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Thaýperadventure hka may live,
And yet return at'their comwand.

For well they knew that the disease,
Could not be reached by mortal power,
Except that Oswald had some balm,
To save ber from the fatàl hour.
They read to ber one happy morn,
That Oswalcl was not really dead
That he had only been too ill
To leave bis long afflicted bed.

But that bis health was better now,
A ind that in three short days he'd come,
To see bis Hattie Thoruton yet,
Around bis dear adopted home;

Aind orden many then were given,
For Oswald Grey rooms to prepare
And ber O'W'M hand would pluck the flowers,

To adorn them with such beauty rare.

And tUen she wrote, ber thought of love,
And pinn7d them to the roses leafe;
And told him how she -ýçaîted Ion#,
A ind spent ber days and nights in, grief
And that-the flowers that he brought,
From lady Bibby long béfore,

Was left him as a -tyW of love,
That luted till this lifezwu 0%r.

But that theJ1vweýs shehaël plucked,
Were but a type of -faiding blias

That she had withered'as these flowers
WhSe -beauty for, bis own -shdd kim;

Thèn Os-wàid Grey came tkroý'h the gate
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