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Though the world bath many sorrowvs,
And perchonce, they May be ours,

Love £rom tearS a brightness borrows,
Like the earth from summer show'rs;

Wew~ill sharo our griefs and gladncss,
In the future as of yoro;

And in ail yourhours of sadness,
Dearest, them l'il love you more,

l'Il love you more! Dearest, ien-
.Dearest, thun~ l'il love vou more!
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Youth may pass, but a*k net whethcr,

Whcen you'ro old l'Il love as truc;
!31all we net grow old together,

And time's changes mark vie tee?
Life may cease, .but then to heaven

WViil my pre affection soar,
Yes-when frccd from earthly lcaven,

Dearest, then, l'Il love you more!
l'Il love you more! Dearest, tlurn-

Dcarest, then~ l'Il love you morer!
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