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buriod me in the ground. Hark ! there is a

storm arising. I hoar with my ear, that is

pressed on the earth, the thunder of the

hurricane. How the trees crash beneath it

!

Will it prostrate those above me ? Hark

!

what awful thunder ! Ah me ! what fierce

pang is that piercing my very vitals ? There

is a glimmering of light before my eyes.

Can it be that I the dead am being restored

to human life ? Another thunder peal ! 'tis

the stroke of my heart—my blood is red-hot

—it comes with fire through my veins—the

earth quakes—the mountain is rolling off my
chest—I live!—I breathe !—I see !—I hear!

— Where am I ? Who brought me here ?

I hear other sounds, but cannot my own
voice. Where am I? Ah! I remember, the

dwarf strangled me. Hark ! where is he ?

Is that the sunbeam playing over the trees ?

What noisome odour like consuming flesh is

that which poisons the gale ? Can that

disfigured half-consumed mass be my evil

genius ?
"

I rose up, and staggering, fell again ; my
strength was nearly gone. I lay until I

thought myself sufficiently recruited to stand,

and then got up and surveyed the scene. The
animals were tied as I left them, and were

eating their cane unconcernedly; but fear-
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