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HOPE-THE CHIEFTAIN'S DAUGHTER.

(ORIGINAL.) lne
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ou

As the sweet breath of eve, as the pearly dew, no
When deck'd with the sunbeam's varying hue- . I

As the spring in the desert, as the falling shower, in
lefreshing the leaves of the drooping flower; 'i

bo
S0 Hope to our bosom, more welcome, more blest,
Sheds its balm on our heart, when that heart is op-

prest-
Throws a veil o'er the past, and softens each sorrow

With a thought of the joys that await us tomorrow.

Oh! were it not thus, could we ever depart
From the friends that we love, from the home of our

heart 1
Could we gaze on the sunset of day, as retiring,

And think that its beams were for ever expiring i

Ah! no-but for this what were all we possessed ?
What were nature herself, tho' so bloomingly drest ?

01 the joys of this life, if not from above'l

There shone on our path this sweet planet of love.
J. D. M'D.

THE CHIEFTAIN'S DAUGHTER.
BY GEORGE r. MORRIS.

EVERY part of the brief but glorious life of Poca-

hontas is calculated to produce a thrill of admiration,

end to reflect the highest bonour on her name. The

mnost memorable event of ber life is thus recorded:

After a long consultation among the Indians, the fate

Of Captain Smith, iho was the leader of the first

eolony in Virginia, vas decided. The conclave re-

ahed their silent gravity-two huge stones were

llaced r.ear the water's edge, Smith was lashed to
thema, and bis head was laid doiv, as a preparation

for beating out bis brains with war-clubs. Pow-

hattan raised the fatal instrument, and the savage

blultitude with their blood-stained iveapons stood

nea their king, silently waiting the prisoner's last

blOmient. But Smith was not thus destined to

lerish. Pocahontas, the beloved daughter of the king,

rushed forward, felI upon ber knees, and with tears

and entreaties prayed that the victim might be spared.

The royal savage rejected ber suit and commanded
her to leave Smith to his fate. Grownfrantic at the

êlure of ber supplications, Pocahontas threw ber

about Smith, and laid ber head upon his, lier
ra* hair falling around bis neck and shoulders, de-

larinflg she would perish with or save him. The In-
dins gasped for breath, fearing that Powhattan

Ould slay bis child for taking such a deep interest

14 the fate of one he considerel bis deadliest foe.

14t human nature is the same everywhere : the war-
Club dropped fromn the monarch's band- bis brow

relxed-his heart softened; and, as he raised bis

braye daughter to bis bosom, and kissed ber fore-

ad, he reversed his decrec, and directed Smith to

set at liberty ! Whether the regard of this glori-

s girl for Smith ever reached the feeling of love is

t knomvn. No favour was ever expected in return.

ask nothing of Captain Smith,' said she, in an

terview she afterwards had with him in England,

n recompense for whatever I have done, but the

on of living in his memory.' "--Sketches of Vir-

na.
•I.

Upon the barren sand
A single captive stood,

Around him came, with bow and brand,

The red-men of the wood.
Like him of old, bis doom he hears,

Rock-bound on ocean's rin:-
The Chieftain's daughter knelt in tears,

And breathed a prayer for him.

iI.

Above his head in air,
The savage war-club swung;

The frantic girl, in wild despair,
Fier arms about him flung.

Then shook the warriors of the shade,
Like leaves on aspen-limb,

Subdued by that heroic maid

Who breatlhed a prayer for him.
III.

"Unbind him !" gasped the chief,
C It is your king's decree !"

f1e kissed away ber tears of grief,
And set the captive free.

'Tis ever thus, when, in life's storm,

Hope's star to man grows dim,
An angel kneels in woman's form,

And breathes a prayer for him.

THE BRIDE.

I KNow no sight more charming and touhing than

that of a young and timid bride, in ber robes of virgin

white, led up trembling to the altar. When I thus

behold a lovely girl in the tenderness of ber years,

forsaking the house of her fathers, and the home of

her childhood-and, with the implicit confidence and

the sweet self-abandonment which belong to woman,
giving up all the world for the man of ber choice;

when I hear ber, in the good old language of the

ritual, yielding herself to him " for better, for worse,
for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to

love, honour, apd obey, tilt death us do part "--it

brings to mind the beautiful and affecting devotion

of Ruth : " Whither thou goest, I will go, and

where thou lodgest, I will lodge ; thy people shall

be my people, and thy God my God."-Washington

Irving.

WOMAN.

SHE spoiled us with an apple, but atoned for the
wrong by forming a pair.


