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sudden resolution, she rose from her seat, and,
folding the beloved warrior to her breast in one
long and passionate embrace, she left the cabin.

"I have found thee at last," exclaimed the
angry rul* of tempests, as the beautiful woman
approachced him. "Thou, who fledst from my
arms to those of an earthly paramour, how dost
thou like the exchange ?"

" So well," replied the trembling Spirit, "that
if thou wilt consent to let ere I am,
I will never return to thee or to my clime of
snlows."

"Base-minded woman! And wilt thou aban-
don the glorious destiny of ruling the elements
for the mean one of sharing in the labours of a
Teton cabin ?"

" The destiny which thou deemest glorious may
be well abandoned for that which thou holdest
mean. However well it may once have suited
me to dwell in the bleak climes of the north, and
be the mistress of the flaky dew, it now more
glads my heart to share in the labours of a Teton
cabin. I know, from my own brief experience,
that the fevers and agues of mortality are to be
preferred a thousand times to the unvarying,

unchanging, existence of a Spirit without passion,
feeling, sympathy, love, or tenderness. I pray

thee let me remain as I am, and where I am."
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