1 A Description of Love (Sir Walter Raleigh)

NOW what is love? I pray thee, tell.
It is that fountain and that well,

Where pleasure and repentance dwell.

It is perhaps that sauncing* bell,
That tolls all in to heaven or hell;
And this is love, as I hear tell.

Yet what is love? I pray thee sayn.

It is 2 sunshine mixed with rain;

It is a tooth-ache, or like pain;

Itis a game where none doth gain;
The lass saith no, and would full fain:
And this is love, as I hear sayn.

Yet what is love ? I pray thee say.
Itisa yea, it is a nay,

A pretty kind of sporting fray;
Itis a thing will soon away;

Then take the vantage while you may:

And this is love, as I hear say.

Yet what is love ? I pray thee show,
A thing that creeps, it cannot go;

A prize that passeth to and fro;

A thing for one, a thing for mo;

And he that proves must find it so:
And this is love, sweet friend, I trow.

*sauncing: sacring, at mass.

2 The Bell-Man (Herrick)

ALONG the dark, and silent night,
With my Lantern, and my Light,
And the tinkling of my Bell,

Thus I walk, and this I tell:

Death and dreadfulnesse call on,

To the gen’rall Session;

To whose dismall Barre, we there
All accompts must come to cleere:
Scores of sins w’ave made here many,
Wip’t out few, (God knowes) if any,
Rise ye Debters then, and fall

To make payment, while I call.
Ponder this, when I am gone;

By the clock ’tis almost Oze.

3 A Love Sonnet (George Wither (1620))

I LOVED a lass, a fair one,
As fair as €’cr was seen;
She was indeed a rare one,
Another Sheba queen.
But fool as then I was,
I thought she loved me too,
But now alas she’s left me,
Falero, lero, loo.

Her hair like gold did glister,
Each eye was like a starre;
She did surpass her sister,
Which passed all others farre.
She would me honie call,
She’d, O she’d kiss me too;
But now alas she’s left me,
Falero, lero, loo.

In summer time to Medley
My love and I would goe;
The boatmen there stood ready,
My love and I to rowe.
For Cream there would we call,
For Cakes and for Prunes too,
But now alas she’s left me,
Falero, lero, loo.

In Summer time or winter
She had her heart’s desire;

I still did scorne to stint her
From sugar, sacke, or fire:

The world went round about,
No cares we ever knew,

But now alas she’s left me,
Falero, lero, loo.

To Maidens’ vows and swearing
Henceforth no credit give,

You may give them the hearing,
But never them beleeve.

They are as false as faire,
Unconstant, fraile, untrue;

For mine alas has left me,
Falero, lero, loo.

>T'was I that paid for all things,
*T'was others dranke the wine,
I cannot now recall things,
Live but a foole to pine.
“I'was I that beat the bush,
The bitd to others flew,
For she alas hath left me,
Falero, lero, loo.

No riches now can raise me,
No want make me despair,
No misery amaze me,
Nor yet for want I care:
I have lost a world it selfe,
My earthly heaven, adieu,
Since she alas hath left me,
Falero, lero, loo.

Note: The programme note and the words of the poems should whenever possible be

incleded in concert programmes.

4 A Religious Use of Taking Tobacco (Anon.

THE Indian Weed withered quite
Greene at Morne cut downe at night
Shewes thy decay all flesh is hay;
Thus thinke, then drinke Tobacco.

And when the smoke ascends on high

Thinke thou behouldst the Vanitie

Of worldly stuffe, gone with a puffe;
Thus thinke, then drinke Tobacco.

But when the Pipe growes foule within
Thinke of thy soule defil’d with sinne
And that the fire doth it require;

Thus thinke, then drinke Tobacco.

The Ashes that are left behind

May serve to put thee still in mind

That into dust returne thou must;
Thus thinke, then drinke Tobacco.



