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... DAILY WORK.
Who lags for dread of daily work
And his 8 d task would shirk,
Commite & folly and a erime ;
A souliess slave—
A paltry knave—
A clog upon the wheels of Time.
‘With work to do, and store of health,
The man’s unworthy to be free
Who will not give,
+  That he may live,
His deily toil for daily fee.

No! Letus work! We only msk
Reward proportioned to our task :
We have no querrel with the great ;
No feud with rank -
With mill or bank—
No envy of a lord’s eatate.
If we can earn sufficient store
To satisfy our daily need,
And can retain.
For agv and pain
A fraction, we are rick indeed.

\

No dread of toil have we or curs ;
‘We know our worth, and. weigh our
powers ;
The more we work the more we win :
Success to Trade !
Success to Spade !
And to the Corn that's coming in !
And joy %o him, who o’er his task,
Remembers toil is God’s own plan ;
Who, working thinks—
And never sinks
His independence as a man,

Who only agks for hamblest wealth,.
Enoughor competence and health ; \
And leisure when his work is done,
To read his bock,
By chimney nook,
Or stroll at setting of the sun.
Who toils as every man should teil
For fair reward, efect and free ;
These are the men——
The best of men—
These are the men we mean to be !
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The Mohawk Warrior of the 8t. John River.
A Tale of the Early Settlement on the St. Jokn.
BY J. N.—CHAPTER V.

Tuz valley of Manatan, or ¢ Groves of
Beeches,”” where the Mohawks, planted
their wigwams and chose their hunting
ground, was about twenty miles from the
Saint John River, and in a straight line
from the plateau that we have described in
the first chapter. They selected this place
as it was difficult of access, and it would,
therefore, be difficult to surprise them,~—
Its distance from the white settlers and
the Millecetes rendered it a better hunting
ground ; and they could roam at pleasure
without any great fear of being attacked
by their enemies. Wherefore, if any of the

“{ variance with his rude nature, nursed @nd

nimbly jump from branch to braneh. Let
us enter the wigwam. It is larger and
more comfortable than any of the others. t
presents a neatness and cleannees that

of the Mohawk queen. It is to one par-
ticular back apartment in the wigwam,
that we wish, gentle reader, to lead you*
The first thing that you will see on enter-
ing, is the gentle Rose sitting at the side
of a bed—a bed for its richness of cover-
ing and surpassing cleanness, could not be
found even among the most civilized of
the whites. The Rose, pale and porrowful
lIooking, yet beautifu! in that s§

seated at the head-of the bed. At its foot,
stretched upon a long bench, lay Ben
Weeks, who glanced from time to time,
with an anxious look, from the beautiful
girl to the occupant of the bed. Charles
Stanhope lay in the bsd in afever, though
the erisis had passed and he recoyering,
he still was insensible. His over q;er:ion
at the time that he was taken ; his expo-
sure ofl the cold ground and to the mid-
night dew ; and, lastly, his nervous 5Y8-
tem, injured by the sight of the ¢ stake,”
~—all combined to bring on a violent fever,
He would, in all probability, have died;
were it uot for the tender care of the Rose.
Day and night the beautiful girl sat at his
bedside attending to his wants and watch.
ing him, Ben, too, with a love and affec-
ticn which one would suppose to be at

admiuistered to him ; but yet he had to
give way to the kir.dness of thatsiweet girl.

care and watchful tenderness of a young

ving girl around a sick bed, especially,
of one whom she loves. We fail when we
try to express in words all her care, her

and undying attention to us. Words never
can, nor never will be more than a mock-
ery of her virtues—virtues whose greatness
we may feel; but never can express. What
man has ever lain in a sick bed and watch-
ed with what fawn like love she will hang
over him ? The chamberis darkened, and
all is stillness aroynd him. While that
sweet, low, nccent,/u it aske in touching
softness his wants { that light tread, as
noiseless as the falling of & snow drop, as
she moves across the chamber ; that soft,
tender hand that strokes his temples and
smooths his pillow ; that watchfui eye that
anticipates Lis slightest wants and never
closes at his side ; that tender, loving heart
that feels not his irritation or peevishness;
but still clings to him with a love that 3%
almost supernatural,—al: are combined in
the woman of his love, as she hovers, like
a ministering angel around his sick bed.
God bless her ! Jong may she remain so:
and ever shall she be dear to man's Leart.

