\/\“’\ere Love Begins

[ove starts not loud , but+ In Q Sion.ce/
[n qlu"\ewk WwOYS and O Siient  cvance.
It _grows +\nr0u3‘ﬁ Fl(luus and, tomsled vines,

ln vieewis +hak Choose YO intertwine.

Not Just in roses. bold  and ved ,

Bur 1 words  we eave unsod .

1IN laugnier , +ead | and nowding figne,

Through Swvodowed Aogs ond O Sieepless negnt .

Love s net cwned , nox CO\E)ec),no\r caug\t,
If tarves Waen grown , whnen leareth , wnen  S0ugny .
A Sready F\ome , 00tV SOFt ond  siong |,
That mends OGnd Corries us olong.

ln potience , peoce , aad  Morning gy,
I Stoying  Close throvgn every flght .
I isat pecpect , Qrond , Of new,

It hives 1n us, ond  wpnae we do.

S0 don't SEeer  9SwMieS ovove,

You'tt find 1 near wwnere there 1S wove.
Nok pergect ,no LUt Srong And true
Where every day vegins witn “Yyov'.



