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: THE AMARANTH.

L OON’DUG’I‘BD BY ROBERT SHIVES,
Ko 2.} SAINT JOHN, X. B, SEPTEMBER, 132 fNo. 9.
’-»_ - ol m—— —
Written for the Amaranth. tenement, and like the miner of the fruit, fed
_— upon 1ts juices until it faded and withered.
- ARGIMOU. Near her sat Waswetcheul, who was feeding
" A LEGEND OF THE MICMAC.' with green lea'ves, 170 young moose .that had
! been brought in by some hunters, as a present
i BY EUGENH. from the borders of the Micmac country, and
- ) were fastened by thongsof their mother’s hide,
‘1 love the Indian. Ere the white-man came | 1o 3 ring in the floor of the cabin. It was

ht him vice, and infamy, and shame,
His aourl;was noble. In the sun he saw
H}: God and worshipped him with trembling

ﬁmngh rude his life, his bosom never beat
Nith polished vices, or with dark decait.”

CHAPTER XVI.

- bzt us now, with the facility of the prince
the eastern tale, transport the reader on the
inged steed of imagination to the interior of
dwelling that conteined the imprisoned
en.
She was seated on alow block of wood, with
air of torpid dejection, as thougk misery had
jength worn down the edge of her acute
ibilities, and left her a prey to that direst
::ll evils, the apathy which springs from de-
. The soiled spparel hung loose over her
ed figure; having lost that round, elastic
which seemed nfoulded by the feir and
008 spirit that graced its cvery motion
hoppier times. The rich bloom had depart-
from her cheek, and thebrightness from her
d blue eye, while the once beautiful hair
in dishevelled mazes,—significant token
grief,—on citker side of the pale care-pinch-
brow, without the tinge of gold, which, like
ight, erst slept among its luxuriant curls.
sorrow was drinking her young lifeslow-
but not less surely away; and, as hope
oally expired in the heart of the poor girl,
fiend wormed his way closer to the core,
til it obtsined full possession of the deserted

Concloded from page 238.

ctrious to see the docile manner in which they
cropped the foliage off a small branch that
the Indian girl held in her hand, and gp-
peared gratified and soothed by the soft mu-
sical tones in which she addressed them, from
time to time, as if they were capable of com-
prehending the mysteries of human languags ;
yet are the accents of kindness nniversal in
signification and suited to th@capacity of every
sentient being. The unequivocal expression of
sound needs no interpreter but nature, to ren-
der its meaning intelligible to the brute creation.

Sull was it strange toobserve the distinction
which they made between the two maidens,
for when Clarence, impelled by a feeling of
pity towerds the motherless pair,—they too,
were captives,—passed her soft hand caressing-
ly over their backs, they whined piteously and
turned their heads away from the proffered food
iuze frightened children; yet a gender ormore
harmiess being than Clarence Forbes, never
yearned with overflowing sympathy towards
the needy or the distressed.

After swhile, Waswetchcul resumed her work
which was lying beside her, and commenced
covering a bark box with the beautiful colour-
ed quills of the porcupine, to form a peculier
pattern which was marked out in lines, with
some sharp instrument, on the vielding mate-
rial. Holding a bunch of quills at the corner
of her mouth, whence they were severally 2b-
stracted as she proceeded in her embroidery,
she accompanied her labours with a low plsin-
tive song. So sad and melodious were the

! arrains, that Clarence—though she knew not
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their import, overcome by the magical power
of association, which music is so well known
to possess,—could not restrain her tears, for
every note, wild and mournful in its swell or
cadence, as the singer breathed her every feei-
ing in accordance with the mutations of the
song, awoke some sweet remembrance of past
days. Gushing forth, ss from an unsealed
fount, the large drops coursed swiftly down
the fair, but attenuated cheeks; Oh! what a
joy it was to weep! The captive felt that it
would be a blessing if it wcre permitted that
the dark siream of her life might be poured out
with that souni-welling flood.

*Twas a simple legend that Waswetchcul
half carelessly sung, in the expressive lan-
guage of her people, and the air was wildly ir-
regular, but sorrowful as the subject it wasin-
tended to convey. Those only who have lis-
tened to the untutored, bnt dulcet voices of the
Indian maidens, caroling their hymns or na-
tional discants in the recesses of the forest,
can well conceive the extraordinary effect—the
pathos which was imparted to the following,
by the Wild Flower of the Milicete.

S0XG.
Always by the blue waters;—ay, always,
Poor Nateen sits weeping so mournfully,
She has gather'd the grapesand the white hily ;
But the fruit 13 untasted,
And the lilies are dying.

Oh! fair is her face as the moon's soft beam—
Like a bird her voice—as the honey bee
Her breath—as the star of the eve’ her eye;
But where is her menory ?
O! where is her memory ?

By the break of morn went a hunter forth,
His snow-shoes tracks o’er the hills, they say,
Follow’d the deer until close of day;
But the frost-wind's breath was cold,
And it blight'd that hunter bold.

The berries and the vein’d water cups
She has plucked, and the tears in her eye,
Like ther fountains, are never found dry;
She is crying bitterly,
Tnder the batternut tree.

Ever by the river side ;—ay, ever,
The poor maiden wanders, wanung to die
Like the flowers, though she cannot tell why;
1t is sad, very sad to see
She Las lost her memory.

As Waswcichcul ceased her strein, the faint
cry of the mght hawk was indistinctly heard
in the evening air, and through the open door

the low hum of insects fell drowsily upon thy
ear, braken at {'mes, by the mellowed shou
of the children, calling to each other among ths
wigwams of the village, while the shades wer;
deepening around as evening melted impercep,
tibly intonight. It wasoneofthosetwilights~
50 pure, so unutterably calm—by whose m]
fluence we are ofttimes whiled away from tad
distracting cares and engrossing objects of life
{ur the deep hush of nature awes the trouble
heart into stillness and rebukes the vamn ds
quietude of man. Why are our fondest ang
purest emotions ever linked with sadness?-|
Why in such an honr—when stirring withy|
us, the immortal spirit spreads its wing ani
soars nearer ta its home, enticed away by t
speli that hallows all things—do we musc

SQrrow, nursing it even unto tears? And ye
doth that causeless grief soothe and elevate t
soul it fills, loosing the shackles of mortaluy,
and lightening the load of earth upon ¢
breasts, until we wonder at our love fo':rq

dreary world, for the base things that pens
and d2em ourselves as exiles from some fax
and moregenial ckme. Comehither, O moutz;
ful Twilight ! and tell us why are ye so pows:
ful;—~wherefore so sad? Lulled to rest by t4
deep repose of nature, the two maidens sy
silently indniging in & reveric of interword
thoughts in the pleasant stillness of the sur;
mer eve, nor dreamed how soon and wildiy4
enchantment would be broken.

Why does Weswetchcul start and thm1
back the dark hair from her ear with sudd
mmpulse? Listen! The clcar hoot of an
is borne upon the calm air with a plaintive
dence;—itis repeated—whercupon all doubt
to the cause quickiy vanished, for the gl ses
kindled with a bright flash of joy, and
cheek burned, as springing up from ker list
attitude, she hurried away at the beck of th
well remembered cail.

Clarence, surprised at the unwonted excn:
mer:t of her companion, knew not to wbh
could be imputed the scdden change she
witnessed, neither had she been conscious
the sounds that had interrupted the redl
of the other. Urnerved, as she was, by ¢
fering and constant dread, her heart beat
lenty in her bosom, and she trembled
excessive agitation.

The previous day there had been anun:
bustle in the village, warriors hurrying to
fro, and signs of hostile preparation. But
commotion had altogether ceased after 2
time, and 2 large perty, including their
effective men, had departed from the p
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0 Clarence concluded, from the few loiterers
she observed about, and the unaccustomed
quet that succeeded. The chief she had not
beheld since the occasion of his memorable
speech, and she felt a great relief from his ab-
sence, which had been infinitely increased by
that of his wife, the malignant old squaw, be-
forc alluded to, who had gone that mormag,
on & visit to her kindred on the other side of
the river, Jeaving the captive in the gentle cus-
iody of Waswetchcul, who did the utmost that
lay in her power to dimimsh the grief and
hardship which she saw, clearly, was breuk-
hug the fair stranger's heart. Often in the
Emght; the only time thet she could do so with-
2t observation, would she go over to where
he captive lay sobbing, with convulsive vehe-
eace, and passing her arms round Clarence,
her forchead while she strove, with the
ost endearing arguments which her lan-
age was capable of affording, to chaseaway
he sorrow from her friend, and when she
ouad her efforts of no avail—for Clarence
new not a word of what she said,—then
ould shie also weep, and strive 1o bear a por-
u of that anguish she could neither dissipate
T assuage.

After a brief absence the Indian girl re-enter-
the hut, and gliding 20 the hearth, shedrew
brand from the smoking embers and blew it
to flame, then approaching Clarence, the lat-
= raw that her face was flushed with. excite-
ent, and that her eyes were sparkling with
usual light, as she put a small strip of bark
o her hand. Was it a dream ? or did she
wruth, behold what entranced every faculty
th amazement and delight? On its smooth
bite surfece were traced, in familiar charac-
s, these life-restoring words—

“Courage, dearest—there is help at hand.—
dllow the messenger without delay, to him
bo will offer protecuion with his hfe.”
Clarence read the scroll, and then uttering
ay of joy, sunk into a deep swoon.

By the aid of a litle water sprinkled over
¢ face, Waswetchcul succeeded i1n soon re-
wring her to sense, when, enveloping her fra-
e person in a blanket, and concealing her
rown hair beneath thelow lappets of a squaw’s
p, the girl put her finger to her lips, sigmi-
atly, 10 enjoin silence, and beckoning the
ling Clerence to follow, passed quickly out
{the cabin.

Pressing her hands tightly over her heart, to
atraul its violent thrabbing, and Hlding the
tle closely around her, the timid captive
swiftly 1n the footsteps of her conductor,

secure from observanon by the completeness
of her disgmse. But her courage almost failed
her and she trembled with agitation, as they
passed through a lane of wigwams, at the
doors of which, several elderly Indians sat
lListlessly smolung their long stone pipes; and
she was scarce nble to avoid screaming with
terror, as atiny arrow from one of the children,
struck her shoulder and bounded harmlessly
from the thick envelope, against which it had
been playfully aimed. The loud shout that
hailed the successful marksman, only added
to her apprehensions, but she wasunmediately
screened from further view by some low cedar
bushes that fringed the confines of the en-
campnent.

Waswetchcul, removing one of the enclo-
sing palisades, motioned for her compamon to
pass through, after whom she immediately fol-
lowed, and having replacced the picket, led the
way among the birch trees covering theascent
of the hill beyond.

Clarence, 2lmost bewildered with the rapud-
ity of her flight and the dangers she had just
escaped, saw that her conductor was joined by
an Indian whose figure she could barely dis-
tinguish in the gloom; but where was he? and
who were those advancing towards her, 1n the
garb of her foes; was she the victim of a vain
delusion? O no! A voice that made her
thrill with long unfelt raptury, whispered her
name; the next instant she was clasped se-
curely in her lover’s arms, and weepmg hys-
terically upon his faithiful bosoin.

CHAPTER XVIL

As the soidier held, in a fust locked embrace,
the form of lus rescued love, he felt himself
amply repaid for his tous 1n her behalf, but
there was but little tune allowed for fond en-
dearment then.

“Enavant! Enarant!” muttered the deep
voice of Pansaway, and unprinting a wild kiss
upon the hps of his betrothed, Edward lifted
her in his arms and hurried speedily away
from the dangerous vicinity.

Relinquishing his precious burthen, when
she had sufficiently recovered not to need any
further support, Edward brcathed words of
comfort and encouragement imnto the ear of
Clarence as they traversed the woods with ra-
pid haste, guided by the Indians in advance,
after whom stalked Dennus, in lugh spints, -
deed all were much elated at the ease with
which the most difficult part of ther project
had oeen effected, namely, the abduction of
the captive from one of the strongest villages
of the Milicete.
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It was not w.xhom consxdcrablc difficulty
that they pursued their course, for the night
was settling in the forest, and the underwood
grow’ thick and in many places impervious,
rendering the passage tedious and painfulin the
imperfect light.

As they approachicd tiie morass where the
canoe had been secreted, they were alarmed at
a faint sound of laincntation that appeared to
arise from that quarter, and making a detour,
as a proper precaution, in case of some unfor-
seen danger awaiting them, the fugitives arri-
ved at en clevated spot that overlooked the
scene of the previous contest, where, with feel-
ings of the deepest morlification, was beheld a
sight which caused an immmediate destruction
of their fondest hopes.

Some distance on their left, and in the very
spot where the deadly fray with the Milicete
had occurred, was gathered a group of phren-
zied savages, evincing by their gestures and
vociferations, cvery tuken of sorrow and im
potent rage. :

They had discovered the bleeding bodies of
their dead brethren, and had dragged them
from their watcry grave and laid the disfigured
corses upon the verge of the morass, where a
crowd wascollected to lament over their mys-
tetious fate.  The dull flamc of a mew-lighted
fire threw a ghastiy glare over the v hole scene,
end played, like blue lightnlzg, over the stag-
nant pools of the swanip ; now shrouded in a
thick unwhelesome vepour, and caly revealed
as the unsteady flicker of the flame fashed
acvoss their surface. The uncarthly appear-
ance of the assumblage wasalse heightened by
the more vividlight of numercus turches which
were tossing, in wild confusion on ¢very side,
and among the adjacent trees, as the bearers
threw ther Lmnbs about, and leaped into the
air, with extravagant grief—ur rushed, now
here, now th_re, in search of something upon
which to wreak their excited fury, for they
seemed frantic with cxcese of passion ; and
with the yell of baffied vengeance, was min-
gled the how: of distracted men, and the low
sail, or shrill, piercing accents of womian's
grief, as they bent over the dead, with stream-
g hair and distorted faces, visible only by the
red and searching torchhght.

