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L O N G  B A R N ,

W E A L D ,
S E V E N O A K S

Darling, I'm come, and all my days are lih.
You simple, complex heart understand.
Im with ten boyish charm, Yes a cult winh o

Do give to all, it seems with fen hand.

Let mine, Otine, are you moot fareal homers

Dided though as be ly lawns and walls

And the great gateway of our rosy towers,
as in poor separat noo do until sit

and you in sours, surrounded be my teners
Put there for you h me with love so great
9 Kink Some mirement of their loaded pragus

Must till in 1 mlore, - afetal falls /
Leaves rustle
and in the lamplight makes a fool of red
as tungh m mey heart fo on had bled!,

- of Lad! I ju were dead, it o were de ad!
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Darlins, r so, and all m days are dank.
S find no fervers; all ma jin is spent ,
and all the loneliness 1 life in stanh

?Where showed ove, If you freve want?

Dive between feliati, and dread .


