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God Cupids (haft like deftinic, IfCinthia crane herring of me,
Diath cithe: good orill decree: Iblother name out of the e,
Defertis borne out of his bow, 1f doubt do darken things held deere,
Reward vpon his feet doth go, Then well farenothing once ayeeres
What fooles are they that haue notknowne Formanyrun,but one mult wis,
That louelikes uul:w:sbu:h:s awne? Fooles only hedge :hl: Cuckooin,
My longthey h:at‘ Cyntihas praife, Thewarth that wunhmci!.’c (hould moug
1 weareherringson i!qu'ms, Islous,whichis the bowe of loue,
Ouneververee L writeher name, And loue as wellthe folter can,
And euery day 1 readethefame: As canthe mighty Noble-man:

Where hemor, Copsds rivallis, Sweet Saint,tis true youworthiebe,
There miracles are feene ofhis: Y e withoutloue noughtworthto me.



'q-—-.-

E=E

mopawe st phdry 10) “adaappueai]rey doyijo anojuradeas pue yJyrey spojasoed

——

N T rp—
j
p— - T

SEE

I-%
§

ix

N |

‘P13 Y 0330 [22310] purpony

bl 15
wl s

—

==

e

.

B — e — e ——— e ST —

—

—_— . ]

—

=
—

——
£
ey

—_—

—

1531

%

“poiagy

R

g R

D e PSS S N ———

=T

—

e i e B

i’::h%‘zl’zé

Waie with chele felfe louing lads,whom Cupids arrow neuer glads

o —

EE|

iB
-

“. _ [T 01 WAL Y13210] PUE PO MOPIL T
1 ._...__ e AL el

EEEREEETRR

e B e

.——-z
O - )

<}

‘;
i
=
-
—

.

=i

it B e B

e e o e . g T e e = e
¥ . -
-
= i

st prdey 107 nwmuum—uﬂ 2k w1 ajoip

H

e o g — oy o m— o s o e B .

S nEStEEEEE =

o = e o, o e

L.
e
=

=

e

=

—— e

ziix

SALTY

— e —

Ft

Joanojut>dasm pueySij ey sajnoj a100d

TENOR.

sk

firme *sped 1anau motse spidhy woymtspe] Fumoyagjay ajays yamm Aepp
T4

! _ |
- R — —_ i H
| ~ i e i 2B s Rt L_HE_ mm_vﬁ
._ T %HW}HM”HWMIWMH“MHH s LwnT__..._, _ __. 1 _
: ﬂ | Aeay“spe[Taanau molae spadu woy v speg __ I _ | | o
L mrbEaees mi
b He Sumol a2} 2yt yars AepA - ey [ m:n
_ RR= S e e e, e I,
: ;. y EHEEEEEREERE B H_ 1]
3 _v..g ‘SASSVE s U]

-y
¢

way poore foules that figh and weepe in loue ,of thofe thatlye and leepe, for Cupid is a me-

Lz

|
L

L1
—

e —
—

SEES]

E

—

dow god,and forceth none to kille the rod.

b

= o

P

—

=i

P
T e N ey ey S
. e i e -



XXI. Away with these selfe loving lads

Ensemble.
From The First Booke of songs or Ayres of foure parts, with Tableture for the Lute John Dowland
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XXI. Away with these selfe loving lads

