Chant to my Muse

My Muse was unveiled in the days of summer ;

She came to me, radiant, in light and laughter,

And by the dark waters that silently flow,

She laid her hand in mine and loved me so.

My Muse is sweeter than a summer raindrop’s kiss,

Sweeter than a white lily’s scent of mirth and bliss.

Her light wrests the black flame ‘til it burns low,

Her hand held in mine, and I will love her so.

In truth, my Muse’s grace, truth and utmost charm,

In my arms are kept, shall never come to harm.

She awaits in a grove cleansed of night and shadow ;

Always my hand reaches for hers, for I love her so.

Ah, her lips, her emerald eyes, her soft caress,

All are my heart’s promise, lay my soul to rest.

She drifts from the woods and dispels darkness and woe,

Her hand takes hold of mine, and I love her so.

And should the Earth die and I find I can not save her,

I would kneel at Death’s feet and beg, beg for succour.

I would plead “Let my Muse live, please let her go”

Now that I’ve found her and I love her so.

Yet if her beauty holds true, her word is kept,

Our embrace is unscathed and inviolate.

We will dance across the stars and the Earth below,

Her hand held in mine, and always I will love her so.

