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THE MAELSTROM.

8.
Even waking, doth the soul
Sometimes wander from control
Murmurs of some unknown sea,
Seem to mock the memory.

9.
What are these which, o'er me cast,
Float, lihe shadows of the past ?
Strange illusions, which the grasp
Of my reason cannot clasp.

10.
Scenes familiar which I own,
Unremembered and unknown,
Vibrating upon the strings
Of loved, long-forgotten things.

11
Transient as the moonbeains play,
Ou the fountains falling spray ;
Sweet as fragrance on the air,
From so:e unknown Gower fair:

12.
Fancies no one can explain,
Striking chords upon the brain,
In whose wild uncertain sigh,
Live somenotes of harmony.
Erro.
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"he wavs of God m Nature, as w Providence. are not
as our ways , twe are the maddds that we frame any way
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alilencss of 1his worhs, whick have adepth i them greater
than the well of Democritus. JoFErI GRANVILLE

W had now reached the summit of the loltiest
crag. Yur some minutesthe old man seemed too
much cxhausted to speak.

“XNot lang ago,” said he at length, “and I
could have guidéd you onthisroute as well as the
youngest of my sons; but, about three years past,
there lappened to me an event such as never
happened before to mortal man—or at least such
as no man ever survived to tell of—and the six
hours of deadly terror which I then endured have
broken me up, body and soul.  You suppuse me
& very old man—but Iamnot. It touk less than
a single day to change these hairs from a jetty
black to white, to weaken my limbs, and to un-
string my nerves, 5o that I tremble at the least
exertion, aud am frightened at a shadew. Do
you hnow I can scarcely look over this little clift’
without getting giddy!” |

The ““little cliff,” upon whose edge e had so
carcles:ly thrown himself down to rest that the
weightier poition of his body hung over it, while
he was only kept from falling by the tenure of

hundred feet from the world of crags beneath us,
Nothing would have tempted me to within half a
dozen yards of its brink.  In truth, so deeply was
1 excited by the perilouns position of my conipanion
that 1 fell at full length upon the ground, clung
to the shrubs around me, and dared not even
glance upward at the sky—while I struggled in
vain to divest myself of the idea that the very
foundations of the mountain were in danger fron
the fury of the winds. It waslong before I could
reason myself into suflicient courage to sit up and
100l out into the distance.

*You must get over these fancies,” said the
guide, “for I have brought you here that you
might have the best possible view of the scene
of that event I mentioned—and to tell you the
whole story with the spot just under your eye.”

“IWe are now,” he continued, in that particu-
lavizing manner which distinguished him, ‘“we
are now close upon the Norwegian coast, in the
sixty-cighth degree of Jatitude, in the great pro-
vince of Nordland, and in the dreary district of
Lofoden.  The mountain upon whose top we sit
is Helseggen, the Cloudy.  Now raise yourself up
a little higher, hold on to the grass if you feel
widdy, so, and look out, beyond the belt of vapor

.| beneath us, into the sea.”

I looked dizzily, and beheld a wide expanze of
ocean, whose waters wore so inky a hue as to
bring at once to my mind the Nubian geographer's
account of the Mare Tenebrarum. A panorama
more deplorably desolate no human imagination
can conceive.  To the right and Jett, us far 2s the
eye could reach, theie lay outstretehed, like ram-
parts of the world, lines of horridly black and
beetling chiff; whose character of gloom was but
the more forcibly illustrated by the surf which
reared high up against its white and ghastly
crest, howling and shrieking forever.  Justoppo-
site the promontory upon whose apex we were
placed, and at a distance of some five or six miles
out at sea, there wasvisible a sinall, bleah-looking
island ; or, more properly, its position was dis-
cernible through the wilderness of surge in
which it was enveioped.  About two miles nearer
the land, arose another of smaller size, hideously
craggy and barren, and encompassed at various
intervals by a cluster of dark rocks.

The appearance of the ocean, in the space be-
tween the more distant jsland and the shore, has
something very unusual about it. Although, at
the time, so strong a gale was blowing landward,
that a brig in the remote offing laz-to under a
double-recfed trysail, and constantly plinged her
whole hull out of sight, still there was here no-
thing like a regular swell, but unly a short, quick,
angry cross-iashing of water in every divection—
as well in the teeth of the wind as otherwise, 0f
foam there was little except in the immediate vi-
cinity of the rocks.

*The island in the distance,” resumed the old
man, “is called by the Norw egians Vurrgh.  The
one midway is Moskoe. That a mile to thenorth-
ward is Ambaarem. Youder arc Islesen, Hotholm,
Kicldheln, Saurven and Buckholm. Farther off
—Ubetweea Moskoe and Vurrgh—are Otterholn,
Flimcn, Sawiflesen, and Stockholm. These are

his clbow on its extreme and slippery edge—this , the truc namces of the places—but why it hasbeen
“little ¢lifT ™ arose, a sheer unobstructed precipice | thought necessary to namé them at all, js more
of black shining rock, somo fifteen or sixteen ! than cither youi-or I can ubderstand, Do you



