
 
 

Change thy mind since she doth change  

 

 Change thy mind since she doth change, 

 let not fancy still abuse thee.  

 Thy untruth cannot seem strange  
 when her falsehood doth excuse thee. 

 Love is dead and thou art free; 
 she doth live, but dead to thee. 

 
 Whilst she lov'd thee best awhile,  

 see how she hath still delay'd thee, 
 using shows for to beguile  

 those vain hopes that have deceiv'd thee. 
 Now, thou sea'st although too late 

 Love loves truth, which women hate.  
 

 Love no more since she is gone; 
 she is gone and loves another. 

 Being once deceiv'd by one,  

 leave her love, but love none other. 
 She was false, bid her adieu; 

 she was best, but yet; untrue.  
 

 Love, farewell, more dear to me 
 than my life which thou preservest. 

 Life, all joys are gone from thee, 
 others have what thou deservest.  

 O my death doth spring from hence; 
 I must die for her offence.  

 
 Die, but yet before thou die,  

 make her know what she hath gotten. 
 She in whom my hopes did lie 

 now is chang'd, I quite forgotten. 

 She is chang'd, but changed base,  
 baser in so vile a place. 
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