Vanished Days.
Oh, take me back o’er fifty years,


O’er all their paths of pain,

Their sorrows, sufferings, griefs and tears.


And let me live again.

The happy hours of guileless youth,


Its pleasures, peace and joy,

And let me life once more salute


As when a blithesome boy.

Yes, give again those castles grand


I loved so well to raise

In Fancy’s wondrous fairyland


In those old glamorous days.

Wake, wake again ye early dreams


(Though false and vain ye prove)

Of years alight ‘neath future beams


Of fortune, fame and love.

Oh, take me to that glorious time, 


O’er weary ways and sad,

To years of young life’s hectic prime


All joyful, gay, and glad.

Poor heart, alas! ‘tis yearning vain


For those grand days of yore –

They’re dead – all dead; in life again


You’ll never know them more.

