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Among the few, whofe gcn'rous nature

Has held this haplcfs being dear,

Wilt thou, Elvjra, gcntleft creature,

Say, wilt thou drop one pitying tear ?
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Yes, pity in thy bofom pleading.

Shall dim with tears thofe fparkling eyes,

When chance, thy heedlefs footfteps leading,

Shall bring thee where thy lover lies,

—

Each gayer thought awhile fufpended,

A figh fhall own his hard, hard lot

;

His truth and love be then commended,

His num'rous failings then forgot.
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