The Rose sat by Charles’ bed side in si-

¢¢ pale faces’’ or Millecetes were a0 unfor-
tunate as to venture back so far, they were
sure to trap them. The Mohawks could,
by taking their own trail that led to and
from the river, baffle the pursuits of any
persons not scquainted with the passage.
Itran through winding passages, over hills,
up brooks, around deep swamps, till it
finally reached the valley. 8o after they
had committed any depredations aga‘nst

lence. She seemed to be watching the
working of his face ; for, at times,it would
become agitated, as if he were troubled
with some startling dreams. He gave a
slight start; she arose and bent over him.
There was something which ke said in hie
sleep, thatshe stooped down to hear. Why
did she blush and a tear start into her eyes,
as she canght the meaning of those words
80 lowly munmured? His dream was of

the Millecetes or whites, they could fly to
their stronghold and there remain im per-
faot security, till it would be partly forgot-
ten. Then, they rhight venture out, to
commit the like crimes again,

It was the seventh day after the capture
of Ben and Charles, that we again claim
the reader’s attention; and wish him to
follow s to the valley of Manatan, It was
a fine beautiful day ; and a Jure sun guve
an unusual heat writh was partly lessened
by the thick foliage of the deep grove,—
The best pait of the Indians were away
bunting, and those who remained were
either scattered in grovps, or else seaced
on the ground smoking their long pipes,
and laughing at the merry gambols of the
cLildren. It looked a happy scene. Black
Panther's wigwam was at a considerable
distance from the others. The old chief-
tain dark and silent, with his blanket drawn
closely around him, sat at the door smo-
king a long reed pipe. He sat gloomily
watehing *le wreaths of smoke, as they |
curied up tiin the aif aud formed them-
nelves iuto rings. Every thing seecmed
quiet and #till around him, except, now
and then; a bird would perch upon a lofty

her. A smile lingered on his pale lips;
and a plessant glow mounted to hiz Sand-
some faca, His lips again moved. ‘Rose,
will you become my wife? I love you,” he
murmured. The girl instinctively under-
stood the fall import of the words ; for
strange, he spoke in French., A bright
light lit up her eye, as she stooped and
kissed his forehead and rested her cheek
on his, But soon she started back ; for
he jumped up in the bed with a cry that
would pierce one’s heart by the intensity
ef its agony. Ile awoke; and at his awak-
ening, his reason returned. Ben Weeks
had started from the bench, and now stood
at the side of the bed. Chaxzles looked at
him for a few moments, in bewilderment,
then about the room.

“ What is the matter, Charley, my poor
boy ' asked Ber, kindly.
¢ Oh! I have been dreaming ; yet it was
so natural. T thought that I was by the
side of that beautitul girl that came to e
in the woods; and my fasher, mother,
brother ana sister sa* heside me alsa, The!
girl pe her arins around my neck, and |
kissed me— " ;

I calcalate that you wer'n’t far mnista-
ken there,” broke in Ben, as he cast a

beech and chirp and whistle as it would
»

miscliievous look trom Charles to the White

.
watchfuluess, Ler love, her never-tiring | efore.
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Rose. The poor girl stood trembling with
the fright that she had received ; but now
as Charles’s-gnze met hers, the tell-tale
blush mounted to both their foreheadd,—
would surprise orie to find among the In. |Charles smiled and continued, as Lo lay
dians. It might well be called the palace | Dack In the bed :—¢ I fols so happy with
her in my arms. But, all of a sudden, the
Black Panther dashed over the fence and
eleft the Rose in the head with his toma-
I screamed, and then awoke.”
“And a urne} start .you gave us.
near frightened the life out o’ the gal, an’
ten years’ growth out o’ me,
you something, I guess, about that kissing
scrape,” and he directed another mischie-
row, was | YOus look at the young girl.

