
A LAPFUL OF LYRICS.

OLD LETTERS.
A cup for nioi.iory. -CirmsTiSA (i. Uohktti.

I TAKK tliem out of my escritoire,
\ellovv, and sor(N aud fade,! with aye;And luy thoughts glido hack to dim dSys of yoroAh I read ayaiu eacli familiar page.

^

Here is one from mv college chum,
In a bold round hand, now the paper's yellow

It rmi.s m tins wise, " Say, won'tVou comeAnd spend your holidays with me, old fellow?"

Dear old Tom
! he was rather fast,

l;ond ot sport, and women, and wine-
Quixotic, too, but that 's all past

1' or he -s become food for the worms iang syne.

He fought a duel, 'twas in Venice, I think,
\ ith a rival there for a beautiful maid.And his rival s sword his blood did drink.And low in the dust poor Tom was laid.

IJut a right good fellow he was, I'll say

•rvn ;' u^'^'^
'"^ ?''^ "' '^*"y a scrape;

I rue to the core, though odd in his way
Together we 've had many a hair-breadth

scape.

.Now (Uielling's almost one ot tlie thiuus

r.
'-""'^"^^s-^ ^onv a.s the laureate sin^stnworthy of gentlemen every where. ='^

"


