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TO MY LADY OF I'AIN

(Jo Uo?o, to my lady of pain.

Co spfiik to my love;

With the dew of tho morn on your leases.

\ messafie from blue skier, above^

Co tell her red rose, earth wrought you

In sorrow and toil,

And now to this sweituess has brought iou

g„ fa,;r_yet a child of the hoil.

Co tell her her life's as your own,

Perfected throujrh pain,

Distillinp from sorrow new Loauty;

Through mist of tears Heavenly gam.

Co Rose, (Jods benison with you;

Co Hose, with ray kiss on your leaves
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