Clarence clung with terror to her lover's
side, when she beheld the dreadful vision, and
turned tremblingly away, as some more vio-
lent shnek would burs* from the maddened
Indians, who, brandishing the.r weapons, were
row scattering themscives throuzh the adjoin-

THY AMARANTR.

ing woods, 17 scarch of the unknown foc.

— e ST —_—— - me— T

Cut off from tlnclr intended retreat, henimeg
in on every side but one, by mfunated encimie
therc was but one course left 1o the fugitives~
und that, after a moment’s parleyance, tiey
quickly availed themselves of. i

Preparing for immediate action, the guida
loosed the knives in their sheaths, and graspes
their carbines with stern determination, as viey
struck into ths wood upon their nght, wa
Waswetchul led them by the moust secur
route, being. familier with the ground over
which theyp were constrained 10 proceed. E..
ward again lifted the helpless Clarence m nx
arms, and closely followed by Dennis, dashe
vnward with desperate speed thruugh the thuck.
ets of cedar and spruce, which grew plent fu.
1y thereabouts.

As they skirted the deep 1: vine on ther ieft
through which agleam of water was observe
they were quickly informed of the manner ¢
which the discovery had been made—for,
the further side of the hollow, at some disters
below, were noted the fires of a large encamp
ment, that scemed, from the confused nos
heard in [that direction, to be in great ou
motion, as it was most probably appn
by this time, of the extraordinary inc.d
that had taken place. The wigwams wa
clustered 2mong clumps of cedar, and aluy
the edge of wrecy.itous rocks, at the bas:
which an ample stream that seemed to €
paund beyond into an extensive flood, refiec
brightly the buams of the numerons camp-f:
When it is remembered that into this deil
bloud-sta.ned rivulet from the swamp trac
1t way, it can casily be imagined how the=
tives haa vewn enabled to trace to 1ts ongin
sasp.cious colour of the stream that ran pr
their very wigwams.

It was fortunate for the fugitives that tug
was or.c among them who wasacguainted w:
the localities, for the sagacious Pansaw
avowed himsclf, here, completely at fault.
the village in their vicinity had been estabis
ed since his former visit, and having no d
ite knowledge of the path they were pursus
it was a difficult matter to determuine w heit
or not it might lead them into more ser
dificulties than those from which they had
vet escaped. In this dilemma the Mikiceteg
was alone capable of acting with any degre:
certainty, and she mnstantly settled the mat
by conducting them toward the thickly w
ed heights upon therr right.  Gradually as
g, tiey toiled onward over huge fragmeny
rocks and throush dense thickets for so
ume, when, as Edward was on the pomt
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pllimg with his burthen, from sheer exhaus-
won, the Indians halted, and looking dovn he
aw that ali further progrees in that direction
tad ternunated ; for they were standing upon
1ze verge of a steep precipice far beneath which
the ravs of the pale stars appeared, as if reflec-
wd upon a black void, or an cpaque muror
whose surface was nvisible, lying at an inde-
fnite depth below ; end from the southward,
welling on the warm breeze of mght, came
the 2ngry rvoar of agiated waters.

Edward inquired what niver that was, for he
saw that they were standing on the brink of a
mghty flood, overshadowed by the gloem of
the hills through which it flowed.

Pansaway turned to the soldier, and stretch-
ng out his left arm unpressively. replied—
“Quangondy.”

Concealing themselves as much as possible,

ithin a small gully, into which they had been
4 by Waswetcheunl, where the cedars meet-
g thickly overhead, excluded all observation
m without, and offenng an additional pledge
f secunity, in being situated on the very brow
fthe chiff, and more suitable for the nest of an
gle than a resting placeef man. ¥ereit was
hat our adventurers calmly awsited the pus-
mt which they well knew would inevitably
bllow upon the first intelligence of the cap-
we's having disappeared.

Several times, considerable alarm was exci-

by shouts and cries that resounded through

2 forest, though at a great distance. Occa-
onally these sounds would approach nigher
he retreat of the fugitives ; and Argimou, who
ept watch on the rock above, once or twice
escried the blaze of a flambeau, twinkling like
star, now growing full and bright, then wan-
bg, or suddenly obscured, as it moved at ran-
om through the woods. But at length all
huse for immediate apprehension terminated,
br the light vamished enurely from among the
Irecs, as the cries became fainter and more re-
pote, and finally ceased altogether to trouble
the solitude around. .

Assured of no further molestation, for that
:whi at least, the chief rejoined the grouvp in
lbe hidden lair, and secking the spot where
[Feswetcheul awaited his return, a litil: apart
bom the rest, ho seated himself by the girl’s
bde.and folded exultingly to hisheert the wiid
Enwer he had so secretly wooed and won. His
romise was fulfilled; he had sought his love
7 the banks of her own niver, and nsver more
rould the cripple of the Penobscot gaze upon
ke fair face whose cheek now rested upon his
#n, making the blood tingle with tumultuous

pleasure as ii rushed through its channels,
warmud and quickened by the soft, smooth
pressure. In the silence, in the solitude—be-
neath the thick cedar shade, through which the
prying stars pierced not, the children of the
wild pourcd out their whole soul in the fervour
of deheious commmune. What to them were
the “pomp and circumstance” of that, which
amang those misnamed wise, is but 2 mockery
of genuine impulse, a restriction of natural en-
joyment? There were no cold formalities—
no starched petrifactions of humanity—witk
eyes of envy and hearts of ice, freezing the
gushing carrent of delight in young bosoms,
with the callous frigidity of conventonal rule;
the languid pace of hacknied sensibility, deem-
ing the reduction of mental and physical in-
citement to the low scale of v.tality that actu-
ates a polypus, to ennstitnte the ultima thule of
principle and philosophy.

Lighted by the pure ray of love, implanted
by the good Creator as a source of inestimable
blessings 1o mankind, in their wearisome pil-
grimage on earth, these two simple beings for-
got the perils that surrounded them, in the
oblivion that enwraps joy's wildest dream—ay,
whose reality is as a dream !—In the deep, so-
lemn night—dark as their eyes, voiceless as
their sealed lips—the * Flower of the Wilder-
ness” unfolded its leaves beneath the warm at-
mosphere of passion, whosenild dew descen-
ded, pouring a refreshing balm into its depths,
enhancing its fragrence, deepening its feirest
hues, nor were its grateful odours, its storesof
unrified sweets withheld sparingly in return.
The pale moon rose up sorrowfully out of the
sea, like a spectre, and the sters vanished away,
while darkness drew its broad mantle from the
sky ; what heeded they? Love was their full
moon, their living light; hope their o’erarching
sky, whose beacons never waned ;—the pre-
sent, their universe!

And where was Edward and his rescued Cla-
rence? Soothed and revived by his empas-
sioned tenderness; restored to happiness by
the certainty of his existence, s presence, and
her own emancipation from 2 lot of hopeless
captivity, not even their present jeopardy, nor
the dreary prospect which the future present-
ed, sufficed to check the sudden revulsion of
feeling that accompanied their unlooked-for
meeting. Like a ruffled, tempest-tossed bird
that seeks the guardianship of its parent’s wing,
as a babe clings closely to its mother’s bosom

.for protection ; even so did poor Clarence nes-

tle her fair head upon hor lover's breast and
give vent to a foll flood of delicious tears.—
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"Pwas his anm that enclasped bet, his low,
broken words that instilled comfort and glad-
ness into her woe-worn heart; and fecling the
surety of this, and the sense of safety and con-
fidence which such knowledge bestowed, what
sufficient cause had she for further sorrow or
apprehension?  After a full interchange of
thoughts, end an unreserved relation of all that
had happened to either, since their separation,
the maiden prayed fervently awhile, and then
sobbing like a child in its first grief, sunk with
weariness in the arms that encircled her, so,
pillowed upon a breast that swelled with over-
flowing love for her, Clarence enjoyed the first
unbroken slumber that she had experienced
since the fatal morning of her departure from
Fort Lawrence.

With fondest care, I.dward watched, hour
sfter hour, the sleeping maid ; wrapping a warm
mantle that he usnaly reposed n, during their
journev, closely around, to shicld her from the
damps of night, he folded the attenuated form
of his beloved nearer to him, until he, could
count the quick pulsations of her heart, and
drank the soft breathings from her hali-parted
hps, listening with strange delight, to the low
murmurs which, like a fitful breeze, ever and
anon, caught his ear as they escaped from the
slumberer; the offspring of some evanescent
dream.

Oh! who can image the depth of those
thoughts which shook the soul of Edward, as
gazing upon the sweet face beneath, upon
which the placid moonlight fell, itself, as pure-
1y pale, he traced the ravages of sorrow and
wretchedness upon us teader linecaments, de-
prived as they were, of the decepuve lusire
which enthusiasm everimparted, at other tines,
and the dazzling radiance of the then shrouded
eye; his own were blinded with moisture, when
be conceived the extent of those sufferings so
touchingly delineated in the features of his be-
loved. A large drop glistened tremulously
upon the white chesk below; ’twas pity’s of-
fering, moulded in the fond eye that bentover,
wrung from thepained spirit's wildest emotion.
There is something fearful in the intensity of
human sympathy, when it urges to sorrow, in
true affection something very beautiful—"tis so
pure—so steadfast, but 1w its profound, pas-
sionate tenderness there is much that is inex-
pressibly sad.

When the moon had climbed half way to
the zenith, the gloom that shrouded every thing
like a black pall, was entirely dissipated, or
sought refuge under the lofty steeps and the
o'ershading trees. A striking and comprehen-

stve scene of flood and forest was revealed
the clear, mellow hight, from the clevated spy
where the party rested.

This was that bold commanding range of
hill, or rather mountainous steep, which, ter.
minating sbruptly and in some places almos;
perper dicular, forms the northern shore o1 the
St. Jon, where 1t makes a sudden turn east:
ward, ‘erc its stormy exit, as though,~like
condemued exile, teanng limself desperatey;
away from the dear ussociations of his early
years,—loath to leave forever, the gorgeo
scenes—the majestic solicudes—the hauntg
dells—the laughing mountain sides throug|
which, m calm and playful breeze, 1t lLingere
lovingly, *erewhile.

The mighty stream glided far below, wa
out sound or ~.ny perceptible motion, from 1y
height they occupied ; and beyond, full woo,
ed banks rose high, dark and awful mn theiru:
ter stillness, for not a leaf shook—not a boug
waved. To the left the river swept far a tu
space, then expanding into a capacious basa
upon which the moonlight shone hike frus
silver, flowcd directly onward until it appear:
to terminate, for the enclasping emunencesaz
wooded points confined its level sheet on evy
side; but upon the very verge of the hiqud e
panse, where the eye in vam attempteg 9
etrate the dark zone of hills, and the gio
cast a deeper shade, an incessant flash, os
waves in violent commotion, broke the genen
gloom of the surrounding shores, and the ¢
ceeding quiescence that reigned elsewh:
around ; while the bright streak was parted
biack lofty masses that seemed distinct fr
the adjoining banks, but whether they w
islands or jutting promontories, from that
tance, and in the indefinite hght, 1t was iy
sibie to discover.

Edward knew that the rumbling noise wh
had for hours excited his notice by 1ts c2
tinval din, must proceed from that place, &
he concluded that what he beheld, was
broken fall at themouth of the St. John, w
was situated the French fort we have alluded
before, and he was satsfied of the correctn
of his surmise, when he discovered on bends
pack aprojecting lunb that obstructed the v
that on the hill to the left of the torrent, w!
its ridge was slightly depressed, the sea se:
ed to resy, for it glittered above it likeara
belt, unobscured to its far horizon, and p
senting a clearly defined outhne agamst
pearl-grey sky.

The break of day found the party aw
and concertng measures for their further
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dnce.  Afteralong deliberation, during wiich
wveral measures were proposed and discnssed,
\tat suggested the means of escape from their
pesent precarious situation, Edward, as usual,
&termined after some hesitation, 1o adopt the
wivice of his allies, which was on many ac-
icounts, most preferable, ond the only method
by which there was a probable chance of their
idecling @ safe retreat from the neighbourhood
fthe Milicete, though their personal liberty
uld be compromised thereby. Completely
zmmed in by revengeful enemies, from whose
gilance their present security appeared pro-
ential, the only course remaining open was
ke river, the rapids of which were said to be
ssaible, when the tide was on the flood ; and
pafiord the means of prosecuting this plan,
s chief proposed abstracting a canoe from
he Milicete village on the following evening.
ot this route, though less liable to a rencoun-
with their foes, was still extremely hazard-
3, a3 Waswetchcul informed them that a
ort ime before, her uncle, with the fighting
n of his village, had gone to the salt water
assist in the defence of the French fore,
ssinst the armament, whose destination seem-
o well known to the enemy. Indeeditap-
red to the soldier, quite impossible that they
md reach that fortress without being inter-
ted by outlaying parties of the natives, asit
ptd been decided that they should yield them-
pives up as prisoners of war, rather than en-
re the uncertainty, and perhaps ultinate
ptivity and death, in its most harrowing
mms, which might result from an attempt to
the gauntlet through the very heart of the
sile tribe; and even were they fortunate
gh to achieve that step, what progress
u'd be made with so weak and delicate 2
ge as Clarence, debilitated ss she was al-
y, would surely become? At Fort Bour-
1, as it wes called, Edward could depend
0 secuting courteous treatment, and above
|, suitable comforts for his betrothed, until
rding to established usage, an exchange
d be effected and their freedom rezained.—
idst this cheerless prospect, one brighthope
uld intrude itself, and like a ray of sunlight
e Rembrandt picture, illunsnate the else re-
lsive void.
Asnearly as he could judge, the projected
sck of this same fort was to be made at
tthat very time, and the intelligence of
Milicete girl rendered it probzble that an
estment had not yet teken place, which—if
case, and provided they meade the descent
e St. John, unmolested, would afford a

ready means of relief and restoration to the
British settiements, should they find Captain
Rouse in the vicinity, on their arrival at the
sea coast.

