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nimbly jump from branch to branch. Let 
ui enter the wigwam. It is larger and 
more comfortable than any of the othera. It 
present* a neatness and cleanness that 
would surprise one to find among the In
dians. It might well be called the palace 
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-

Rose. The poor girl stood trembling with 
the fright that she had received ; but now 
as Charles's gase met hers, the tell-tale 
blush mounted to both their forehead^— 
Charles smiled and continued, as he lay 
-back In the bed :—“ I felt so happÿ with 
her in my arms. But, all of a sudden, the 
Black Panther dashed over the fence and 
cleft the Rose in the head with his toma
hawk. I screamed, and then awoke." 
“And л tarnel start you gave us. You 
near frightened the life out o' the gal, on’ 
ten years' growth out o’ me. I can tell 
you something, I guess, about that kissing 
scrape," and he directed another mischie
vous look at the young girl.

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

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

“ I think that 1 have been very sick, 
Ben. I hardly remember being brlbght 
here, and nothing from that out "

“ Wall, Charley boy," said Ben, again 
stretching himself on the bench. “ We 
thought for a long time that you rather 
had a notion of kickin’ the bucket. ; but I 
am of the 'pinion that'vou gave it tip jist 
in time. I believe that 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. 
You have laid out there 10 dry for seven 
days, without as much as sayin' “ mum " 
to a mother's son on us. When I’d go 
near you, you would jist look at a fellar, 
like you had never seen a human critter 
’efore. You waro the whole time a killin’ 
Mohawks ; an’, the next moment, you’d 
be off a lookin’ at ’em burnin' Millecetes ; 
on* 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 I know ’em like 
a book—all by heart—listen now, an’ see 
if I dôn’t—“ CMrptny honey, I love you.— 
Bear sweet Rose—beloved of my heart— 
oh ! you dearest critter.—My best and 
true----- "

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

” l won’t stop either ! By golly і won’t 
I ’stonish my wife wheff I get home. I’ll 
put my arms 'round her neck, an’ say,— 
“ oh ! my dear, lovely Suke, how my heart
is a bearin' for----

“ Do 
angry.

“ Why, don's you want to hear any more 
what you said ?"

“ No."
“ But you shall though," and Ben put 

on such a comical face that Charles had to 
laugh in spite of himself.

“ I thought that I’d get a laugh out op 
you,” cried the good hearted fellow.— 
“ Now, s’pose I might as well toll you 
what the Rose did, as you seem to be kind 
o’ figidy o’ what you did. But I won’t, I

“What did she do?’.’ asked Charles, 
eagerly.
“Ha ! I guessed it, that you'd have no 

objections of a bearin’ it. Wall, as I was 
a sayin’, you’d talk so sweet to her, an’ 
say such pretty things that—”

“Now, there you ore again, Ben!" cried 
Charles, who did not like any allusion to 
what he said, when he was insensible.

“ Confound it man! let me go on. You’d 
talk so pçetty to her, that it would bring 
the tears to her eyes, an’ she’d stoop down 
an’ kise you, an’ rest her cheek on 
forehead. She would stop that way for ar. 
hour an' then she would stand up an’ look 
aijyou for»o long time.on’ 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 always spoke French, 
when a «peakin' to her; an* how lovely 
she looked ! it fairly makes my heart warm 
to her, when I think on ic. She has never 
slept a wink aince you took sick, but 
always at your side, day and night. Poor 
gal ! she's near worn out ; but as bad as 
she feels, yv-he'd set up with you as long 
“gain. Oh !” continued Ben, in a burst 
of almost eloquence, ‘she loves you, if 
over a woman loved a man. Her whole 

miicl.ievoui look trom Chailoi to the White soul is planted in you, an’ it kitia the poor

critter when she thinks that she’ll lore you. 
You must always treat her kindly. She’s 
bashful of you now, she’ll hardly look st 
you ; but sti* wnrn’t that way when your 
eyes ware shut. But itajiat lise all wimeu, 
they don’t like to let a fellar know when 
they’re soft about him ; that would’at be 
genteel—but jist shut your eyes, an’ make 
pretends that you're asleep, an* if they 
don’t stare at you, then kies an' hug you» 
there's no suakea in Varginie. But. any 
way, if ever we get ont on this taruel hole 
I’d like to take her with me.”

