
Soon as the noon of life begins to wdne,

ýye turn and W'Sh tO ]Ive It 09er again.

happy clllltihoo(l! tho) thy sad retura

More dread than denth. thehuman heart affrights

0119-it the first, hope's gayest flambeaux bura,

Shewit-i& its ever coming nÀew deliglits,

But second c1hildhood ed by borrow lightsl

Sinking midst beings of a second age,

May envy those Swept offla life first stage.

Xi.

Mas 1 that happiness is like a fower,

It buds in beauty, and in beauty blooms,

In beauty blooms and then forgety ber power,
Frc

In one profusion sheds its rich perfumes.,
A

Then to dtshonour aU its glory dooms


