
The Cure of Love
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When, when when Chlo e, when Chlo e

ah, ah, ah, Chlo e, would you

thus, thus, thus for the vip er’s sting we
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I con fess my pain, in gen tle words,

cure the smart? would you cure the smart? your con qu’ring

know, we know no sur er

in gen tle words your pi ty

eyes, your con qu’ring eyes have keen ly

re me dy, no sur er re me dy is

tr

shew, but gen tle words are all in

made your self up on my bleed ing

found than to ap ply the tor t’ring



vain, such gales my flame by

heart, your self, fair

foe and squeeze his ve nom, squeeze his

high er blow, high er,

Chlo e, must be laid, must be laid, must be laid,

ve nom on the wound, squeeze, squeeze, squeeze,

high er, high er,

must be laid, must be laid,

squeeze, squeeze, squeeze, squeeze,
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high er, high er blow,

your self must be laid,

squeeze his ve nom on the wound.


