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“’Twas like himself,” cried the inveterate
forester, whose prejudices contributed so largely
to veil his natural sense of justice in all matters
which concerned the Mingoes, “a lying and de-
ceitful varlet as he is. An honest Delaware
now, being fairly vanquished, would have lain
still, and been knocked on the head, but these
knavish Maguas cling to life like so many cats-
o’-the-mountain. Let him go—let him go; ’tis
but one man, and he without rifle or bow, many
a long mile frem his French comrades; and,
like rattler that has lost his fangs, he can do no
further mischiel, until such time as he, and we
too, may leave the prints of our moccasins over
o long reach of sandy plain. See, Uncas,” he
added, in Delaware, “your father is flaying the
scalps alrcudy. It may be well to go round and
fell the vagabonds that are left, or we may have
another of them loping through the woods, aud
screcching like a jay that has been winged.”

S0 saying, the honest, but implacable scout,
made the circuit of the dead, into whose sense-
lcss bosoms he thrust his long knife, with as
1uch coolness as though they had been so many
brute carcasscs, Fle had, however, been antici-
pated by the eider Mohican, whlo had already|?
torn thic ciablems of victory from the unresisting
beads of the slain.

But Uncas, dénying his habits, we had almost
said his nature, flew with instinctive delicacy,
accompanied by Heyward, to the assistance of
the females, and quickly relcasing Alice, placed
her in the arms of Cora, We shall not attempt
to describe the attitude to the Almighty Disposer
of events which glowed in the bosoms of the
sisters, who were thus unexpectedly réstored to
life and to each other. Their thanksgivings were
deep and silent; the offerings of their gentle
spitits. burning brightest and purest on the
secret altars of their hearts ; and their renovated

and more earthly feelings exhibiting themselves |

in long and fervent, though speechless caresses.
As Alice rose from her knees, where she had
sunk by the side of Cora, she threw herself on
the bosem of the latter, and sobbed aloud the
name of their aged father, while her soft, dove-
hike eyes, sparkled with the rays of hope.

“We are saved ! we are saved ! she murmur-
ed ; “to return to the arms of our dear, dcar
{uther, and his heart will not be broken with
grief. And you too, Cora, my sister ; my more
than sister, my mother; you too are spared.
And Duncan,” she added, looking round upon
the youth with a smile of ineffable innocence,
“even our own brave and noble Duncan has
cscaped without a hurt.”

To these ardent and nearly incoherent words,
Cora made no other answer than by straining
the youthful speaker to her heart, as she bent
over her in melting tenderness. The manhood.
of Heyward felt no shamein dropping tears over
‘this spectacle of affectionate rapture; and Uncas

stood, fresh and blood-stained from the combat,

a calm, and, apparently, an unmovcd locker-on,
it is true, but with cyes that had already lost
their fierceness, and were becaming with a sym-
pathy that elevated him far above the intelli-
gence, and advanced him probably centuries
before the practices of his nation.

During this display of emotions so natural in
their situation, Hawkeyc, whose vigilant dis.
trust had satisfied itself that thc¢ Hurcns, who
disfigured the heavenly scene, no longer possess-
ed the power to interrupt its harmony, approach-
ed David, and liberated him {rom the bonds he
had, until that moment, endured with the most
exemplary patience.

“There,” exclaimed the scout, casting the last
withe behind him, “you urc once more master
of your own limbs, though you seem not to use
them with much greater judgement than that in
which they were first fashioned. If advice from
one who is not older than yourself, but who,
having lived most of his time in the wilderness,
may be said to have experienc beyond s
years, will give no offence. you arc welcome ‘to
my thoughts; and those are, to part with the
little tooting instrument in your jacket to the
first fool you meet with, and buy some useful
we'pon with the money, if it be only the barrel
of a horseman’s pistol. By industry and care,
you might thus come to some prefarment; for by
this time, I should think, your gyes would plain-
1y tell you that a carrion crow is a better bird
than a mocking thresher. The one will, at Jeast,
remove foul sights from before the face of man,
while the other is only good to brew disturbances
in the woods, by cheating the ears of all that
hear them.”

