
 

 

Ask me why I send you here this first ling- of the in fant- year?

 

 

Ask me why I send to you, this Prim rose- all be pearl'd- with dew? I must
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whi - sper to yourears, the sweets of love are wash'd with tears.
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Ask me why this Rose doth show
All yellow, green, and sickly too?
Ask me why the stalk is weak,
And yielding each way, yet not break?
I must tell you, These discover
What doubts and fears are in a Lover.
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