d@mi whispered
love songs into your ears,
long before

1 was born.

H, afiz laid a claim
on your heart
before we ever met,

or 1 I(IIEW WIIO you were.

What is left for me to offer you?
Only the Sun, the Moon,
and the scent of locust blossoms on a

ce
night filled with stars.

(These you already own—
and I stand alone
beneath your window,

penniless,

fBut no less in Love with

Who You Are,

than They.
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