The above conversation was held in
English, so the Rose did not understand

hawk.

one word of it.

Ben.

in time.

v

true

“Oh! Ben do stop ! how foolish you
I never said half thac stuff,”” cried
Charles, pettishly.

“J won’t stop either !
I 'stonish my wife wheff I get home. ‘
Fut my arms ‘ronnd her neck, an’ say,— |
“oh ! my dear, lovely Suke, how my heart '

talk.

is a beatin’ for

“ Do stop Be‘f!" cried Charles, half

angry.

“ Why, don't you'want to hear any more

what you said "’
“ No.”

“ But you shall though,” and Ben put
on such a comical face that Charics had to
laugh in spite of himself.

¢ I thought that I'd get a Jaugh out an
you,” cried the good lLearted fellow,--
“Now, s’pose I might as well tcll you
what the Rose did, as you seem to be kind | YOV think thiat he's asleep.
o’ figidy o’ what you did.

She again went up to the | sence.
bed with a timid step, and sat down, rest-
irg her head on her hand, as she atten.
tively listened to the conversation.
would steal a slight glance at Charles and
then deeply blush, as he eaught her gaze ;
for he, too, could not help taking an odd
peep at the lovely face beside him.

“I think that 1 have been very sick,
I hardly remember being br@ught | they are grieving for me.
here, and nothing from that out’”

* Wall, Charley boy,” said Ben, again
stretching himself on the bench.
thought for a long time that you rather
had a notion of kickin’ the bucket. ; but ¥
am of the “pinion that you gave it p jist
I believe tnat you would have
been a gone goose, or gander, or whatever
they call the confounded thing, ware it
not for that dear critter that's at your side.
Oh! there is something endearing in the | YU have laid out there to dry for seven
days, without as much as sayin’ “mum ”
to a mother's son on us.
near you, you would jist look at a feliar,
like you had never seen a human critter
You ware the whole time a killin’
Mohawks ; an’, the next moment, you'd
be. off -a lookin’ at em burnin’ Millecetes ;
an’ pretty faces you'd make jist then. I
think, on the whole, you had rather a busy
time on it.—Then you’d be a talkin® love
to that gal, an’ you'd talk so sweet, an’ say
such pretty things—oh ! I know ’em like
a book—all by heart—listen now, an’ see
if I don’t—* Q¥ my Loney, I love you.—
Dear sweet Rose—beloved of my heart—
oh! you dearest critter.—My best and

critter when she thinks thac she'll lose you,
You must always treat her kindly. She’s
bashful of you now, she’ll hardly look at
you ; but she warn't that way when your
eyes ware shut., But its jist lixe all wimen,
they don't like to let & fellar know when
they're soft about him ; that would’as be
genteel—but jist shut your eyes, an’ make
pretends that you're asleep, an’ if they
don’t stare at you, then kiss an’ hug you,
there’s no suakes in Varginie. But, any
way, if ever we get out on this tarael nole
I'd like to take her with me.”

A silence now ensued for a few moments,

You

I can tell

a deep study, said, as a shade of.gloom
crossed his face, * I would like well to
know how my poor mother takes my ak-
I am afraid shat sl.e will be griev-
ing greatly for me ; also, John, Annie and
father. Perhaps they think that I am Jdead
or killed.”

“Oh! no, they will hadly think that,”
replied Ben, trying to reassure hio.

