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THE FIRST MANUSCRIPT.
i broad Lay slept m beauty—and the
it opened her thousand starry eyes, which
tand came lke the lainps in an castern
val, and twinkled with their strange nurac-
s lustre, as they drank in the perfumed
ce winch lay pantng. fuli of ite own un-
rable beauty, beneath the moon. Who
i wonder that the dark tides 1n their mughty
rns love the meon, and sink or swell in
bb:ng tumult at her gentle tadding ! for 1s
her beaming ray a smile from the Source
cauty, drawing all things—ave, even the
zokened and weary hea:* of man—
ward< 112 Tihe bland breeze came smang
iold tune of mouraful gladness among the
#sts and sails, and then weaping madly down
on the sea’s untrampled floor, and breaking
b vast mrror into myrads of flashing and
#rcning fragmenis—cach stitl holding heaven
iits bosam. Thn ship, Lke a mus-shapen
ster. erept ciumsly along, and ulle sails
ped like great cars on either side—for a shyp
ained, or crawiing reluctantly threugh the
or. dragged by a breeze night whisper from
dy's fan, 1s dull rnd uaremanue cr weh.
t when the spirit of the winds arises, and
bh-ts her under ts mizhty wings, and sweeps
whing with her across the parting seas, then
lecd shebecomes a sublime and fearful tipe.
But the sex slept—and the murmer of the
Fiin.: breeze but served to rock her into
pnder slumber ; and. alihough vn~ ciad b
i flowering orchards sent thewr perfume
m the shore, and vou canld even hear an
casional burst of music. exnquis.tely temper-
by the symmetrical wav, over wlieh 1t
ated. and which spoke to the weary heart
oviul faces, laazhing amid broad terraces of
kathing flowers—ryet i would be many hours
the ship coud reach the anchorage, and
rey Mered.th. with fus beantifn! wife, walk-

tals

fof luze.

cd the quarter-deck, 1: converse sweet, waiting

for the sluzeish tile t. throb them on their
way.
Meredith was an intellectual man—vou felt

sure of that at the first glance; but that was
not all. In his large, dark and meclancholy
eyes there dwelt alatent fire, which sometimes
blazed startlingly upon you, and then sirunk
back into darknzss, asif the brain had no con-
trol upon its dashings. That glance spoke of
madness—not present, but past or to come,
when some dreadful whirlwind sweptover the
carden of hisheart.  Few would has - detected
aagzht strange or unusual in Jus aspeet— but te
those who did, the conclus:on waz certain, ir-
resist ble—one of those intwitions at which the
soul luaps by an intellecteal instinet, which i
cannot define or describe, but the fruth of
which lias become ou the instant a part of its
own being.  The nstincts of the ntellect are
far more unernng than the ci-s 52 caleutations
D> vouunderstand this, reader 7 1
sory-—for ¥

sy, willy if not, pass on to the
canno? explam it to you.

“How arand.” sad Perev. s tins vast
army of waicrs, tramping onwar. :n such per-
feet unisHin, wave with wave, drawn by an ir-
resistible vet invsble umpulse! Thus s at,
swect Jove. with human hearts. Their tides
gash widly to and fre. bevond the thought's
control, and Jore .= the moon that ids them
S uX or sweil. " he continued,
drawing his wife towards him, with a slight
vei zraceful motion—*"mark how tenderly the
bosam of the wave swells amd pants beneath
Diona's chas'c cmbrace. You smite—and
wity ? Tam ene who believes there s reality
and !ruthon ali thege vnutierzble sympathis

and sim.htudes batweenanimate andinanunate
nature, and that poctry s the only pure and
cver-hving phlosophy which has discoverad
and proctrme? these thongs. Bury a chain
under the carth. and short-s'ghted man, with

Mark vou now,’



