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-row be thine, ase to repine,

If soi oh ce,

For mine thou shalt always b(-,ý,

Oli 1 breathe not a sicxh 'thouoh 1 arn n't nigh

1 love thee, 1 love but thee.

Though odeans divide us and fortune deride us,

No two are more near than we;

Our hearts close are beatinçir in tenderest greeting

I love thee, I love but thee.

1 ask not of Fate a lordly estate,

Orposition of high degree

I ask her alone to grant me my own

1 love thee, I love but thee.
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