Having concluded upon adopting the dernier
resort above mentioned, and leaving their ul-
terior movements to be biassed by the aspect
circunustances thercafter might assume, Ed-
ward turned his aitention to the more imme-
diate perils by which they were encompassed.
Nor were they of trifling consideration, for
scarce had the cheek of Clarence, who was
wonderfully refreshed by her slumbers, begun
to glow with somewhat of its pristine bloem,
as the fover spoke in low, earnest tones at her
side, when it was blanched 1o a dezdly hue,
and she trembled with sudden agitation, gazing
meanwhnle, with a look of dread, at an object
beneath the cliff. Following the direction of
her cye, Edward observed three canoces dart
simultaneously into view from a point of the
stream above, and sweep down the river with
astonieting speed, directly under the aerie-like
cleft, where they were concealed.

“Ugh?’ cjaculated Pansaway ; “the wolves
are on the trail of the striy deer; but their
noses are full of dust. They cannot see the
Sunbeam ; for you see, their eyes are all the
same like the ow!'s in the day-ume. What
say ye, brother 7"

“Yes,” replied Edward, with despondency,
unconsciously adopting the style ofthe natives ;
*but well I know their errand—they go to give
notice of the captive’s escape, that the war-
riors may quicken their scent, and wash the
film from their eyes, that they may seck for
the unseen enemy ; i1s it not s07”’

“The Opsn Hend has said it;” rejoined
Pansaway, “but the Micmac shall be as the
wind ;—you can feel him—you can hear his
war-cry, but always with a powerful arm and&
a sound, he comes and goes—no man know-
eth whence or whither; and even where
the wind can pass, there may the Sunbeam
follow 1"

S:ll as dward beheld the prospect thicken-
ing with danger, his heart sunk despsiringly ;
for himself he had no care, but the thought of
what might befall the cherished being, whose
fate was so closely interwoven with hisown,
almost unmanned him. The feeling, however,
was only momentary, for he ralliea quickly
when Argimou, who had been reconnoitering,
told that & party of Milicete were ascending the
brow of the hill on their left. Quickly draw-
ing Clarence within the furthest recess of the
fissure in the limestone rack, wherc she was
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goon joined by Waswetchcul—the soldier with
his companions, planted themselves, well arm-
ed, among the thick foliage of the cedarsat the
mouth of the gully to await the ordeal which
they were about to undergo.

Was it a sha”ow that moved from out the
gloom, cast by yon tall pine, on the forest's
verge? Ah,no! Sce how stealihily the phan-
tom steals onward—would it were such !—the
apirits of the dead are harmless! See thedark
vision, how cunningly it creeps along; now
pausing to listen, now rollingits gleamingeyes
on either side, and clutching a long knife with
a wormer grip than ever, perchance, those
bony digits deigned to profter friendship.—
Awaite, Edward! ’Tis the hiving thou hast to
dread. Scest thou not his war-paint, hisshorn
dcalp, his haughty gait? Truly, it istime that
thou shouldst know a Milicete warrior, though
he may appear somewhat strange in his fan-
tastic embellishment, yet every line, every
shade of which is significant either of personal
attribute, terribleincentive, or thestern and un-
changeable purpose that actuates the wearer’s
heart.

Closely following the leading savage, the
whole spectral band, like a string of shadows,
one by one, passed the pine iree and came ful-
ly into view. It was a sight that might have
made the flesh of a bolder person than Edward
ereep with terror; for each individual of the
war-party was entirely naked to the waist,
and painted in emblematic devices of a nost
giartling and extraordinary charactet.

The leading warrior was clothed as with
skeleton armour; for upon his dark skin was
{raced in ghastly white, bone after bone, a hor-
rible portraiture of death ; the eyes like bright
jewels, glowing, as it were, from deep hollow
caverns, and the grinning mouth lengthened
and distended, apparently lifeless and distorted
by the deceptive potency of art; while with the
resemblance of rib and arm bone, marked out
in all their characteristic leanness, the fear-in-
spiring warrior strode before his followers—as
some old tenant of the grave, who, aroused
from sleep by the cry of disappointed ven-
geance, had come to conduct his countrymen
to the lurking place of their un*iszovered foe.
The rest, if not presenting so hideous an ex-
terior, were severally formidable, though after
& different fashion. One was wound as with
2 huge, scaly serpent, portrayed in vivid colours,
and usurping with its reptile head, that of the
body around which it was curled; the basilisk
eyes dilating in 2 series of fiery rings, and the
jaws distended—as if to scize its prey; while

the low crown was furnished with a brisihy
crest, formed from the black pinions of |h;
crow. Another, again, was covered with
variety of figures traced in sombre tints, why
his face was striped red and white, mn alternay
bars.

This painted crew—that seemed more }4
the perverted creations of a delirious brain, thz
any thing human or real,—was evidentiy o
cupied ia making strict search for the encmuy
that had left a bloody token of ther hostier
trusion on the previous evening. To an u;
concerned spectator, 1t would have been cur
ous to mark the subtile motions of the savags
as they scrutinized every bush and hollow wy
in sight of those concealed ; now moving px
allel to each other—now euncirchng the groue
like baffled hounds, then crossing and reci
sing in every imaginable direction, while all
time, not the smailest sound was uttered;
their eyes were in continua! motion, and
morning ray shone occasionally upon ¢
bright weapons as they flitted backwards
forwards, among the rocks and cedar gro
But to those most deeply interested in the
sug, the spectacle was productive of gloo:
apprehension of discovery and the most i
excitement.

Edwerd was several tumes on the pom
firing involuntarily, as one of the enemy wi
approach rather too near their place of
cealment ; and Dennis was with difficulty,
strained from enacting some extravagant
stacy, which would, unquestionably, have
to their immediate disclosure. Fortuns:
Clarence was spared the tnial that operate
strongly upon the feelings of the rest, for
precluded from sll cbservation, by the n
limits of her place of refuge, she knew not
that time, the little space that intervened
tween her friends and an exasperated foe.
even when the danger seemed greatest,
the snake-coiled Milicete thrust his s
head close to the dense screen of cedar, bet
which the party were ensconced, and the
covery appeared unavoidable, the Micmac
riors were calm and collected. Twice
mou's bowstring was at his ear, and as
times gradually relaxed again, retaimning it
row, as the eye of the searcher was ob:
10 denote only the ccuteness with whichi
culty was brought into play as it roved,
and thither, without evincing any change
pression, such as would have surely hailei
first assurance of its object being ac

At length the fugitives breathed morefl
for having searched mmutely over every f
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ground to the very edge of the precipice where
the secret gully was situated, the savages gra-
dually moved on n pantomimic masquerade,
and efter a time, altogether disappeared in the
gloom of the shadowy forest.

“The holy salnts be glonfied I""—ejaculated
Dennis, devoutly, as he laid down his firelock
and filled a stone pipe that he had procured
from the chief; “ivery shoul of em, St. Pa-
trick especially ah-min! May I niver, if ever
i seen the likes afore ;—praise God all the same.
Musha! Iv it didn’t make the wather pour aff
o' me like a mill-sluice—so it did. The bloody
fathens! May be I wudn’t been letting the
hate out o’ wan o’ thim, only for ould sarious,
who'd a been a christian man uv th’ black
inimy hadn't spoil¢ his skin in th’ makin, and
1’ Segimmes likewise. Tare-an-ages! I've
seen many a white man that couldn’t luck at
thim in the fashionin uv a pipe or th’ judgma-
tic lying uv an ambushment; by the crass—I
wyit”

. “Ugh,” exclaimed Pansaway as the enemy
ideparted, remarking to the chief;—* the Mili-
cele boo-woo-win 18 pretty strong, he can arm
a warrior with war-paint, but he cannot sharp-
en his eyes with cunning words.”
# Argimou laughs at the blind moles of the
flicetejik—he has vanquished their doo-2zoo-
2in;’—was the proud reply.
As Edward moved from his position, he felt
s though & heavy load had suddenly been re-
oved from his breast, and while he sought
e nook where Clarence had been left, he
uld not withhold his belief in the assurances
fhis guides as to the probability of their being
le to accomplish their ultimate escape.
“The Open-Hand sces,” ssid Pansaway,—
that the Milicetejik is a hog what burics its
ose in the ground; he crawls on the earth
¢a blind worm, and cannot look at the sun—
5 2 Micmae—without shedding tears. You
derstand 7
“I do ;" replied the soldier, with a smile.
“Well,” was the rejoinder— very well ; go
the Sunbeam and say, when comes moon-
sht may be we can go, make your heart
ttong. Certainly we will go down Onangon-
F~—certainly we must see Anglasheou,and &e
il g0 home and say—¢ Sunbeam has come
ck again, my father.’”

CEBAPTER XVIII.

Remarxmee close within their secret retreat,
2party experienced no further molestation
ing the day, which was not altogether spent
profitably, ;t least on the part of the chief,

who made several oxcursionsin the neighbour-
hood, to ascertain the exact position of the
Milicete village, and the local circumstances
which might be rendered availeble in his pro-
jected plan to obtain a canoe for the purpose
beforementioned. Accordingly, having satis-
fied himselffully of the feasibility of hisscheme,
as soon as the twilight deepened into night,
and the objects around became blerided in one
indefinite mass of shade, while the increased
roar of the falls,—which through the day had
altogether ceased, as the salt water poured up-
ward and lessened the inzlination of the river
current,—told that the tide was ebbing from
the sea coast, Argimoudeparted, carrying with
him the warm wishes and fervent hopes of the
rest, for upon the success of his perilous ad-
venture all their future prospects of deliverance
mainly depended.

An hour having elapsed, and there being no
evidence of the chief’s approach, Edward be-
gan to entertain fears for his safety, when the
notes of a wippoorwill were heard beneath the
steep bank to the left, upon which Pansaway,
who was near, rose and asked the soldier what
he called that bird? Edward avowed his en-
tire ignorance of the species that entitted the
sounds, wiile the old indian, as he tightened
the lacing of his moccassins and took up his
pack and gun as if to depart, quietly rejoined—

“The Micmac listens to him in the dark,
tatking to the white moon ot the red stars;
and some people do say, because he sings al-
ways when other birds are aslecp, therefore ke
must be some poor squaw who brole his heart
when bad husband left him alone. Then you
sec, he didn’t go to the good land when he died,
and so the spirit of that poor squaw came back
again to look after him; and that’s the reason
why he does sing always by night, sometimes
cheerful, more often very sorry, saying, ‘come
to me! come to me! We call him wick-quill-
yelch, or the night-hawk what sings.  Will you
come ang look for this singing bird ¥’ asked
he, playfully—* may be we will find him pret-
ty soon.”

Directing them to proceed with caution, the
guide moved from the covert and commenced
descending the bank at a place where it sloped
less vettically to the riverside. Edward, lead-
ing Clarence, followed in his footsteps, with
the Milicete maid and Dennis in their rear.—
They were much surprised to find, instead of
the bird they sought, something far more wel-
come in their present circumstances, for the
Europeans saw with joy, that, floating motiont-
less and close to the sedgy shore, was the pro:
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mised canoe from which Argimou stepped
lightly, and while the others disposed them-
selves severally in its intericr, under the direc-
tion of his father, he returned to the secret
hiding place and brought down the remaining
packs and arms.

When sall were embarked he took the seat
reserved for him, and pushing the canoe clear
of the bank, the whole party were fairly afloat
and speeding vap.dly on their hazardous pas-
sage to the sea. Sweeping to the right, when
they reached the curve of the stream, they
camein full view of the Indian village, the nu-
merous lights of which were refiected cn the
placid river in long, dagger-like cormscations;
no sound broke the decp repose of the hour, ex-
cept the shrill bark of a dog which echoed and
re-echoed among the headlands and coves with
startling effect.  Gliding past closc within the
shadow of the wastern shore, they shot noise-
lessly along the broad expanse, which was
spread out before themn, embayed, as it were,
by a dark zone of hills, through which, direct-
ly in front, the river rushed with foaming im-
petuosity, slightl: luminous by the rays of the
low moon just rising in taecast, while, as they
approached the rapids, their booming reverbe-
rations increased and thebed of the river scem-
ed shaken with the continual sound that rolled
like thunder, majestically above its surface-

Entering a cove that indented the western
shore, near the verge of the falls,—where 1t
was their intention to remain until day-break,
when the flood tide would allow them 0 pro-
c2ed in safety to the coast,—Edward congra-
tulated Clarence upon the case with which
they had accomplished the descent thus fer;
while asthey paddled tovrards the shore, which
was cast ‘completely .nto shade, the moon
breaking from a dark mantic of clouds, shed 2
sadden brightness upon the scene, wath =
power almost equal to the light of day ;—that
beam was thar salvation! Close under the
bank, and only a fow vards in frone, lay a
cano¢ that they had not before observed,
consequence of the deep gloom in which it was
concealed, and “ere thar way was stwopped to
efect 2 retreat before they were recognized,
the opportunity was lest, for no sooner had the
brilliant light glanced on the side of their bark
vessel, than a loud yell procizined their dis-
covery, and, like an arrotw, the Mikicete daried
out after them wn rapid chase.