A silence now ensued for a few moments, 
till at last Charles, whd had relapsed into 
a deep study, said, as a shade of^gloom 
crossed his face, •• I would like well to 
know how my poor mother takes my ab
sence. I am afraid that she will be griev
ing greatly for me ; also, John, Annie and 
father. Perhaps they think that I am dead 
or killed."

“ Oh f no, they will hadly think that," 
replied Ben, trying to reassure him.

“ But, Ben, how are we to get away from 
this ? they will most likely kill ns, and Г11 
never see my parents agaiu. Perhaps now 
they are grieving for me. My mother, my 
poor mother !’’ and covering his face with 
his hands he commenced to weep. There 
is a lime in sickness when we brood over 
our misfortunes, that they become exag
gerate^ ; 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 be 
covered his face with his hands and wept 
—aye, wept till the teais oozed out from 
between his fingers, and then rolled down 
on the pillow.

The White Rose, when she saw him 
weep, looked from Charles to Bon with a 
face on which pain and perplexity were 
stamped. Then rising up, she hent down 
over the young man, while she said in a 
low, trembling voice in French. y .

“ Has the Rose done any thing wrong 
to make you weep ? if she has, she is sor
ry-very sorry, tell her and she will go 
away." As she finished speaking, there 
was such an expression of pain onc^ grief 
on her sweet face, that it showed plainly 
she fell hurt to think that she had done 
any harm or caused any soirow to Charles. 
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 him. He took her 
hand ar.d pressed it to his lips, while he 
exclaimed with great cncsgy, “You offend 
me ! No, ncy dear Rose, what you have 
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 
for a few moments, then bending her head 
low to his, her cheek rested upon his brow. 
He could not, sick and r.ll as he was, help 
kissing lier lips. A deep blush overspread 
her neck and face, cs she started back; yet 
thero was no sign of anger on her counte
nance at the liberty he had taken.

“ Well, I do declare, that’s pretty wnrk. 
Need'nt try to humbug Ben Weeks, when 
you think that he’s asleep. I heard the 
smack;” shouted Ben, ir. such a tone of 
genuine goo4 humour that if brought a 
smile on Charles' features, 
continued with a mischievous twinkle in 
his eye, “ I shall bo a fellin' the old 
riemau on you, my lad, that the pair on 
you are here a courtin’ right ’eforo my eyes. 
But I suppose that Ben Weeks is nobody 
here."

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 M^ole contents of an 
apothecary shop sticking in their throats, 
and were not able to swallow it. After 
that you must listen to a long string of 
diseases that have been or are still in their 
farailv ; and they will trace thorn back so 
far, that you con not help believing but' 
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 l.ie leg; and then 
iher dear James, when he got his arm out ; 
and her youngest son Jenny, when he had 
the Typus Fever, &c. Then about herself, 
how she had the tooth ache, side ache, ear 
ache—head ache and back ache, &c. You 
may turh in your bed and groan at the 
awful category of aches. Try and com
fort her, to get her to stop. Get her to 
stop ! If you do, apply for a patent at 
once. You wilt „get it, and then make 
your fprtune. îfo.'fochiXa thing ia not.in 
the роЦег of >т«д. If she does stop, it is 
on 1 àfrêëher jfcart. /then, ten chan
ces to one, but ун! will hear Jhe same long 
list of ailments over again, and she will 
not stop where she did before. She is de
termined to go through this time. / You 
will hear even down to how many times 
her dear little poodle sneezes through the 
day. “ Is it all 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 far you to hear) 
those very consoling words : —

