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Published 1798 or possibly earlier.
Poem by Matthew Lewis (1775-1818),
translated from Goethe
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Accompaniment added by William Horsley (1774-1858)
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wrapped
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is near!
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in
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But
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when
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he
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ar
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rived

�	�
- at

��
his

��
own
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Cas

��
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��
- door, Life
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throbbed
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in
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the
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��
his

��
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poor

��
Ba

��
by's

��
- bo

��
som

��
- no more;
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Life

Espressivo
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throbbed

�	�
in

��
the

��
poor

�	�
Ba

��
by's- bo

��
som

� � ��
- no more.
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� ���
poor
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Ba

��
by's
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��
som

��
- no more;
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��
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��
- no more;
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in
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- no more.
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Source: "A Collection of glees, canons and catches, composed by the late John Wall Calcott", edited
(c. 1824) by William Horsley, volume 2.
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