
She w é

sesas wandering one day, through the green
ofè,a a forest, which stretchedi along the

fir*gg atome distance above the fort., The ofA
bened path wound through its deepest shades

bent a canopy of lofty pines, whose thickly
r ing' ra n c e m i i a e , w h r p e u a tw ilig h t.

sloEei cl are byil te ck wh c r s e a sunny
taoveem dte laborious settler, for future

'aevmnt, she reached a steep bank, that de-
ed gently to the water's edge Itw n
ties lrg days, in early autumn, whichf

thrgof thburst uSn the fading year, with some-
waseem forda bri f ancy of summer,

energe fof atriespace to -reanimate the tor-
day eres ofntr. Te sun glowred in mid.

,ivd by • and myriads of the insect tribes, re-
tirelesis transient smile, wheeled their giddy

tes aln te l ght, and sent their busy hum upon
tu ' ear air. The wdld bee, provident for

man at r 11 Il rsook ls wintry hve, and sipped
alu ta* celonied cup, to swell the treasure of

istant cell; while birds of passage, plumed
ttt to .iht, folded their do *wny wings, cou-

el *,and warn tleaker- skies should still their
04e th r hem to depart•

by&.' thre b erself on a grassy knoll, shel-
b he wo d tsansof a native grape .

to4 WI e d gin l around a'lofty
goM h ong a t ralhgarlands from bough

to tChe bOriges ntua b , almost imper-
s6 tof the brigts sun-bam. The opposite
I fthe inver was thickly wooded, chiely
stqi fate b :nes, for which that province

>%e uedo btierspersed with other trees,

4h;ý nt earl, frostw h ch hadnaredy he

eto ee in an autuhol r;nse h e

ést ra, goe seemn the presage of decay.
y1t 'nA ove gently along, bearing on its

Wt iebt -yuboen redection of nature in

444 orurs wt hous hum of brnd
edv %.-c sported their brief etistence on its

eshing stream and forest dell, breathed in mutE
ornn tle O innocent enjoyment. These

kemoC which his presence had consecrated in her
enory, when in the freshness of thedewy mornat non-itdy sultry hour, and beneath the quiet,

he O.lit heavens, they ad ltogether adored
the Oheliness of nature, were retraced by her,

* fond entiusiasm of a simple and devoted
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>arresited by this narrow passage, rushed boldly
over the jutting -rocks, and pouring its chafed
and fioaming. waters into the calm stream below,

,which again expanding to its usual breadth, pro-
duced a fall of singular and romantic beauty.
Every rising tide forced the river from. its natu-
rai course, throwinig it back from the rocks above,
thus reversing the fall, which rushed with equal

rpdity,. though from a less dizsy height. Twice
also, in each tide of that remarkable bay, the se
was on a level with the river, which then flowed
smoothly over the rocks, and then only the dan-
gerous obstruction was overcome, and the navi-
gation unimpeded, at the place described.

Though Lucie had been long familiar with the
scene, it wasi too grand and attractive to be
viewed at any time 'with indifference; and she
stood -long watching the torrent as is dashed

from rock to rock, tossing high in air, its flakes
of snowy foam

The report of a fowling piece was presently
heard, followed by De Valette's well-known
whistle, and the bark of Hero, bis favorite
sporting companion. Lucie hadl strolled along
the river bank, some distance above the water-
fall, and not unwilling to avoid a tête-a-tête
with De Valette, which of late was rather em-
barrassing to them both, she hastily threw ber-
self into a bark canoe, which somes Indian had
left stranded among the reeds. A blanket lay in
it, which she threw across her shoulders; and
releasing her hair fromn the golden bodkin whic
confined it, she bound the Blowing tresses with a
string of scarlet berries, which had probably been
brought there to adorn some tawny damsel of the
forest. Directly, she heard approaching foot.
steps, and glancing round, saw De Valette, push-
ing carelessly through brier and bush, in pursuit
of game, and Hero trotting gravely by his side.
A loud bark from the dog boded discovery as he,
and his master, halted on a bank aboye her, and
looked down to survey the occupant of the boat.
Lucie, sportively inclined to carry on the dis-
guise she had assumed, from a whim of the mo-

thmnta the Indian fas on, at the an i
chantimg in a low, disguised voice, using a few
Indian words, which she had learned, for the
monotonous refrain.

"1 How now, my little squaw," said De Valette,
advancing nearer, " have you got cast away

"d I am waiting for the tide, to go back to the fort
again,"she said, 'In such broken French, as the ca-
tifées learned fromn th.eir intercourse wit the whi tes.

" Andwhat are you so busy about, ma belle
sauvage?" he asked, still advancing nearer.

hie wi ihemmed in by
Ough wichit udworn a

channeL The noble stream,
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