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* Sioux ; aud when Tlorimond de  Rance 8aW

" ed,

the light of her mild oyosuddenly and timidly
veilod by its deeply-fringed lid, he know that
hi¢ had Yost none of his power.

Tho marriage soug was soon heard in the
royal wigwam, and the young adveaturer be-
came the son of & king,

Months and years passed on, and found
‘'ahmiroo tho same devoted, aubmissive being.
Her husband no longer treated ber with the
uniform gallantry of a lover. He was not
often harsh ; but he adopted something of the
coldness and indiffervnce of tho nation be had
~ joined, "Talimiroo sowotimes wept in sceret ;
but so much fear had lately mingled with hor
lovo, that slic carefully concealed her grief
from him who had occasioned it. \When she
watched his countenence with that pleading
innocent look which had always characterized
hier beanty, she somectimes would obtain a
glauce such as -he had given her in former
days; and then her heart would leap like o
frolicsome Inmb. and she would live cheerfully
on the resemblance of that smile, through
many wearisome days of silence and neglect.

Never was woman, in  her heart-breaking
devotedness, satistied with such  slight testi-
monials of love, as was this gentle Sioux girl.
1{ Florimond chooso to (ieh, she would heraelf
ply the.oar, rather than he should suffer fa-
tigue; and the gaudy canco her father had
given her might often be seen gliding down
the stream, while Tahmiroo dipped her oar in
unison with her soft rich voice, and the indol-
ent Frenchioan lay sunk in luxurious ropose.
She bad leastned his veligion, but for herself
she nover prayed. The cross he had givenher
was alwaya raised in supplication for him ! and
if he but looked nnkindly on her, she kissed
it, and invoked its aid, in agony of soul. $he
funcied the sound of his native land might be
dear to him, and she studied his language
with @ patience and porseverance to which the
savage has seldom heen known to submit. She
tried to imitato the dresses she had heard him
describe, and if he looked with & pleased ¢ye
an any ornament she wore, it was always re
servod to welcome his return.” Yet, for all
this lavishness of love, she asked but kind,

approving looks, which cost the gx\'er nothing. .

Alag for the porverseness-of man, in  scorning
tho affection he ¢eases to doubt! The littlo
pittance of love for which poor Tahiniroo's
heart yearned so much, was seldom given.
Her soul was a perpctual prey to anxiety
and excitement ; and the quict certainty of
domestic bliss was never her allotted por-
tion

‘There, were, kowevcr, two bcmos on whom
she could pour forth her wholo ﬂood of tender-
ness, without reproof or disappointment. She
had given birth to a son and daughter of wn.
common promise. Victoire, the oldest, had
lier father’s beauty, save in the melting dark
cye, with its plaintive expression, and the
modest drooping of its silken lash. Her checks
hed just enough of the Indisn hue to give
them a warm, rich celoring ; and such was her
early maturity, that at thirtcon years of age
her tall fignre combined the graceful elasticity
of youth with the majesty of womanhood. She
had sprung up at her father’s feet with the
sudden lnxrianco of a tropical lower; and her
matured loveliness arcused all the dormant
tenderness -and energy-within hin, It was
with mournful intcrest he saw bher leaping
along the chage, with hor mother's bounding
sylph. like joy ; and he would sigh deeply
when he obscrved her oar rapidly cutting the
watcrs of the Missouri, while her boat flew
over the surface of the river likc a wild bird
in sport ; and the gay young creature would
wind among the eddics, or dart forward with
her hair streaming on the wind, and her lips
parted with eagerness,

Tahmiroo did not understand thenature of
his emotions, She thought, in the simplicity
of her heart, that eilcuce and sadness were the
nataral expreesion of a white man’s love ; but
when he turncd his restless gaze from his
daughter to her, she met an cxpression which

. troubled her. Indiflerence had changed into
contempt ;. and woman'’s soul, whethor in the
drawing-room or in the wilderness, is pain-
fully alive to the sting of scorn. Somdtimes
hev placid natare was disturbed by a strange
jealousy of her own child. ¢I love Vietoire
ouly becouse she is the daughter of Floriraond,”
thought she ; “and why, oh { why does he not
love me for heing the mother of \. ictoire? ”

It was too ev nlont that De l‘anco wished
his daughter to be ostranged frdm her mother
aud her mother's people,  With all membors
.of tho tribe, out of his own family, he aternly
forbade her having any intercourse ; -and oven
thero he kept her constantly employed in
taking dancing lessons from himsell, and ob-
taining various branclies of learning from au
old Catholic priest, whom he had solicited to
resido with him for that purpose.