¢ But, Ben, how are we toget uway from
this ? they will most likely kill ns, and I'll
never see my parents agaiu. l'erhaps now
My mother, my
poor mother !"" and covering his face with
his hands he commenced to weep, There
is & time in sickness when we brood over
our misfortunes, that they become exag-
gerated ; and, in that state, they soften our
feelings down to those of infancy ; and we
will weep at the least trouble with a bit-
terness that we could never fee!in a healthy
state. So it was with Charles, when he
covered his face with his hands and wept
—aye, wept till the tears oozed out from
between his fingers, and then rolled down
When I'd go|on the pillow. :

The White Rose, when she saw him
weep, looked from Charles to Ben with &
face on which pain anc -perplexity were
stamped. Then rising up, she bent dewn
over the young man, while she said in a
low, trembling voice in French.

¢ Has the Rose done any thing wrofig
to make you weep ? if she has, she is sor- '
ry—very sorry, tell her and she will go
away.” As she finished speaking, HAere‘
was such an expression of pain ande grief |
on her sweet face, that it showed plainly |
she felt hurt to think that ske had done
any harm or caused any sorrow to Charies.
Charles, in a moment, took his hands from
his face and dried his eyes; then looked '
up into her countenance, while she gazed
sorrow fully down on He took her
By golly! Wo'tit ] hand and prossed it to his lips, while he|
Irnj exclaimed with great encagy, “You offend
me !
s done for me, I can never forget, I must |
love you dearly—far dearer than my life,”
She again looked on him ; but it was only

She

“We

him.

i
No, my dear Rose, what you have|

for a few moments, then bending her head
low to his, her cheek rested upon his brow,
He could not, sick and 21l as he was, help
kissing her lips. A deep blush overspread
her neck and face, as she started back; yet
there was no sign of anger on her counte-
nance at the liberty he had taken.
“Well, I do declare, that’s pretty wark.
Need'nt try to humbug Ben Weeks, when
I heard the|
shouted Ben, in such a tone of]|

But I won't, I |¢mack;’

guess.” genuine good, humoar that if brought a |
“ What did she do?’ msked Charles,{smile on Charics’ features, Then Ben
engerly. Jcontinued with a mischievous twinkle in|
“ Ha ! I guessed i¢, thas you'd have no ; his eye, ¢ I shall be a tellin’ the old gon- |

objections of a hearin’ it.
a sayin’, you'd talk so sweet to her, an’

Wall, as I was | ‘leman on you, my lad, that the pair on |
you are here a courtin’ right 'efore my eyes.

~+around catches the good feeling.

say such pretty things that—-"

“Now, there you are again, Ben!” cried
Charles, who did no: like any allusion to
what he said, when he was insensible,

“ Confound it man! let me go on. You'd
talk so pretty to her,. that it would bring
the tears to her eyes, an’ she'd stoop down
an’ kise you, an’ rest her cheek on your
forehead. She would stop that way for ar.
hour an’ then she would stand up an’ ook
atfyoun for.a long time,an’ seem to be a think-
in'. Then she'd burst into tears an’ place
her rosy cheeks next to your'n. But it is
strange that you alwavs spoke French,
when a speakin’ to her; an’ how lovely
she looked ! it fairly makes mny heart warm
to her, when I think on i¢c. She has never
slept a wink since you took elck, but was
always at your side, day and night. Poor
gnl! she’s ncar worn out; but as bad as
she feels, phe'd set up with you as long
Oh ! continued Ben, in a burat
of ulmost eloquence, *ske loves you, if
ever a woman loved a man. Iler whole
soul is planted in you, en’ it kiHs the poor

wgain,

But I'sappose that Ben Weeks is nobody
here.”

These blunt remarks of Ben's were in-
tended by the goud hearted fellow to rally

Charles, and not let kim follow out the |

mood of melancholy that he was in, and
to keep him from siuking into deep de-
pression of spirit—the most fatal compan-
ion that a sick man could ever bave in the
same bed with him. XKeep it our, and ten
chances to one the invalid will get better.
Some people fancy that the best comfort
that they can bring into a sick man's bed
room, is a long solemn face, one in which
you can see your own death written in
charagters so legible that they are not to
be mistaken. They will, if they stop an
hour, bore you to death by asking you over
and « ver, as fast as their toi)guo can sperk
it, “How do you feel where is your pain?
how 12 you sleep ? what medicine are you
takin 4 ¥ whatdoctor -attends you ? does
he call often ? did yoa try such and such
a medicine?”’ and, at the same time that

