To-morrow!
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Un, 1ift now the soarkling gold cun to thy mouth aand drink,
and leave not & drop in the goblet fill'd full to the brink,
And as thou dost nledge me, 19t thine eyss re=st on me,

then T will rssrond to thy smile and gaze all silent on thee.

Then 12t thy ey2s bright wander around o'sr the comrades gay
- and merry,

0, do not despise them, love, Nav,

11ft up the gparkling gold goblet and join the throng,

1lct them refoice and be happy this feative day, -

nut vhon thou hast drunk and eaten, no longer stay:

rige and turn thine eyes from the drinkers 2nd hasten awayle

'na wending thv stesa to the garden, vhsvre blush the roses,
feir,

coms to the shaltsering arbour, T'll me&t thee thers,

and soft on thy Losom resting, let me adore thy baauty,

drin% thy kisses, as oft before,

T'11 twine aromnd thy fair forehead the roses white, O, oome,

thou wondrous bliecbestowing longed for night, O, come,
thou wondrous blissful, thou longed for nightli-
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To=morrow!s sun vill rise in glory besming,

and in the pathwsy vhere my feet shall wonder, we'll meet,
forget the aarth 2nd 1oet in dreamineg, 12t heav!n unite a love
that aarth no mors shall
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towairds thet shora, its billows, sofitly flowing,
our hande entwinad, our footstsps slowly wending,
228 in each other's ereas in love'a aoft splendour ghowing,
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mute =ith terra of oy 2nd bliss, ater ending,
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Tf you but knew, sweat, what '1ig to dream of goft bumning
kisses,

of vandyring end resting with the belov'd one:

g2 zing fondly ctressing and whisp'ring,

could T but tsll you, your heart would sssent,

If vou but knaw, awect, tho anguish of fear,

through nichts lonz and lon2ly and rocked by the storn,

wvhen none is nenr to scothe and comfort she strife-weary
spirit,

could T but tell you, you'd coms, swoet, to ne,
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If vou but Imew eweest, wvhat living is,

insnired by ths 1hought o Tod's hesavenly love,
to hover, un-bourne high on pinione, to regions of Light,
if vou but knew it, could I but tell you,

you'd dwell sweet, with me,
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