“But this kind of life was irksome to the
Indiza girl, and sho was perpetually escaping

. the vigilance of her iuther to try her arrow in
the woode, or guide her pretly canoo over tho
wabers, De¢ Ranve bad long thought it im-
possiblo to gratify bis ambitions views for his
‘daughter without removing hor from the at-
tractionsof her savage home; and each day’s
experience convincod him wmere and morc of the
truth of this conclusion,

To favor his project, he assumed an affeotion-
ate manner towards his wife; for ‘he well
kuew tha} ono ook, or word of kindncss would
at any time win back all her love.  When the
doop eensibilities of her warm hcart was
reused, he would ask for leavo to sell her
lands ; and ske, in her vrodigality of tender-
aces, won}d have gziven him nnythwg, even

Ler own lifé, for such smiles as ho then beatow-
The old chicf was dead, and therc was
‘no one to chock the unfeeling rapacity of the
Frenchman. Tract after tract of Tahmireo’s
valuable Jand wae sold, and the money re-

mitted to Quebec, where Lo intended to con-
vey his children on protence of a visit ; butin
reality with the firm intent ¢f nevor again he-
holding his deserted wifc,

A company of Canadian traders chanced to
visit the Fulla of S3t. Anthony. just at this
junctuare, aud ¥lorimond de Rance took the
opportunity to appriso Tahmiroo of his. in-
tention to educate Victoire, Sho cntreated
with all the earncstuess of a mother's eloquence
but sho pload in vain. Victoire and her fa.
ther joined the company of traderson their ro-
turn to Crnada, Tuhmiroo knelt and fervent.
ly bosought that she might accompany them,
She would atay out of sight, she said; they

,should not bo ashamed of her among the great

white folks of the East ; and if she could but
live where she could sec them every day, sho
should die happier.,

*‘Ashamed of you! and you the daughter of
a Sioux king?” exclaimed Victoire, proudly,
and with a natural impnlse of tenderness, sho
fell on her mother’s neck and wept,

“Victoire 'tis titne io depart,” said her fa
ther, sternly.

The sohbing girl tricd to release herself, bhut
the could not. Tahmiroo embraced her with
the energy of despair ; for, after all her doubts
and jealouaies, Vittoire was the darling child
of her bosom--she was s0 much the image of
Florimond when ho first said he loved her,

“ Womrn ! let her go ! exclaimed de Rance,
oxasperated by the length of the parting sceno.
Takmiroo raise her eyes anxiously to his face,
and she saw that his arm was reised to strike
her.

“[ am a poor daughter of the Sioux; okt
why did you manrry me?” exclaimed she, in a
tone of passionate griof,

¢Lor your father's land,” said the French- |

man coldly.

This waa the drop too much, I'oor Tah-
miroo, with a piercing shriek, fell on the
carth, and hid her face in tho grags, She know
not how long sho remained theve. Her high.
ly wrought feelings had brought on a dizziness
of the brain ; and she was conscious only cf a
acnsation of sickness, accompanied by the
sound of receding voices.  Whon sho recover-
ed, she found herself alono with Louis, her
little boy, thon about six yesrs old. The child
had waadered there after the traders had de-
parted, and having in vain tried to waken kis
mother, he laid himself down by her gide, and
slept on his bow and arrow. 1fvom that hour
Tahmiroo was changed.

Hor quict, submissive air gave place toa
stern and lofty mannor ; and she who had al-
ways been so gentle, became as bitter and im-
placable as the most blooti-thirsty of her tribe.
In little Louis all the strong feelings of her
sonl were centred ; hut even her affection for
him was characterized by o strange, unwont-
ed fiercencss. Her only earc scemed to be to
make him liko his grandfather, and to instil &
deadly hatred of whito men. The boy leara-
ed his lessons well.;: He was the veriest little
savage that ever let fly an arrow, To his mo-
ther alone ho yielded anything like submis-
sion ; and the Sioux were proud to hail the
haughty clild as their futuvo chieftain,

Such was the aspect of things on the shores
of the Missouri, when Florimond de Rance
came among them, after an absence of threo
years. He was induced to make this visit,
partly from o lingering curiosity to see his
boy, and partly from the hopo of obtaining
more land from the yiclding Tabhmirco. He
affected much contrition for his past conduct,’
aund promised eo return with Viotorie, before
the yoar expirod. Tahmiroo met him with
the most chilling inditiorence, and listoned to
him with a vacant look, as if sho heard him
not.

