Third book of ayres (1617), #17. Encoded and edited by Sarge Gerbode.

Shall | come, sweet |ove?  Thomas campion
Db e v a1t S s e DT
'—P—Pi
N R A | |
Shal | come, sweet love, to thee When the eve- ning beams are
Who can tel what thief or foe In the co- vert of the
But to let such dan- gers pass, Which a lov- e's thoughts dis
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set? Shal | not ex- clud- ed be? Will you find no fegn ed
night, For his prey will work my woe, Or throughwick- ed  foul des
dain, Tis e nough in such a place To a- tend Love's joys in
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o let? Let me not, for pi- ty, more  Tell the long. long
pite? So may I die un- re dressd, Ere my long, long
vain. Do not mock me in thy bed, While these cold, cold
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v hours, tell the long hours a your door. Let me door.
love, ere my long love be pos sessd. SO may sessd.
nights, while these cold nightsfreeze me dead. Do not dead.
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