XXI. Away with these self-loving lads

John Dowland
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way, poor souls that sigh and weep in love of those that lie and deep,
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way, poor souls that_ sigh and weep in love of those that lie and sleep,
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way, poor souls that sigh and weep in love of those that lie and dleep,
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way, poor souls that sigh and weep in love of those that lie and sleep,
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for Cu-pid is a mea-dow god, and for-ceth none to kiss the rod.
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for Cu-pid is a mea-dow god, and for-ceth none to kiss the rod.

2. God Cupid's shaft like destiny, 4. If Cynthia dave her ring of me,
Doth either good or ill decree | blot her name out of thetree
Desert isborn aut of his bow, If doubt do darken things hdd dea,
Reward upon his feet doth go, Thenwdll farenathingonceayea:
What fools arethey tha have not known For many run, but one must win,
That lovelikes no laws but his own? Fools only hedge the Cuckoo in.
3. My songsthey beof Cynthids praise, 5. Theworth that worthiness should move
| wea her rings on holiday's, Is love, whichis the bow of love,
On every treel write her name, And love & well thefoster can,
And every day | real the same: As can the mighty nobleman:
Where honour, Cupid'srivad is, Swved Saint, 'tis trueyouworthy be,
Theremirades are seen o his. Yet without love naught worth to me.
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