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DEDICATION

To —

Lst wnie vl walh the proving of thy nawmie

Betray ther to men’s curionily,
As if my verse could grace or bonowr ther,
And 30 confer an all ilwsive fame
Not Promble i5 mey just and simple claim,
If ix my cbromicls o wman shall g
Thy confured Lveliness, and pouse to be
A worshipfier of Ioees immorial flame.

Some pensive I, liphily reading bere
Shall starl, o see the sudden clapeing for!
Of wingéd lowe, 20 mued, 10 over flaet;

And tremble ihal a god bar passed o near.

But be wio seeks (hy name venst come apart
Ard march fhe bidden iableis in wy beari.






As some old minstrel when the world was young,
Unlearned in science, innocent of skill,
Would sing his love heside a mountain rill

In his uncouth and all unlettersd tongue,

And shake the woodlands till the echoes rung
From dewy morn to dewy eve, and thrill
The listening moon-enchanted hours until

The astonished nightingale all silent hung ;

S0 would 1 bymn thee, ch, my sole delight,
While the glad hours after thy beaunty trip,
And day to day doth whisper thee along.
With such a theme all nnabashed I might
Pipe to the morning with untutored lip,
QOr lull the evening with unlettered song,

OF LOVE, I-V1



