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How oft' my HENRY,all endearing,
Has charm'd my Ear,all fondly hearing,
Whilom we view'd thinconstant Main ! .
He bade adieu — he faw my forrow,
And cried __"T'11 hasten back tomorrow® -
Yet he, alas! came not agiin:
But oh, if Death hath fuatch'd his breath,
Ah whisper
Where Jies his Grave in valc or plain«
3
For E¥MA there__ no mortal knowing,
With filent ffep, and eye o'erflowing,
At eve will fteal to vent her pain;
"Till from her grief, each nerve éxhausting,
"Till her poor tender heart:strings bursting,
She dies_ to Join her clay:=cold Swain:
Then oh, if Death hath fnatch'd his breath,
: Ah whisper SRR
Where lies his Grave in vale or plain.
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