For Llza

[he rose she sent had petals, sweet wnd bripht
ard i them [ read an offer that sparhed
a heart f///xﬁf A sense that this f//‘e /r(@}é&‘ -
if nartared buwrn worthy of remart,

(¢ this chorce /‘QML‘ 7 That can [ not y@lf Know,
Sweelness 1s mwté/}g/ and words are ¢ en more,

Dot does she hold the power- Lo /ay me low?
For lve to J;M/}y [ mast af worth be sure.

Nowe can forget that my lvers have shaped
the fabric of so many Chings that this
5;(//%@ 1ow holdls dear, O/ sweet traths esoqped
what must she be that love its mark shan ¢ miss?

She must be Lz, herself and true,

Ad &a/f(efé/}g/ more, lo make me sing anew,