whether it will kill or cure. Then they
will make a series of wry faces, as they
look at you ; and you might well imagine®
that they had the @oh contents of an
apothecary shop sticking in their throats,
and were nct able to swallow it. After
that you must listen to a long string of
diseases that have been or are still in their
famils ; and they will trace thum back so
far, that you can not help believing bat
that they are hereditary in the family. If
your consolor be a woman, God help you!
She will tell you how her son William got
cured, when he broke Lis log; and then

tili at last Charles, whd had relapsed into [}her dear James, when he got his arm out ;

and her youngest son Jonny, when he had
the Typus Fever, &. Then about herself,
how she had the tooth ache, side ache, ear
ache—head ache and back'acle, &¢. You
may turh in your bed and groan at.the
awful category orf aches. Try and com.
fort her, to get her to stop.- Get her to
stop! 1f you do, apply for a patent ag
once. You will get it, and then make
your fortune. No,’stch\a thing is not,in
the Jo‘_&:er ofymaga. If she does stop, it is
only fora frésher gtart, ;Then, ten chan-
ces o one, but gou will hear the same long
list of ailments over again, and she will
not stop where slie did before. She is de.
termined to go through this time. 7 You
will hear even down to how many times
lier dear little pondle sneezes through the
day. *Isitall over yet ¥’ you may ask,
No, the final of the sick bed tragedy has
to come yet. You will hear her whisper
to some body else (for she is sure to
whisper loud enough for you to hear)
those very consoling words :—

“ Poor fellow ! how bad and miserable
he looks ! I do not think that he will live
long.—Good medicine that for a sick man,

Now, mark that good humoured smil-
ing coantenance as it enters the sick room,|
Doesit not send a sunshine of pleasurd be«
fore it? It is so contegeous that every one
It hard-
ly enters the room before the invalid be-
They will all
smile, he will smile, aye, laugh.—Why?
Because he does not see his soon death
warrant im that pleasant face ; end thete.
fore it is like & reprieve to him,and he feels

comes a shade brighter.

happy to have such a being near him. A
burden of sad feeliugs and irritation is
lifted off his heart, and therefore he must
feel betier than he would with such »
weight wpon him.  Good natured people
may cry out:—*A sick room is no place
for mirth.”” But is it,a place ‘o wake 8
man before he is dead! There is a me-

{dium in allthings .Imagination has a pow-

erful effect on a sane man, and what will
it not have on a sick one? If he has to
look (as a sick man. will most naturally
ook} into the faces around him for an in-
dex to the state of his eickness, and then

[ to see them so Rark, solemn and funera!

looking, what caa the poor follow think ?
Not that he is getting better surely; but
that he is so far gone that they think he has
actually “ slipped the wind,” and they are
now wakinz him. Ilis feelings must be
pleasant, very! Agye! our rough Ben
Weeksnwith fiis pleasant glow of good hu-
mour on his face, wou!d bo a better com-
panion to a sick man than all the black,
coffin shaped faces in the world. Dsy
after day passed, snd every day Charles
got better.
such a bright fair girl to attend on him.—
Her very presence was an antidote against
sickness; and Charles always felt fur hap+
pivr, when she was beside him. “ They
would talk long together, and never sgem-
ed to tire of each other's company, Trains
ed in the school of natare, all her activnd
were artiess: and all Yer words wee
nothing but what a guiieless heart would
prompt Ler to say. Charles delighted to
gaze into her deep blue eyes, and watch
the changing colour in her cheeks, as she
would be moved by any emotion. She
told him that the great Chieftains were
going to hold a council ane it would be
decided, if the great spiritfwished the t#0
pale faces to be put to death, or, at leash
the council was to tell what kind of 8
death they were to suffer. Perhaps they
might be offered as a sacrifice. * But,” -
she continued, * the great warriors love
the White Rose, and they will save you
for her sake. There is one young aarrief
who wants to taks the White ltose to his
wigwam ; but the Rose knows thas ho i
bad and eruel, and she loves the pa'e face

Nu wonder he would, wiih

they are praising it, they have their doubts

betier, and likes t6 call him Chacles.”

