
THED AMARANTIE. 143

of those scaly rascals, wbose thirteen
thousandth grandfather, caused Mother
1-ýve to sin I examined my priming,
'nd finding everything- correct, moved
'~.Utiousiy around the ZDopen space until
the grouad behind the log was open to
"'Y viewv. Upon a bed of moss, a mon-
strOlls rattiefànake lay coiled, ready to

Oswere beautiful and shifting, as those
Of the chamelion ; his red forke-'d tongue
lilaYed between his crooked fangs, and
4 Sýtrain of luiling music seemedto pro-
'eed from. bis mottied throat. 1 hate
8'3l(1es-I speak flot in the seaman's
velTiacular noiv-ard if I ever admired
orles taste it wvas that of thc one that
COliled before me; and if JI had been in
AiS kin) I should have bitten the beau-

tUt fiirst sight, to a dead certainty.-
?Or a second I paused, but secing bis

eely majesty, slowly laying back bis
11PPer jaw t0 give the fatal spring, I
n1lrned and fired-the hammock sent
bakk the report with a hundred echoes,
thie snake rolled over and over, minus
bis head and neck. The Indian maid-
'et'dropped ber hand, and raised a wild
hYsteric Iaugh-a warwhoop rang by

~'Y side and a Seminole chief in his
%~Tr painùt, stalked up to me. I pointed
to the snake, and then to the maiden.-
"lugh 1 " said he, and bounding- like a

'ýt to the writhing reptile tore out bis
heaQrt and swallowved it before I could
!1XPress my disgust at such a proceed-
"19 1 presumed this wvas bis way of
ehowing that lie loved bis enemies, and
1 feared that hie might bestow his next
- lpiment upon myself. The rescued
LIraiçen now approached me with a
tirnid look, and plucking a wild rose

fra moss bank, handed it to me with
' 'air and grace that would have made

i'ttle Vie of England, bang herseif out
Of envy, bad she been preseént. As she
gav1e me the fiower, she 'spoke in lier

O wild gutturals, but the language
Of Tuscany neyer feil more sweetly
£?Olflheauteous lips. I could not un-

b' tn er words, thougb I read ber
BliTiple beart, and I answered bier in Spa-

t Fi- er eyes sparkled witb delight.

IlMy mother," said she, "4 vas a Cas-
tiliau, and I wvas taught by lier to speak
ber native tongue."

The Indian now approached and
secmed impatient for us to end the con-
versation. The inaiden seemed to be
labouring under great restraint, and I
could see the cbief's eye flash fire, as
I iraprinted, a kiss upon lier lovely
cbeek.

"Hugb," said the cliief while a war-
whoop rang in the distance. IlWhite
man-no good-go."

Instantly the maiden bounded alon.
the tangled pathway, and the warrior,
afier shaking me by the hand, strode
off towards the sound in another direc-
tion. As bis form wvas lost in the leafy
labyrintb, and the sound of bis mocca-
sin died away, the young Venus of tbe
woods peeped out from, the moss that
enveloped a cypress tbat towered above
me.

IlStranger, said slie in a low voice,
"we shaîl meet again-go now, for

those approacli who are enemies to your
race."

I kisscd. my hand to, the beautiful
cbild of nature, the face disappeared,
and the moss waved i the evening
breeze ns silently and as impervious as
before. Calling my dogs, I returned
to the light-house, musing upon Indian
maids, of love in trees, and of rural fe-
licity; wbicb being inte'rpreted, gentle
reader, meaueth a bed of damp leaves,,
and cold turkey, a gourd of slimy wyater,,
and an eternal fit of the ague.

The keeper of the liglit-house, Ti-
mothy Turnagrain Turner, bad been an
old neighbour of my fatber's, and liko
most of the rest]ess spirits of New Eng-
land, migrated to the Southward, and
lost ail bis famîly, but one, by the strang-
er's fever. rFruly, strangers sliould be
wcll treated by the chivairous South-
rons, foie they generally turn out the
scape goats to bear ail their diseases.-
1. have oflen tbougbt that in the last>
great day of account, the sons and
daughters of New England, will be
found in cvery shrouded legion of the
mniglity company tliat cornes, up at the