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

Now, mark that good humoured smil
ing countenance as it enters the sick room,—■ 
Does it net send a sunshine of ріелвиг^ be
fore it ? It is so contegeous that every one 
around catches the good feeling. It hard
ly enters the room before the invalid be
comes a shade brighter. They will all 
emile, he will smile, aye, laugh.—Why ? 
Because he does not see his soon death 
warrant in that pleasant face ; end there
fore it is like a reprieve to him,and he feels 
happy to have such a being near him. A I 
burden of sad feelings and irritation ia 
lifted off his heart, and therefore he most 
feel better than he would with such s 
weight upon him. Good natured people 
may cry out :—“A sick room is no place 
for mirth.*' But is it,a place to wake в 
man before he is dead Î There is 
dium in all things .Imagination has a pew- 
erful effect on a sane man, and what will 
it not have on a sick ono ? If he has to 
look (as a sick man will most naturally 
look) into the faces around him for an in
dex to the state of his sickness, ar.d then 
to see them so dark, solemn and funera* 
looking, what can the poor follow think ? 
Not that he is getting better surely ; but 
that he in so fat gone that they think he has 
actually “ slipped the wind," and the) are 
now waking him. IIis feelings must be 
pleasant, very ! Aye Ie our rough Ben 
Weekey^vJffTftis pleasant glow of good hu
mour on nis face, would bo a better com
panion to a sick man than all the black, 
coffin shaped faces in the world. Day 
after day passed, and every day Charlol 
got better. No wonder hp would, with 
such я bright fair girl to attend on him.— 
Her very presence was an antidote against 
sickness; and Charles always felt far hap
pier, u hen she was beside him. wThej^ 
would talk long together, and never seem
ed to tire of each other's company. Train
ed in the school of nature, all her activai 
were artless : and nil her words we*e 
nothing but what a guileless heart would 
prompt her to sty. 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 and it would be 
decided, if the great epirit|wiahed the tfo 
pale faces to be put to death, or, at least, 
the council was to tell what kind of ■ 
death they were to suffer. Perhaps they 
might be offered as a sacrifice, 
she continued, “ the great warriors lot* 
the White Rose, and they will save you 
for her enko. There is one young * arrier 
wno wants to tnk‘i the White Rose to his 
wigwam ; but the Rose knows that be И 
bad and cruel, and she loves the pale face 

they are praising it, they have their doubts better, aud likes td call him Charles.”

Charles smiled as he «aid, •• They 
not allow you to enter the council.”

“Ah *" said the maiden laughing. 
Rose can get in. They will not da 
refuse the daughter of the Black Pantl 

“And what will you do, if they d 
you in? They will not permit yc 
speak.*

«• Yes, I will speak," she replied pi 
ly. The Rose wili eof en their heai 
The will not,—they must not kill yoi 
they^u^hev 
• poke these words with such deten 
lion, such energy that it sent the 
mounting to her forehead.

“ Tarnation !" cried Ben Weeks ii 
nest delight as he could not—no nr 
the life of him—help catching her і 
arms, yon re an angel, the best and 
critter that ever drew breath." She 
eel from him and jumped to the s 
Charles.

“ I guess that I’m ore too many h 
see how the cat jumps. So I leav- 
the pair on you, to pull avvny aa fast t 
can," cried Ben laughing, as lie stro 
ta the next room.
“Oh ! she is я noble girt,"’ murt 

Charles, a? he looked up at the Bos< 
stood by his side.

“ Were you speaking to me Г* sht 
ed, while she innocently looked in 
face ; for she thought that she had 
him «peak. ,

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

“ Yes. she replied, the Rose can 
herself, when Charles was sleeping.’

“ Whàt did you travel out twent) 
to the River and back again last n 
asked Chailes in astonishment.
“Yes,” replied the girl, “and > 

home before you awoke. I went f 
than the River to the large house 
up ths river, where the pale faces 
thei£ wigwams. I put the paper 
door of your father.

“ IIow did you know it f'rsked v 
in greater astonishment, “ you were 
there before/'

“ I knew it," replied the Rose, “ f 
told me that it was the only large 
on the river, along side of a creek."

