2 TRE AMARANTH.

hls bon\tud Lnowhd-'c and skull, dms and hur-
rows slowly and pawfully to follow us wind-
g clue, and sometimes it last loses the trace
and gives up m despair: but It the Jghiing
drop from licaven, and how cacerly and de-
heately does it in an instant tracc ontand flash
along cach hidden hink ! Poetry 1s the hight-
ning—the mstinet of our souls—which, true to
its nature, keaps with wierring certainty along
the path where cducation and talent and
seience grope and grovel—always i doubt,
often in despair. Icaven is all wath; and
shall nat the poctry infuscd into the soul of
man find ou! ils lite, scattered throughout the
wide universe—in ravuntains, scasand deserts,
in the soft and br.athing flowers and stars that
ningle at dews eve—and, above ally in the
soul of womaN—such as these!” and the im-
passiencd speaker presscd her rosy lips as if
they had beer some rare and precious flower
of a strange and mystcrious fragrance.

“Oh, Perey—how beautiful is all this! and
yet 1t i3 so strange! It makes me tremble to
hear you talk in this will way. TForgive me,
love; but I am a foolish, fearful thing, and can-
not follow thy bright spint in all its wander-
ings. Thou soares* when thou wilt amongst
the fiery stars, and leavest thy gentle Grace
alonc on carth.  But, dearest Perey, you for-
get our almost hopeless situaton. Without
fricnds or moncy, and nothing to which we
can look for even the accessanies of life, I shud-
der to think what may Leeome of us.

“Do you never, Grace,” said the husband,
withdrawmg his arm from her wasst, and
placing onc foet suddenly forward, on the very
edge of the vessel's dock--“when standing
thus over the flasling sea, or lovking from
some high tower or pree.juee, secl an almost
wresistble wpualse to spring hke a bird into
the air—unuly w.th a shudder, yourceod hack-
wards, and, «hutung your tecth hard, fallupon
your kices and pray inwardly to be “debivered
fromn temptation ? 1 do; and often—nay,
even now,—I iicar the demon whispering,
‘plunge !’’’ and he drew back, as if about to
leap, from an uncontrollable impulsc, and that
strangc uncarthly glarc flashed m hisceye.

“Percy! Pcrey! what would you?? ex-
claimed his wue, as she threw herself vpon
him, and, twining her arms about his neck,
dragged lnm with an unnatura! strengthaway
from the vesscl's side. Then, bursting o
tea: 3 she drooped upon his ureast, mmmunng,
#erurl, cruel—thus to wring my heart in 1dle
sport !’

“Ab, would to God it 2cre an idle sport,

swect luv Bul us pn:l now. Nay, be ¥
surad—there 13no danger for me ; for, ahthoy
1 fc ) the impulse strong upon me, yet hay,
po ‘er of soul to drive back the fiend, and .
lum in lis cdl. Fear not, frail flower—t
love end beauty have sanctified inc to thee, o
make me bear a charmed life. But
spokest but now of poverty and want and !
gradaton. Idle dvcams, all, sweet lady w
In the great metropolis, whither we go, in:
lect and genius meet a quick reward, and m
arc not cold and blind to all the bright o
beautiful dreams of poctry and thought, as
the rude prairies of the West. 'The web wov
by the imagination is a golden fabric, and m
buy it and bow down before its possessor-
Lay aside thy fears, sweetest. T am notad
and worthless clod, to sink dowu and sta
here m tlus capital of genius, wit and intelly
I'll play my part with the best of them.—2,
the breeze freshens, love, and kisses thy cheg
toorulely. Leaveme here to communcaw
with the burning stars, and pray for plea
drcams to cluster round thy pillow.”

“I wull not lcave thee, Percy! Oh, how
shudder to recall the wild words thou utt
cdst but now! No, dear Percy—Iem !
cuardian angel, and mustnever l2ave thee,
soine i1l befall thee—and then, what would i
be to me ¥ .

.|

And thus, chidiag, carcesing, and lwm;‘
thar arms tezether, walked these husband @ g
wife lovers en the lonely deck, amid the besg
tful and flashing sca; and, as the cold gr.
light of morning swallowcd up the stars, a2y
the perfume from the land forgot in sleep
breathe, they heard the startling ery, “let
the anchor ¥’ and sicaling down the co:
panion way, were lost anud the sounds of i
confined cabin, ere the vessel folt her anck:
and swung lazily round with the now turn:
tile.

For two long days must the vesscl be
quaranune, in full view of the romanuce h.
and gardens of Statcn Island; and, wlile 4
clsc on board werc overwheluied m the Juds
rous bustle and turmoil of a debarkauon, Gra
and her husband sought the quarter-deck, o
dwelt with rapturcupon the magnificent sei &
as the moring burst from bebind the Lalls s
canic pouring m A goiden flood down to t:
sed. They had no friends awaning the
comitg—no cheerful horme and happy faccs:
wiicome the wandaers back.  But they we
stll, most exqusite!y happy. They were ¢
in all to cach other, and what cared they f
thosc lcsser and common-place tics, wh



