China Rose
The eyes of age are filled with pride
Lace curtain drawn aside
There’s nothing here to hide
A cup of coffee and a gin
Reminds her now of him
His laughter and his grin 
Leonora paint your toes
Every wave has made the tide 
Every star has come to guide
Every child has lived and cried
She never understood his jokes
The trust he never broke
But she loved it when he spoke
Leonora paint your toes
A shade of china rose
A pile of letters in a bow
The rich romantic prose
The scent of old Virginia smoke
All the years of care and hope
And how she loved it when he spoke
Leonora paint your toes
A shade of china rose
