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Love Three 

 
When I cry 
My soul is bare 
Present full 
I see you stare 
The pain I feel 
Is measured not 
The tears they rise 
Choking hot 
Sometimes from shame 
At times with guilt 
For that is how 
My nature built 
But mostly tears 
Are love’s repose 
Boundless heart 
From all things flows 
 