1t was only when he spoke to her boy that
lie could arouse her from this wpparent leth-
argy. On this subject she waa all suspicion.
She had a sort of undefined dread that he,
too, would bo carcied away from her.; and

she watched over him like s she-wolf when.

her young is in dangor. Her ‘fears were pot
unfounded ; De Rance did intend, by demeon-
strations of fondness and glowing deseriptions
of Quchee, to kindle in tho mind of his son a
destre to accompany him.

- Tahmiroo thought the hatred of white mon,

which she had so earefully instilled, weuld |

prove a suflicient shicld ; but many wecks had
not clapsed befove she saw that Lounis was
fust yielding himself up to the fascinaging
power which had enthralled her owan youthful
spirit. With this discovery camec horrible
thoughts of vengoance ; and morc than once
she bad nearly norved her soul to murder the
father of her son 3 hut ske counld not. Some-
thing in his features still’ reminded her of the
devoted young Frenchman, who -had carried
her quiver through tlic waods, and kissed the
moccasifi he stooped to lzeo ; and sho could
not kill him.

Tho last catting blow was soon given to the
hoart of the Iudian wife.” Youung Louis, full
of boyish curiousity, oxpressed. a wish to go
with his father, thoagh heat the. sume time,
prowmised a specdy return. He always h&d
been o stubborn boy, and she felt now as if
her worn out spirvit could vainly coutend
against his wilfulness. With that sort of. ve-
signed stupor which often indicates roach-
ing insanity, she yiclded to his requost; oxact-
ing, howover, a promise that he wonld sail a
fow miles down the Mlssmrppx mth her the
day befcre his departore. :

at o distance on busmm Tanmiroo decked !
horself in the garments and. jewels she had
worn on the day, of her mamgo, and seloct.

Louis.

“Why do you put these on 1" said the ht-
tic boy. .

,“ Beeauge Tahmlroo will no more see her
son in tho land of Sioux,” said she mourn-
fully, ““and when her father meets her in the
aphit fand, he will know the bcnds he-gave
hor.”

Sho took the wondering boy. by tho hand,
aud led him to thc water side. There lay the
©anoo hor fathor had given her when she lef$
him for the “gigwam of tho stranger.” It
was faded and bruised now, and so wero all
her hopes.  She looked back on the hut where
sho had spent her brief term of wedded happi-
nesy, and its péacefulness secmed 2 mockery
of hor misery. And was she—the loved, the
wrotched, the desperate and desorted ome—
was she tho “‘Startled Fawn” of the Sioux, for
whom contending chiefs had ‘asked in vain?
The rememberance of all hor Jove and all her
wrongs came up before her memory, and death
scemed more pleasant to her than the goy
dance sbe once loved so well. But them her
oyo rested on her boy—and, O God!- witk
what an agony of love! It was the last
vchoment st?uggle of a soul lll formed for
tonderness. -

“Weo willgo to the apirit Iund together,”
she oxclaimed. ¢ 16 cannot come there to rob
m e "D

She took Louis in her arms as 1f ho had beon
o feather, and, .springing into the hoat, she
guided it towards the Falls of St. Anthony.

“Mother, mother ! the canoe is going over
the rapids !” screamed the frightened child,

“My father standsoa the waveand beckons
she aaid.

The boy looked at the horribly fixed ox-
pression of her face, and shricked aloud for
help.

The Loat went over the cataract !

T.ouis de Rance was seen no more. Ho slsops
with the “Startled Fawn” of the Sioux, in she
wavespof the Mississippi. The story is well
remaembered, by the Indians of tho preseut
day ; and when a mise gathers over the falls
they often sadl,~-

“Let us not hunt to-day. A storm will
certainly come ; for Tahmiroo and hor son are
going over tho Falls of St. Anthony.”
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ODL TO MY BOOTS.

