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“ Yet knowing something —dimly though it be ;
And, therefore, still more awful — of that strange
And most tumultuwous thing, the heart of man.

It chanceth oft that, mix’d with nature’s smiles,
My soul beholds & solemn quictness

Tha. almost looks like grief, as if on earth

There were no perfect joy, and happiness —

Still crembled on the brink of misery,” — WiLsox.
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ETHEL CHURCHILL. 117

his uncle. It was almost sacrilege to mention
Ethel’s name with a chance even of sarcasm or
of blame.

Cato's a proper person
To intrust a love tale with!’

So he kept his thoughts “in their sweet
silence;” and when Lord Norbourne returned
to the house, long did he linger by that lonely
lake, recalling a thousand looks and words
which, lovely as they seemed at the time, grew
even lovelier thus remembered. What impos-
sible things inconstancy or indifference ap-
peared to Norbourne! Never did young wor-
shipper more devoutly believe in the divinity of
love.

“ For nothing in this wide world would
I give up my sweet Ethel.” It was almost like
parting with herself when he left the lake-side.



































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































278 ETHEL CHURCHILL.,

despondency. Both were silent ; for the aged
man was sad to think of the past, and the
young girl trembled to think of the future. A
few minutes passed, when both were aroused
from their stupor by the entrance of a servant
with a letter from Henrietta,









































































