1z was fatle to think of ou.strpping the
cnemy, o'esburthened as the cznoe wes, and
cven if that were possihle, every moment wonld
but bring them nearer to the encampment 1t

had been their yurpose to avoid, which was
sure to be alarmed by the shouts of the pur.
suers, when their destruction was certain; fo;
there was no course open to them but that by
which they had just descended, and, when
once beyond the noise of the repids, a singl
war-cry would suffice to conjure up, on eveny
side, a legion of exasperated foes. It was 2
mstant of great emergency, requiring the m.
most judgment and self-possessicn to dees-
mine the most prudent mode of action, and »
was prompily taken advantage of by the un
moved Pansaway.

With a calm ciear eye he measored the di=
tance between the two canoes, and then glen
ced towards the fall which was close at hand
before him, indistinctly glimmering, were bars
ly discernible, the lights of the hostile villag
and his choice was decided ; twos a despers:
expedient, but it suggested the only hope ¢
escape. Making 2 sign to Argimon, who wy
steering the canoe, its direction was speedy
altered, as a half-turn brought the prow y
bear upon the castern shore, then with 2 whos
of bold defiance they dashed their paddles:s
therapid current and struck immediately 2
the river, while the Milicete, with wild sh
and reckless determination, followed madly
pursuit.

Then occurred a scene of most thrilling a
citement which it would be impossible to p=
tray, with the force of its terrible truth, by &
power of human langoage. Such periods sons
umes make men suddenly old in mind
featurcs, as though the former were pr
terely blighted by the scathing fire that sesi
the latter hke a parchment leaf. Sech w
moments condensein oneintense pang, thei?
and agony of a Iife, turning the hair whiie;
enduning memonal of suffering long after it
passed away.

Without 2 word, the guides bent ther siae
frames to thar kerculean task, making 3
cznoc and 1ts hiving contents almost fiy ozt
the water with the tremendous strokesof
paddles, 2nd sending the trovbled element?
g and hissing behind in along lumincas
2s they urgedimpetuously onward 1 desped
career; winle each minute, they were did:
nesrer ths vortex of the full which yawnsd
neath, 2s if waiting 0 enguifl them m 15
morseless waves. Thecalm stresm over =%
they darted, looked ke ink—so black,
and sy, but, nevertheless, it wasbeanng
swiftly and surely onward to the torrent’s &
which rolled with a gradual slope
where, in startliog contrast 1o the river 2i
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1 far as the eye could distinguish, was to be
s2n one perfect sea of foarming waves in end-
lss commotion ; while the ear was deafencd
by the eternal din tising up from the temul-
oas war of waters.

When the dangerous passage had first been
atempted, they were considerably above tnree
saall islands covered with pines and situzted
dose 10 the opposite shore, the last of which
1z2ched 1o the extrennty of the fal, butas they
#vanced, the current swept them graduelly
down, until 1t became a matter of doub? wheth-
e they would be able to reach the lowest of
wme group, which if impracticable, inevitable
¢ath would follow. Thercfore 1o overcome
e fatal influence of the current as much as
possible, the canoe was propeiled cbhiquely up-
werd, being directed towards a point far sbove
sis iniended destinatior, and the enemv, In-
sered by revengerather then a desire of saving
shor lives, brought their canoe, likewise, stem
cato the stream ; so that the two were moving
2 parallel hines, their broadsides being pre-
issnted, while cach wstant they were drawing
ipaarer 10 ezch other and the wrathful whrl-
zools.
| The bewrldered Clarence, in anagonv of ter-
1, shnieked aloud, baut the sound was lost 1n
itas overwhelming roar of the torrent, and then
e iud her face beneath her lover’s mantle to
shut out the dreadful mght.  Edward was as-
sstng 1a the propalsion of the cance with mein
wength, and the Indians bowed their heads
they plunged thewr btroad blades into the
and brought them up agan with quick
n, dnpping and ghsiening 1 the moon-
gt
Meanwhile several shots had beeg fired at
by the chasing canoe. which fact was
wn only by the effect, for thereport could
o heard. One bullet dashed the paddie
om the hards of £dward, ard ut was with
e difficuity caaght by the chief as it flew
st Another perforated the thin bark of the
near sho gunwzle, where Dennis lay
Lnng it an ccstacy of rage and apprehen-
. As soon, however, as be observed the
t holc, he was roused into 2 complete for-
olness of his precanocus stuation. With
TC energy Re sat up 1a the canoc, and sciz-
2 fis gun, Tested it debberately wpon its sde
3 fired at thesr pursuers. A shout of exul-
500 escaped him 2< he beheld the sicersman
the Malieete faill heavily over the sde of the

. which was nearly upselin conscquence,
Ag 10 SWerve irom s course and énft
twars down upon ibe fall. i

This event seemed to add new life to the
Micmacs, for they appeared to emrploy an -
crease of strength as they neared the 1slets,
and sirove by vehement efiurts to gain 2 land-
ing which wes offered b a ridge of low rocks
which forined an imperfect communication be-
ween th~ two last, wose sides were almost
perpendicuiar and ncapabie of yielding any
means of escape frem e torrent that rushed
furiously by. A dozen strokes of the paddle
would dec:de the matter; life or death depend-
ed upon theissue. The feelings of those not
actually engaged in th: employment of most
violen: muscular exertions, were wound up to
a pich of distracuor ; but though Clarence
shneked piteously, and Dennis, prompted by
partial insau:ty, made 2s1f about to spring at
once into the dark t:de, the Indian girl sat sull,
motionless and pale as the sculptured marble.
Her large, full eve was dilated, but 1t quailed
not 2 she viewed, unshnnkingly, the foaming
and whurling rapids; and turning to the clusf
who sst behind, gu.ding the frald bark with
consummate skill, and eves.nteatly fized upon
the rocky ledge they were approzching, there
concenired every thought and feeling.

A statue could noi be more hushed and stone-
bike in 1ts awful celm, than Weswetcheul upon
that terrible occasion.

What is that giznt power which steels the
soul with fortitude in such mamentous scenes,
where the week, the undistinguished at other
umcs st2lk forth, like gods, superior 1o fear,
while the strong, the arrogant, shrink awsy
with prostrated cnergies of body and mind 7—
Strange is it that the tender, sensive worman
should ofien mect reverses and death with 2
degree of courage and noble endurance, which
the hardy and rough -hearicd are incapable of
exhibiting.

Urgcon, brave men! A few more strokes
and ve are saie.  God. how the stream leaps
and roars along the adamantne sdes of the
isdands! Will the shallow fabric cver stem
the 1o7rent that rushes there 7 Alas 1~ vam,
mvamm! Lkea straw the canoe whisls away
with the flood; the pines, the rocks appear to
fly backward. They shoot by the landing
with the speed of Iight, while evers thing
roels before their eyes and thur brans grow
axddy; veican they 2imost touch the ledge of
sock with the foremost paddle. 1n vam, m
vain! Down into the ahyss of death, the
whirlpool gapes beneath ; its angry voice i in
thar cars shriching for prey. O heaven! s
there no hope, 2ad must they dic 7

Onc look of despair—onc short praver far
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merzy, and the canoe was borne along by the
rapid, and all chance of life seemed gone, but
evea then, when the horrors of the fate before
them were half experienced in the intensity of
anticipation, theeddy dashed themon the rocks
midway between the islands, wiich they had
tried their utmost to reach without avail, and
before the canoe could be again influenced by
the current, Pansaway had leaped upon the
slippery sea-weed, with which the ledge was
covered, and with superhuman strength lifted
it bodily with its occupsants half out ¢f the
slream.

What we have taken some time to describe
were the events of a few brief moments, but
whose history was burned in scorching char-
acters, the wraces of which would never wear
away upon the memory of thosc that partici-
pated in their peril. The whole pariy werein-
stantly rescued from their hazardous position
without scarcely the consciousness of their
providential escape. So sudden was the tran-
sition from absolute despair to a sense of re-
lief,—vague indeed, but O how boundless!—
that the mind was unable to span 2t a single
cffert, the immeasurable space that separates
the two extremes of good and evil ; it scemed
impossible that they could be saved, that they
stood actually upon the firm rack, and were
no longer the sport of the treacherous waters.

Edward had hardly borne Clarence to the
strand when she swooned in hisarms. Turn-
ing to seck the aid of some one, he saw that
the Indians were watching the motions of their
pursuers, for they stood staring with painful
intensity towards the fall, and their figures
were rigid and scemed rooted to the rock.—
Following the direction of their gaze, the sol-
dier’s nerved heart grew cold, and his hair rose,
as he witnessed the awful catastrophe from
which they had so recently been preserved.

The Milicete canoe, at a short distance from
where they stood, was hurrying with frightful
rapidity towards the rapids, while its savage
crew, des'sting from their useless toil, with the
exception of onc warrior, stood uprighi and
tossed their arms wildly about, and shook their
paddles with unrelenting hate at the rescued
party; bat if they spoke, the focble sounds
were drowned in the voice of the mighty tor-
rent. Like a lightning flash the canoe shone
as it dashed down the dark declivity with sis
humen freight, whose extravagant gesturcs
were seen for an instant with hidcous distinct-
ness, strongly relieved against the ghastly foam
intd which thoy sank, then the waichers sought
in vam, among the belling billows, for further

traces of their enemies ; every earthly vestge
had entirely disappeared. Yet they caugh
one more glimpse of the canoe, but at some
distance below the first fall; for it shot up per-
pendicularly into air from ont the whirlpools,
as if poised by the weight of one clinging win
expiring grasp to the lower end ; then it gra.
dually subsided again into the yeast of waves
and 2s it sank, a cry was faintly heard to pes.
etrate the din--shrill and piercing—such as the
last utterance of a strong man’s agony anq
despair ;—but the deep thunder of the torrem
made reply, and the waters curled and dancei
in scornful jubilee over the Milicetes’ unhalloy-
ed grave.

¢ Open Hand I’ —shouted Pansaway, placinz
his mouth close to Edward’s ear; “ did yu
heer an Eagie scrcam? 'Twas louder tha
Ouangondy, and even the Great-Spirit e
scarce hear himself speak when he drives the
salt water away. ’Twas the death-howl ¢
Madokawando. Water is more stronger tha:
the cunning Sagamou. I know him. Hs
arm was big, his war-whoop very noisy—bx
he had a fox’s heart!”

Lifting ihe senseless girl in his arms, E2
ward, with some difficulty ascended the steg
margin of the island, which, though cover
with ragged pines and underwood was forme
of iron-like rock that terminated almost pir
pendicularly on every side, as if worn by
constant strife of waters which for ages
swept its bare brow. Harving gaincd the mes
sy soil clothing its summii, he tried evey
means e resiore the consciousness of Claren
but it was long 'erc her senses recovered i
violent shock they had sustained. At lengd
she woke, as from slumber, and gazed wic
around. A fit of hysterical laughter and
mentation succeeded which finally resulted 2
a flood of tears; then sobbing tremulons;
she fell graduaily into 2 tranquil sleep. Wi
ping his cloak closely around, the lover left
in Waswetchcul's care, and assisted in 1z
the canoe from the sca-weed bziow, which
considered an insecure position, and then er
sed to the further cnd of the island which
but a few paces in extent ; here was witn
one of the wildest sightsit had ever beent
fortune to behold.

From the clevated spot on which he ®
to the place wkere the view soon termins
the niver was walled 1n by towering p
that frowned in savage grandeur, whilc on @
castern sde they presented an imp
chicld to the Jambeat glances of the moos:
Sw.eping round, with pont and cove and &
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jonted fragment, the cternal barriers ap-
lfmched their clasping arims from either bank,
il within a surprisingly short distance of
ach other, when they terminated abrupt and
«oer, and through this narrow intersection, as
wrough a gigantic portal, the majestic St. John,
mith all its countless tributary streams, burst
i wrathful impetuesity, when making a sud-
«n turn to the left, the river disappeared from
e sieht, apparently bounded by a lofty hill
wvered to 1ts base with dark evergreen woods;
wth which, indeed, every summit and beetling
leg was crowned, adding to their command-
lag alutude and heightening the peculiar char-
licter of the scenery.

From the point where the perspective van-
Led, to the insulated rock on which the ad-
heaturers had waken refuge, the stream widened
f=-th 2 gradual curve, and again slighily con-
bacied s lunits il at seemed, with its bold
armn, not unhke a botling caldron, for its
tole visual surface was wrought into a sheet
{ agitated foam, which assumed a ghestly
xtre 1o the beam of the phantom moon. The
wxed waves, torn and split by the ragged
nel through which they coursed, tossed
shook their white manes like warring
2¢ds, now springing on with leap and roar—
wrning 1 dizzy vortex ; here belching up,
:of cjected from hollow caverns below, there
dying back with slow 2nd solemn motion,
g the chasms and echoing coves.

The group of 1slands were close 10 the left
%, from whence they appeared to have been
wenched by some stupendous earth-quake
splt the sohd rocks, and tore 2 path-
v through the lulls tolet the waters thr. ugh.
ween the shoreond the two lower islands—
the last of which, the party were,~—the
d rushed with a considerable inclination,
d the swiftness of a fierce mountain torrent,
zimg and dashing on its stormy passage, and
aline wuth the further shore, to which it ex-
2éed, Edward obgerved, to great advantage,
enbiroken fall of the niver as it rolied with
e hilt-like swell, and without 20y appear-
of mouon, wm'o the frothy wairlpools
bere the hosule Miliceie had so horribly van-

And over the snowy rapids and the
blue river above, the pale light gleamed
fiickered as the black clouds intercepicd
rays, while the deep basc of the cataract,
nding from the steeps and concavities,
1ts tremendous anthem to the night, 2nd
1s powerful vibratrons the islet trembled
th thar feet, as though 1t were sbout to
%7 from 1its hard foundaton and resist the

fickle river no longer with its tower-hke para-
pet of stone.

