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Lyrics for course playlist, “17th-Century English Song” 
 
Track 1     Composer   Lyricist    
“Come, my Celia”    Alfonso Ferrabosco  Ben Jonson 
Printed 1609, appears in Jonson’s play Volpone 
 

Come, my Celia, let us prove,  
While we can, the sports of love;  
Time will not be ours forever;  
He at length our good will sever.  
Spend not then his gifts in vain.  
Suns that set may rise again;  
But if once we lose this light,  
’Tis with us perpetual night.  
Why should we defer our joys?  
Fame and rumor are but toys.  
Cannot we delude the eyes  
Of a few poor household spies,  
Or his easier ears beguile,  
So removèd by our wile?  
’Tis no sin love’s fruit to steal;  
But the sweet thefts to reveal,  
To be taken, to be seen,  
These have crimes accounted been. 

 
 
Track 2             
“So, so leave off this last lamenting kisse” Alfonso Ferrabosco  John Donne 
Printed 1609, in most collections of Donne’s poetry this song is titled, “The Expiration.” 
 

So, so breake off this last lamenting kisse,  
    Which sucks two soules, and vapours Both away,  
Turne thou ghost that way, and let mee turne this,  
    And let our selves benight our happiest day,  
We ask’d none leave to love; nor will we owe  
    Any, so cheape a death, as saying, Goe;  
 
Goe; and if that word have not quite kil’d thee,  
    Ease mee with death, by bidding mee goe too.  
Oh, if it have, let my word worke on mee,  
    And a just office on a murderer doe.  
Except it be too late, to kill me so,  
    Being double dead, going, and bidding, goe.  

 
 
 



Track 3             
“So to Break Off This Last Lamenting Kisse” Unknown   John Donne 
See notes for previous track. 
 
 
Track 4             
“Gather Ye Rosebuds While Ye May”  William Lawes   Robert Herrick 
Seems to have circulated in manuscript in 1630s, possibly 1640s. Titled “To the Virgins, to Make 
Much of Time” in poetry collections, starting with Herrick’s own collection Hesperides. This seems 
to have been one of the most popular songs of the period.  

 
Gather ye rose-buds while ye may,  
Old Time is still a-flying;  
And this same flower that smiles today  
Tomorrow will be dying.  
 
The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun,  
The higher he’s a-getting,  
The sooner will his race be run,  
And nearer he’s to setting.  
 
That age is best which is the first,  
When youth and blood are warmer;  
But being spent, the worse, and worst  
Times still succeed the former.  
 
Then be not coy, but use your time,  
And while ye may, go marry;  
For having lost but once your prime,  
You may forever tarry. 

 
 
 
Track 5             
“Bid Me But Live, and I Will Live”  Henry Lawes   Robert Herrick 
Also seems to hail from 1630s, possibly 1640s. Titled “To Anthea, who May Command him 
Anything” in poetry collections, starting with Herrick’s own collection Hesperides. 

 
Bid me to live, and I will live  
Thy protestant to be;  
Or bid me love, and I will give  
A loving heart to thee.  
 
A heart as soft, a heart as kind,  
A heart as sound and free,  
As in the whole world thou canst find,  
That heart I'll give to thee.  
 



Bid that heart stay, and it will stay,  
To honour thy decree;  
Or bid it languish quite away,  
And 't shall do so for thee.  
 
Bid me to weep, and I will weep,  
While I have eyes to see;  
And having none, yet I will keep  
A heart to weep for thee.  
 
Bid me despair, and I'll despair,  
Under that cypress tree;  
Or bid me die, and I will dare  
E'en death, to die for thee.  
 
Thou art my life, my love, my heart,  
The very eyes of me;  
And hast command of every part,  
To live and die for thee.  
 
 

Track 6             
“Mark How the Blushful Morn”  Nicholas Lanier  Thomas Carew 
First printed 1640, but the song setting was not printed until years later. 

 
Mark how the blushful morn in vain 
Courts the amorous marigold 
With sighing blush and weeping rain, 
Yet she refuses to unfold. 
But when the planet of the day 
Approacheth with his pow'rful ray, 
Then she spreads, then she receives 
His warmer beams into her virgin leaves. 
 
So may'st thou thrive in love, fond boy, 
If silent tears and sighs discover 
Thy grief, thou never shalt enjoy 
The just reward of a bold lover. 
But when with moving accent thou 
Shalt constant faith and service vow, 
Thy Celia shall receive those charms 
With open ear, and with unfolded arms. 
 

 
 
 
 



Track 7             
“No, No Fair Heretic”    Henry Lawes   Sir John Suckling 
From play Aglaura first performed at the Blackfriars in 1637. The play was printed the following 
year, 1638. This setting by Henry Lawes may have been in the original play or may have been 
composed later. 

 
No, no, fair heretic, it needs must be 
                  But an ill love in me, 
                  And worse for thee. 
 
For were it in my power, 
To love thee now this hour 
                  More than I did the last; 
 
'Twould then so fall, 
                  I might not love at all. 
Love that can flow, and can admit increase, 
Admits as well an ebb, and may grow less. 
 
True love is still the same: the torrid zones, 
                  And those more frigid ones, 
                  It must not know; 
 
For love, grown cold or hot, 
                  Is lust or friendship, not 
                  The thing we have: 
 
For that's a flame would die, 
Held down or up too high. 
 
    Then thing I love more than I can express, 
    And would love more, could I but love thee less. 

 


