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* (Mary Queen of Scot’s adieu to France. 8.)
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Scenes of my early days, of hope’s
Oft shall I mourn for thee

2

in

silent tears:

Tears for thee each day will bedew my cheek,

And lonely sighs
Would my
"Twere bliss, sweet France! to perish in thy sight!

Take

me,

some

sad

my fervent passion

Scotia I view but as a living grave.
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speak

bright years !

kindly breeze, some friendly wave _

soul een now might wing her flight_

(Mary Queen of Scot’s adieu to Franca.?}.)



