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POEMSO

DIALOGUE -BETWEEN A DYING HUSBAND
AND HIS WIFE.

;fr. ALAS my love, you're pale and wan,
Death's Image in your face,

Oh, let me kiàs those dear, dear lips,
#nd.takeetbeAaât emb*ce 1

Ji. Oh, kiss me not, my dearest Wife,
Lest you infected be,

And take the Cholera Morbus too,
And leave our family.

TE Ou r family,, aW poé r thin# 1
Sinceyou and they must part;

Oh, that 1 could die with you now,
1 wish with all my beart.- .

Il. Oh stay with them, an'ilt"Il jo do-wn
To the cold grave -done ;

This beart that beats with love to you
Will soon be cold as sto

if". Oh yes, 1 Éeýtr that w beart,
W ill soon be in the dus_'0

'T-Woigd-give me joy w Id you ease,
eTwould make me alinost blest.

H. To &nive me ease, is. out-youe_ power,
Though well 1 ktiow youÉ love,

My only hope i's*iâo,'' to be
la peace and r'est above.

W. Oh tell me truth, my dearest dear,
Are you afraid to _die ; _ -ý

Or do you hope with Jegus soon,
To be above the sky ?

H. Oh yes, I do-bis p!ecigus na»e
Is music lia My em-

Rejoice with 4PI03 1tte4on be blest;
Oh, wipe away iourlears.

I do rejoice at you being blest,
But then when. you are gone,


