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Erewhile, living ofrapture withou t end,
Perchance, their sublime courses worlds shall bend

Attentivo on my rnusic hung.

Erewhile. ..but ah !-hath touch'd my lyre's strings
The dull cold hand of Death ;-it bieaks and flings
A stialed mournful sound upon the breeze,
And now 't is mute !-Seize Yours, friendswhom I ove
My soul shall fromin is world to that above

Ascend %vithyour saint melodies.-

XSABEL DOUGLAS, on a SKETCH FROM REAL LIFE.

IsAit,-Dearst, do you doubt my constancy Clna you
for one moment suppose me such a hcartless being as to forget
the only one I ever have, or ever can love ? No, witnessligli
Ieaven my sincerity, and should I prove false or forgelyen,
may heaven forgetme; m ear this, continued he, casting a gold
chain around her neci from which'vas suspended his own likè-
ness, and should what I have: vowed te you be faise, trample it
beneath your feet togethler wilh the rjemembiance of me as un-
worthy a place in your dear heart. Such were the partino
words of Lionel Grenvil to Isabel Douglas lis afflanced bride
as he folded her te his heart for the last time previous to his
departure on a continental tour but in one year, dearest, I shaîl
return to love and Isabel.

Isabel could only answer by her tearsr-she loved. him with
aIll the strength of woman's love-and although separated froea
him, yet she fi2lt sucli a confidence in the depth of lis affection
that she was comparatively happy. But .ah, deceive not thysolf
nor trust twe nucli to man's promises for they are as transient
as the bubble of the deep. -1is leters ivro at frst couched in
the warmest terns of love and faith, but soon they came less
frequently, and she perceived a coldness in themi that sil could
account for in no other manner than by the decrease of his love.
It cannot be, thought she, that he does cease te love me, no
and a thousand excuses were conjured up by lier imagination.