How grim and stern in the uncertain moon-
light the titanic heights looked down upon the
frerful waters at their base, rebuking, asit were,
their feverish career, with calm, though storm
furrowed brows. The gaunt, spear-topped pines

1 bristled like a ridge of hair, along the summits

of the cliffs; their midnight shade,—like the
Almigbty’s hand,—secmed to still the tempest
where it rested upon the struggling wave ; and
dread and unsparing as the red-man’s ven-
geance, the lonely spirit or the place seemed to
sit upon his savage throne, and brood, with
malign delight, over the smoking gulf and its
sepulchral gloom.

CHAPTER XIX.

Trroten the long hours they watched the
falls with unwearied patience, but it was aot
until towards morning that the tide turned,
and a change was observed in the arca of la-
bouring waters; for the commotion was gra-
dually subsiding, and consequently the noise
grew less overpowering to ther cars as the
flood swelled upward from the sez, tinging the
river water with its brine.  While they waited
for the rapids to become sufficiently czlm ta
admit of their venturing down without nisk, ta
the French fort,—which, as Pansaway said,
was in their immediate vicinity, and only hid-
den by the abrupt bend of the Tiver below tho
projecting precipices that so singularly confined
its course—ibe warrnor rclated to his son, wha
in turn interpreted its meaming to E4ward,—
the following extraordinary legend that he had
heard when he sojourned with the Milicete,
many ycars ago—

¥ You see,” said Argimon, when his father
had ceased, “ the great Ouangondy did not al-
ways go through this place o La Baye Fran-
coise, but when the first ume was,—as many
moons back as there are hairs upon brother's
| head,—1t ran by =2 broader path; the samo
where, be retnembers, in the swvampy vale we
came 2 second ume upon tbe trail of Madoka-
wando that is dead, and drank joy with our
cyes as we looked upon the Sundeamt’s jous-
ney. Now lisien, and my father will tell thee,
by the voice of his son, the aacien: speech
which says how this thing was.

“QOlder than the oldest wree, or wampom
bely, or grave, is the story of Ouangondy.—
How many times has the ground turned white
and green, with the frost and the sumimer;
how many tibes have been born, batdesfought

2nd warriors died, since the Great Unimoun
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wereswept away with their villages and pride?
Ay, how many?

“The Milicete sees their ghosts gliding over
the mad waters where their benes lay crumb-
ling, when the moon shines, or the lightnings
quiver; and some do say that they have heard
them shriek as the thunder of the storm rolled
along the mountains, or shook the hollow
rocks with its angry growl.

““Yet whether the spectres of that mighty
nation do linger about the place where they
perished—they and their name, nevertheless,
it is certain that here they stopped, and here by
the Great Spirit's arm werz they overthrowa.

“The memory of other times is always
bright among the furest tnbes, and our father’s
word is as an arrow—true, and goes straight
into a child’s heart, leaving its mark there
csermore.

“No one knoweth whence the Great Un-
known came. Some said from the inside of
the ground; and some that they were ttyown
up in a2 wild storm out of thesalt water waves.
The Mar above, if he would choose to speak,
could only tell; for he knoweth the secrets of
the dead, and the thovghts of live animals and
men.

“*Now, these people came and drove the
tribe away from the salt water, and built vil-
lages, surrounding them with high walls of
stone, and fished more than they hunted; yet
though not numerous, still were they very
voweriul and of great stature;—even like the
shadow of an Indian when he stands beside a
clear leke, in the grey éawning of the morn.—
Such were the light haired strangers who
drove the red men to the woods in the olden
timec-

“The hunters looked out from the shade,
and saw them dencing in the night, by the
light of the red torches. By the gleam of the
crackling pines their palc eyes glared, while
they drank their foaming horns and vexed the
hills with thar fierce songs of battie. Arnd
ever when they would raise high their deep
cups of bone and shout 2sone man, in astrange
tongue, they turned always to the pathway of
the morn.

“The Indian's heart grew cold when he be-
held these wild warriors resting by the cedars
of his fatherland, and he prayed to the spinis
for help, upon the high meuntains and in the
dark groves of fear, where the dead slept—
where their ghosts tarnied. Ay, by the secred
graves—by ihc haunted shedes the red men
coaxed the breathless manes,—the viewless
things that hover in the still air, in the lcaves,

by the torrent, by the caves of rock, on the
black whirlwind, on the blue lightning tha
kills,—to come forth in their dreadful strengt
and drive them away like weak flies in 1hs
storm : but they were angry and would ne;
comc.

“Then it happened that the wild stranger
fell to fighting with each other—brother agams:
brother, and all because some had found sione
that shone like a sunbeam, among the caveso;
the valley; and they that had little feugk:
with those that had more, so when these wer
killed they possessed their treasure. Ther
fore, in this way, became they enemies to ons
anothe~, and the yellow stones werea destroy
ing curse ; for friend died by the hand of frien,
and the spear and axe were painted with th
blood of kindred; and the pure earth »
stained.

“Then once more the red men prayed to t
strong powers of the woods and the air; ex
they rose up against the wicked race, and tr
to scare them from the Jand. But though
forest moaned, and each spirit of its countl
trees awoke in wrath; though the red si:
burst and were hurled along the sky of &
night by the dread spirits of the air,—and &
armed watchors of the north rushed up ¢
roofed them round on every side with ribs
fire, and shook their laming swords at thea
fury ;—yetthe Great I'nknown were notaf
and would not go away ;—for they had hex|
of stone.

*Then the Great Spirit that ruleth all tho
gathered the lightning in his waving hai,
with the tempest, like a hungry eagle, per
upon his shoulder, came down from the
and rested upon the mountains. The
trembled with fear, and silence fell over it
a shadow, what time Kessulk looked b&
and frowned; and in that black night thek
hearts slept without a drcam.

“He szid to the wind,—*go” And 0
iightning,—‘speed ”  Then shrieked the
pest through the veles and the proud hills
broken. Then roared the mad thunder,
the crooked fires cut through the land
winged knives. The rocks were split
hurled about like pebbles among thebad st
gers, and thew hearts melted with horror,
they wrre crushed. The earth was rolles
tossed 10 and fro, like waves; the forests
swruck down, itke grass m the mighty
wind, 2nd the Indian thought the end of
world was come-  In that black night, ¢
warr:ors hid their faces and died, and the
cicnts 2ppeared, for the ground shook so 4
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key could not rest in thoir graves, therefore
iy came forth and stalked upon the kills,
Igad talked to the thunder and the whirlwind.

«Atlength Kesoulk said to thestorm, ¢ cease?
And, like a weary bird, it folded its wings and
weturned again to sleep within the hollow of
ks hand.

#“When every thing became siill, and the
«n rose once more in peace, thered tribe look-
< out of their hiding places and wondered.—
o the green valley where the Great Unknuwcn
tud built their habitations—tl1ere was a sound
torrents—there was a gleam of waters!
“Their limbs gquivered, and their strained
ve-balls reeled with dread ; for the hills were
it asunder, vee, the hillsof rock were st iver-
L and the mighty Cuangondy had been fcrced
p wander by a strange path to the sult water;
even where the strangers had been, there
ed and leaped its roaring wave!

#4fter a while the hunters came down and
raclt by the borders of the valley that was,
»d the unknown race troubled them not any
¢; for they slept beneath theriver of many
ters;—bright Quangondy was their grave.
“Qft times, when the fisher takes his spear
torches by night on the siill water, he
and grows pale with fright, when he
s a white bore glistening among the long
wds that wave below. Then must he go
e straightway, and ask the wise man fora
tarm of power, else will the spectre of the
e come to him n sleep, and he will sicken
:d die with the curse that clings to the spirits
Fthe Great Unknown.
“Such, brother, is the awful word which
es the brave that listens, more than the
ule or the storm ; such is thestory of power,
how the salt water race were struck
wn by the Great Spirit’s wrath.
“Who.can stand before Kesoulk:? His arm
stbemost powerful--hisheart very strong ¥
By the tme that Edward, disturbed by the
of Pansaway, started from the reverieinto
iich the preceding extraordinary legend had
zzed his thoughts, day was dawning in the
st while the rapids, having entirely subsided,
2 nver glided with an upward current, every
ment increasing in height and swiftness.
t the shores and islands. Awaking Cla-
from slecp, which had great effect in
posing her excited feclings, the adventa-
s were again afioat over taespot where they
made their hurried escape from the falls,
the ledge was now submerged by the flood
2

+3dling along under the black precipices,

where the silence—only broken by the crack-
ling note of a restless king fisher, winging along
the side of the cliffs, or perched briefly, on the
branch of some gnarled tree, watching for its
finny prev,—was deeplv contrasted with the
reverberations that a few hours since had
shaken them to their very centres—they emer-
ged from the rocky gateway, where to theleft,
@ huge fragment, torn from the steep, lay half
buried in the flocd that swept peacefully at its
foot. The next instant the dark nounds of
Fort Bourbon were visible, as they turned the
stream, and the eyes of ali were cagerly cast
around in search of the beleaguering force they
wished, yet had scarcely hoped they might be
fortunate enough to descry. Sull an involun-
tary pang of regret wrung the breasts of the
Europeans, as they beheld with biuterness, the
utter solitude of all around, winle they were
quickly drawing near the strong hoid of their
national enemy. There remained now the
only alternative of delivering themselves upas
prisoners of war, and claiming protection from
a foc 1t was no longer possible or prudent to
avoid.

As the canoe approached the insulated point
of land vpon which the fortress was situnted,
near which was a second island of bleak and
irregular appearance, it struck Edward thatan
indescribable air of neglect reigned about the
place, and it certainly urgucf{ litde for the
watchfulness of the garrison, that they were
enabled to gain within pistol shot of the walls
unchallenged ; for no warkke voice issued its
stern summons from the ramparts, and neither
sound or motion of hfe was observed about its
dafences; nor did the lofty flug-staff look as
though it had lately borne a banner, for it was
tottenng over the bastion, and from 1ts truck,
drooped woefully; a remnant of the breken
halliards.

With astonishment they pessed slongby the
foot of the glacis, and gazed anxiously at the
grassy ramparts, while suil they were un-
questioned, unwarnad. Rounding the northern
angle of the for:, a view was obtained of the
open sca on cither side of a beautiful green
island that parted the broad expanse which
was tnged with 2 faint cnimson hue by the pro-
phetic blush of day. They landed at the east-
ward front and cntered, wondering, through
the unclosed gaieway, where the first sight of
the interior suggested a ready explanation of
the mystery.

The fort was tenaniless and dismantled.—
The works, partially blowa up, or otherwise
destroyed, presented 2 scenc of wide confusion,
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among which were conspicunous the blackened
heaps of half consumed buildings; while frag-
ments of iron, scattered about the encumhered
esplanade, were the only remains of the artil-
lery which had once defended the walls. The
immediate conclusion of the soldier was, that
while they had been delayed in making their
escape down the river, Captain Rous had ar-
rived, destroyed the fortress,and departed from
the coast ; which opinion was strengthened by
the observation of his guides, who discovered,
by the appearance of the charred remnants of
the barracks, that its confiagration had but
very recently taken place.

With unformed plans and bafiled prospects,
the fugitives sat about furnishing 2 meal, for
they had fasted since the previousevening, 'ere
they commenced the descent of the St. John,
and were nearly worn out with extreme cx-
citement and fatigne. Among the ruins of the
dismantled fort Edward sat by the side of Cla-
rence, with a cloud of care upon his, brow
which he endcavoured to shake off in ain;
while Dennis wandered down to the seashore,
and strayed listlessly over the rocksand sand,
as though there were some cord stirred in his
rugged breast by the contemplation of objects
to which he had for some timebeen a stranger,
aud the spell may have owned a deeper source,
for they were closely associated with the re-
collections of his far island home. Clarence
strove, with 2 woman’s creative fancy, to ban-
ish the despondency of her lover; building up
a fairy castle of hopes which was sure to be
speedily demolished, as Edward would shake
his head sadly, or with a faint smile, kiss her
soft check with unutterable fondness. Yet

~still she spoke so trustfully in the assurance of
some favourable circumstance occurring that
might assist them in their present need, after
the perils they had gone tlirough, that her lis-
tener, in despite of his better judgment, felt re-
lieved and enlivened by the hopeful words of
the beloved one beside him. Meanwhile the
Indians had struck a fire and prepared same
venison, which was gratefally reccived by their
fellow travellers. But Waswetchcul partook
not of the repast, for she sat apart with her
long black hair shrouding her pale features,
and though she spoke not, nor gave any strong-
er utterance to her suffering, yct the chicf, as
he cast 2 softened cy2 occasionally towards
her, knew well that she was mourning deeply
the recent fate of her relative; for although he
had been ever harsh and unfeeling towards her,
yet was he still her father’s brother and the
sole protector of her bereaved childhood.—

Directly opposite the French fort, the harboy
was bounded by a dark, wooded hill, bold and
broad, which extended on either hand, fromuy
upper curve to where it gradually ternunated
the seawardentrance. Nothing could be myr
devoid of life or human association than y
grim loneliness, its unmolested repose ; vet th
soldier little thought that ’ere a century’s laps]
not a vestige of forest growth would remas
upon its side, and that where the spruce anf
cedar trees then spread their boughs, the hy
bitations of hisadventurous countrymen would
be thickly clustered; and the clamour of
busy mart with its troubled interests, its waj
ward wvicissitudes, usarp forever the peacef
heritage of the beast and bird, desecraung ty
simple but majestic solitude. Then, the sd
shores gave back no echo, save that of a bug
song or a breaking billow; no fluttering
non gleamed above the solitary wave: theg
flapped its wing with a shrill scream, asits:
ed upon the wind, and the savage eagle of §
sea held indisputable dominion over its triy
tary realm.

