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mem - her yet, The waving ringlet's graceful twine, The blushing 1ps

SErTEoss o Siae o S =meEsrmc

L
=t

f
I:

o r-. 1 o . oz r "ﬁ‘ g 1L £ 8 .
i [ T ™) [ I ] 0} T
1 = I
%pﬁ* {-o—-Behe—{—o—~ ——r—= ; i
[ ] A [ 1§ 1 : Xl =
] 'II Bty [ | i
£ 1
ey p— s B, —_— prm——
1 o I o 2 et ] L e e e = { e =
5 P =1 | 0 T P I ns 1 | P ] {—————J—H:_ -
i - 1 | Bl 108 L R | T | | ! —F o o 1
J | B LY B 31 L | m | f I = e i
_ i) '
deep carmine, I never can for - get, Ho, ne - yer can for-
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Though brighter stars are in her sky,

And softer strains of minstrelsy,
Than one perhaps forgot §

No look is there, no silvery tone,

No love wreathed smile though she is gone,
¢ Which I remember not."
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My bosom?s charm when others sleep;
Is one to smile, is one to weep,
In love’s deepy holy spell s
And she, perhaps, thinks not on me,
Whose soul! was all too much her ow,
But yet farcwell; farewelll



