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TO À MUCH LOVED FRIEND.

Thou wilt fbrget, but not that gentle one
Whose every thought of thee wa-s love and truth -

With fonduess shalt thou ever dwell upon
The mem'ry of the guardian of thy youtb.

Thou wilt'forget, but not that noble one
Whose Joys and sorrows thou wert pleased to sharé;

Whose love allured thee from thy childhood's home;
With whom 't was light the. heav !- est gTief to beur.

He is no longer nigh, to check the tear
That falls unbidden on thy pallid cheekl

13ut if thou, from the shado,ýry land, e d hear
Hý sono, ofJoy, thou would'st fo _g W weey.

There is one'left,"on whom thy heart maypour
The fulness of it's love; he too has knàwn

-Much bitternes's; naught can restore
Thejoys, which from hi-sgrasp so, quick have flown.

His heertý is sad Oh, gladden it w ýIîfh miles
- -Be thou a bright ýstar*,on his loneIyýýath;
Ëith loves'own teachincr weary hours 'beguile,

And teach him to forget the woes. of earth.

So, ghall thy father's house be glad, and bright,
Though there are vacant seatý and withered flo*ers;

So, shall his evening sun set 'mid the light
Of loving smiles. and trinquil, happy hours.