CHAVPTER XX.

Whaiee the party lingered within the des
ed fort, without having asyet determined
any mode of proceeding in the unlooked §
straits to which they were reduced, by a o
cumstance over which they had no controi;
demand for promptness of action was sud
Iy presented in the alarming conduct of
nis, who was observed hastening towards
works, from the shore, where he had beenl
ering, with violent speed, shouting at the
of his voice; “the salvages! God help usi
salvages ! and the justice of his apprehenss
was but 100 quickly proved; for, shooting
yond a point that had obstructed the vies
their anproach, the fugitives beheld, with
enviable feclings, a perfect flotilla of cam
urged with desperate haste, apparently to
very spot where they stood, aghast witham
ment, by the numerous Indians with wh
they were filled. The first impulse of
whites was to fly into the woods behind
fort, for conccalment; but the Micmacs
sured of its impossibility, when within an
row’s flight of so active and merciless
enemy—stood motiontess, without evenli
their weapons from the ground op which d
rested, and folding their arms, awaited,
calm fortitude, the doom that scemed so1
able to their scute minds.  But the anxiety,
all was unexpectedly relieved ; for instez
making dircctly for the glacis, the hosule
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ewerved from its original course, apparently in-
fyenced by a far more serious object than the
‘upture of a few prisoners; for it seemed as
ihe canoes flew past in their passage upward,
jaemng the fort behind, that they were them-
wlves striving their utmost to cscape fram a
rersuing foe; for so rapid were ther motions,
itat nothing could be distinguished but a nm}-
yude of black, nodding heads above the sharp
anoes, and the lightning clance of paddle
Hades, as the river was broken and whirled
tito countless eddies by their impetuous pro-
piion.  Hlark! What deep sound is that
vhich makes the life-blood of the soldiers
smee with long-unfelt joy, as it breaks sea-
rd and rolls majestically along the harbour,
Img the clear morning air with lingering re-
aberations? What winged morster skips
d tears its thought-like way over the waves
through the very midst of the rctreating
p0es; throwing them into confusion, and
fhuding, with a shower of spray, the cffects
its resistless stroke, as three of the number,
ith their wild crew, arescattered, picce-meal,
n the tide into which theiron scourge plun-
, after its ehort but desolating carcer? O
at sound !—that message—though the har-
gers of Death to the Milicete,—“ as the mu-
of the storm blast,” the fury of its rush are
the homeless petrel; so were they wel-
me, doubly welcome to the ear and cye that
sceived the delightful impression.  Another
ming roar, and a second shot, ricocheting
bng the river, cut its unsparing way among
be yelling natives, from whom it culled afresh
arch: of victims; then around the headland—
“Walking the waters hke a thing of life,”

E:nc gliding into sight a swan-like frigate, her

rving canvass shining like pale gold in the
ly sunbecam. How gloriously that most
berutiful creation of man,—the otcan queen,—
alked along over the blue waves, tossing the
Eam from her sharp prow, as if in scorn of
e mant element she alone could tame.
“Huzza!” shouted Edward, throwing his
pinto the air with uncontrollable joy,

“"Tis Rous?! 'Tis Rous! Look, dearest;—
Ivo, three, there they are afterall; and weare
Rved.  God guard thee evermore, thou noble
atle flag! Well know I thy hope-inspiring
ross, for I have bled beneathitscerimson shade;
bt never yet when I looked upon thee—em-
lem of my conntry—has my faith in thy pros-
prity ever faltered.  Joy, beloved ! See—there
e fnends—red jackets too, by St. George!—
erily, it were well if 1 go not distracted with
thght.?

]

Such were the extravagant ebullitions of
feeling with which Edward hailed the bri-
liant vision that burst so unexpectedly upon
them, as three men-of-war in succession, came
rounding into view, with every <ail set to catch
the light morning brecze; whilst his com-
panions were no less moved by the sudden re-
vulsion from the most gluomy anticipations to
a degree of joyful bewildermuent, winch the
prospect of a certain restoration to all that was
held most dear, could, in their circumstances,
be well imagined to produce. The leading fri-
gate, when in front of Fort Bourbon, cast
anchor, and as she furled sail, the hollow rattle
of a drum resounded betwecen her decks; while
the flitting of dark objects in busy motion
through the open porty, told that the crew
wnre clustering thickly at their quarters.

't'ac impatient Euoropeans would delay no
longer. Hurrying to the landing with enthu-
stastic haste—which was singularly contrasted
with the conl, collected manner of the stoical
Indians,—they quickly embarked, and, with a
handkerchicf of Clarence fluttering on the end
of a long spear, as a pledge of their amicable
character, indispensible to their safc approach,
paddled dircetly towards the ship. The mo-
ments flew ; they beheld curious faces peering
down from port and buiwark, as the canroe
came along side. Then they stood upon the
white deck, amid a host of friends, whose
honest hands were convulsed with temporary
palsy, as they shook those within their grasp,
again and again; pouring at the same time,
words of heartfelt c<z atulation into the wan-
derers’ ears.  The )cautiful Waswetchcul gazed
with affright at the strange objects that sur-
rounded her, and pressed closely, with the
timidity of a fawn, to the side of Clarence, for
protection from the admiring glances of the
pale-faces, as they passed below; and it was
curious 1o note the wonder and awe with which
the queer, outlandish looking jack-tars gather-
ed, at a respectful distance, round the stern
hunters of the forest; while they would roll
their quids about and make their charactenstc
remarks in 2 mess-maie’s car.  If the redmen
wcre & mystery to the amphibious sailors, the
latter must have secmed a most remarkable
species of the human race—a link between man
and the frog—in the eyes of the Micmac war-
riors.

That day, the naval foree under Captain
Rous, remained in the ncighbourhood of the
cnemy’sfort, completing the destruction, which
it then appeared, the garrison themseélves had
commenced, previous toits abandonment; not
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having sufficient confidence in their prowess
to resist the armament which, as they had
Jearned, was about advancing to attack them.
With the evening tide the anchors were weigh-
ed, and the ships, spreading their broad wings,
bid farewell forever to the banks of the wild
St. John.

As they stood across the Bay of Eundy, the
twilight was dcepening around, and Edward
walked the deck in converse with doctor Dick-
son, whom, it will be remembered, we intro-
duced on a former occasion;—he had been
sent as a professional guardian to the detach-
ment of troops on board, and seemed greatly
astonished at the success of his young friend’s
scheme; having expressed his irm conviction
from the first, thatit was ene of the most decided
cases of monomania that had come within the
sphere of his observation.

“ My boy,” said the doctor, in reply to some
remarks of the other, “what you tell me is
singular--very singular; but, forgive me if I
cannot reconcile it with the discrepance of
known habits, and a brutish incapability of re-
ceiving instruction, or, in fact, a want of per-
ception, and consequently a depreciation of,
not only the beautiful and exalted in nature;
but the incalculable L.essings which accrue
from a cultivated understanding and the adop-
tion of a more rational mode of living. See
yonder savage ;”—continued the doctor, point-
ing to Pansaway, who was leaning with fold-
ed arms against the mast, and gazing abstract-
edly at the wasic of waters before him.  “See
what apathetic disdain he cxhibits toward the
surprising products of art and science that sur-
round him. Methinks the sight of a British
man-of-war might well, wercit possible, excite
a spark of curiosity and emulation in his cold
soulless bosom ; “fas est ¢t ab hoste doceri)

The doctor, having run himself out of breath
with his indignant reproachings of the unlet-
tered heathen, appealed to his well stored snuff-
box, which,~—like the widow’s cruise,—was
never empty, and he found its contents to ac-
cord better with the pungency of his feelings,
than the loud laugh with which his speech was
reccived by his auditor.

“Conie, doctor,” returned Edward, *spare
your abuses of my venerable friend, and let
me tell you that you were grievously at fault
when you supposed von brave man devoid of
observation, or the finer qualities of our nature
believe me, many a man, tich in worldly gifts
snd unproductive wisdom, might receive a
moral lesson- of humility and contentment
from that poor Indian,ignorant though he may

secm to the eye of prejudice.  But, a8 you spek
the French, hold discourse with him, and yoy
can judge for yoursclf; as, according to you
axiom, one case in point is better than a thoy
sand theoretical deductions.”

“ Granted,” was the pertinacious reply
“fexperimentum crucis ;' I lay my life the re
sult will fully establish the accuracy of my
argument.”

Upon this intent, the two advanced toway
the Indian, and the medico, somewhat with iy
same tone and manner used in speaking 1o 4
child, addressed him thus, in Freneh—

“ Brother,”

“Ay?? Was the gottural reply, as Pang
way turned his head slowly round to the qued
tioner, seemingly loath to be disturbed frod
his reverie.

“What think you of these things?” Ry
joined the other, pointing to a shot-rack at
feet; but Pansaway turned away withed
deigning a reply, and fastened his cyés ag
upon the curling waves. :]

“] said so ;’—whispered the man of scien
triumphantly, to his companion,—* the crey
ture is mercly gifted with instinct, and so 1
beaver; ‘fruges consumere nati,’” here §
took another pinch.

* Forbear,” muttered Edward, sternly. whi
he addressed his faithful ally ina very differcq
style,

“Pansaway, we would learn youropiniond
the ball that the big thunder drives; whaig|
yc ?,)

At the sound of Edward’s voice, the warrg
turned immediately round and replied, in b
ken patois,

e think him pretty strong; may bem
stronger than medicine-man’spelowiwcey ; so
time he no cure um. But big thunder—s
him go through somebody, then certain
never be sick no time any more;” and the
dian’s white teeth shone as his lips parted§
a quiet grin.

“ Confusion ¥’ Exclaimed the astonis
Dickson: conld he have meant me? Ho
knows he my profession ?”’

Upon repeating the question to Pansaw
he answered, without looking round—

“Cos him head crazy.”

Not understanding the inference, or 3
reason why the Indian associated an ide
mental derangement, with the practice of of
dicine, Edward applied for an explanat:
upon which Pansaway, turning to him,

*“Open Hand, listen ! Indian medicine-
say, whatever place you be sick, there
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st be take something for cure : may be roots,
‘pay be drink—may be tye leaves on him spot
pore better ; so he will do. Then you sce,
Boo-1wo-win think a good deal, so he can grow
nore wiser; but, s’pose his head not strong
eough, then he will go crazy, and be no good
oy more. Then may be he will tuke medi-
ete in him nose, all same one Anglashcou
Beo-wo-win. Certam his head must be very
sk, so he will take tobacco dirt up his nose
¢l the time. Certain—poor man—he should
bs very crazy ;—me sorry.”

And the undaunted forrester affected to look
with condescending pity upon the chop-fallen
ohject of his provokad sarcasm, ’ete he walked
way, while Edward could not restrain his
airth; which irritated the doctor so much,
that he made a rather sharpreply,upon which
the old forrester, drawing himselfup to his full
poportions, and regarding the other with an
expression of ineffable scorn, raised his arm
with the dignity of a sovereign, ashe cut short
the speaker with this pithy rebuke—

“Show me a warrior and I wil talk to him.
6o, stranger—Pansaway is no fool.”

It was long ‘ere Edward attempted to men-
won the subject again to his medical friend;
when he did. however, ask his opinion of the
Indian, he shook his head mysteriously and
strove to hide his evident confusion, while he
mattered between s teeth, in the pauses of
ach nasal inhalation—"rara arvis in terris,
nigroque simillima cygno.”

On the following morning the ships of war,
«tening a narrow passage through the moun-
tanous range that traverses Nova Scotia,—a
natural bulwark,~from east to west—f{rom the
bason of Minas to St. Mary’sbay,—swept into
abeautiful sheet of water at the hrad of which
Annapolis Roval was situated. To the left,
the view was bounded by an uniform ridge of
mountains whose several bases werte projected
boldly into the green meadows beneath, kike
the bastions of some titanic fortification, in
various depths of light and shade; and along
their summits the valley’s mist sailed slowly,
dinging fondly to its native soil in curled and
éstorted wreaths—having somewhat the ap-
parance of a wild charger's mane—'ere they
were torn away by the breeze and melted im-
perceptibly into the warm blue atmosphere of
morning..

In a short time they were at anchor above
the town ; and Clarence Forbes found an im-
mediate asylum among the many friends by
whom she was so well known and so warmly
sieemed.  There, through the kindness and

attention lavished upon the rescued maiden,—
which also were extended to her faithful and
attached companion—the fair Wasweichcul,—
between whom and the former, that pure re-
gard which had sprung up amid scengs of wild
excitement and distress, was neither doomed
to fanguish when it was needless as a bond of
security on the one part, nor on theother pass
away with the occasion that stirred 1t into
being; for "twas the offspring of pity and mu-
tual attraction.—Clarence was somewhat re-
stored to her original tranquility and beauty,
though it was long ’ere her cheek rccovered its
wonted richness of bloom, or the impress of
anxiety, woven by vicissitude and sorrow, was
crased from her young brow. The bud of her
sweet life had been chitled by the sharp frost
of early grief, and time alone could hexl the
ravages it had mace upon its tender texture;
indeed it may be doubted if she ever perfectly
recoveied that joyonselasticity of fecling, which
s 5o seidom: to Le seen when we have outstrip-
ped our first years, and which takes wing so
sviely upon the approach of the heart’s sad
trials. And is not its glorious, star-likeascea-
dency the sole period of life which may, with-
out exaggeration, be termed our golden age?
Like our early love of all things beautiful and
true,—it may be a simple flower, a song, a
worldless thought, 2 fair young face, pure as
the heart it reflects ;~—like the hopes we have
buried,—like its painted sign; as the kiss of
passion—as the love it seals ,—so is the glow
that warms, the fresh gladness that plumes
the free spirit of our youth, and so surely as
the day advances, doth that life of life vanish
mournfully away; for it cannot bear the noon-
tide heat, the strife and dust of middlc age.—
Then, when the soul awalkes fromitsbrief and
pleasant dream, and, as some lone exile from
a better land, beholds the rugged-and toilsome
pathways of the worlg, is it wonderful that
memory,—the urn which holds the records of
the lamented past,—should be more fondly
treasured than the hope which hath always
forsaken? ’Tis a phantom, luring the vietim
on, cver on, with deceitful smile, until, grown
merciful at length, it beckons Zruly, from the
heaven that gilds our grave.

