
 
Many’s the time I’ve seen your face - often covered by filigree lace - 

Many’s the time I’ve seen your face, but not once have I touched it. 

 

Many’s the time I’ve seen your hair - never daring to seem to stare - 

Many’s the time I’ve seen your hair, but not once have I stroked it. 

 

Many’s the time I’ve seen your hand - as I’ve been near at your command - 

Many’s the time I’ve seen your hand, but not once have I held it. 

 

Many’s the time I’ve seen your feet - as you have wandered down the street - 

Many’s the time I’ve seen your feet - but not once have I washed them. 

 

Many’s the time I’ve seen your lips - as you your fancy drinks do sip - 

Many’s the time I’ve seen your lips, but not once have I kissed them. 

 

Many’s the time I’ve looked your way - thinking of words I want to say - 

Many’s the time I’ve looked your way, but not once have you seen me. 

 

For you are you and I am me - and that’s the way it’ll always be - 

For you are you and I am me, there’s no use fighting destiny. 

 

Perhaps one day before I die - you’ll change your ways and not pass me by - 

Perhaps one day before I die, our present rules you will defy. 

 

 



Burton Agnes Hall (above) in the East Riding is probably my favourite county pile.  It 

is brick-built, as you wood assume the adjacent Old Hall (below) to be. 

 

 

However, once inside the Old Hall, its Norman roots are immediately obvious, as can 

be seen below…. 

 

  
 

Needless to say, Burton Agnes will have seen more than its fair share of servants over 

the centuries! 