“Arms and the clarion for the battle, but the
song of thanksgiving to the victory!” answered
the libérated David. “Friend,” he added,
thrusting forth his lean, delicate hand towards
Hawk-eye, in kindness, while his eye twinkled
and grew moist, “I thank thee that the hairs of
my head still grow where they were hrst rooted
by Providence; for, though some of other men
may be more glossy and cuiling, 1 have cver
found mine own well suited to the brain they
shelter. That I did not join myself to the
battle, was less owing to disinclination, than to
the bonds of the heathen. Valiant and skilful
hast thou proved thyself in the conflict, and I
thereby thank thee, hefore proceeding to dis-
charge other and more important duties, hecause
thou has proved thyself well worthy of a
Christian’s praise.”

«“The thing is bt a trifle, and what you may
often see, if you tarry long among us,” returned
the scout, a good deal softened towards thc man
of song, by this uncquivocal expression of grati-
tude. - “I have got buck my old companion, *kill-
deer,'” he added. striking his hand on the breech
of his rifle; “and that in itsclf is a victory.
These Iroquois are cunning, but they outwitted
themselves when they placed their fire-arms out
of reach; and had Uncas or his father been
gifted with only their common Indian patience,
we should have come in upon the knaves with
three bulicts instead of one, and that would
have made a finish of the whole pack; yon lope-
ing vacet, as well as his comrades. But
"twas all fore-ordered, and for the best.”

“Thou sayest well,” rcturned David, “ar_ld

hast caught the true spirit of Christianity. He-
that is to be saved will be saved, and he that is .
predestincd to be damned will be damnped. This ~
is the doctrinc of truth, and most consoling and
refreshing it is t6 the true believer.” :

The scout, who by this time was seated, ex-
amining into the state of his rifle with a species
of parental assiduity, now looked up at the other
in a displeasure that he did not affect to conceal’
roughly interrupting further speech.

“Doctrine or no doctrine,” said the sturdy
woodsman, ‘’tis the Lelief of knaves,” and the
curse of an honest man. I can credit that yon-.-
der Huron was to fall by my hand, for with my
own eyes I have seen it; but nothing short of
being a witness, will cause me to thmk he has .
met with any reward, or that Chmgachgook,
there, will be condemned at the final day.”

“You have no watranty for such an audacious
doctrine, nor any convenant to support it,” cried

{1 David, who was deeply tinctured with the subtle

distinctions which, in his time, and more especi: .
ally in his province, had been drawn around the
beautiful simplicity of revclation, by endeavour-
ing to penetrate the awful mystery of the divine
nature, supplying laith by self-sufficiency, and
by consequence, involving those who reasoned
from such human dogmas' in absurdities and
doubt ; “‘your temple is reared on the sands, and
the first tempest will wash away its foundation,
I demand your authorities for such an uncharit- =
able assertion.” Like other advocatesof a system
David was not always accuratc in his use of
terms. “Name chapter and verse]; in which “of
the l;xoly books do you find language to support
you 2"

“Book 1" repcated Hawk-eye, with singular
and ill-concealed disdain ; ““do you take me for
a whimpering boy at the apron string of onc of
your old gals; and this good rifle on my . knee
for the feather of a goose's wing, my ox’s horn
for a bottle of ink, and my leathern pouch “for a °
cross-barred handkercher to carry my dinner ?
Book! what have such as I, who am a warrior
of the wilderness, though a man without a cross,
to do with books? I never read but in one, and
the words that are written therc are too simple
and too plain to need much schooling ; though
I may boast that of forty long and hard-
working years.’

“What call you the volume?” said David,
misconceiving the other’s meaning.

«*Tis open before your eyes,” rcturned the
scout ; “and he who owns it is not a niggard of
its use. I have heard it said that therc arc men
who read in books to convince themselves there
isa God. I know not but man may so deform
his works in the settlements, as to leave that
which is so clear in the wilderness a matter of
doubt among traders and priests. If any such
there be, and he will follow me from sun to sun,
through the windings of the forest, he shall see
enough to teach him that he is a fool, and that
the greatest of his folly lies in striving to rise to
the level of one he can '1cv01 cqual, be it in good-
ness, or be it in power.”

The instant David discovered that he battled
with a disputant who imbibed his faith from
the lights of nature, eschewing all subtleties of
doctrine,,.hc willingly abandoned a controversy,
from which he believed neither profit nor credit
was to be derived. While the scout was speak-



