.

38

THE AMARANTH.

ded the old man, ‘and try to induce a little
slecp, for the night wanes.  IProm those pas-
sages in my history, with which youhavebeen
made acquainted, yon can judge if thereis a
remedy for my discase this side the grave.—
May your journey through life be as rudiwmt
with the sunshine of @ hopeful heart as tha of
the being who now addresses you has been
clouded by afflictions. Leave me now,~—I
would be alone.’

“ Forbearing to question further into the de-
tuils of his sad story, I left him to his reveries,
and returned to the hut where 1 soon lost all
consriousness in a sound shaber.

%o were up at early dawn, and after par-
taking of a mieal which had been prepared for
us, and furn’shing ourselves with all the infor-
mation, re-pecting the direction we should
pursue, that our host could supply, took our
departure, though not unul I had used every
effort to persuade the recluse toreturn with us,
in vain. He scemed moved, and his voice fal-
tered as he shook our hands warmly in bid-
ding forewell; cven the dog that had become
familiar since our arrival, appeared to regret
our going, for he ran forward several times,
wagginz his tail, and looking wisifully in our
faces, with an carnestuess uncommon in a
brute, but the voice of his master caused his
immediate return, and as the winding of the
stream cnabled us to catch another glimpse of
the pair, we beheld the fuithful animal couch-
ant at his feet, while the old man’s hand was
sinoothing down the long hair upon his back
<lmost as venerable as his own uncovered
heed.

We saw him no more, but often refiected
apon the might of that passion which could
<cast so fearful a shadow upon the destiny of
such a being: one evidently gifted beyond or-
dinary mortals, with those powers which would
render the possessor em.nent in any station of
life, but which, shattered by “ the lightning
blast of grief,”’ served as fucl to the flainc of a
blighted spirit.

“We did notarriveat the Fortuntl the even-
ing of the second day, to the delight of our
friends, who had given us up for lost, afier
sending scouts mn every directson to search for
the stragglers.”

“But,” sad I, ar Frank knoched the ashes
from his pipe and stretched himself out full
length upon his blanket, prepuaratory for re-
pose, at the conciusion of his story—*did you
never hear of your friend of the forest, after-
awvards??  “No,” he replied, “all our enqui-
Tics as to his name and country, were of no

avail. The impression which our advenfg
made at the ume, gradually faded from 3
thoughts; though, in the cold winter my§
when the wind moaned mournfully round 4§
stockades, I would often picture to myseli
dreary cabin and uts lonely inhabitant. 1+
one of the many mstances where men, 4
tisfied with the world, have sought a refu;.%
the na ural solitude of America. We tho. 8
hie must have perished by the conflag
which, like the sword of a destroying w
laid waste the country for miles around » J
ensuing summer, driving the game out of §
wonils, in terror, from the breath of the
suming element.  “’Tis anll wind that b 8
no one good,” and you would have echor. §
aphorism, had you partaken of the gl
checr with which our mess-table groandd
months afterwu ds.
“That fall, T had oczasion to be inthey %
ty of the hermitage, and, but for the phy
impossibilit of penetrating through a ..
covered with the chaotic remnants of a 14
forest, which, consisting of half-chared tr.§
of fallen trees, blackened by the fre, cov g
the ground in themostunimaginable confi
I would have endeavoured to learn th
man’s fate.
#What a change had swept over the fa
nature  Where the soil was once hidder
profuse vegetation, and the tall, majestic
spread their broad shadows around, ther:
remamned not a leaf to shiver in the brecid
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Oh, Sing that Gentle Strain A gaiy)

¢

BY ANDREW M MAXIN.

po

Op, sing that gentle sirain again,
And I will st the while,

Its notes wiil soothe my bosont's painyg
My aching heart beguile.

Fair veason wand'ring from her track @
In trouble’s darkest hour, 3

Hath oft been lured in gladncss badh %
By Music's soothing puwer.

Oh, take thy dulcet lute again,
And breathe its magic spell,

Its tones will soon my soul enchain,
As in somc fairy dell ;—

Like some poor wand’ring flutt’ring ¢
Beneath the serpent’s gaze, i

In vain it strives to soar above.
Or ’scape the dazzling maze.



