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Nou Let Us Sing
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1.Nou let wus sing,Christ keip our King, Lord saveourKing, sing al - to - gether.
2.Deamefill a drink and we sall sing, Lyk mir-rie men of mus- ick  fine_

3.f it beweak,giv't to the Treble, Be- causéhe sings  the clear-est part_
4.The Counter is the prince of all, Whilk doesreg-uire a migh-ty  voce.
5.The Ten-or is the groundbut doubt, Deamefill a drink, I sall sing sic- car.
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1.Nou let wus sing,Christ keip our King, Lord saveour King, sing al - to - gether.
2.Deamefill a drink and we sall sing, Lyk mir-rie men_ of mus- ick  fine_

3.f it beweak,giv't to the Treble, Be- causéhe sings the clear-est part_
4.The Counter is the prince of all, Whilk doesreg- uire . a migh-ty  voce.
5.The Ten-or is the groundbut doubt, Deamefill a drink, | sall sing sic- car.
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1.Nou let us sing,Christ keip our King, Lord saveourKing, sing al - to - gether.
2.Deamefill a drink and we sall sing, Lyk mir-rie men of mus- ick  fine_

3.f it beweak,giv't to the Treble, Be- causéhe sings  the clear-est part_
4.The Counter is the prince of all, Whilk doesreg-uire a migh-ty  voce.
5.The Ten-or is the groundbut doubt, Deamefill a drink, I sall sing sic- car.
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1.Nou let wus sing,Christ keip our King, Lord saveourKing, sing al - to - gether.
2.Deamefill a drink and we sall sing, Lyk mir-rie men of mus- ick  fine._

3.f it beweak,giv't to the Treble, Be- causéhe sings  the clear-est part_

4. The Counter is the prince of all, Whilk doesreg-uire a migh-ty voce.
5.The Ten-or is the groundbut doubt, Deamefill a drink, I sall sing sic- car.

6. | blaw the Basse with meikle pain, 7. Thes Art of Musick is richt dry,
For want of drink to wash my throat; Of all the seavine the mirriest;
| pray you, sirs, gar fill wicht wine, Deame, ye ar sweir that lets us cry,
And | sall sing the laichest note. Once fill the stoop and let us rest.




Nou Let Us Sing - page 2

Christ keip hisgrace and long to rigne, That we may live Iyk faith - full breth-er.

Tak Bac chusblis - sing it to bring, So it be wight as an -y wine._

Small drink and but - ter maks him able, Sik food per - tain - eth to his art___

Deame fill the cup aye when | call, For I suld drink at e - vry close.

I sall keeptime to drink it out, | pray you,deame, gar fill the bick- er.
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Christ keip hisgrace and long to rigne, That we may live Iyk faith - full breth-er.

Tak Bac chusblis - sing it to bring, So it be wight as an -y wine._
Small drink and but - ter maks him able, Sik food per - tain - eth to his art___
Deame fill the cup aye when | call, For I suld drink  at e - vry close.
I sall keeptime to drink it out, | pray you,deame, gar fill the bick- er.
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Christ keip hisgrace and long to rigne, That we may live Iyk faith - full breth-er.
Tak Bac chushblis - sing it to bring, So it be wight as an -y wine._
Small drink and but - ter maks him able, Sik food per - tain - eth to his art.
Deame fill the cup aye when | call, For I suld drink at e - vry close.
I sall keeptime to drink it out, | pray you,deame, gar fill  the bick- er.
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Christ keip hisgrace and long to rigne, That we may live Iyk faith - full breth-er.
Tak Bac chusblis - sing it to bring, So it be wight as an -y wine._
Small drink and but - ter maks him able, Sik food per - tain - eth to his art.
Deame fill the cup aye when | call, For I suld drink  at e - vry close.
I sall keeptime to drink it out, | pray you,deame, gar fill  the bick- er.

6. | blaw the Basse with meikle pain,
For want of drink to wash my throat;
| pray you, sirs, gar fill wicht wine,
And | sall sing the laichest note.

7. Thes Art of Musick is richt dry,
Of all the seavine the mirriest;
Deame, ye ar sweir that lets us cry,
Once fill the stoop and let us rest.




