Have you seen but awhite lily grow? Robert Johnson
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J See the char- iot a hand here of Love Where- in my la dy

Do but look on her eyes, theydo light All that Love's world com-
Haveyou seen but a bright li- ly grow, Be- fore rude hands have
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o rid- eh! Eachthat draws is - - a -swanor 5 dove, And wel the - car Love
priss eh! Do but look on - - her - har, it is bright As Lovésstar - when it
touchd it? Haveyou mark'dbut - - the - fal of the snow be fore the -  earth hath
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guid-  eth. As she g(IJ&c, al hearts do du- ty Uln- to her i
riss eh! Do but mark, her fore- head's smooth- er Than words that -

smutch'd it? Have you felt the wool  of bea- ver? Or  swan's down -
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o beau- ty; And en~ am ourd do wish, so they might - But en joy such a

soothe her;  And from her arch- ed brows such a  grace - Sheds it- sdf through the
ev- a? Or have smdt o the bud of the bri- e? Or thenard in the

)2 P | I

>p o E 2 == ——

N | —
s () A | ) A A
- D N D—— DN i m— 7+ D —
R A L U e S e
I I I r r
o sight, That tf’]%y dtill were to run by her  side, Through - swords, through -  seas, whi- ther
face, As a lonetheretri-umphsto the life All the gain, al the good, of the
fire? Or have tast- ed the bag of the bee? Oh, <0 white, Oh, so soft, Oh, so
D B e . e —
d LV‘ a | ‘P O a | 6" a
L —
) _ 5 — N ! 2 ™

F A — R P, e ¢ S

A\NVJ | rIJ L r J - L 4 L & (o)

o she would ride, whi- - ther she would ride. Through - ride.
de ments' strife, of - the de ments strife. All  the strife.
sweset is she 0 - - Sweet is shed Oh, <o spc\e'
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US-Nyp:New Y ork Public Library, Music Divison Drexd MS 4257:John Gamble, his booke (1659), #2. Encoded and edited by Sarge Gerbode.