4 TY FAGAN,

_Although you're wrinkled hard and dry
You shall not be forgot |

My comrades dear, I'll leave you by
In somo secluded spot.

You never pinched my corns the least,
But kept me warm and dry;

And well you stood the trying test

‘When mud was ankle high.

And when the drifting anow beset
Kach pathway to the door,

You never brought it in to wet
The hearth or kitchen floor,

But just a gentle tip-you took
On either heel or toe,

And then, like water off a duck,
You ehed the mud or snow.

And when you took me to the inn
At public show or fair,

You brought me sober home again
Tnstead of spunging there,

You often saw me troat a friend
Otake a jovial tot ;

Bat scldom saw me on the bend
‘When prudence is forgot.

When wrath would rise likke thunder cloud,
"Twaa then you showed your pluck ;
You always took we from the crowd,
For fear of some bad luck ;
And not that Fagan fears his skin,
You know it’s not the case ;
But still it shows you hate the din
And love the public peace.

- And now I'll leave you by awhile,
To rest your faithfal pegs, .
But first 1'll rub with tanner’s oil
Your well shaped fect and legs.

THE \‘VLI(. HT OF AIR,

I.\M;le as we rcalwo the weight of gascous
bodies, it is meteorologically cortain that a cubic
mileof atmospheric air weighs over five millions
six hundred thousands tons, and one cubic mile
of purc hydrogen, the lightest knownsubstance,
vweighs no leas thau three hundred aud eighty
nine thousand tons. It will, therefore, appest
somewhat startling to those who laugh at the
terrovs of our forefathoers, comets, 4o learn thad
such a géseous body has an enormous weight,
aud its roass is not less than that of an asteroid.

tho eagth, n dismeter somiwhere betwoen
thirty-two and two hundred and thirly-seven
miles ; and if rediced to the density of & sphere
of leud, would have a diameter whioh may
appmxunately be put'at least as lugb a hfty
miles,

Not long simce, & very -nervous lady took
passage at the Tip-Top House, White - Moua<
taics, to descend by the almoes perpendicalar
railtoad, Her foars were appomt to overy.

ed the gaudiest wa.mpum bclu Yor the little

It would have, if roduced to the density of |

-—Mr. Conductor, how do you hold thm oars’
when you waant to make s atop? ‘Conduotor !
—Madam, we supply the brake, which yeu -
sce there, Lady-Snppone Mr. Condactor,

that brake should give way, what do you do
then? Conductor—Madam, we then apply
the double-acting braks, which you sse at the |
other ond of the cars. Lady—But, Mr. Con-
‘ductor, supposo that brako should not bo
‘sufficient to check the cars, where will wo go
then? Conduotor—Madame, I can’t decide.

That depends entiroly . upon how you have

lived in this world ! :

—h-_——-—-**-——w—-—
 HUMOROUS.
THE MIDNIGHT CAT.-

Yes, sir, 1 know lots of mon gho will start
up in bed and shiver apd shake and curse and
swear if a tom cat, prowling along the gardon
fence, but opens his jaws and utters one single
yell - On the contrary the midnight cat never
disturbs me, Tn fact, I like to lie and listen
to the 1music of a dozun cats holding masa con-
vention on the garden fence.

As tho first cat broales ont I heave a sigh
and wonder if the world wouldu’t be as well
without cats, but I don't get mad. Scwe men
tear around and declare that they'll never
sloep again until thoyrkill every cat within a
circle of four hundred and fifty milos ; and
nothing will acothe them.

After the third yell I wonder if it wounldn't
he just as well if some bad hoy should bay an
ounco of arsonic, & pound of meat, and dis-
tribute the two around in back yards, but I
don’t go fitrther, Some mea jump out of hed
and yell: Whero in tuundor is that boot-jack
~where’s a club? and they rush to the door
and sling clubsand yell ““scat” and wake
overy body in the block,

Aftee tho fifth yell, I wonder if I hadn't
better . raife the window and ask the cats to
adjourn tound the block, on account of my
wife's nervonsncss, but T don’t get mad, Some
meon allow their hair to come right up, fall over
chairs, stub their toss against the stove and
oxclaim. **Helen Blazes,but won't I sicken
shose felines !

