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AnInLtlîinc-tly trucet fin
Thino by a deatlalees tic-

A friendelîip whicli %vill neyer end,
A love that may flot dlie 1

Yee, 1 ain tlinn-around tIy kîart
Mly mern'ry stilI dot> twitic,

And of lny ifimost lire, a part
le thinc, foreicr thine.

1 linger o'er tlîo vanislh'd humer,
Sacred tu love, and thee,

-And on thcir graves 1 ecattcr llov'ta,
Swcet fluw're of inemnory.

1 knoiw tlat ofte> un Éliy ivay,
11i sorruwv, or ini glce,

Tlîy lieart wilI Lurn tu lifoe young daY,
Aîîd kindly think of me.

And yet our patlus are sunder'd widu,-
Botweon us, billowil roar-

liy bark ie tossing on the tide-
2'/iine nuiooï'd by horne's green eluore.

Over tliy calin, unbrokeni lire,
ilay no dark cloude deîcond,

Oit ! rinay nu0 notes wviL diecard rife
With thy licart's music blenld.

But illay the st ruagesL, purcat tics
0f liearth, and hiomo bo thine,-

A type on carth of Paradise-
AfFectio:i's holy shrino.

Perchancc, on cartlî, wve ac'er tnîey inet,
But on tîto cvening ait,

WVaftecl Io heav'n with incense oweety
V'il broathoe thy riame in pray'r-

And, iliough thy lips unov et uinii wordr.,
Thy ?cart will pray for mne,

And o'er the tuneful Epirit-cuorde
Will swcep the melody.

*rhue-thus on carts-and thon, nit licarcit.
When lifil'a short drcam ie o'r,-

ýVhe friendshbip'e tics arc nover riv'n-
Well moet (0 part nto mort.
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