
Love can never wholly (lie?

Of btiried hopes thit sie I)s the knell,

Of youthful pleasures faded Cist,

The only record left to tel],

The spirit of fhe happy past,

And dost thou still delight to wander,

O'er the scenes of Infancy1q

And upon ffiose thouglits to ponder,

That: once could fill thy beart with glee

Anei %vlifn thy beart these things remembers,

Is there yet a gleam that flashes,

Lihe t%.(%,,qpnrk of mouldering emberQ,

Dying in their shroud of ashes

Dost thou think that heart can ever

Beat ;igain -ris once it (li4 "

Or when a(Yý and sorrow sever,

Joy can w-wton as 'tis I id ?

Then if in thy hâter diiy,

When age thy remnantjoys is rifling,

Thou shouldst mark absorbed in f

Yoiith with all its ardou-P trifling,

Will not a tear iinlm(iden stray,

And roll resentfui of thy stiffir4


