nought to say to you: But Ile spend my com ming houres,

S

But Ile spend my com ming houres, Drink ing wine, and crown’d with flowers.
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And to walke Life’s pil grim age. Much I know of Time is spent,

T

8 Much I know of Time is spent, Tell I can’t, what’s Res i dent.

A

Tell I can’t, what’s Res i dent. How so ev er, cares, a due;

S

How so ev er, cares, a due; Ile have nought to say to you:
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Drink ing wine, and crown’d with flowers.
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Ile have nought to say to you: But Ile Spend my com ming houres,

T

8 But Ile spend my com ming houres, Drink ing wine, and crown’d with flowers.

A

Drink ing wine, and crown’d with flowers.

S
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where I am would I not be, And where I would be I can not.
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O would I were where I would be! There would I be where I am not: For
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O would I were where I would be! There would I be where

I am not: For where I am would I not be, And where I would be

I would be! There would I be where I am not: For where I am would

I not be, And where I would be I can not. O would I were where
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O would I were where
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would I were where I would be! There would I be where I am not: For where I am would
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I can not. O would I were where I would be! There would I be

T

8 I am not: For where I am would I not be, And where I would be

A

 I would be! There would I be where I am not: For where I am would

S

I not be, And where I would be I can not.
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I am not: For where I am would I not be, And where I would be

I can not. O would I were where I would be! There would I be where

I not be, And where I would be I can not. O would I were where

I would be! There would I be where I am not: For where I am would
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I am not: For where I am would I not be, And where I would be

I can not.

I not be, And where I would be I can not.
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Phil lis hath morn wak ing birds Her ris ings still to hon our. My

T

8 first to look up on her; And Phil lis hath morn wak ing birds Her

A

Phil lis hath the morn ing sun At first to look up on her; And
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My Phil lis hath the morn ing sun At
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Phil lis hath the morn ing sun At first to look up on her; And

My Phil lis hath the morn ing sun At
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Phil lis hath a gal lant flock, That leaps since she doth own them. But

T

8 smile when she treads on them; And Phil lis hath a gal lant flock, That

A

Phil lis hath prime feath er’d flow’rs, That smile when she treads on them; And

S

ris ings still to hon our. My Phil lis hath prime feath er’d flow’rs, That
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Phil lis hath pr ime feath er’d flow’rs, That smile when she treads on them; And

T

8 ris ings still to hon our. My Phil lis hath prime feath er’d flow’rs, That

A

Phil lis hath morn wak ing birds Her ris ings still to hon our. My
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yields no mer cy to de sert, Nor grace to those that crave it.

T

8 las that she should have it! It yields no mer cy to de sert, Nor

A

Phil lis hath too hard a heart, A las that she should have it! It

S

leaps since she doth own them. But Phil lis hath too hard a heart, A
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Phil lis hath too hard a heart, A las that she should have it! It

T

8 leaps since she doth own them. But Phil lis hath too hard a heart, A

A

Phil lis hath a gal lant flock, That leaps since she doth own them. But

S

smile when she treads on them; And Phil lis hath a gal lant flock, That
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grace to those that crave it.
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yields no mer cy to de sert, Nor grace to those that crave it.
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A

Love, whose month is ev er May, Spied a blos som pass ing fair Play ing in the

S2

Play ing in the wan ton air: Through the vel vet leaves the wind All un seen ’gan

S1

All un seen ’gan pass age find; That the lov er, sick to death, Wish’d him self the

Piano

B

T

8

A

On a day—a lack the day! —
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pass ing fair Play ing in the wan ton air: Through the vel vet leaves the wind
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Spied a blos som pass ing fair Play ing in the wan ton air: Through the vel vet

T

8 Through the vel vet leaves the wind All un seen ’gan pass age find; That the lov er,
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That the lov er, sick to death, Wish’d him self the heav en’s breath. Air, quoth he, thy
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Air, quoth he, they cheeks may blow; Air, would I might tri umph so! But, a lack, my
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But, a lack, my hand is sworn Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn: Vow, a lack, for
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On a day— a lack the day! — Love, whose month is ev er May,
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8
ev er May, Spied a blos som pass ing fair Play ing in the wan ton air:

A

wan ton air: Through the vel vet leaves the wind All un seen ’gan pass age find;

S2

pass age find; That the lov er, sick to death, Wish’d him self the heav en’s breath.
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Wish’d him self the heav en’s breath. Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow; Air, would I might

T

8
Air, would I might tri umph so! But, a lack, my hand is sworn Ne’er to pluck thee
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Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn: Vow, a lack, for youth un meet; Youth so apt to
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Youth so apt to pluck a sweet! Do not call it sin in me That I am for
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That I am for sworn for thee; Thou for whom e’en Jove would swear Ju no but a
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leaves the wind All un seen ’gan pass age find; That the lov er, sick to death,
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8 sick to death, Wish’d him self the heav en’s breath. Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow;
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cheeks may blow; Air, would I might tri umph so! But, a lack, my hand is sworn

S2

hand is sworn Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn: Vow, a lack, for youth un meet;
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youth un meet; Youth so apt to pluck a sweet! Do not call it sin in me
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Vow, a lack, for youth un meet; Youth so apt to pluck a sweet! Do not call it
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8 Do not call it sin in me That I am for sworn for thee; Thou for whom e’en
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Thou for whom e’en Jove would swear Ju no but a trol lop were; And de ny him
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And de ny him self for Jove, Turn ing mor tal for thy love.
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tri umph so! But, a lack, my hand is sworn Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn:
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8
from thy thorn: Vow, a lack, for youth un meet; Youth so apt to pluck a sweet!

A

pluck a sweet! Do not call it sin in me That I am for sworn for thee;
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sworn for thee; Thou for whom e’en Jove would swear Ju no but a trol lop were;

S1

trol lop were; And de ny him self for Jove, Turn ing mor tal for thy love.
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Ju no but a trol lop were; And de ny him self for Jove, Turn ing mor tal
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sin in me That I am for sworn for thee: Thou for whom e’en Jove would swear
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8 Jove would swear Ju no but a trol lop were; And de ny him self for Jove,

A

self for Jove, Turn ing mor tal for thy love.
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Ad maiorem gloriam Dei
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