
UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE 
Donovan 
(words by William Shakespeare) 
 
UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE 
WHO LOVES TO LIE WITH ME 
AND TUNE HIS MERRY NOTE 
UNTO THE SWEET BIRD'S THROAT 
COME HITHER COME HITHER 
HERE SHALL HE SEE NO ENEMY 
BUT WINTER AND ROUGH WEATHER 
 
WHO DOTH AMBITION SHUN 
AND LOVES TO LIVE IN THE SUN 
SEEKING THE FOOD HE EATS 
AND PLEASED WITH WHAT HE GETS 
COME HITHER COME HITHER COME HITHER 
 
HERE SHALL HE SEE NO ENEMY 
BUT WINTER AND ROUGH WEATHER 
AND IF IT DO COME TO PASS 
THAT ANY MAN TURN ASS 
(LEAVING) HIS WEALTH AND EASE 
A STUBBORN WILL TO PLEASE 
DUCDAME DUCDAME DUCDAME 
THERE SHALL HE SEE GROSS FOOLS AS HE 
AND IF HE WILL COME TO ME 
 
 


