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THHE AMARANTH.

my pilgrimage whereupon the ink has faded
and left no traces of its record.  When I came
upon man’s path, they gazed upon my aspect,
as though a spirit from another world had come
to trouble themn, and they called me ** The Un-

known,” for I had passed from the country of

my birth and travelled among strange lands,
and so the history of my youth was a scaled
volume to mankind.

4 8it down on thisrock. Iiliftsitshead like
truth, ever constant, though the windsof ages,
perchance, have swept over it, leaving their
hoary tracesonitsbrow. Time, withitsscath-
ing sword, will lay ailliving things in theearth
that nourished their existence, but thisrock will
sland, as a monument, amidst the strife and
tarmoil of future years.

“¢The vision of that one dark hour is paint-
ed, as with an artist’s pencil, freshly and vivid-
iy upon my recollcction.  Yon gloomy savage
siands with folded arms and scornful lips, while
the long strcaming ¢If hair waves wildly in
<he fitful wind which gushed through the o’er-
hanging branches, and secmed to nurse the
flame that kindled in his fierce, gleaniing eye-
balls, whenc'er he looked upon his captive.—
And she—my own—my noble one, was bowed
in silence, and a fearful calin szemed to freeze
the pulse of every sense; and cvery chigelled
feature of that perfect face, which grew cold
and lifeless as the grave, beneath the demon
scoul that sought to wither all with its scorch-

.ing, remorseless hate. Thev stood— the blood
hound and his prey—the murderer and his vic-
tim, and thekeen knife reposed upon the ground
bencath, as though appealing to the sunbeams
that kissed its blade, for mercy to the lamb
whose life was asked as a sacrifice on the bloody
altarof revenge. ¢ Child to the pale-faced fool,’
said Oto-wisk, ‘hear me once more, 'ere the
tongue that answers quivers from its torn roots,
and y:elds a morsel for yon Indiandog. Ha!
ha I—doesthe white blood run back toits foun-
tain, like a stream toits forest, when the Great
Spirit rides upon an unbridled wind? Child, 1
tell thee, the way of the war-pathis very long,
but the grass shall never grow uponit; for
the blood of a Yengie is poison to the earth,
and it shall run like water in our trail. The
edge of this knife shall revel in the flesh of thy
yace as it shall in thine.  There are tablets of
the birch bark for an Indian scribe, and there
1= a white bosom for & warrior to score his hate
upon. Hal—can I not rouse thee 7' yelled the
savage, as he seized Theresa’s tresscs in his
unhallowed grasp, and drew the back of the
blade across her forehead, but she moved not,

nor gave any manifestation of horror. A
the demon paused, and a shade of awe pass

oft the feeling which possessed him, a sng
stream of red blood stole down Theresa’s &

the sight, the savage sprang upon her, 4
with 2 yell of fury, buried his weapon in ¢
breast! Again and again the steel desce,. 3§
into her young heart, with inconceivable 13§
dity. Oh God! that shriek still rings 4
ear, like a concentration of all misery and he:
lessness. Her fair head fell to the grou§
stained with the bubbling stream that crims 3
ed o’er her neck and shoulders. I strove§
burst my bonds, and cursed and swore 3§
fury and despair; and there the loved, the b
tiful, lay a corse before me, and I was helpi§
as a child. With devilish frenzy he tore:
garments from her form, marring every

ing h‘.forc me, txll over-strung nerve and f
natural excitement produced their exhausiy
cffects, and I sunk into a deep swoon—wo¥§
it had been death.’ »

“ After this reeital, the thoughts of the 3
cluse again wandered, and h:s words were v

he said in a deep hollow voice—

““There rans not one drop of that chef
blood in the veins of any human being.  {d«<§
they werc to allow me to survive! Itmaz§
they were terrified at my ravings, for whe
awoke from that trance, my reason wasurx:
tled in its throne forever.  Whatc'er it wa
checked their blood-steined hands, I was seif
liberty. Had they known the torturesof thelg
ing death thewr barbanty had bequeathed off
meoredreadful, aye—a thousand times, than &8
mostacute bodily suffering,which even theirh g
lish cruelty could devise, perchance they woig
haveslaughtered mein mercy. Thesteel was#
my soui—what were all that carth containy
unto me now? when she, who had been 3
iight, the essence of my existence was deai}
murdered before my eyesy cven the gref
leaves scemed dripping with blood. Then<d
denly one thought rushed mto my brain, 2
made the arteries swell and bound wrth af
currentagain.  * Vengeance ! 1 cried, spnegd
ing through the wild forcst with unweary:
soeed ; and a hundred voices, from its mosts



