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fully my well-nigh murderer had paid for his

crime, and awful was the^ retribution. Mad-
dened by the spirits, he hud rushed into the

flames, and, in the charred and loathsome

mass, nothing of the human remained ; ho

had died the murderer's death and been

buried in his grave,—a tomb of fire.

To remain longer in the horrid place was
impossible ; my throat pained me excessively

where the talons had penetrated the flesh,

and I could not speak above a whisper. I

turned the mule loose, thinking that it would

return home, and conduct me out of the

swamp. I was not incorrect in my supposi-

tion ; the creature led me to its owner's cabin.

The patient had died during the night.

My account of the dwarf's attack did not

surprise the family ; he had once, when in a

similar condition, made an attack upon his

mistress, and would have strangled her had

assistance not been near.

His bones were left to bleach where they

lay. I would not for the universe have looked

again upon the place ; and his mistress being

dead, there were none to care for giving him
the rites of sepulture.


