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How oft' my HENRY, all _endearing, 
Ha,s charm'd my Ear� all fondly h earing,­

WhHom we view'd tliinconstant.Main ! -�­
He bade adieu_ he faw my for-row, 
And cried __ "I'll hasten hack tomorrow:• 

Ytt ht:', alas! came not again: 
But oh, if Death hatl1 fnatclid his breath, 

A.h whis,-,er
Where H�s his Grave in vale or plain.-
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·For EMMA there_ no mortal knowing,
With fdent ffe-p, and- eye o'erflowing,

At evt:' will fteal to vent her pain; 
'Till from lier grief, each nerve exhau.§ting,, 
'Till lier poor tender heart"strings bursting, 
· · Siu: clies_ to join her clay.:cold Swain:
Tht:·n oh., if Death hath fnatch'd his breath, 

Ah whisper 
Where 1 ies bis Grave in vale or plain• 
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