
DISTRUST . 201

Had triumphed, anduponthegrassyglade
He saw the hunterprostrate; dashingnow
His headupontheearth, andnow with hands
Tight folded, stealingtimid lookstoward Heaven,

But quickly droppingthem,whilst thosedreadsounds
Camefromhis writhing form. He saw and fled.

Gleamedtomid-heaven, andon theearththe tinge
Seemedlike spilledblood. The village groupsin awe
Were gazingat thesight, when, suddenly,

The hunter, with thecarcassof a deer
Slung o'er h

is

shoulders, from thegirdling woods
Camewith slow , laboringfoot . The sunsetstrearned
Broadly uponhim . A

s
if turned to stone,

He stopped -- thecarcassfell — andwith strainedeyes

And mouthagape h
e

lookedbefore - around

Beneath - shuddered, andthen, with thrilling c
ry ,

Sunk o
n

the earth. The foamstood o
n

h
is lip ,

Mingled with blooddrawn b
y

his gnashingteeth.
The villagersdrew round, andgazedwith dread .
Upon h

is writhing features. With a start
Thensprang h

e
to his feetandmuttered—" blood !

Blood ! blood ! a
ll

blood ! the very skyandearth
Gives witness o

f

thedeed. Ha ! hide thy throat,

Spouting it
s

red hotgushes o
n mybrow !

I do defy thee, ha ! h
a
! h
a
! I stand

T
o

battlewith thee, " drawing from its sheath
His keen, brighthunting-knife . “ Away ! away !

O
r

the lonecamp -fireblow I strikeagain . "

His eyeswere spots o
f

fire ; h
is longblackhair

Seemedknottingwith theagonyimpressed
On brow andcheek, but a

s

the lastdreadwords
Fell from his tongue, h

e

startedandlookedround.

The maniacwildnessvanishedfrom h
is

face,

And searchinginquiry anddeepalarm
Succeeded; subtlegrew his serpent-eye ,

And , lifting u
p

thedeer, h
e

mutteredlow

O
f

suddenpains , andquickly left th
e

spot.

One eve - onewinter eye - uponthe ice

O
f
a small lake , whosenarrow foot wound in

Besidetheglade, we glided fleetwith skates,

Until dark night . The rich Auroral fires,

Those lightnings o
f

the frost, were kindled u
p
;

Now skirting thehorizonwith bright tints,

Now shootinghigh , until a crimsonarch
Bent acrossheaven. The reddenedicegleamedback
The radiance, and thesnow in ghastlyhues
Glared midstthe forests. Whilst thatsplendidarch
Was brightestfrom th

e

glade, wild screamsoutpealed

With groansandhorrid laughter. Fear gavewings ,

And to th
e

sparklinghearth-fires o
f

our homes
We hurried . Wild a

t midnight roaredthestorm.

The snow beatheavily o
n

thewindow -panes,

And th
e

sleettinkled. From theneighboringwoods
We heardthe keenhiss o

f

theyellow pine

And thesternsurging o
f

the hemlockboughs

Fierce strugglingwith theblast. The wolf was out ,

For now andthenwe heardhismournfulhowl
Blent with theforest -voices. Morning came,

With breathlessatmosphereandbrilliant sun .

The chopper, hastening to his hill -side lo
t

In h
is

rudewood -sled, a
s

his oxen slumped

Across theglade, saw , a
t

the forestedge,
Wolves fiercelybattling. Wrathful snarls h

e
heard

And gnashingteeth ; and quicklyspeedingback
He led a hasty -summonedvillage group,

Each with his rifle , to the spot. A shower

O
f

deadlybulletspiled thewolves around,

O
r

drove them to the forests. When theheaps

O
f

shaggylimbs, thick spottedwith fierceeyes,

Had ceasedtheirwrithings , towardthemstolethegroup.

The fragments o
f
a humanformwere strewed

In thewild midst ; white boneswere hereandthere
Scatteredamonglongstrips o

f gory flesh
And shreds o

f garments. Near themwas a hound
Mangledandcrushedinto a shapelessheap.

A face, half peeledfrombrow to chin , was seen
Amidst thefragments. Gazing with deepawe ,

The simplevillagers thosefeaturesknew ,

And looking a
t

eachother, whispering low ,

And calling u
p

eachscenethatmadethelite
Of the rudehuntersuchdark mystery,

They broke a gravewithin the frozenearth,

Gathered, in shudderingsilence, the remains,

And left theblood-stained to his lastrepose.
Again — ' I was such a gloriousday a

s

this.

The village children, I amongstthe rest,

Went nutting in thewoods. In merriestmood

We shookthe hickory's ivory ballsbeneath,

And left a circle o
f greenshellsaround

The mossyroots. Now mocking in our glee

The harsh, brief trumpet o
f

the restlessjay ,

Tossingamidstthethicketshis plumedhead,

And fluttering h
is

bluewings ; now u
p

theoak
Gazing , led thither b

y

theshrieking yelps

O
f

thepetspaniel, shiveringwith delight

And dancing a
s
o
n wires , until we saw

The squirrel's silvery fu
r

amidstthe leaves,

We toyedalong ; ti
ll

came w
e
to th
e

edge

O
f

thedreadglade. Upon thesoft, sweet a
ir

We heard a voice ; now bubblingamidstleaves,

Now choked, now lifted almost to a scream.

It seemed a
s though th
e

brokenaccentstriel
To frame a prayerbutcouldnot . Back we pressed,

Back fromthesounds. But onebold, recklessboy

Trod with a cautious, o
ft

arrestedstep,

And facewhere curiosityo'er fear
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A REVERENTWorshiper, o
h , Truth ! o
f

thee,

I bow , with footunsandaled, wheresoe'er
Thy voice maywhisper , " holy ground is here . "

Amid uncertainpaths, thy light may b
e

Dim to m
y

wavering feet ; y
e
t

unto m
e
,

Intently waiting , onceagain, moreclear ,

More tranquil , doththy holy light appear,

As mindingmehow dreary earthwere left ,

A dark , bewildering waste, o
f

theeberett.

Should not thy temple b
e transparent, Truth ?

Should notthy undimmedaltar - firesarise
Brightest in humanhearts ? In our first youth

Uncheckedwe worship there , with fearlesseyes !

Thou a
rt

not exiled thence, o
h , spirit o
f

the skies !


