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Our lips mry be tardy to ntter
The truth that we long to unfold,
But time shauld ne'er teach them to muttor
One sentence unkindly and cold.
For what iz the dew to the flower
If frozen upon its fradl leaf,
Or what is the joy of an hour
If followed by momnents of griefl

3.
I wonld not, T could not distress thee,
The friendship I pledgze is sinzere ;
Oh, how coulid T ever hut bless thee,
Fo gentle, so kind, and o dear.
The world may be drenry bef ra thee,
Tho' bright be the dreams of the past,
Then give me thy trust I implore thee,
And ell will be well at the last.





