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When I am in my room a

.˙n œ œ
lone and I

w

write
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& bbbbbb œ œ œ œ œ
thoughts come ea si ly,
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words come flu ent ly

w
then.

˙ Ó
- - - -

& bbbbbb ‰
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that's how it is when I'm a

.˙ œ œ
lone, but to

w
night,
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& bbbbbb œ œ œ œn œ

there's no hi ding be
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hind my pa per and
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pen.- - -
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Will he know that there's a

.˙ œ
world of

w
love
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wait ing to warm him?-
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How I'm hop ing that his
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eyes and
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ears
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won't mis in form him.- - -

She Loves Me
Amalia


