To the Marques of Bedfordshire

In our garden we shalt stand
Arms together hand in hand

The light of the moon gently lights up your face

And your sweet blue eyes come alive

O, my sweet Marques
Come hither away from the gate

So I may embrace you 

What’s this you saunter slowly forth

With you head gently lowered

What is amiss, what troubles you my dear

Please do not be sad

Thou shalt bring me to tear

I kneel down and am sheltered from the moon rays

Your slender frame covers me from the lunar light

Arise my Sir, get up from there

For you art not the cause of my grief

You are my hope, my inspiration, my very soul

Then I shalt rise and look into your face

You shall look back with beauty and grace

Then I shall declare my love unto thee

What battles I have lost and conquered

Hush the tree does speak through gentle breeze

It warns us of storms to come

Let’s go yonder into deeper wood

Where we shall find ourselves protected from the weather’s tears

I lean forward and we gently kiss
O, what heaven

O, what bliss

There is nothing better than your soft kiss

My Lord, you look and say

What is this; you ask of me?

Why doest thou take my hand thus?

Because my Lady I love thee

And with you together for eternity

To hold you in times of need

To be with you no matter what

To make you as happy as you make me

And in the halls of England

They shall speak of our love

A match that was made from above

And by thy side I shall ever be

To lead us both to victory!

Always I want to be with you!
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