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Overcome by .he effluvi, of that magpeUc fluid which
^0 c„„.m„n,catc, and receives at the same time by he

than th^ converged: But this «verie wa. the ha™„„io»W^age of their hearts. They read each other'. thoZ"much more easily than if they had been written; the^!^
derstood better than they oould have spoken.

^

True love is so im„>atorial that every efcrt, every phvs..cal movement it makes to express itself, is r-jpugnant %l
and natural colors; an evening melody which one enjoys.lontly but of which the chann is destroyed by any Ir

«<ie he .bject we love,to the disposition, in which we Andou^^ives, when on an evening m autumn atthe commene

l

n.e„t of .w.l,ght, p.m.ged iu an arm-chair, before a Zifi.e. we evoke the gracious images of the imaginationTh^nm; we see them; we feel them; we respire .he^b,-» .^ dwse with them, and we no longer bdon. to^world. Bathedin aflood of ddi^h, we desi^to s;ilthere, and we are afr«dto stir ourhe,d, afraid to move^-uch do we dread to dispei the phantim. of onrZi"

^^r™ipFranlrs„sp:dedhiss:«,andsld

Guyonno and John started.

" What is the matter?" asked the latter.

^. aaUo.,W^ lri« ^„,,, ^ the Atlantic, madeno reply
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