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Lute tuning: D, G, c, f, a, d', g'
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(a block of underlay appears to have been displaced to the right)
I.15.6: sharp in consort version

Source: John Dowland, The Second Book of Songs or Ayres... (London, 1600), no.2.

II.5.2-3: solid tie in source
I.6.4-7.6:  tunes de plore, light doth but shame dis 
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