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O vow no more, but kiss for troth! 
I put no faith in a girl’s oath. 
The words are sweet, but sweeter far 
The kisses we have tasted are. 
Those have I, and there found my faith; 
Oaths are but empty wind and breath. 
 
Swear faith eternally averred! 
I’ll stake my life on your bare word. 
I sink upon your bosom — so — 
That I am happy, that I know. 
Beloved, now my faith is stronger! 
You’ll love me always — maybe longer! 
 
 
 
 


