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A dark dark shà«de on ni

And nights of sorrow ha

The roses have fled from

And the grief that 1 feel

1 have màde my home wi

And the cold earth pille

He will come -----ýhe will c

The waves are dancing be

e comes te speàk peace

Te tell me we never again

1 can hear hiS- voice in th(

As his bark glides o'er th

And my heart will break

-1 lead bîm back thi

Ah>ne--where yon shadE

The slow-rising moon dec

And the tide. of sorrowwil

Rolls on like the billows tl
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y bosom lies, "

ve dimméd these eves

my pallid cheek,

no words can speak;

th the graves of the dead,

&s my aching bead

ome!-I know it now-;

fore h is prow ;

te my aching heart,,

shall part;'

fresheuing breeýte,

e rippling seas,

forth into laughter and song,

ough the gazing throng.
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on the water lies.,

eives my eyes,

hin. my breast

at never rést


