170

THE AMARANTH.

trivial objects. With strange inconsistency,
and the interest of a httle child, he nouced
zgain ihe creeping shadow, and the very spot
whenceit had edvanced since he luoked before,
thinking how dim and sluggish 1t seemed, and
that no power on carth could mnake it move
faster; butif it dud, it would be a relief. Then
some long forgoiten scene that occurred years
sgo, when he was a bov, would be constamily
recurning to his thoughts with wonderfu! dis-
tinctness ;—though why, or how it referred or
associated itself in any wav with the preseat,
he could not tell—but soit was. And thevery
air scemed stagnated and lifeless. and he would
have welcomed the smailest breath of wind or
noise asa blessing; any thing to break the
dreadful spell that bound his senses in an un-
natural mood—half apathciic, half distracuve.
And hard by, in the French chapel, an old,
venerable 1an lay, pale and emacated from
suffering. The long, thin, iron-grey hair falls
neglectfully beside the worn hands that are
spread over his face to coneenl its emotion from
the eye of the stranger. But no movement is
observable in the limbs of the sufferer, nor doth
any murmur escape from his hips, save, occa-
sionally, 2 low, half-suppressed moan. Yet
decper and more blighung 1s the ssient woe
that wrings the father's heart for the loss of
his child, than the wild phrenzy of the lover's
gnef. The green sapling, though bruised by
the tempest, will he restored in tme to its pris-
tine vigour, but the aged tree retains cvermore
the scarred traces of the storm, which severed
its last bough. Thr yoang plant bends to the
blast thai destroy's its less plinble neighboar.

CHAPTER VI

It wason the morming of the sceond day
2fter the eveny, narraied in the previous chap-
ter, that Dennmis entered his masted’s room.
weth the jovful intelligence, that the cxpediton

to the Bay Veric, had been successful. The!

1ast strong hold of the French having wiclded.
followad by a general dissrmment of the pea-
santry in that part of the countey, to the num-
ber of 1300, When Dennis had delrvered
e important pece of nformaton, which
ckcted 2 cold “Tas well)” from Edward, who
was <tang by the bed-sida, with o thoughtful
and doreted air, the fasthinl fedlow subdeed the
natural iveliness of h:s manner, as headdod—

“Bu there's mare—ver hnnor, and mavhe
it ‘ud ase the troudle an' th' sarey, that
ame.

“What is i, Denns?” inguirted Edward,

whether any thing was capable of yiclding b,
the shightest interest now.

“As I wassayin,” continued Denmis, “ 1t ;-
crassing the parade J wor, maybe a mnus
agone, whin, who shud I mate but Sergear:
Gallagher, of ours, on guard the day. Arn:
says he, ‘Dennis)” he says, ‘there’s a Frened
er, or Neathral,” ver honor, though thars
nather here nor there, for aint they our naters
barn inemies? An, says he, there’s a biag
duck, no, a Frencher, who tould him that,
black duck, in the hombproof—though, ty 32
same token, 1t was proved an ‘ound wantir
and says he, as I wor sayin, botheration, whi
wor I, ver honor?’ Here Dennis, havzg
twisted the thread of his discourse into an -
cxplicable tangle, stopped abruptly, and sie?
scratching his auburn head, with an expresss

of stupid bewilderment on his face, Judicrous»
behold.  Edward who was possessed, mernsls
with an idea that his servant wished to
Ium something, though what it was, he cou
not imagmine, raised his head with a severe 1=
proof, that, at any other time, would haveen>
ed in a fit of langhter, as he witnessed his
fusion. At last, at the command of his stp=
rior, Dennis managed to say.  “The lonzx
short of it is thig, yer honor. There's =
Ingen prisomer in the bombproof, wanung t
get word wid yerself, plasc ver honor, resp-
tin the scrimmage at’ the bridge, bevant, ax
Miss Clarcnce—God be kind 10 her.”
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“Ha! exchimed Edward, starting up w2 ¢
sndden animation. for hope began to daz v
armin within him, and partially dissipated o JB=
aloom that overshadowed his soul. “Texjl<
may be something in this 1 will at a2 @=
to the prisoner. Heaven grant onc 13y g
hope, and whatever human fostitude can ¢ %
that wiil I, even were it a thousand dea s ™

&

if 12 lead to tha rescue of my beloved.”

Such were the hall-muttered reficetans =
the lover, as he left the staff barmacks, whee
hie was quartered, 2nd croseng the opea ok
reached the entrance of the low bombprad
which afforded sufficient ground for the o>
mark of Dennis for 1t was much shatiered 15
the shells thrown into the fort, duaring its =
vestmeat, and faled in yiclding that shelter
the besened, which, from its name, it wosl
seem thinsure.  He was immediately adms
ted o the intenor, where, unseen at Arst =
the dark vaulied chamber, he foand he F
sner whom be saughi, leanmg with fod?
2rms against the damp wail. Tpon quesse
mg the Indian, Edward discovered to his ©

withant altening his istless postan, asindoub:
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gret, that he ronld not understand the Enghs:




