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BLE to hold a pen onee more.

Dit 111:1ny 111()iitlis,I'iave pimseil away

SiBée 1 ai entry m.ade hefore,
And now how much. 1 li:ive to P.iv

And all 1 s.-ty is glad lind bright,

For all the wi-on(r bits turned to i-i«rlit!"

I well renieniber'thatsad life
When Plose a.nd 1- werv,ý kept npart,

'But now my loving little wifo,
Is oùe with me ni hand and heait!

I'volwon n'iv know not how

But or glooniy now!

Therù was a weary tillie of pain

,,And lie-avily the days went hy,
1 seemed to and, wak6

And lav in hed 1 knew not why;-

At Ùniffl 1 (lid not I.-now or citre

'What happene(l then'e or who wos thére.

Until, one eveninct 1 awoke.

And &tw dearllosa near the bed.
1 gued upon the suii, ali(l.'spoke,

Remarking it was very red.

And then. slie can'ic and lookèd at me;
ând sémèthing, wlién'"sbe 1 ooksi 'l see


