To my Lady MIRRIELL HOWARD
[bookmark: v880]My little lady I may not leave behind,
But do her service needs now I must;
Benign, courteous, of gentle heart and mind,                     880
Whom Fortune and Fate plainly have discussed
Long to enjoy pleasure, delight, and lust:
The embudded blossoms of roses red of hue
With lilies white your beauty doth renew.
[bookmark: v890]Compare you I may to Cydippes, the maid,
That of Acontius, when she found the bill*
In her bosom, lord, how she was afraid!
The ruddy shamefacedness in her visage fill,
Which manner of abashment became her not ill.
Right so, madam, the roses red of hue                                890
With lilies white your beauty doth renew.

*bill = written message
