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Oh, what sweet muse your name did give

‘ To me when faced with salutation there;
ncre But newly born and newly made aware
‘ Your heart to ways of men not sensitive?
Could those your dancing eves of green forgive
My want of splendor here then to compare
With that sweet clime you left to be my heir
And lie in waiting for a name to live?
Sweet sentiment like honey from the horn
Flowed out from springs I thought had long been lost
And wrote before my eyes on that fair morn
Your name, my boon, and now my cost.
A name unspoken save from heart to heart.
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