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himself, he turned to gaze towards me; I

moved one of the logs, and his huge eyes

fairly glistened with light, as the flames shot

up with increased vigour ; the swamp moss

was flowing around him in long, tangled

masses, and as a more vivid gleam uprose, I

gazed and started involuntarily. Had I not

known it was an owl surrounded with moss

that sat upon that stricken tree, I would have

sworn it was the form of an old man, clad in

a sombre flowing mantle, his arm raised in an

attitude of warning, that I gazed upon. A.

cane exploding startled the owl, and with a

loud " tu whit, tu whoo," he went sailing

away in the darkness. The unmelodious

bellow of the alligator, and the jarring cry of

the heron, arose from a lake on the opposite

side of the cane; whilst the voices of a

myriad of frogs, and the many undistinguish-

able sounds of the swamp, made the night

vocal with discordancy.

My cigar being by this time exhausted, I

took the bottle from my pocket, and taking a

hearty drink to keep the night air from

chilling me when asleep, was about to restore

it to its place, and commend myself to slum-

ber, when, glancing at the dwarf, I saw his

eyes fixed upon me with a demoniac expres-

sion that I shall never forget.
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