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THE FIRST MANUSCRIPT. ed the quarter-deck, 1: converse sweet, waiting 

— for the sluzeish tile t. throb them on their 
ie broad bLay slept m beavty—and the way. 

ht opened her thousand starry eyes, which | Meredith was an intellectual man— vou felt 

tand came like the lainps in an eastern | sure of that at the first glance; but that was 
val, and twinkled with their strange nurac- { not all. In his large, dark and melancholy 

8 lustre, as they drank in the perfumed | eyes there dwelt a latent fire, which sometimes 
ce which lay pantng. full of ite own un- | lazed startlingly upon you, and then sirunk 

rable beauty, beneath the moon. Who back into darkness. as if the brain had no con- 

i wonder that the dark tides in their mighty | trol upon its Sashings. That glance spoke of 
ras love the moon, and sink or swell 1 | madness—not present, but past or to come, 
hh:ng tumult at her gentle bidding! for 1s | when some dreadful whirlwind sw eptover the 
her beaming ray a smile from the Source warden of hisheart. Few would he detected 

cauty, drawing all things—aye, even the | aazht strange or unusual in his 2spoct= but to 
Bbborn, bz kened and weary hea: of man—! (hose who did, the conclusion was certain, ir- 

wards it? The bland breeze came smaing | resist ble—one of those sntmtions at which the 
toll tune of mournful gladness among the [ soul leaps by an intellectual 1nstinet, which nt 

sts and sails, and then weapinae madly down | cannot define or describe, but the truth of 

®n the seas untrampled fioor, and breaking | which lias become oa the instant a part of its 
b vast mirror into myriads of flashing and! own being. The instincts of the mtellect are 
#ecring fragmenis —cach still holding hicaven : far more unernng than the ci-s st calculations 
sits bosom. The ship, Like a misshapen ‘of luxe. Do vouunderstand this, reader 7 If 

ster. crept clumsily along, and wlle sails os, will; if not. pass on to the <ry-—for © 
ped hike great cars on etther side—%or a ship | cannot oxplam it to yon. 

aimed, or crawling reluctantly through the] How arand.’ sud Perey. is ties vast 
eT. dragged by a breeze might whisper from | army of waicr<, tramping onward :n such per- 
dy's fan, 1s dull £nd uaromanuc cr ugh. | fect unison, wave with wave, drawn by an ir- 

t when the spint of the winds arises, and resisuble vet inve=thle nnpulse! Thus 1s at, 

hersherunder its mizhty wings. and sweeps | sweet love. with human hearts. Their tides 
whiz with her across the parting seas, then | gash wildly to and fro. boyvond the theught's 
ecd she becomes a sublime and fearful thine. | control, and Zore = the moon that ids them 

ut the sen slepr—and the murmer of the js uk or swell. Mark vou now,” he continued, 

itn breeze but served to rock her into | drawing his wife towards him, with a slight 

nder slumber ; and. alihough vin eid hulls | vet graceful maton—* mark how tenderly the 
flowering orchards sent ther perfume | bosam of the wave swells and pants beneath 

m the chore, and you canld even hear an | Dana's chaste embrace. You smile—and 
Casional burst of music. exquisitely temper- | why? Tam ene who believes there is reality 

by the symmetrical wav, over which 1t:and fruzh mn ali these unutierable sympathics 

ated. and which spoke to the weary heart | and sm. hitudes between animate and inanimate 
poviul faces, lauzhing amid broad terraces of | nature, and that poctry is the anly pore and 
pathing flowers—yet it would be many hours | cver-hving philosophy which has discoverad 
P the ship coud reach the anchorage, and Land proctvmed these thongs. Bury a chain 

rey Mared.th. with jus beautifal wife, walk under the carth. and short-a'ghted man, with 


