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Beholi hcr gcntlc, delicate andi frail,

Whcre ail around through rifted rock and] vood,

Cirim Çcaturcs gllare, huge helzned forms obsotirc,

People thc living gloom.

lovely stands shc therc,

Like a blest angel 'niid th'accurst of hcII.
Rev. H. H. Afiliayn.

YOTJ have oftcn desircd, my friend, ta Icaru some a Gascon sun, chequeriflg îvith light and shade the

enssages of my early life, but neyer tili now have I marbie fluor of my apartment. The luxurious refme-

relt Inyself equal wo the task of calmly reviewing and mcnts of wealth surround me, soft voices mingle with

Sy8temnatically detailing the incidcnts of that strange swcet music, the fragrance of rare plants flats on

ellentfui period, whcrein was combined so much of the air that cools my brow, and beside mne sits my

Itepiness, mingled ivith a poignancy of suffering, own bright Florida, my eldeat born, su named for

that can neyer be forgotten. Even yet, after the that land 6which gave to me my earliest, if not My

1aPse of so many years, docs that vision of my youth onlY love. But ber history is identified with thse

'well with ail the vividness of reality upon my adventure you so earnestly desire wo learn, and

Irerory.in the bosom of domestie love, in the cir- which, turning at one to, the eventful past, I now

ele of social pleasure, amidst the empressement of hasten to relate.

the battle field, and thse harassing duties of a sol- You have hoard me speak, nsy friend, of that littie

ter's life, does it obtrude itself upon me, and win band of French Huguenots, who, some five and

'nY thoughts from the present, to dwell again among twenty years sinoe, establishced theimmelves on the

thse âmees of thse past. Waking or asleep, I see soil of that.vast American continent, whose boun-

a1rOuni] me the boundless and pathless forests of tIse daries yet remnain unknoivfl, and whose mysteriotis

tkw world-I hear thse sigbing of the breeze amoflg solitudes arc peopled by a race that are thse terror

the branches of those mighty trees, that the suns even of the enterprising and adventurous. You

'4Id dews of centuries have nurtured into giants.-I have heard too of that barbarotis crusade, sent out

stand beneath their umbrageous arms, and gaze by the proud Philip of Spain, to exterminate those

4POn the painted lineaments, and thse naked.forms of peaceful Huguenots froin Florida, thse latud of their

thse savages, who Iurk in those deep solitudes-I see adoption; to take possession of tise forts they bai]

.the amoke of their sacrifices arise, and start at thse erectcd, and] te estêblish tht; Catholie, when tbey hnd

thrilling sound of their wild, and terrible war-whoop, overthrowil the Protestent, faith. Pedro Melendez,

t4ll the blood curies in my veins, and it scems the willing emissnry of his higoted king, iras the

ý 1 if the tide of time had rolled back , and trans- commander of the fleet sent forthbon this work of

eorted me again to those far off regions, isolatcd, and destruction ; and cruelly did he exeXute thse mandate

t'elnote froua the abodes of civilizeil man-there too, of his sovereign-for his relentless sword sparcd

'nYsteriously nurtured -among- barbarians, one of neither sex nor qge, asid the fcw wbo survived to

tiseni, but partaking not their nature-I gaze un- carry liack to 10iance tise story of their wrongs,

tired upon that exquisite andl youthful form which, owcd th£ci ecape to fligist. Those who fell nDt by

-- But awny with this softening reminiscence, tise sword werc suspendteil like félons fromn the

81d< let me to my tale. trees, and over their dcvoted iscads tise savage, Me-

Thse bland breezes of my native Gascony fan my lendez placeil an inscription in thse Spanisis tongue,

eheek, wisile I write, and through the clusteringy vines bearing these words: "I1 do not this as te French.-

Ulat Vrceath my casernent, steal thc brilliant benas of men, but 'asteLhrn." T tl hmeo


