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lte spot where the conflict had taken place.-
Ini an open space enclosed in a circle of trecs,
Wehere the trampled drift gave evidence of the
late straggle, and a few bodies were stiffening
in the sharp armsphere, the indistinct gliîn-
ruier of a fire th rew a wild lurid flash on the ob-
lieets around, revealing the placid fcatures of
lte dead, and the movements of several Indi-
ens who were passing, through the clcar space
and the forest adjacent. Beside the flamne sat
1ý Young chief, with lus head resting- upoii his
hand, and his body reclining in an attitude of
Weariness, from uniusual exertion and the loss
«f blood occasioned by a guashoýt wound in
te leg.
The fiery ardour with which lic had l)rosecut-

ed the strife, nourished by the exciting roar of
akrtillery, the shout of the troops as they rusheti
lu the charge, succeeded as it was, by the cheer
01 triumph, as the enemy were driven in dis-
Otder frorn the fieldi, had passed away; and
1etute physical suffering Nwith the loneliness of
14e scene around, awoke feelings of a iiielan-

eôynature, which the presence of the stiIl
4ead, in their snowy shrouds-mysterious and
tUlearthly as they appeareti to the supersîiîious
Ittind of the Indian, was not calçulated to sub-
due.

Graduallv bis thougbts wandered from the
Ptospeot before him, to another country and a
tOrMer perioti. The face of his beloveti, as he
4ld last seen ber-pale and sorrowful, appear-

etu grow out of the indistinct glooim, now ob-
*Catred in a volume of amoke, but agfaîn visible
48 the cloud rolled slowly away, awakening
bitter remembrance and painful regrets, which
ite imagined had long since been banisheti
1ýi0M his heart; yielding now ta their inîpul-
'ive violence, fia buried his face beneath tbe
fOlds of his blanket andi nurseti the grief that
had fed so, long and secretly upon the fresb-
ttess of bis youth.

'3uddenly the noise of an approaching foot-
%lp, followed by the fall of some object at bis

8itle startled the chiaf from bis raverie. Look-
Ulg up, he observeti some one ratiring in the
4atk shadow of the trees, and with astonisbaed
WeOnider, lifted from the grounti, the nacklace
Of. Wanpum which bie bad given so long since
Io the being then uppermost li his thougbts.
W'ith a wild foreboding, ha hald it to the ligbt
Of the dying fire, and distinctly traced in the
lDGCuliar arrangement of the beads, of wbich it
'eaaf composed, a confirmation of his féars.-
't bore this legend-

<'Peace unto Adela !-his isard nras trzxer
#ý4the heas-t of the, etranger. 7tc Gr-eat

3

Spirit called his child ta the land of the just-
site has gone!'

Before many moons had wancd, the sachanm
left forcver, the tribe of bis adoption, and eit-
dcavoured la the prairies of the 1'far West,"'
amîidst its fierce bunters and exciting associa-
tions, ta subdua bis sorrow.

Mlalsosep sleeps beneath the- butternut trec,
on the banks of ber own brigbht river, îvhere
she hati so often sat in the dawy ave, by the
side of bier false love. Tbe soft brecza parts
" the long summer grasses," and the wild
bec murmure bis drowsy song over tle flow -
ers that bloom lin the shade of the o'erarcb-
ing leaves, as in the old time; but the truc
andi gentle licart that would bave joyeti with
the gladnass of ber warmi youtb, in the excee<l-
ing, beauty of the green eartb, lay mnoulderiicg
bclow.

Twica lias an unseen finger painted the au-
tumn leaf witb the bues of the scîting sun,
since lier voice was heard In the dwdllns of'
lier people. Yet the Jndian mnaidens pause,
and the mcrry laugh is biushed as they pass
that quiet grave, whule they speak in wbispers
of ber beauty andi broken beart, that trusteci
in the white man's love; andi a lesson is taugbt
tham from the memiory of bier sati hisîory,-
neyer to put faith la tbe words of the unjust
pale-faces.

Thafollowing lines suggestcd by thieevidenc-
of prematura dccay, stamped upon ber appear-
ance wben I first saw bar, propbetic as they
proveti to be of ber untimely departure, may
flot prove uninteresting ta those wbose svnu-
pathies bave been inlbsted la the perusal of this
true reeord.

To gaze upon that pallid chck,
Andi that aye's wild mourrnful ligbt;

That faultless form, so wan and weak
Witb the crash of the spirit's blight.

The ravea bair on ber youtbful brow-
That register of care;

In shadowy foltis bangs liztlcss now,
For sorrow's touch la there.

Andi ber plaintive voice is low and sad,
As she singe by the forest tire ;-

'You could not 'wake to, accents glad,
The cords of a breaking lyre!

How coulti tbe love of a stranger wring
From its gusbing founit, tby heart's ivarm

tears ;
Flinging the sîtade of grief's dark wing

0er the cloudiese ligbt of thy sunny vears?
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