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Ah what is the bosoms commotion
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In a Sea of suspense while’tistost while the
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heartin our passionwild ocean feels even hope’s anchor is lost while7y heart inou:
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passion wild ocean feels even hope’s anchor is lost
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Morgi_a_na ahthou art my

For thee I have languish'd and grievid
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For thee I have languish’d and
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i | griev‘d And when hope to my bosom was nearest How oft"has that hope been de_
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ceiv’d  and when hope to my bosom was nearest how ofhas that hope been decei\'“d.

nou! — | b ! . = T e

| (B oo et o
- o \ 2 : - & —

l
53
F s ——F —F—o—F+ | ¥ -
3 |
1

-
o

-
|
I

A

=2 B
gt ~ ;

f . g i

| 4 oA o > = . i‘?—{f ! -

i ub’ P 1}" -{ = P RIS TR
?1_ Mor gi_a_na my hope was deceivd I}/.I\(\;r_ gi_a_na my hope was deceivd \
ns 'd ! f? | i 3 ’ ][ i ?} : [ ___’_+___I_
m \ D A . ;  maa
' ‘J_ s < ¢ - SR i ~ -& -~ A
e | : o
7 St S ¥ F ' Bt

N—S a | 1 T = &

1

WA
s
N
4

et
¥ T2 I
The Storm of despair is blown over,
No more by its vapour depress'd,
- I Taugh at the clouds of a Lover,
With the Sunshine of joy in my breast,
Love made by a Parent my duty,
To the wish of my heart now arriv'd,
' I bend to the power of Beauty,
And ev'ry fond hope is-reviv'd,
Morgiana my hope is revivid.
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