The dreaded Cupid wishes you
a mirthful Sepnt Palentynes Bayp!
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His qilte heer was corouned with a sonne,
Ingtede of qold, for hebinesse and wighte;
Therwith me thoughte his face shoon so brighte
What wel unnethes mighte I him beholde;

And in his hande me thoughte I saugh him holde
Two fyry dartes, as the gledes rede;

And aungellpke his winges suagh I sprede.
Anb al be that men sepn that blind s he,

Algate me thoughte that he mighte see;

Ffor sternly on me he qgan biholde,

So that hig loking doth mpn herte colde.






