William Byrd (c1540-1623)
Though Amaryllis dance in green
From ‘Psalmes, sonnets and songs’ (1588)


	1. Though Amarillis dance in green,
like Fairie Queene,
and sing full clear,
Corina can with smiling cheer:
yet since their eyes make heart so sore,
hey ho, chill love no more.
	2. Her loving looks, her beauty bright,
is such delight:
that all in vain,
I love to like, and lose my gain:
for her that thanks me not therefore,
hey ho, chill love no more.



Note: The word ‘chill’ here is a northern England contraction of the old ‘ich will’=‘I will’.