Charles was astonished beyond fc 
how the fair delicate girl that now t 
side him could have the courage, t< 
lure to hie home, at the dead hour 
night. It was a distance of betwe< 
ing and coming, of fifty-eight miles 
must have taken a far shorter trai 
last, he was aroused from his revt 
her asking,—

“ What is Charles thinking of? 
angry at the Rose for going !"

** No, my dear Rose, it was not tl 
“ Then yôu were thinking of your 

away among the pale faces, OlvF’ eh 
tinued with energy, “ how the Rose 
like to bthwith the pale faces, and 1 
ways with you. You are so goo 
kind to her, that she loves you."

“ Rose,” asked Charles thougl 
“do you ever think that the Black 
therU not 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 so, long ago ; and it was el 
taught her to speak French. 
Panther call* me his daughter, an< 
me, though sometimes he is da 
cross."

“ You do not remember ever seeii 
mother ?" asked Charles.

“ I do not know," replied the Ros 
I got something here, that alwn; 
around my neck, aa long as I can r 
ber. I asked the BlaiTk Panther \ 
was, and he told me it was myie 
t hat the great spirit had- put it arot 
neck. As she spoke, she took a soil 
locket from her bos от, and place 
the hands of Charles. He opened 
there was the picture of a beautifi 
who greatly resembled the Rose, 
eyes of the young girl filled with t 
she said. “ Perhaps that is ту i 
oh ! how beautiful she looks ! I 
pray to her, when I pray to the gre 
rit. Charles looked on the pictui 
long time. When, aa ho was p 
down the cover, his finger happe 
press another spring. A lid flev 
and revealed an other apartment.

There was an engraving of a Ma 
er, with those words written undi 
“ Presented to Blanche Elesmore, t 

ken of love and esteem, by her afi 
ate aunt, Anne Howard."

. DAILY WORK.
Who legs tor dread çf daily work 
And his appointed task would shirk, 

Commits a folly and a crime ;
A soulless 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 dally toil for daily fee.

No ! Let ua work ! We only ask 
Reward proportioned to our task ;

We have no quarrel with the great ; 
No feud with rank - 
With mill or bank—

No envy of a lord’s estate.
If we can earn sufficient store 

To satisfy our daily need,
And can retain.
For ago and pain 

A fraction, we are riel: indeed.

No dread of toil have we or oure ;
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 llint’s coming in ! 
And joy to 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 asks for homblest wealthy 
Knough^br competence and health ; \ 

And leisure when hie work is done,

will have to kill me."A
ing and surpassing cleanness, could not be 
found even among the most civilized of 
the whites. The Rose, pale^igdsorrowful 
looking, yet beautiful in that soSrr 
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 bed in a fever, though 
the crisis had passed and he recovering, 
he still was insensible. His over ejortion 
at the rime that he was taken ; his expo- 

n the cold ground and 
night dew ; and, lastly, his nervous sys
tem, injured by the sight of the “ stake," 
— all combined to bring on a violent fever. 
He would, in ell probability, have died» 
were it not 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
tion which one would suppose to be at 
variance with hie rude nature, nursed ind 
administered to him ; but yet he had to 
give way to the kindness of that sweet girl. 
Oh ! there is something endearing in the 
лїаге and watchful tenderness of a young 

mMving girl around a sick bed, especially, 
of ono whom she loves. We fail when we 
try to express in words all her care, her 
watchfulness, Ler love, her never-tiring 
and undying attention to us. Words

row, was

one

to the mid-sure o

To read his bock,
By chimney nook,

Or stroll at setting of the sun. 
Who toils aa every man should toil 

For fair reward, efeet and fret ; 
These are the men—
The best of men—

These are the men we mean to be !

Original gfnrtj. never
can, nor never will be more than a mock
ery of her virtues—virtuel whose grestneae 
we may feel, bat 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 chamber is darkened, and 
all is stillness around him. While that 
sweet, low, accent,'as it asks in touching 
softness his wants : that light tread, as 
noiseless as tho falling of a snow drop, as 
alio moves across the chamber ; that soft, 
tender hand that strokes his temples and 
smooths his pillow ; that watchful eye that 
anticipates his slightest wants and 
closes at hla side ; that tender, loving heart 
that feels not his irritation or peevishness; 
but still clings to him with a love that jh 
almost supernatural,—all aro combined in 
the woman of his love, as she hovers, like 
a miniitering angel around his sick bod. 
Qod bless her ! long may she remain 
and ever shall she be dear to man’s heart.

