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Love bade me
welcome, yet my ſoul drew
bac, Guilty of dust and n.
But quic-ey’d Love, obſerving
me grow ac From my first
entrance in, Drew nearer
to me, ſweetly ques-
tioning If I lac’d

anything.
♥

‘ guest’,
I anſwer’d, ‘worthy to be
here’; Love ſaid, ‘You all be
he’. ‘I, the unind, the ungrate-
ful? ah my dear, I cannot loo
on thee.’ Love too my hand
and ſmiling did reply,
‘Who made the

eyes but I?’
♥

‘Truth, Lord, but I
have marr’d them; let my ame
Go where it doth deſerve.’ ‘nd
now you not’, ſays Love, ‘who
bore the blame?’ ‘y dear,
then I will ſerve.’ ‘You must
t down’, ſays Love, ‘and
taste my meat’. So I

did t and eat.
♥

—George Herbert.


