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Nor frequent do«H tho bright onr break
The darkening mirn>r of the lake,

Until the rocky ImIb thwy reach,

And m(x>r thoir Hhallop on the beach.

XXV.

The stranger vionred tho shore around
;

Twaa all ho close with cop«ewoo<l Ixjund,

Nor track nor pathway might tleclare

That human fof)t fre<iuonte<l there,

Until the mountain maiden showed
A clambering unsuspected nwl,
That winded through the tangle<l screen.

And opened on a narrow greon,

Where weeping birch and willow r«>und

With their long fibros swept the ground.
Here, for retreat in dangerous hour,

Some chief had fraintHl a rustic Iwwer.
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XXVI.

It was a lodge of ample size,

But strange of structure and device

;

Of such materials as around
The workrn.i I's hand had readiest found.
Lopped of their Ixmghs, their ho»ir trunks l>are<l,

And by the hatchet rudely scjuared,

To give the walls their destined lieight,

The sturdy oak and ash unite
;

While moss and clay and leaves combined
To fence each crevice from the wind.

The lighter pine-trees overhead

Their slender length for rafters spread,

And withered heath and rushes dry
Supplied a russet canopy.
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