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YOu many proofA of friendship, and never injured TE

You-nay, loved and trusted youi" INDIAN NURSE'S DEATIH SONG.
"Neever injured me " replied Montblliard. nA the voices of the brave from yonder fair south.
Proud man, 'tis false. Look here," and he raised west-

his dark locks from his forehcad, " know you this They welcone poor Nanoina unto her plare of reit.
manrk, and will you still declarc you never wronged The bills are glad with living things-the valleys bright

with corn,
Beyond the beautiful blue sky where aIl the brave are

"i François Montauiban 1" exclaimred the duke, oe
starting back. " Mcreiful heaven 1 yet no, it can-

ot "The earth is cold-the bills are lone-the pleasaut
places sad,

" Yes; it is François Montauban-the bastard And everything la desolate that once could nalk-6 me
kinsman of the noble Duke of -- 1 the victim glad.
of his violence-is slave-the mark of all bis .The white man's corn is groving now upon our fathera'

e graves-Sscrnful jests and wayward humours-the object And owtatonit'sechildren fleeuntothc western waveS
On whom the young oppresser lavished his bitter

blows ~ ~ ~ ~ I adbteewod."'Tis time Namoina too should go-shie cannot longer
bio)q and bittérer wnrd-s" < stay-

"François Montauban !" again exclaimed the For as the rainbow from the cloud lier tribe bath jassed
duke; but in a tone of ngonized recognition. away;

The same-the same," continued the dying Her heart is throbbing at thy voice, O rait thee, Mohaton!
<4 liehears lier father,too-the brave,the migitv A sawon;with a sullen glare of defiance. " It avails She bear ber fabtote bra the mih: a eawcn;
eShe hears her little baby's voice, soft as the wvindi at even- I iot now to speak of the events that brought me And all lier brethren beckon lier unto the far-off heaven 1

hither--I fled from the oppressor's face-and
"Child of the Rtising-sun !f my Flowver i Namoina can.Piunged into the maddening vortex of the vorld; d notstay;

the world oppressed-derided-and deceived me. For ail the voices of her tribe are calling her away,
sought another hemisphere; and thitier the But one tear falleth on her cheek-it is to leave thee now

Young despot, who had embittered my childishi Within a world whose fearful blight may gather round

days, followed me, to snatch the guerdon of my a tb e omytoil axd bood Ye; th prud ukede ' ~But at the comning of thy steps may pain forever flee;
toil& and blood h Yes the proud Duke de ro- And He thy fathers worship, prove a way of light to
quitted his lordly home and courtly circle, to rob thee.
his bastard kinsman of his rights1 and lord it in "My native bille I and vales! and streans! ye s ill not
Tortu.a over a horde of pirates. But I have been be less bright
revenged-deeply revenged. Even from the grave e When poor Namoinahath gone forth unto the realms of
take mny defiane-receive the evidences of my il!

ienh ehanctrecandeiten th e sh of. But stranger voices even now your a weetest echoes wake,
my And stranger hand& will spoil you al O haste my heart

riumph." He waved his hand round his head, a and break!
enile lighted up his ghastly features, and he ex- I never knew, till this dark hour, ye were so very dearPired while uttering a cry of malignant and grati- But, ah! why do I linger so? my brethren are not bore1

fied revenge. . The bosom now la desolate where sun-ligbt used to
From that dismal night, the pirate Chief was dwell-

rieVer seen again in Tortuga by his rude, but sin- Ti getting cold I my buraing eye-'Tis dark ! O I Fare
5 ye welli'

cerely attached followers. The Duke de -

returned to France, and after ho had renounced
his titles and estates in favor of his little son, dis-
aPPeared in the same extraordinary and singular

ner from among men, as ho had suddenly and 1lIiIKI5O, id e, wild, and dong, a

expectedly appeared among them. Nothing And proud of health, of freedomvain,
aseVer known with certainty respecting his fate; Dreamed not of sorrow, care, or pain;

but stranger was reported to have entered concluding, in those hours of gle,

COnvent of La Trappe, about the time tlis Thal ail the sorld was made for me.

'lifortunate nobleman quitted the castle of his But when the days of trial came,

ru for ever, it was conjectured, that within When sickness shook this trembling frame,

hsei h d orWhen folly's gay pursuits were oer,
gloomny walls, ho endeavoured to expiato And I coutl dance and singr no more,

errors of hi& wild and wayward youth, and It thon occurred, how sad 'twould be,
da-ng manhood, by a life of prayer and penan. Were this world only made for se I

eThe Indian' God.
tThe Indians cali the white people the chldren f sun.

rise, because they came from thé east.
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