So ben, mi, c'ha bon tempo
Orazio Vecchi
So ben, mi, c'ha bon tempo,

 so ben, mi, c'ha bon tempo,

 Fa la la la la la la la la la la.

 Il so, ma basta mo',

 il so, ma basta mo',

 Fa la la la la la la la la la la la.

So ben ch'è favorito,

 so ben ch'è favorito,

 Fa la la la la la la la la la la.

 Ahimè! n'ol posso dir,

 ahimè! n'ol posso dir.

 Fa la la la la la la la la la la la.

O, s'io potessi dire,

 o, s'io potessi dire,

 Fa la la la la la la la la la la.

 Chi va, chi sta, chi vien,

 chi va, chi sta, chi vien,

 Fa la la la la la la la la la la la.

La ti darà martello,

 la ti darà martello,

 Fa la la la la la la la la la la.

 Per farti disperar,

 per farti disperar.

 Fa la la la la la la la la la la la.

Saluti e baciamani,

 saluti e baciamani,

 Fa la la la la la la la la la la.

 Son tutti indarno, a fè,

 son tutti indarno, a fè.

 Fa la la la la la la la la la la la.

Now Is the Month of Maying

Lyrics by Sir Thomas Morley

Now is the month of Maying, when merry lads are playing! Fa la la la la!
 Each with his bonny lass, a-dancing on the grass, fa la la la la! 

The Spring, clad all in gladness, doth laugh at Winter's sadness! Fa la la la la!
 And to the bagpipes’ sound, the nymphs tread out the ground! Fa la la la la!

Fie! Then why sit we musing, youth’s sweet delight refusing? Fa la la la la!

April is in my mistress' face,

 And July in her eyes hath place;

 Within her bosom is September,

 But in her heart a cold December.

(It Was A) Lover and His Lass

Lyrics by William Shakespeare

It was a lover and his lass,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

 That o’er the green corn-field did pass

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

 In the spring time, the only pretty ring time,

 When birds do sing, Hey ding a ding, ding:

 Sweet lovers love the spring.

Between the acres of the rye,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

 These pretty country folks would lie,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

 In the spring time, the only pretty ring time,

 When birds do sing, Hey ding a ding, ding:

 Sweet lovers love the spring. 

This carol they began that hour,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

 How that a life was but a flower,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

 In the spring time, the only pretty ring time,

 When birds do sing, Hey ding a ding, ding:

 Sweet lovers love the spring.

And therefore take the present time,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

 For love is crowned with the prime

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

 In the spring time, the only pretty ring time,

 When birds do sing, Hey ding a ding, ding:

 Sweet lovers love the spring.
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