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Love Gawdenv

There iy o love gawrden
Deep inv my heart.

It bloomed so- beautifully
Right from the stout.
My Gawdener cried out
At Gethsemane:.

He plowed and seeded
The soil for me.

Showers of blessings
Water my gawden.

The Sow shines fortihv withv
His merciful pawrdov.
Sweet fragrant petols

Blossom withv love.
My spirit renewed by our
Heawverly Dove:..

Rita Sue



