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our strength returned to us, and we felt 

quite new men. 
Now for our rush down the mountain. 

Down, down, over steeps we should never 
have thought of ascending, we hurried at 
headlong, and almost dangerous speed, till 
we reached the forest, where, ‘in thick 

shelter of black shades embowered,’ again 
we spent another night. We did not get 
much sleep, for the Wachaga spent the time 

in singing, and they made the forest ring 

with their wild music. 
Next day, reaching the border, the na- 

tives performed a ceremony to disenchant 
us, and our whole party was christened 
with a professionally prepared liquor, sup- 
posed to possess the potency of neutralizing 

tT a fort in Florida, 

during the Seminole 
war, a man named 
Richard Blount lay 

wounded and dying. 
A keen observer 

might have discerned in the 
emaciated features, well covered 
by an irongrey, wuntrimmed 
beard, traces of refinement— 

almost effaced, it is true, by the 
unmistakeable mark of a turbu- 

lent and perhaps criminal career. 
The surgeon in charge of the stockade 

seemed a man of warm heart and tender 
sympathies, which had not been blunted by 
familiarity with suffering. He carefully 
tended the dying soldier, doing all in his 
‘power, by words and actions, to soothe his 

_ last hours. This kindness was not without 
results. Impressed by attentions to which 
he had long been unaccustomed, Richard 
Blount—taciturn and reserved by habit, if 
not by nature—grew more communicative, 
and, at the last, made certain revelations con- 
cerning transactions of which no other living 
man had any knowledge. One afternoon 
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evil influences, and removing the spell 
of wicked spirits. 

At camp we were very heartily received, 
the people crowding about us in large 
numbers to hear the news. None were 
more curious than the mange. He was 

very disappointed to hear that the ‘ white 
matter’ was - not _ silver. ‘But,’ said 

Mtema emphatically, ‘it is water, mange! 
nothing but water, mange! ‘There it is in 
the calabash ; look at it, mange.’ 

The stones and plants which we had 
brought down with us were closely ex- 
amined; they were quite unknown to the 
people, and greatly astonished them. They 
left the camp, saying, ‘The white man is 
Eura !* (a god.)” 

TREASURE. 

as the sun was setting red and broad in a 
burning haze behind the motionless pal- 
mettoes, and the mocking-bird was pouring 
forth his wealth of music by the still bayous 
where the alligator basked unmolested, 
Richard, who was feeling stronger than 
usual, after a period of silence and mental 
struggle with himself, said: ‘ Doctor, 
you've. been mighty good to me. You 
are the first person who has spoken a 
kind word to me for many years. I’ve led 
a hard life of it, and very likely don’t de- 
serve any better than I’ve received; yet I 
can’t forget that I was once a better man, 
and used to kind words from those who 
loved me. And now, although I am both 
poor and forsaken, yet believe me when I 
say that it isin my power to make you as 
wealthy as your wildest fancies could de- 
sire. J was born in England; I have not 
a single relation now living, and to you it 
can be of no consequence what were the 
circumstances of my early life. It 1s 
enough to say that I was the younger son 
of a good family, and was destined to the 
Church, for which I was totally unfitted. 
I was sent to Oxford. but an insatiable