John Dowland
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1.~A- way with these selfe lov- ing lads, Whom
2.~God Cu- pids shaft, like de- sti- nie, Doth
3.~My songs  they be of Chn- this praise, I
4.~If Cyn- thia crave her ring of mee, I
5.~The worth  that worth- i- nesse should move Is
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1.~A- way with these selfe lov- ing lads, Whom
2.~God Cu- pids shaft, like de- sti- nie, Doth
3.~My songs  they be of Chn- this praise, I
4.~If Cyn- thia crave her ring of mee, I
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1.~A- way with these selfe lov- ing lads, Whom
2.~God Cu- pids shaft, like de- sti- nie, Doth
3.~My songs  they be of Chn- this praise, I
4.~If Cyn- thia crave her ring of mee, I
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Cu- pids ar- row ne- ver glads. A-
ey- ther good or ill de- cree: De-
weare her rings on ho- ly dayes, On
blot her name out of the tree If
love, whichs the bowe of love; And
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Cu- pids ar- row ne- ver glads. A-
ey- ther good or ill de- cree: De-
weare her rings on ho- ly dayes, On
blot her name out of the tree If
love, whichis the bowe of love; And
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5 — . 7
P e—— ——— —r
T T e 1
Cu- pids ar- row ne- ver glads. A-
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way pooresoules that sigh and weep, In love of them that
sert is  borne out of his bow, Re- ward up- on his
e- very tree I write her  name, And e- very day I
doubt do dar- ken things held deare, Then wel- fare no- thing
love as  well the Fos-  ter can, As can the migh- ty
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way pooresoules that sigh and weep, In love of those_  that
sert is  borne_ out of his bow, Re- ward up- on _ his
e- very tree _ I write her  name, And e- very day _ 1
doubt do dar-* _  ken things held deare, Then wel- fare no- thing
love as  well _ the Fos-  ter can, As can the migh* ty
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way pooresoules that sigh and weep, In love of them that
sert is  borne out of his bow, Re- ward up- on his
e- very tree I write her  name, And e- very day I
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sert is  borne out of his bow, Re- ward up- on his
e- very tree I write her  name, And e- very day I
doubt do dar- ken things held deare, Then wel- fare no- thing
love as  well the Fos-  ter can, As can the migh- ty
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lie and sleepe. For Cu- pid s a
foot doth goe. What fools are they that
reade the same: Where ho- nor, Cu- pids
once a yeare: For ma- ny run, but
No- ble- man: Sweet Saint, tis  true you
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lie and sleepe. For Cu- pid is a
foot doth goe. What fools are they that
reade the same: Where ho- nor, Cu- pids
once a yeare: For ma- ny run, but
No- ble- man: Sweet Saint, tis  true you
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lie and sleepe. For Cu- pid is a
foot doth goe. What fools are they that
reade the same: Where ho- nor, Cu- pids
once a yeare: For ma- ny run, but
No- ble- man: Sweet Saint, tis  true you
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lie and sleepe. For Cu- pid is a
foot doth goe. What fools are they that
reade the same: Where ho- nor, Cu- pids
once a yeare: For ma- ny  run, but
No- ble- man: Sweet Saint, tis true  you
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me- dow God, And for- ceth none to kisse the rod.
have not known That love likes no lawes but his own?
ri- vall s, There mi- ra- cles are seene of  his.
one must win, Fools one- ly hedge  the Cu- ckoein.
wor- thy  be, Yet with- out love nought worth to me.
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me- dow God, And for- ceth none to kisse the rod.
have not known That love likes no lawes but his own?
ri- vall s, There mi- ra- cles are seene of his
one must win, Fools one- ly hedge  the Cu- ckoe in.
wor- thy  be, Yet with- out love nought worth  to me.
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XXI. Away with these selfe loving lads

Cantus
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1.~A- way with these selfe lov-  ing lads, Whom
2.~God Cu- pids shaft, like de- sti- nie, Doth
3.~My songs  they be of Chn- this  praise, I
4.~1f Cyn- thia crave her ring  of mee, I
5.~The worth  that worth- i- nesse should move Is
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Cu- pids ar- row ne- ver glads. A-
ey- ther good or ill de- cree: De-
weare her rings on ho- ly dayes, On
blot her name out of the tree If
love, which is the bowe of love; And
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way poore soules that sigh and  weep, In love of them that
sert is borne out of his bow, Re- ward up- on his
e- very tree 1 write  her name, And e- very day I
doubt do dar- ken things held deare, Then wel- fare no- thing
10 love as  well the Fos-  ter can, As can the migh- ty
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lie and sleepe. For Cu- pid s a
foot doth  goe. What fools are they  that
reade the same: Where ho- nor, Cu- pids
once a yeare: For ma- ny  run, but
No- ble- man: Sweet Saint, tis true you
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me- dow  God, And for- ceth none to kisse the rod.
have not known That love likes no lawes but his own?
ri- vall  is, There mi- ra- cles  are seene  of  his.
one  must win, Fools one- ly hedge the Cu- ckoe in.
wor- thy  be, Yet with- out  love nought worth to  me.
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Altus
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1.~A- way with these selfe lov- ing lads, Whom
2.~God Cu- pids shaft, like de- sti- nie, Doth
3.~My songs they be of Chn- this praise,l
4.~1f Cyn-  thia crave her ring of mee, I
5.~The worth  that worth-i- nesse should move Is
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Cu- pids ar- row ne- ver glads. A-
ey- ther good or ill de- cree: De-
weare her rings on ho- ly dayes, On
blot her name out of the tree If
love, whichs the bowe of love; And
A
7 — ! | : | X — |

y : — I | ] ! K | N—— ]

(> —1 K— & " )

