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Sky Looks cold in the west, young man, Tor should

we rove thro"
1Nomas grove, A noontide walk is the

/best, young man. Oo sleep, the heavens look

pale, young man, And sighs are heard im the

gale, young'man, A vralkin the night, fcy the

v mm oxjonlioijtr, A mJden rai^chaitfetnbewail.yoang' man.

When all the worlds awake, yoting man

,

A proffer of love I may take
;
young man,

But the star of truth,
The guide of my youth,

Sever pointed tomidnight wake, youngmon,
Go sleep till rise of the sun young man,
The Sage's eye to skun, yOungnxan,

For he's watching the flight

Of dasmons to mghtr
;

And may happen to takeltkee for oneyoungman.

soon/lVere'butto change to eold regret,Therflw of

Ai-ound the Doard wherememoirtwines
>"ith friendships kindest ties,

A wol}& of sweet remembntocei
How blest each momen* flies

!

While o'er and o'er, in thought we roam
T3ach balmy native dell,

Oh! who could think of parting then,
Ok! wJUu could sgy ftrewra!
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