WEALY CARE X7
ARRANGED FOR TEE GUITAR.,

WORDS AND MUSIC

BY ALICE HAWTHORNE.

Published by permission of SEP. WINNER & Co., proprietors of Copyright.
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few, Whose hearts are true: Our bo - ginning was full of sin-ning,
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Life’s a lie! The whole way through.
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Vows are aiakcn,
Thu early broken ;

Life's best token soon passes by.
Friends are scattered,

And hearts are shattered,
Vainly sighiug, but why shonld 1?
Tove they tell ws, is Dlind and jealons:

Hearts for golid are-honght nnd sold.
Man's a creature of flckle foature;
Woman too—if truth be told.
Yet what care I, &c.

Daoubts awaken,
And faith is shaken;
Friends forsaken that love too well.
All the pleasure
We learn to treasure,
Brings a sigh to break its spell.
Truth confided to hearts divided
Wakens care we fear to bear,
Who would borrow from life her sorrow ¢
Love is lost, beware b beware!
Yet what care I?