D R s e : e
way pooresoules that sigh and weep, In love of those_  that
sert is  borne_ out of his bow,  Re- ward up- on _ his
e- very tree _  _ 1 write her  name, And e- very day _ I
doubt do dar- * _ ken things held deare, Then wel- fare no- thing
love as  well _ _  the Fos-  ter can, As can the migh~ ty
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lie and sleepe. For Cu- pid is a
foot doth goe. What fools are they that
reade the same: Where ho- nor, Cu- pids
once a yeare: For ma- ny run, but
No- ble- man: Sweet Saint, tis  true you
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me- dow God, And for- ceth noneto  kisse kisse the rod.
have not known That love likesno lawedut but his own?
ri- vall s, There mi- ra- cles are seene seene of his.
one must win, Fools one- ly hedgthe Cu- Cu- ckoe in.
wor- thy  be, Yet with- out love noughiorth worth  to me.
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Tenor
John Dowland
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1.~A- way with these selfe lov- ing lads, Whom
2.~God Cu- pids shaft, like de- sti- nie, Doth
3.~My songs they be of Chn- this praise,l
4.~1f Cyn-  thia crave her ring of mee, I
5.~The worth  that worth-i- nesse should move Is
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Cu- pids ar- row ne- ver glads. A-
ey- ther good or ill de- cree: De-
weare her rings on ho- ly dayes, On
blot her name out of the tree If
love, whichs the bowe of love; And
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way pooresoules that sigh and weep, In love of them that
sert is  borne out of his bow, Re- ward up- on his
e- very tree I write her  name, And e- very day I
doubt do dar- ken things held deare, Then wel- fare no- thing
love as  well the Fos-  ter can, As can the migh- ty
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lie and sleepe. For Cu- pid is a
foot doth  goe. What fools are they  that
reade the same: Where ho- nor, Cu- pids
once a yeare: For ma- ny  run, but
No- ble- man: Sweet Saint, tis true you
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me- dow God, And for- ceth none to kisse the rod.
have not known That love likes no lawes but his own?
ri- vall s, There mi- ra- cles are seene of his.
one must win, Fools one- ly hedge  the Cu- ckoe in.
wor- thy  be, Yet with- out love nought worth  to me.
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1.~A- way with these selfe lov- ing lads, Whom
2.~God Cu- pids shaft, like de-  sti- nie, Doth
3.~My songs  they be of Chn- this  praise,l
4.~If Cyn-  thia crave her ring of mee, I
5.~The worth  that worth-i- nesse should move Is
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Cu- pids ar- row ne- ver glads. A-
ey- ther good or ill de- cree: De-
weare her rings on ho- ly dayes, On
blot her name out of the tree If
love, which is the bowe of love; And
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way poore soules that sigh and  weep, In love of them that
sert is borne out of his bow, Re- ward up- on his
e- very tree I write  her name, And e- very day I
doubt do dar- ken things held deare, Then wel- fare no- thing
love as  well the Fos-  ter can, As can the migh- ty
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lie and sleepe. For Cu- pid is a
foot  doth  goe. What fools are they  that
reade the same: Where ho- nor, Cu- pids
once a yeare: For ma- ny  run, but
No- ble- man: Sweet Saint, tis  true you
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me- dow  God, And for- ceth none to kisse the rod.
have not known That love likes no lawes but his own?
ri- vall is, There mi- ra- cles are seene of his.
one  must win, Fools one- ly hedge the Cu-  ckoe in.
wor- thy  be, Yet with- out  love nought worth to me.
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XXI. Away with these selfe loving lads

Lute

John Dowland
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Away With These Self-Loving Lads

Away with these self-loving lads,
Whom Cupid's arrow never glads.
Away poor souls, that sigh and weep,
In love of them that lie and sleep.
For Cupid is a meadow God,

And forceth none to kiss the rod.

God Cupid's shaft, like destiny,
Doth either good or ill decree:
Desert is born out of his bow,
Reward upon his foot doth go.
What fools are they that have not known
That Love likes no laws but his own?

My songs they be of Cynthia's praise,
| wear her rings on holidays,
On every tree | write her name,
And every day | read the same:
Where Honour, Cupid's rival is,
There miracles are seen of his.

If Cynthia crave her ring of me,
| blot her name out of the tree.

If doubt do darken things held dear,
Then well fare nothing once a year:
For many run, but one must win,
Fools only hedge the cuckoo in.

The worth that worthiness should move
Is love, which is the bow of Love;
And love as well the for'ster can

As can the mighty nobleman:
Sweet saint, 'tis true you worthy be,
Yet without love naught worth to me.




XXI. Away with these selfe loving lads

Ensemble.
From The First Booke of songs or Ayres of foure parts, with Tableture for the Lute John Dowland
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me- dow  God, And for- ceth none to kisse the rod.

God Cupid's shaft, like destiny,

Doth either good or ill decree:

Desert is born out of his bow,

Reward upon his foot doth go.

What fools are they that have not known
That Love likes no laws but his own?

My songs they be of Cynthia's praise,
I wear her rings on holidays,

On every tree I write her name,

And every day I read the same:
Where Honour, Cupid's rival is,
There miracles are seen of his.

If Cynthia crave her ring of me,

I blot her name out of the tree.

If doubt do darken things held dear,
Then well fare nothing once a year:
For many run, but one must win,
Fools only hedge the cuckoo in.

The worth that worthiness should move
Is love, which is the bow of Love;

And love as well the for'ster can

As can the mighty nobleman:

Sweet saint, 'tis true you worthy be,

Yet without love naught worth to me.
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