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1 will look no more on the beaving deep,

-But return to my lowly bed and weep:

He will co, 'me to, my dreams in the,.-darksome night,
And bis bark will be here with the dawn of light Y

Whén the song ceased, she turned her beavy.eves

With such a piteous"glance upon m - y face

It pierced -my beart, and fast the gathering tears

Blinded my sÎghL Alas! poor maniac;

For thee no hope sha11.dawný--no tender thought

Wake in thy blighted beart a thÉill of joy.

The immortal, mind is levelled with the dust,
Ere the tenacious co'rds of life give way.

Hers was a common tale-she early owned-

The ardent love that youthful spirits feel,
And gave her soul in blind - idolatry

To one dear object; and bis ship was lost

In sight'of port-lost on the very morn

That should,,bave smîled upon theîr bridal rite.