The Hose eat by Charles’ bed side in si
lence. She seemed to bo watching tho 
working of his face ; for, at litocs.it would 
become agitated, as if ho were troubled 
with some startling dreams. He gave a 
slight start ; she arose end bent over him. 
There was something which he said in his 
sleep, thatshe stooped down to hear. Why 
did she blush and a tear start into her eyes, 
as she caught the meaning of those words 
so lowly murmured ? His dream was of 
her. A emile lingered or, his pale lips ; 
and a pleasant glow mounted to his hand
some facs. His lips again moved. ‘Hose, 
will you become my wife? I love you,” he 
murmured. The girl instinctively under
stood the full 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 hie. 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. He awoke ; ana at his awak
ening, his reason returned. Ben Weeks 
had started from the bench, and now stood 
at tho aide of the bed. Charles looked at 
him for a few moments, in bewilderment, 
then about the room.

“ What ia the matter, Charley, my poor 
boy ?” asked Ben, kindly.

“ Oh ! I have been dreaming ; yet it was 
so natural. I thought that I was by the 
side of that beautiful girl that camo to mo 
in the woods ; and my fasher, mother, 
brother ami sister eat beside me also. The 
girl put her arms around my neck, nr.d 
kissed me—

“ I calculate that you war’n’t far 
ken there,” broke in Ben, as he cast a
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ВГ t. И.—CDAPTEtt v.
Tub 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 Hiver, 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 while 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 
“ pale faces ” or Millecetes were so 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 acquainted with the passage. 
It ran through winding passages, over hills, 
up brooks, around deep ewamps, till it 
finally reached the valley. 80 after they 
had committed any depredations aga’nst 
the Millecetes or whiles, they could fly to 
their stronghold and there remain i»per- 
feet security, till it would he partly forgot
ten. Then, they might 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 
foliovy.tis to the valley of Manatau. It 
a fine beautiful day ; and a June sun 
an unusual heat yfirkh was psrtly lessened 
by the thick foliage of the deep grove.— 
The beet put of the Indiana were away 
hunting, and those who remained 
either scattered in groups, or else seated 
on the ground smoking their long pipes, 
and laughing at the merry gambols of the 
children. It looked a happy scene. Black 
Panther’» wigwam was at a considerable 
distance from the other». The old chief
tain dark and silent, with his blanket dr 
closely around him, sat at the door 
king a long reed pipe. He eat gloomily
wntuhin;;

cufiudu;* s»*ю iht? air mid formed thom- 
* elves into rings. Every Using seemed 
quiet and *:iil around him, except, 
and then< a bird would perch upon a lofty 
beech aud chirp and whistle as it would

yoa

never

a me-

stop Béÿr1 cried Charles, half
so ;

I

TheThen Ben

gon-

Theeo blunt remarks of Ben’s were in
tended by the good hearted fellow to rally 
Charles, and not let him follow out tho 
mood of melancholy that ho xvas in, and 
to keep him from sinking into deep de
pression of spirit—the most fatal compan
ion that я sick man could ever bare in the 
same bed with him. Keep it out, and ten 
changes to one the invalid will get better. 
Some people fancy that the best comfort 
that they can bring into а sick man’s bed 
room, is a long solemn face, ono in which 
you can see your own death written in 
charaçters so legible that they are not to 
be mistaken.

was
gave

your
were

awn They will, if they stop an 
hour, bote you to death by asking you 
and • ver, as fast as their tongue can spefck 
it, “How do you feel where is your pain? 
how '!•■» you sleep ? what medicine are you 
takii. Д ? what : doctor attends you ? does 
he cull often ? did you try such and such 
a medicine ?” and, at the same time that

smo-
“ But,*'over

* wreaths of smoke, as they

mis ta-
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