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!. I was in dark ness Lela, My heart was sad and lones And
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not a guiding star 1 had, of all the stars that shone; But
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when I saw thee Le_ __la, withthine eye so dark and bright,
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thought that had T such a staryT'would guide my course a _ right.
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And T did love theey Liela,

Ah!do not chide for thiﬁ;

For who can stay the bosom’s pang

Or change its dreams of bliss!

And could’st thon only know how pure
And deep the love I bring,

Perhaps thon wnuld’s.t not scorn, Lela,
The honest offering.
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Thy bosom’s throb, sweet Lela,
Responds not unto mine}

The star so dear, whose light I love,
For one more bless'd will shine.

But thou art in my heart, Lela,
And thou art there, alone,

For, Lielay I can love but once,

And I can love but one!



