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CHAPTER I. 7

There is an old thick grove of pines almost imme-
diately behind tho house ; and after staring about him
for a moment on the green, he leapt hastily over the
little brook that skirts it, and plunged within the shade
of the trees. The breeze was rustling the black boughs
high over his head, and whistling along tho bare ground
beneath him. lie rushed, he knew not whither, on and
on, between those naked brown trunks, till he was in

the heart of the wood ; and there, at last, ho tossed himself
down on his back among the withered fern leaves and
mouldering fir-cones. Here every thing accorded with the
gloom of a sick and shuddering soul, and he lay in a sort

of savage stupor, half-exulting as the wind moaned and
sighed through the darkness about him, in the depth (as

he thought, the utmost depth) of abandonment and
misery. Long-restrained, long-vanquished passions took
their turn to storm within him— fierce thoughts chased
each other through his bosom— sullen dead despair came
to banish or to drown them— mournful gleams of tender-

ness melted all his spirit for a moment, and then made
room again for the strong graspings of horror. All the
past things of life floated before him, distinct in their

lineaments, yet twined together, the darkest and the
gayest, into a sort of union, that made them all appear
alike dark. The mother, that had nursed his years of
infiincy— tho father, whose hairs he had long before laid

in tho grave — sisters, brothers, friends, all dead and
buried— tho angel" forms of his own early-ravished off-

spring— all crowded round and round him, and then
rushing away, seemed to bear from him, as a prize and
a trophy, the pale image of his expiring wife. Again
SHE returned, and she alone was present with him—not
the pale expiring wife, but the young radiant woman-
blushing, trembling, smiling, panting on his bosom,
whispering to him all her hopes, and fears, and pride,
and love, and tenderness, and meekness, like a bride

;

and then again all would be black as night. He would
start up and gaze around, and see nothing but the sepul-
chral gloom of the wood, and hear Jiothing but the cold


