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Erewhile, living of rapture without end, .

. Perchance, their sublime.courses. worlds shull bcnd ,::'.
Attenhvo on my musxc huntr. SR

R NN .
v

-Erewhile.: but ah '——hath touch’d my Iyre’s stnngS' .
The dull cold hand’of Death ;—it breaks:and flings " -
A stifled mournful sound upon the breeze,— i
And now ’t'is mute '—Seizeyours, friends’ whom I loVe >
My soul shall from:this world" to that above - S
Ascend thhyour samt melodles.—— e
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ISABEL DOUGLAS or 4 GKETCH Fnou REAL LIFE.

TsaBEL ,——Dearest, do you doubt my constancy? Can you'
for one moment suppose me such a keartless being as to fargc( :
the only one T ever have, or ever can love ? - No, witness. ngh

'IIcaven my smcenty, :md should’ Iprovc false -or ﬁn'rret youy
may heaven forget me'; ‘wear this, continuéd he, castm‘r a gold' '»
chain around her neck.from which was suspended: his own hkc- :
noss, and should what X have vowed to you. be false, lrample lt
beneath your feat tonrelher with the “Yémembr ance of e as un-
worthy a place in your dear “heart. Sich were. ‘the palhnrr
words of Lionel Grenvill to Isabel Douglns Lis’ aff anced bride"
as he folded her to his heart for the last time prevxous t6 ' his
departure ona continental tour ; butj in one year, dearest, I shall
return o love and Isabcl. ' ‘

Isabel could only answer by, her lcals,——shﬂ loved hnm \uth
all the strength of woman’s love—and although :eparated from
bim, yet she felt such a confidence in the depth of his aﬂ'ecuon
that she was comparatively happy. Butah, deceive nol thyself
nor trust two much to- man’s promises for they are. as fransient
as the bubble of the deep. His letiers were at first couched in
the warmest terns of love and faith, but soon they came less -
fraquently, and she pcrcclved a coIdncss in them that she could
account for in no other manner than by the decrease of his love.
It cannot be, thought she, that he does cease to love me, noy
and a thousand excuses: were conjured up by her, mmgmmon.
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