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 close my eyes | see Your face
I Listew close | hear Your voice
Something so strangely fawdiliar,
Awnd Yet we have never met

The hope of a new Life will earvy e far,

I ’ L L i
”AthGL‘PHtEd DEStLWB " My heart and soul know what ey f'umd Lanores. Until all obstacles are gone that keep us apart.
You were meant to be nmine
, In @ timee spoin ko cone. The day will come
by Veronica Medina - :
; Mot quite sure when, Whew our sentence Ls done.
But no doubt remains. | will be with You thew
Whewn the tinee is right, [ pray ‘til the end.
L will be your wife! I Love You my Nickels,
Like no one before.
Excitement abounds and patience Ls dear. Til death do us part
Life will wot be the same Ls the song in my heart!

of that | am sure.
A wew adventure begins
Awnd wonder sets Lin
Awnother time, another place, an wunfamiliar face.
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“Wedding Night Bliss”

by Veronica Meding

The moow lighty up the evening
The stawy glow brigh way up high
Under the palm trees we make love,
The furst time ay maw and wife

The ocean speaks loudly
The beach is serene
Owr passion iy incomparalle to- anything I've seen

Arvevening move preciouy
Could not possibly exist,
Ay nothing wdl surpass
Ouws wedding night bliss

Owr eyes hold the secret
Of the love that we shaie,
Along with owr bodiey
It is owr soulsy that we bare

Closer than tonight we will grow to-be;
But for now happiness abounds for yow and for me
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