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"~SIIAL 11ey V4r 1 live row old:"
l hve your, way* , mvy lad, have.yollr way!

'Tis mily' old fogles that hold
"Xe eruinible tg) (111,t. 811( deva v

In] vain 1 er.v out to Yoli, Nty
Remiember thie vears aiid their rue!

The wvorld was flot mnade f'or mlere plaY!"
for 1 oiice had 1the samle visionls too!

"'MI1 Itoueli shahl turyu initogod!
Well, it mIay, 111Y lad, wehl itlxy

'Tis a taIli, that's so of'teil hen tohi,
it surely must hiappenl soinle duyv
Anid, inideed. if' von thilik of, it, pray,

Why.ý shouldn't it- happenl to .%ou?'
ToFI sueoli logio 'tris liard to olrY nay-

For 1 one hail the saine visins too!

.- MY famle roulnd the world shall be rolled!
So you say' , niy lad, so youl say'v!

IThughth sun] and tho stars shall grow ld
It shahl echo for ever aIndae!
Ahi, yes! Thotigh ertulgray*

lias elouded nie- haif my\ life througli,
I vain on sueh dreaiis I iniveigh-

For 1 once had the saine visions, too'

Enivoi
Hlealth and wealth and fainie, then, undoled,

Be yours, lad, whatever y ou do!'
Ahi, what though 1 eruible to mouild-

For J once had the sainle visionis too!


