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smiles with all, and weeps with none.lt was not thus in days more dear,It never
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would have been, but thou Hast fled,andleft me lone — — lv here,Thourt nothing*,
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all are nothing- now! In
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vain my Lyre would light- ly breathe,The smile that sorrow fain would wear But
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mocks the woe that lurks beneath^ tike ro-ses o er a sepul chre ,
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Dispel a - while the sense of
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Tho^ pleasure fires the maddning
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heart is lone-ly still.
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