Love’s Lament (a poem by Moons July 6, 1975, Ocean City, MD. Rejected by Ryz’'n as a
potential song lyric for personal reasons, though Nick always held it out as a possibility.)

Sury your cheok whete you may ebesnuggle

Forget aboul all things which hurl you
@n2 all of them sho sould deasert you.
Reak your troubles on may cheal.

S am hose. S fong to hofd you.

Do not fear. § willl nol scof you.
Gt fue t speal o o confess

8 won't betray, your tomder gentleness.

@2 S honor, f S mus,
Your code of abolinence and Lunol.
@na that is 00 hard for me to do,
Cuz you know that S sant you.
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Ny hips are round and beckon you,
80&»043@4»,4@{0[«0@0&%?]“%3@44.

@ight, Ok, just calm yousself.
S0 pal g Love wpon the helf.
Please quict and Ml sing Lo you,

Gttt 5 only S may cling Lo you.

Yo ot st b the 2y

@MMW,L@’&DK%MW
@n2 far apart Bebwixl wo, too Lo,

Shat's right DMy Lose. breathe in, breathe out.

Fake all my love and Lenderness.
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For 8 know o fose, it cannot fask

@2 S must Lose you Lo your pas.
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S’MMKO/%WWMW,

@n2 hope aweet hope that some day

@@Mgaﬂw&e,wm@@éwﬂ%

S ol qladly Lol hee ol your foct,
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@M]\OTA,MWAWWWWMW,
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@nd please, My Siseet, forgel the real.



