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vx.n7hin my heart hres a melody,

A song of old San Anto
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Where in drea s 1 hveAth memaory,
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Belleath the stars, all alone.
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[t was t ere I found, b(lde the
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Enc Aents strangeC the b ue up above7>

Iy’heruld know,

Still hears my broken song of love.
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Moaon gal! your splendor, kné only to my heart,
Cal%ack my rose, rose of San tone

Lgso sweet and tender, l e petals 1]
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Sp§ak once again of m ve my Own.
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Still ive In my heart all alo B,)
For thémoo*ﬂit pass by th amo,
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And roge, my rose of San Antone. e
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