By and by tho cats ccase howling, and my
eye-lids bogin to ache. I am rapidly losing
consciousnoss when the old Maltese risesto a
question of order, and the opposition com-
mences yelling him down. Ho yells back, and
I get up to seo what time it is, and then

‘§ wonder if it wouldn't be as well for me to go

out-aud explain matters, and entreat the con-
vention to go down the fence to the grape
arboor. Mind I don’t run round after tho shot
guv, and wake up my wife and ask her for
powdor and old nails and broken glass and
bark my shin on tho stove hearth and call out.
“TH kill a million cats to pay for this !

Maltese yields the floor, and the convention
goes ahead in an ordorly manner. I imagine
that the business which called the crowd to-
gether has been dispoted of, and creep back to
bed. My wifo wakes up and wants to know
what I gob up for, and I tell her that I was
aftor the peppermind for my neuralgia. Some
men would lic and jaw and fume for an honr,
and finally getupa fight with their loving
partner.

I just close my eyea to sleep when old
Maltess offers an amendment to some motion,
and the opposition go forhim again. He yells
back, spits st thom in scorn, aud they fall
upon him. He backs under my window and
stands at bay. I creop out of bed and seize a
club, but drop it again as I remnember that I

‘| sm not mad. It wounld perhaps, be well to

creep to the door, and throw the boiler, and
the tin-box, and the cupboard, and the axe,
and the wood-pile and the whole summer
kitchen at the cats, but I refrain, and merely
tap on the window, and urge old Maltese to
cover himsel{ with glory. Some men would
grab up the table or sofa, or the first thing
handy and cjaculate, I'm & siuner if I don't
murder somebody or something.

Yoars of observation have convinced fne

LIVELY BUTTER.

-———

‘There is an old goat owned in Detroit which
has reccived o great deal of training from the
boys. Last fourth of July they discovered
that if they stuck & fire-cracker in the ¢nd of
& cane and held it at William, he would lower
his head and go for them ; aud they have
practiced the trick so much thas the goat will
tackle any human being who points a stick at
him. A few days ago ho was loafing near the
corner of Third sand Lewis strects, when
corpulont citizen came up and stopped to talk
with o friend. They happencd to speak of
sidewalks, whea the corpulent citizon pointed
his oanc just to the left of the goat, and
said,—

‘“ That's the worst p:eco of sidewalk in this
m ”

Tho/ goat has been eying the cane, and:the
moment it cazme up ke lowered his head, made
six or eight jomps, and hLis head struck the
corpalent citizen juat on. ¢ the belt.” The
man weat over iato » mass of old tin, dilapi-

'| dated batter kegs sud absudoned hoop skirts,

and the'goat tarwed a somersault the other

toars as big ag chestauts, and ety!.‘n out,~
" Qh, s nnﬂ‘ to kill & feller I

01¢, and the following nmqne dm!ogue took .

o .".
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that the goneral antipathy to cats is entircly.
1 nnfounded.— X, Quad.

way, while the slim vitizen threw stones at a
boy sested om & dearwbey, whe vulaughmg

' m\c TOAST OF- +PHE LADIES." = "

‘g c;?m;“:: oy umveunry “festival of the
o London, bold on. Dec- ;-
fombor lat, Mark gl N

Ampébrican author, wag '
l’tm of “ Thc Nm,” m V‘l:: r:‘: S

portut snbject from a fu' mom hh\ wand..
pumt than is usual, we nako no . '
! giving hie remarks in full. He said s, gy

choson to respoudA to this espccial toast, to

¢ The Ladies,” or to women, if you please, for - -
that is a preferable term, perbaps; itis much
the older, and thereforo the more cutitled to
reverence. I have noticod that the Bible,

- | with that'plain blunt Lonesty which is such a

conspicuous chavacteristic of tho Soriptures, is
always partienlay to nover refer to eventhe -
illustrious mother of all mankind herself as a
‘“lady,” but speaks of her as a woman, It is
odd, but you will find it is so. ' I am pocaliar-
1y proud of this honor, beeause I think that
the toast to women is one which, by rightand
by every rule of gallantry, should take precod-
ence of all others——of the army, of the navy,
of even royalty itself, perhaps, though the lat-
tor is not necessary in this day aud in this
land, for the reason that, tacitly, you do.
drink a broad gencral health to all good
woman when youdrink the health of the

