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         In vain to me the smiling mornings shine,
          And reddening Phoebus lifts his golden fire:
         The birds in vain their amorous descant join,
         Or chearful fields resume their green attire:
         These ears alas! for other notes repine;
         A different object do these eyes require;
         My lonely anguish melts no heart but mine;
         And in my breast the imperfect joys expire;
         Yet Morning smiles the busy race to cheer,
         And new-born pleasure brings to happier men;
         The fields to all their wonted tribute bear;
         To warm their little loves the birds complain.
         I fruitless mourn to him that cannot hear
   And weep the more because I weep in vain.
            
        
    
        
         "I put my hat upon my head,
         And walk'd into the Strand,
         And there I met another man
   Whose hat was in his hand."
        
    
        
         "These pretty Babes with hand in hand
         Went wandering up and down;
         But never more they saw the Man
         Approaching from the Town."
        
    