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No ladders I need, when besieging a fort-To shiver the chains of a drawbridget port-

Let my sepulchre be the Alps' loftlst snow '
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FOR AYE.
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Here lilacs wilt beneath the blast
And short-lived song-birds cease their layI dream of summers that will last

For aye.

Here lips to velvet lips cling fast,
But the shared rapture dies away

I dream of kisses that will last
For aye.
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1 dream of unions that will last
For aye.


