
(ORIGINAL.) CONSMPTiON.
ON THE LATE DECEASE 0F A VALUED FRIEND. Thaau is a sweetness in wann decay,

BY " sOPH UWhen the light of beauty fading away;
When the bright enchantment of youth bas gane,

"Wbo comes to the chamber1 And the tint that glowd, and the tye that ahoneIt is Azrael the Angel of Death t And darted arcund its glance of power,
(Southey's t And the p that vied with the siveetest faawerThat cver in Poeaturn's garden b1ewý

The sound of the death-bell was heard o'er the plain, Or ever was steepet in fragrant dev
And mournfully boomed its monotonous strain When al that was bright and fair is fied,
The voice of the tomb seemed to speak in its toli, But the lovelinesa lingering araund the dead
And Sorrow'a dark Mantie enahrouded the soul.

0, there is a weetness in beaty' cloe,Thre decree has gone forth !-the flower in its bloomW Like the perurne scenting the withered rose;

Io~~he theke brigh enhatmn ofd yout has goneiid o ;

la luced ut a tde 'ertheior'è,ivid trah For a narneless char,, around her pisys,'Tii gone frai thé pot where is bauty had grawn, And her eyes are kindked ith haloetd raye,nd deth leaves us qorrowful,-silent-alone! And a Veil orspoties apurity
Ih ny. spring-time ot life, a dear friend 1 found thee Has nrantned her cheek with its heaveny doer,With beauty anrd innocence shining around Lhee; T Like a land whercin te Queen of Nightir Has purd aer softe t tint of ight

*ThWhe alll tha wasc brighthi andge fai is fle

It io lait 1-and we weep o'er thy sad, sable paît! Anrd there ià a biending of white and blue,uWher the purplie blood ie reingo therogilMour not belo ed friend, thugh cold marb e reat The înow of ber pale and tender heek;On thre ipp that aection fu l often bas pret A d there are tones tiet sscetty speakTrue frierds, in Mst wor , in be havered in twa, 0f a spirit that lns for a prer pay,1utin savep r teg w fOen b aited agind Ant he ready t Wing iths dis ave

Withbea ty nd i noc nceshinng rou d t ee . Lik a and herin he Q eenof igh