-

Charles smiled as he said, ** 'l.'hey
not allow you to enter the ooum.nl."

«#Ah!” said the maiden laughing,
Rose can gt in.  They wiil not da
refuse the daughter of the Black Pant]

wAnd what will you do, if they d
you in? They will not permit y

enk. *

'pu Yes, I will speak,”” she replied p
ly. The Rose wili sofien their hea
The will not,—they must not kill yo
they2q, they will hava to kil me.”
sooke these words with such deter
tion, such energy that it sent the

mounting to her forehead.

« Tarnation !"” eried Ben Weeks i
nest delight as he could not—no n¢
ihe life of him—help catching her |
arms, yon're an angel, the best and
eritter that ever drew breath.” B8he
ed from hin: and jumped to the s

Charles,
« T guess that I'm ore too manyh

see how the cat jumps. So I leav
the pair on you, to pull away asfast
can,” cried Ben laughing, as he stro
to the next room.

«QOhl she is a noble girl,” mun
Charles, as he looked up at the Boa

stood by his side.
« Were you speaking to me I'' sh

ed, while she innocently looked in
face ; for she thought that she had
him speak. J

“ No, my dear Rose ; but did yo
the paper that I gave you "’

¢« Yes, she replied, the Rose car
herself, when Charles was sleeping.’

« What did you travel out twent)
to the River and back agein last n
asked Charles in astonishment.

«Yes,"” replied the girl, “and
home befote you awoke. I went f
than the River to the large house
up ths river, where the pale faces
theig wigwams. I put the paper
door of vour ‘ather.

« How did you know it ¥ esked
in greater astonishiment, “ you were
there before.”

« I knew it;”’ replied the Rose, *
told me that it was the only large
on the river, along side of a creek.”

Charles was astonished beyond t
how the fair delicate girl that now
side him conld have the courage, t
ture to his home, at the dead hour
night. It was a distance of betwe
ing and coming, of fifty-cight miles
must have taken a far shorter trai
last, he was aroused from his reve

her asking,— - "
“ What is Charles thinking of?

angry at the Rose for going !’

++ No, my dear Rese, it was not t}

“Then you were thinking of your
away among the paie faces, Oht’ sh
tinued with energy, “ how the Rose
like to berwith the pale faces, and |
ways with you. You are so goc
kind to her, that she loves vou.”

“ Rose,’”” asked Charles thougl
**do you ever think that the Blacl
ther i3 net your father anp that yo
a father and mother who are wh
teurself '’ !

“ Yes, the Rose has often thoug
she replied sorrowfully, *‘and an old
told her 8o, long ago ; and it was sl
taught Ler to speak French. The
Panther calls me his daughter, an
me, though sometimes he is da

cross.”’
“ You do not remember ever seei

mother " asked Charles,

“ I do not know,” replied the Ros
I got something here, that alwa;
around 1y neck, as long as I can 1
ber, T asked the Black Panther
was, and he told me it was myae
t hat the great spirit had put it arot
neck. As shespoke, she took asm:
tocket from her bos om, and place
the hands of Charles. He opened
there was the picture of a beautif
who greatly. résembled the Rose
oyes of the young girl filled with t
she said. ¢ Perhaps that is my 1
oh ! how beautiful she looks! 1
pray to her, when I pray to the gre
rit. Charles looked on the pictur
long time. When, as he was
down the cover, his finger happs
press another spring. A lid fley
and revesaled an other apastment.

There was an engraving of a Ma
er, with those words written unde
‘* Presented o Blanche Elesmore, |
ken of love and esteem; by her af
ate aunt, Anne Howard.”



