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* THERE IS NO JOY WITHOUT ITS STING.

Words by J.T. S, Sullivan.

Musie by C. JARVIS.
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out its  sting, No  bliss inlife with_out its gloom; No pleasures that this
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* The original key is C.
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' world can bring, But fades with _in the hour they bloom. A
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cru_ el fate a . waits the heart, That lives and hopes oo love a _ lone: One
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sweet embrace,then doom’d to part, And part _ed,all its joys are gone! Yet ”
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hope will restore, YesThe promise once more The heart will an _ _ _ swer
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There isno joy.
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to its smile. Yet hope will restore, Yes, The promiseonce more;  'The
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heart will an _ _ _ swer to its smile.
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Ah, could we but for ever own

The bliss we sometimes steal from Ffate, -

And seize it ere its joys are flown__

Alas! we know their worth too late!

Yet will I not so soon despair,

He loves me, and his heart is mine

His vow still lingers on the air,

That heard him whisper:“I am thine!
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Fond memries repay, yes,when he is away,

With hope the weary heart beguile .

: There is no joy










