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'When the storin of misfortune broode oTer sny patb,
Whcn fricndshtip is cold as the ice trance or death,

When life seras a desert ai chccrless and wildp

.And the night sbadc springs rankly where roses once seiled,
What beacon iny wandein- footsteps may gtuid?

"rui the adm blythesolnc blink o' Iny aira fireside.

Mdy aln firesi!de, &c.


