The innocents of love:

She looks down at books for forgotten lore,

Her pen, held in her hand, 

Her cross, keeping her heart safe,

For she has only one true love,

Other she may never touch him,

She will service him,

With all her blood in her,

Will love him, and will honor him,

As if she was a bride, 

For her love, give his all,
So that we could see heaven,

So we could kiss the cheek of our father,

And the creator,

And her love for our father, 

Will always keep her heart pure,

And her heart on one track,

The track of her lord, her father, and her love,

She is the innocence, we all long for,

We all lost years ago, but she will never,

Because of her love for god,

And I am so glad, 

That I can see her eyes, smiling,

And can call her little sister, 

But she will always be my teacher,

For Ann, thank you.

Thank you for your heart,

And your innocence 

And thank you for being a teach

For someone that lost his ways