With the return of the troops from the fron-
tier, where all hosulities hiad ceased, Clarence
was restored to the arms of her father, who
had been apprized of her safety, and, as soon
as his wounds would permit, hastened to An-
napolis. Like the painter that threw amantle
over the face of hin whose cmotions he felt
were incapable of delineation, we will not at-
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tempt to poriray the voiceless depth of those
ferlings which hallowed the meeting of the
father and his child ; ’twould indeed be a vain
and useless task. A few days subsequenily,
Edward Moleswor:ih received the hand of her
whom he had proved himself so well worthy
of possessing ;—whose virgin affections had so
long been unalterably his. And at the same
altar, by the desire of her European friend, the
wild flower of the Milicete was united to the
Micmac chief, by a rite whicl, though it mighe
consecrate, could not link a firmer bond than
that which pure affection had already woven.

Areturn to his native country being consider-
cd necessary to the perfect recovery of Cap-
tain Forbes, he took pussage in a transport
about 1o leave for England with invalids, the
charge of whom, upon application, Edward
was fortunate enough to obtain.

Mournful was the parting between the Eu-
ropcans and their forest friends; for a com-
munity of suffering and penl bad bound them
to each other. Many were the tears thatWas-
wetchcul shed, as she clung to Clarence, long
and sorrowfully, upon her departure for the
old world : nor was she alone in the indul-
gence of passionate regret.  Clarence pressed
her lips upon the clear, softbrow of the Indian
girl, and bidding her not 1o weep, threw a me-
mento round her neck ; one brief clasp to the
heart that throbbed as if it would break with
anguish, and she hastened tearfully away.

O! how often in after years,—whose flight
was noted by the successive presents which
each spring was sure to bring as a pledge of
fond remembrance from those so far away,—
did the faithful squaw sit by the sea shore and
musc upon that unknown country which lay
a moon's journcy over the wide, intcrminable
waters; wondering if the Sunbeem was think-
ing, in her happiness, of the one that loved her

. 80 well—so truly still, and if there were many
like her among the daughters of the pale-faces.
Then would she weep bitterly, and gaze upon
the pictured resemblance of her friend, which
ever hung at her bosom, with every token of
fresh, impassioncd grief.

Even the stern warriors forgot their habitual
self-restraint as they shook the hand of Ed-
ward on taking lcave. Argimou turned away
with stroag emotion, and theiron-hearted Pan-
saway could not meet the sad look of the
Open Hand, as he bid adien, without falicring ;
and his parting wotds were low and inarticu-
late to the car of hiim he had so nobly assisted
i time of need.  Nor must we forget to men-
tion that Deunis, inspited by a Gt of spon-

|

taneous generosity, purchased two hunug
kuives and presented them to the foresiyy
with these words— ‘
“Here, Sagamy, avic, and yerself, ouls
sarious; kape thim for the scke o Denpy
Sherron; an may they niver want an edgeny:
a male’s mate to dale wid, nor--be the s:ung‘
token—an appetite to take a hoult on; divi 4
thing else, plase God. Amin.” J‘
Some time previous to his departure, Edwarg
tried to persuade the chief to return with hyg
to England, but without avail. The answy
of Argimon was charactenstic and expressive
“Brother,” said he, with pathos—*‘it ca
never—never be. When you take the mooy
from the woods and keep 1t among the sctily
ments of the pale-fuces, it will pine away anf
diec. Ono! Argimou must go to his people
for they are without a guide. We were box
on this ground, our ancients lay buried undy
it; shall we say to the bonces of our fathers
arise and come with us into a foreigh land
And so they parted. One to his ancestom|
abode in a conntry where life and human hy
piness was the object of man’s mighty
achievements in science and art ; where cvey
means of enjoying a paradise on earth, wy
within reach of these who could comimand
little yellow dust;—if the world were cver v
capable of yiclding, butfor a scason, ought thf
could beguile the restless mind of man, ¢rd
athirst with an immortal longing for the
attainable, the wnknown.—The other to
areen forest shades, with a store of memo
and thoughts to occupy his lonely musings:
after years. By the red camp fire, in the s
watches of the night; in the hour of troub
and when his wronged heart was torn w
drcadful angwsh, hie remembered the words
the Open IHand, and straightway the c
that was about to issue from his lips,
poweiless and untold. He strove to forg
for his brother's sake, the cruelty and injus
of the race to which he belonged.

CHAPTER XXI.

To those whose interest may have been
gaged in the foregoing pages,—an irregul
narrative of vicissitude and suffering, not &
usual to tha carly adventurers among the woud
and wilds of the new world,—we woud
dress oursclves briefly. I such arc impel
by the spirit of old romance, o refuse all fe
ther sympathy to the tnals of those who hs
triumphed over the vexatious obstacles €7
supposed to encumber the rarcly-trodden
of true love; with grateful thanks for thewt
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arance thus far, we could courteously re-
pamend them to stop here. If we have
jaakened one genuine feeling, touched one
yord of gentle memory, we have our reward.
s with those who take a deeper glance at
te motives and consequences of human ac-
ns, those who are more prone to reflect upon
te dark struggle of man, for ail he holds most
scred upon earth—the want and woe which
sults from human oppression—the agony
despair that wring the exile’s heart—the
4 legend of a natiow’s downfall,—than to
so at the brief but sventful record of that
bich forms but an episode in the history of
troubled lives ;—we would tarry a litde
wger. 'To the moralist, the man of thought,
2 offer a subject of mournful but not unpro-
uble meditation.

Argimou went back te his tribe, amone
hom he acquircd considerable fame by his
sice and wisdom; and he was ever con-
nicuous, throughout t'ie great changes that
ch year wrought in the destinies of his peo-
e, for the calm fortitude and bravery with
hich he struggled against, and partially re-
rded the untoward evonts that, in the end,
we fated to crush, evermore, the power and
rospects of the tribe. And long the wwild
nser of the Ou:mgond y bloomed beneath the
pelter of his wigwam : while the good Pan-
way was honoured for his deeds and his
mues, and ’ere he slept that sleep which
nows no dream, he taught his grandson how
be a jnst man and a brave warrior.

In the progress of time, the tie that bound
e native tribes 1o the interests of the French,
as dissolved; for a great revolution had
ken place in the concerns of the American
oonies; the English having finally become
le masters of the wide realm over which the
rench had once securely ruled. The strong
wi of Louisburg had fallen, and of its bat-
sments—its palaces, scarce a vestige remain-
. The prophetic denunciation of the Jewish
kmple of old might have proclaimed the judg-
pent that had befalles the fated stronghoeld;
bt not one stone remained upon another, and,
R the expressive language of the historian, the
fsherman, as he sails along the now-deserted
ores, points out o the curious stranger, a
bw dark mounds, as the place where once
tood the proud and flourishing Louisburg.
The reduction of the island of St. Jobu im-
ediately followed, and ’ere long, the British
vere in possession of the Canadas, from which
¢ last remnants of the French were finally
tpcled.  Though, by flood and forest, bleod

had been poured out like rain, on the broad
St. Lawrence and by the Great Lakes, the
“'Tri-color’ wasforever furled ; the war-whoop
heard no more. A new race dwelt by the ma-
jestic strcams, and hstened with awe to the
roar of the giant cataract, from their homes in
the deep green solitudes; while the warrior
tribes were journeying away from their homes
and the haunts of the stranger, whose hearth-
stones were planted on their ancient soil—
whose broad roads led over their fathers’
graves; whose friendshsp had proved a honied
poison—whose presence a destroying curse!—
Then, only, was it that the Micmacs entered
into an alliance with the English; for the Aca-
dians had long since been driven out of their
possessions, and ruthlessly torn from homeand
kindred, to linger and die exiled among stran-
gers; sull their faithful allies clung to the doom-
ed peasantry, with unswerving steadfastness
to the last. But it was vain to resist the sure,
though rigorous decree of fate. The over-
whelming tide of civilization rolled from the
sea coasts, and though met and contested at
every point, with unflinching bravery by the
warlike hunters, yet, step by step, they were
gradually dnven back from the shores, and
isolated within the woods that were already
beginning to vanish away before the axe and
fire-bread of the settler; so that, wearied with
incessant strife and shorn of theirbravest war-
riors, a doubt whether they would be enabled
to exist much longer, as a distinct tribe, was
the grave motive that induced a reconciliation
with those it were useless any longer to op-
pose. It was resolved, ther-{ore, to accede to
the offer of friendship on the part of the Eng-
lish, which had been ever rejected with scorn
whilst there remained a single hepe of baflling
the invaders of their fatherland. This inter-
esting ceremony—which, at the time, was con-
sidered of some importance, as a guarantee for
the future peace and prosperity of the colony—
took place at Halifax in the year 1761, shorily
after the death of Governor Lawrence; when
the management of provincial affairs devolved,
temporally, upon the Chief Justice, Jonathan
Belcher, Esquire.

Within a room of far less pretension, in size
or decoration, than the chamber from whose
walls, ot the present day, old England’s later
sovereigns look down in grandeur upon her de-
scendants,—conspicuous among whom stands
the pictured donation of The Sailor King;—
a brilliant throng was gathered, such as had
seldom been seen at that day within the infant
colony. Therc were the members of Ilis Ma-
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jesty’s council in antique costume ; remarkable
for their well bred courtesy of demeanor, min-
gled with a lofty reserve, befitting their impor-
tant station ; there were the representatives of
the people, not—as has been observed at an
after period—men possessing neither thepolish
of cultivation nor the simple dignity of the
savage; but men of high toned manner and
unquestionable loyalty. There were, also,
comfortable, quiet looking citizens of broad
build and peaceful disposition, who came to
take a safe look at the grim warriors they had
heard so much of, and whoin they respected
in the same ratio that they were feared ; and,
in contrast to the burghers, both in dress and
air, were to be noticed the officers attached to
the military force of the garrison ; while, last,
not least, many a far face and form evinced
that the curiosity of the softer sex had induced
them to venture a peep at the wild men of the
woods.

The President, having taken his seat, ex-
pressed lus readiness to receive the deputation
from the Micmacs ; upon which the door open-
ed, and, with bold, fearless bearing, the Indians
strode into the chamber and walked directly
up to the foot of the throne, without deigning
to return the innumerable glances directed to-
wards themn, from every s.de. A murmur of
half suppressed wonder—it might be appre-
hension,—ran round, as the whites beheld, for
the first time, within their palisaded town, the
fierce warriors who nad so long kept them in
continual dread by their determined animosity,
while manv openly expressed their admiration
at the noble figures and casy gestures of men,
tutored only in the rough schools of nature;
whose tall frames were displayed to advantage,
by the embroidered tunics in which the chiefs
were clothed, with the additional decoration of
wampum belts and variegeted plumes. But,
of all there, the most striking was their leader—
he who, by superior rank was alone qualified
1o speak the word of his tribe to the Angla-
sheou. This was Argimou, the Bashaba. The
event{ul years that had elapsed since the inci-
dents previously ncrrated, had wrought some
changes in his appearance; for, though his
face still retained its ingenuous and noble ex-
pression, yat was it also possessed of a sterner
character than formerly; but ihere was the
same proud fearless lip and eagle glance—the
sameerect, symmetrical formasofyore: time—
though it had robbed it of its youthful curve—
its panther-like phiancy of motion,—had im-
parted a more massive breadth of proportion
and a morc majestic scverity of outline. Half

hidden among the group,—asif seeking to sh
observation,—stood Pansaway, noew a wor
weary-looking man, with iron-grey hair ay
furrowed, melancholy countenance. Dun
the whole ceremony he kept his gaze fixed
tently upon his son’s face, and never, for
instant, suffered it to wander around the throp
ed and unaccustomed assembly ; what we
they to the old Indian? The child of hism
hood—the great warrior-chief of his age—w
the sole beacon of his heart and cye !
After several introductory ceremonies h
taken place, the President made a spec
wherein he exhorted the chief to render fa
ful submission to the Sovercign with whom
was about to enter into a treaty of peace, wh
if broken, would never be again tendered, a
incur the vengeance of the English gove
ment. That as he, the President, now ¢
him by the hand, in token of friendship a
protection, it would be incumbent upon
tribe ever to unite in resisting any hos
schemes against the British authority. T
treaty was then signed by the Presidemt
the Micmac chief; after which, in accordaz
with the ancient custom of the tribe, t
walked in solemn procession to the place wh
a grave had been prepared, in which, a
pledge of eternal amity, a tomahawk wasa
to be buricd. There the ornamented pip:
peace was lighted, and the chief after taking
few whiffs, handed it to the President, w
received with courtesy, the propitious embk
and inhaled along draught’ere it was retur
Taree successive times the fomagan touc
the lips of cither, after which, the Sach
arosc and spoke to the interpreter as follow
“Listen! that ye may convey truly, 4
without deceit, the voice of the Micmac 1o
car of the Anglashcou. Tell my brother 1
he hears the nation speak through my wor
(Then turning to the President, he continued
“When the Wennooch came to Acadic §
Indians made a peace with him that mightl
forever, and the Micmac swore 10 aid andp
tect the strangersand fight for Onanthio,—
was their great King and Father,—and
fulfilled their prumise, justly, until their
thers’ hearts were broken :—the Micmacc
do no more. Alas! the silver chain of4
love never rusted or severed: for it me
brightly away. Now, O stranger! the fn
ship which w¢ once gave to Onanthio, 1 d
to thy king and thy people, with a clean?2
fearless heart—and an open palm.
“Listen! Anglasheou, and think not th
have been prompted by compulsion or un
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g fear, to seck the good will of thy nation ;—
Micmac is free,—and never made a talk
i Fear! O no! I come of mineown accord,
smoke peace and call King Georgemy Great
ather and friend. INow, therefore, behold, O
ther! For myself and in the name of the
ets anG warriors of the nation, §, their Ba-
ba, bury the hatchet forever, as a pledge of
ce with the Anglasheou ; and may itnot be
aubled : for so long as it remaineth hiddenin
¢ ground—so long will the chain be unbro-
¢, In witness of whatI havesard—iook ye!
belt will preserve my words!”