1 Queen of Euglaud and the Princess of Wales,

I bave in 1mind a poem just now, which is fam-
iliar to you all familiar to everybody. And
what an inspiration that was (and how justant-
1y dhe present toast reealls the verses to our
minds) when the most noble, tho most gracious
the purest, and the sweetest of all poets
My8—
** Woman ! 0 woman | —=—ep—m
Wom-——->"

However you remember the lines; and you
remember how icelingly, how daintly, how
almost imperceptibly the verses raise up be-
fore you, fcaturc by foature, the ideal of a
true and perfeet woman ; and how as you con-
templato the finished marvel, your hemage
grows into worship of the intellect that could
create 8o faic & thing out of meroe hreath, mere
worda. And you call to mind now, as Ispeak
how the poet, with stern fidolity to thé his-
tory all humanity, delivers this heautiful
child of his heart and his brain over to tho
trials and the sorrows that must come to all,
sooner or later, that abide in the earth; and
how the pathetic story culminates in that
apostropho—so wild, so regretful, so full of
mournful rctrospection.  The lines run

thus -
¢ Alas !—alas t—a—alas ¢
— —Alag tem - — —alaa 1"
—and soon. 1 do not remember the rest;

but, taken altogether, it secns to me that this
poem is the noblest tributc to woman that
human genius has ever brought forth, and 1
feol as if I were to talk hours I could not do
my great theme completer or more graceful
justice that I have now done in simply quot-
ing that poet’s matchless words. The phases
of the womanly naturc arc infinite in variety.
Take any type of woman, and you shall find
in it something to respect, somcthing to ad.
mire, gomething to love. And you shall find
the whole joining you in heart and hand.
Who was more patriotic than Joan of Arc?
Who was braver 7 Who has given us a grand-
er instance of solf-sacrificing devotion? Ab,
you remembor, you remember well, what &
throb of pain, what a great tidat wave of grief
swept over usall whon Joaa of Asc fell at
Waterloo. Who does fot sorrow for Sappho,
the sweet singer of Israel? Who among us
does not mies the gentle ministrations, the
softening influonces, the humble piety of Lu-
creiia Borgia? Who can joir in the heartlezs
libel that says womian is extravagant in dress
when he can look back and call to misd onr
simple and lowly mother Eve arrayoed ip her
modification of the Highland costume. Sir,
women have been soldicrs, women have been
painters, women have beon poets. As long as

| language will live, the name of Cleopatra will

Live. Anq, not hocause she conquered George
ITL., but because she wrote theao divine
lincs—

L d

“ Lot dogs delight to bark and bite,
ForGod hath made them so."

Tho story of tho world is adorned with the
names of illuatrious ones of our own sex-~sone
of thom sons of St. Andrew, too.-Ncott, Bruce,
Burns, the warrior Wallace, Ben Nevia, the
gifted Ben Lomond, and the great new Scotoh-
man, Ben Disracli. Out of the great plains of
history tower whole mountain rauges of asub-
lime women—the Queon of Shoba, Josephine,
Semiramis, Saircy Gamp ; the list is endloss ;
but I will not cxll the mighty roll, tho names
riseup in your own memories a the mere
sugrestion, luminious with the glory of deeds
that cannot die, hallowed by the loving wor- )
ship of the good and true of all epochs and all
elimes. Sufficoitfor omr pride and. honour-
thet we in our day have added ittosach
gawes aa those of Grace Darling and Florence
Nightingale. YWoman is all that she should
be—gentle, petient, long-suffering, trustiul,
unselfish, full of generoiis impulses. It'is her
bledsed miesion to comfort the sorrowing,
plead for erring, enceurage the faint of pur-
pose, suecour the distress, uplift the fallen, -
pbeiriend the friendless—in a word, afford the
benling of her sympathios and a home ia ker
heart for all the bruised and pereecated ehild.
ren of miafortane that khock st its Bospital
door. And when I asy Ged bloss her, thers
is neno aAong wa who has known har b
ling alfvotion, bt in his heart will esy, Asmen.

progd, indeed, of the distinction -of - bolng



