A May Love Song

How splendid doeth nature bloom for me,

How the sun doeth shine,

The meadows laugh,

As flowers burst forth from their winter slumber.

A thousand voices calleth from every bush,

The clouds smileth with joyous temperament,

The waves on the shore applaud the new spring.

O love, O love,

O sweet delight,

So golden and beautiful,

They outshineth the noonday sun.

The robin and the mockingbird singeth,

They too cannot hide their excitement.

Spring is come, come at last.

She hath come to warm my heart,

And to rejuvenate my soul.

Springs soft touch,

I feel it upon my cheek,

Lifteth my spirit, awakens my passion.

Spring is here, here at last.

Her soft voice calleth me,

I hear it in the gentle breeze.

I call to her, with all my strength, I cry her name.

Spring greeteth me, and I cannot help but wonder;

How doeth she think of me?

She taketh my hand in hers,

Presseth it to her breast,

And says, "Sweet child, of course I love you,

As you love me."

Spring hath come,

Yes, she is here,

And when she goeth away,

I shall be her companion.
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