Could Men Their Lives Re-Live.

If Heaven should grant that men might live

Their lives again all o’er,

Should time for them its web unweave

 And vanished days restore,

What errors old would many mend?

What values false revise?

What careful ear to counsels lend

They’d erst in pride despise?

What shallow, faithless friendships should

In native guise be known?

What evil, often robed as good,

Wear garments all its own?

How many a fancied fairyland,

Some promised future prize,

Would mean but false mirage that spanned

Vain Hope’s illusive skies.

What parts more worthy should be played 

By talents oft ill-used?

What nobler ends attained by aid

Of blessings oft abused?

How much remaining incomplete

In finished form would show,

As less of failure and defeat 

A wiser world would know?

