
THE LAST OF THE MOHICANS 2»

?w ,**^ ""• '^'^}y^^«^^ o' Heyward, nnta flnany the
shapelesi person of the singing master was concealed behind
the numberless trunks of trees that rose in dark Unes inthe intermediate space.
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CHAPTER HI

Bafore these fielda were thoni and tilled.
FuU to the brim onr rivera flowed:

The melody of waters filled
ne fresh and bonndless wood ;And twrents dashed, and rimlets played.And fountains spouted in the shade.

BryatO.

cnn,^!^^''***"'*
unsuspecting Heyward and his conflding

SH^°"if J° ^T^''^ '^ ^^P«' *°t° « 'orest that con?tained such treacherous inmates, we must use an author's
pri^Jlege and shift the scene a few miles to the westwSdof the place where we had last seen them.

^«s^^a'«'

#».. K ^
?*^' ^"^^ "«° "^8^^ »>• observed lingerinc on

journey of the encampment of Webb, like those who awaitedthe appearance of an absent person, or the approach ofsome expected event The vast canopy of w3s spreaditscW to the margin of the river, overhaS^ng the wate? andshadowing its dark glassy current with a deeper Tue ?Se

Intense heat of the day was lessened, as the cooler vapoursof the springs and fountains rose above their leafy beds

thlh*'''^*" li^
atmosphere. Still that breathinTsifencewhich marks the drowsy sultriness of an AmericL landscape in July pervaded the secluded spot, inS^upt^d oSfj

\^L? ? f
"^^v^'^g woodpecker, the discordant cry of

irr^^t ix'air"^"^« °" ^^*- '-^ ^^ <^"" --
These feeble and broken sounds were, however too

Stteres«ni°"^lr '°, '^^^ ^^'^^ attentioTS 'Z
^«! r,l«"«""«

matter of their dialogue. WhUe one olthese loiterers showed the red skin and^d accoutremLu


