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“LORENA,”

»

Poetry by REV. H. D. L. WEBSTER. Music by J. P. WEBSTER.
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loved each oth-er then Lo -re - mna, Morethan we ev -er dared to tell; And
sto - ry of that past, Lo-re - ma, A - las! I r:a.:a not to re - peat, The
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years creep slowly by, o-re - mna, The snow is on the grassa - gain, The
hun-dred months have pass’d Lo-re - - na, Since last I held that hand in mine, And
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‘what we might have been, Lore - na,  Had but our lov - ings prosper’d well— But
hopes that could not last, Lo-re - mna, They lived, but on - ly lived to cheat. I
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sun’s low down thesky, Lo-re - na, The frost gleamswhere the flow'rs have been. But the
felt thatpulsebeatfast,Lo-re - mna, Tho’ mine beat fas - ter far than thine. " A
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then, ’tis past—the years are gone, I'll not call up their shadowy forms;  I'll
would not cause e’en one re - gret To wran - kle in your bo - som now; For
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heart throbs on as warm-ly now, As when  the summer days were nigh; Oh! the
hundred months,—'twas flow-'ry May, . When up the hil -ly slope we climbed, To
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say to them, "’ lost years, sleep on! . . . . . Sleep on!  nor heed life’s peltirg storm.” Ir'n
i we try, we may for - get,” .. ... Were words of thinelong years a - go. For
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sun can never dip so low, ..... A -down affection’s cloudless sky. The

watch the dy-ing of the day, ..... And hear  the distant church-bells chimed. To
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