Suiting the action to thesentiment, Argimou,
:he concluded, dropped the tomahawk into
¢ grave, and afterwards prescnted a belt of
pum to the President as a record of his
lance. When theearth was carefully simooth-
with the customary observances, over the
blem of war, the health of the Sovereign
sdrunk with enthusiasm, by the assembled
ultitude, and three tremendous cheers pro-
imed that the hatchet was forever buried
ween the Miemac and Anglasheou.

CHAPTER XX1I.

Loxe years rolled away, and with them pas-
the power and happiness of the Indian
bes. The pestilence of the stranger swept
em away, like a blighting wind; the fire-
er wasted with unquenchable fever the
ong frames that had once hid defiance to the
inter storm and the n:ost harassing toil.—
nd gradually,—with the introduction of for-
en luxuries, and by association with the
hites,—the stern hunters of the wild lost that
plicity and virtue, which had once taught
em to despise the indulgence of propensities
y further than natural wants required, or
ict morality justified. The grand old woods
ere poliuted by the clamour and wrangling
tle of greedy adventurers, before whose lo-
tlike progress the green leaves vanished
way ; and with them came the guileful thought
the cold clutch of Avarice—the scorpionfangs
fDisease. The men of iron—the chauinless
carted—1whose spirits might break but would
ver bend, said that they could not live by
e salt water, for the air was poisonous with
¢ breath of the pale-faces, and they had
rought strange ways among them: therefore
cy rose up in wrath and sorrow, and left
eir own country, and journeyed to the set-
ng sun, where the white men had not yet
cnetrated, and they returned nevermore.—
ome said that they could not huntany longer,
T the noise of axes, felling trees in the clear-

ings, had driven the game away; so they
snapped their bows and became slaves to the
fire-water, and thus, madly—miserably died.
Meanwhile the strangers grew fat and malti-
plied, like pigeons, in the country of the In-
dians, aud beheld them vanishing away from
the groves, without heed, or even a kind word
to soften the misery they had brought upon a
once mighty people. But the starving native
would not beg : he was too proud yet, and his
heart and hope were not altogether crushed by
the heavy woes that had assailed him. Neithex
had theiron of sorrow’s fetter eaten its corro-
ding way into the soul it bound; for he still
firmly believed that at some future period, they
would be restored to their ancient patrimony
and happiness ; that hope nourished the dimin-«
ished spark within their breasts, and it would
flash up, at times, when something of the spir-
it of former days roused them into a brief ob-
livion of regret. Then the dark void would be
illumined with a dreamy vision, a pictured
prospect, coloured, by that single ray, with a
brilliancy more attractive, even than the me-
mory of the olden time; alas! 'twas as false
as the deceitful source from wheunceit sprung ¢
a8 the Jast fitful flicker of the taper ’ere it for-
ever expires! But the Indian never broke his
alliance with the English, and bore his suffer-
ings patiently without a murmur.

In the mild glory of a summer eve,--when
the sun played laughingly, among the leaves,
tinging them with mellow gold, and the sky
was mantled in a rich flood of rosy light, soft
as the blush of a girl’s cheek, from her first
love-kiss;—an aged Indian stood by a quiet
spot in the deep and lonely forest. Twas a
sad but sclemu place, wherea man might weep,
unseen by aught save heaven, or the viewless
spirits of the dead ; and purge his soul by earn-
est commune with Nature’s omnipresent God.

A small circle, green and mossy,—at a high
clevation, had been reclaimed from the woods,
centuries ago, and thickly scattered over its
arcz, were innumerable mounds, unadorned
and undistinguished, save, here and there, by
around grey stone or a wooden cross, half
buried in weeds and long rustling grass; and
on every side, gigantic, hoary pines, with oc-
casionally an elm or white birch intermingling
its airy foliage, rose high and gloomy, like a
wall, overshadowing with their arms, the
mysterious relics below ; while through a vis-
1a, opening to the west, long sweeping lines-of
vale and mountain ridge were seen, steeped in
the gorgeous colouring of flesting day, and
clo~uent with the grandeur of repose. Many
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a winding river, like a huge sespent, might be
iraced, meandering through glade and forest
grove; many a shadowy lake, like a silver
mirror, reflected back the heaven from the
wide, woodland solitude ; and hill and interval,
melting far, far away into & mutual tint, were
insensibly lost, while the level line that mark-
ed the boundary of the sky, denoted that the
prospect terminated only with the ocean’s
broad expanse.

The Indian leaned him on a staff,—for he
seemed weary and bent with time,—and un-
covered his grey head with reverential awe, as
he locked around and felt the dread stitlness
and solitude of the place ereep within his very
soul. Who would have recognized in that
feeble, dejected man, the strong and fiery war-
rior who had once made the hills echo with his
war-whoop, and hailed with wildest transport
the music of the baitle or the storm ?

*Twas Argimou, at the burial-place of his
nation. The last of all those warriors who
ceuld not bring themselves to the humiliation
of asking assistance from their conquerors, he
had protracied his departure, partly impelied
by the strong love he bore his country, and
partly urged by a scnse of duty that revolted
at the thought ef deserting his unfortunate
brethren, and enjoined protection to the poor
lingerers who sill wandered foadly around
their desecrated haunts,—like timid birds whose
nests have been rifled,—and couid not tear
themselves away. At length, with a bursting
heart, he had come 10 look once more at the
ancient memorials, ’cre he left his home for-
ever. At his feet lay three half-obliterated
graves, one of which was marked with a mos-
Sy cross, rude but expressive, telling that the
slumberer died in the faith of the Hennvoch—a
believer in the Son of God;—that was Pan-
saway’s grave.  But whose is that, where the
wild rosc is shedding its leaves, 2s an offering
on beauty’s carly bier; where the dlue violets
{ook up to heaven in the semblance of hopeful
truth, pure and uwnnoted 2—\Whose but Was-
wetcheul’s ; and that small mound at its side
conteins the ashes of her son. The Hid
FYower had withered years ago, with the bud
that sprung up {rom its toot, in the scourging
pestilence of the whites, and they were long
since transplanted in * that flowery land whose
green turd hides no grave.”

Argimon bent down and hid his face with®:.
s shranken hands, while he called 10 remem-
brance the beauty and gentleness of " is only
tove; and the ime when he carned her away
from ¢ Miliccte country, with the Sunbeam

of the Open Hand, the only jost man he 1y
ever known among the greedy Anglasheoy
He thought how loncly and homeless he by
been since she and her child died; but why
he remembered the dark troubles that had ;

tervened, and then saw how peacefully 11
flowersand sunbeam shone on the quiet grave

he felt it was betterso. Then, the change
had swept over the destinies of his race, shoy
his soul with a tempest of grief, as he looid
abroad vpon the couniry where his faibs
hunted; the sircams where the white
elided, and the canoe lay forever moored]
Where twas their ancient patrimony, thur s
girtinheritance?  Like the voice of his belovg
the bold warriors of the Micmae, gone—i:
ever gone! Where were the mighty Mohasd
whose war-cry so often echoed on the conf:
of their territory ; were they, 100, driven awar
Ay, the Bear-tribe was very numerous
strong, but it also hath vanished, no onc kns
eth whither. Go ask the wind !—perhaps
can tell. And the other nations of the Irog
and the tribes of the Great Abenaci; they w:
plentiful as the Icaves and had strong hearts
yea, hearts without fear,—surcly they s
dwelt in their old forests; their fathers’
try? Go, stranger! Follow thesun from
ciadle to his grave, vou will see a great
few red men—-but many graves.

While such-like musings suggested b
selves to the old chicftain's mind, mournfc}
and with trembling limbs, he bowed in hoy
less lamentation over the mouldering m
ments of the departed; and he would by
shed tears, had not thair source long since
dry. Shaking off, atlengih, by < violent aff;
the unusual weakness thatoppressed him, s
denly hestood erect, and his form dilated w.
excess of passion.  Growing strong with <
woe that wrung his soul, as he brooded 34
their saiTows and wrongs, in fervent adjuratd
he raised nis voice, filling the sacred lmzd
place with unaccustomcd MUrmurs. “

““ Great Spirit of the universe "' —he exclay
cd, stretching his arm toward the vaulted s3]
“Canthisthingbe?”  And he listened awk
but no sound, save 2 low, mndisttnct m
broke the deep silence of the woods, and 3
light boughs were unshaken. |

Then once more he spokealoud—that lon:
man.

* Shades of my fathers! Wl the g
time of the Indian acrer return 7°

And 3 sudden wind swept among the funes
pincs, and the innumerable leaves seemd
whispering to each other in wonder, 8s uxcs:'{
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wam vanished away ; whiledark night liz upon
4z sacrad tumull, and from the dim, haunted
prest, that secemed to tremble at the sound, a
iad voicerephied : “nerer!’ When theecho
sl away, Arginiou lay stretched upon Was-
saicheul’s grave—the heart of the Sagamou
'sss broken.  Old Tonea's prophecy was ful-
Wied : the white gull kad jlown orer all!?

Peace to the red men that are gone!

faeir children are the pale sirangers’ scoff's
Tee heritage of their Fathers is a mournful
thought;

122 memory of their glory--a broken song !

cr @B
Written for The Amaranth.

CHILDHOOD.

Faeut vision of childhood, return yeagain,

[nen calmest my sorrows, and soothest my

pain;

Pa! bring me again the wild gladness of vouth,

Poen hope was my banner, arrayed in bright

truth.

é.::um yeagain! let me thoughtlessly rove

5 the mecandering streamlet that wound

through the grove ;

L2t me pluck the sweet flowers that grew wild-

Iy zlong,

b-1danceto the notes of the nigntingale’s song.

Lame, come and againletmewande ‘adreams,

-4 revisit in fancy the loved youthful scenes:

Faen my childhood passed sweetly, my days

were as bright

s the calm summer morn's gentle pate hght

*‘a! bright joyous hours—how swiitly ye

passed,

[otouched by misforiune, unfeit earik's cold
blast;

2en my heart beat as hghtly, my voice was
as gay [ter's law.

3 ihe sweet evenng notes of the wa songs-

ot ye, retutn ye, Oh ! bring 1o me now

¢ soft balmy zephyrs which fanned my
young brow ;

2! bring me the lost ones, which oft with

me roved,

more let mehear the sweet vorces Toved.

talas! they have fled, and iy childhood s

gone,
»more shall 1roveo'cr my youth's treasured
home—

ymore shall T list to the swedt evemng bell,
szt vimon of childhood, farewell—0l!
farewell !

8. Joha, N. f., 1542 H.S. 8B

For The Amaranth.

A TALE OF INTEMPERANCE.

“Thy drunkenness. v. uose vile incontinence

Takes hoth away the reason and the sense;

Tl with deep flowing cups the mind possest,

Leaves te be man, and wholly turns 1o beast ;

Think while jhou swallowest the capacious
howl,

Thou lettest in scas to wreck and drown the
soul.”

It was a bright and balmy morn in the
flowery month of June—the pesrly blossoms
of the hawthorn wreathed with the cnmson
buds of the wiid rose, flunz their rich odours
on the breeze as it swept the glittening dew-
drops from their leaves ; and the sweet melody
of birds rung forth from every spray, mingling
with the merry rush of sparkling waters, as
they sped on their paih, bearing, as 1t seemed,
in their glad waves, a song of love and praise
from every creature of the fairearth. Thesky
was clounless, and the Solden sunhght beamed
on all; cven the rugged.mounieins scemed
softencd inlo beaut¥. and the lovely valliey of
Glenallon looked loveher than ever, in the
brighiness of that glorioussabbath. Although
‘twas not yet the usual hour of prayer, already
tae kirk of Glenallon was throaged evenio the
very doors, and among the green hillocks of
the grave-yard were gathered old men whose
white hair and trembhing Limbs, told that ‘ere
long they would be lad by those who slept
around them; and children, their laughing
eves calmed nto serousness.  And the strong
and the beaunful knelt there with the chastan-
ed brow and mien befiiting those who are met
to hallow the chrnisuan sabbath.

It was 2 day of mingled sorrow and joy in
Glenallon. Their beloved pastor, the friend of
the aged and the guide of youth, he who had
long aliured and led the way to brighter worids,
avercome by the infinmues of age, was ts
day to resign the munistry 1010 younger and
abler hands. Sixty vears had passed since he
first stood there to serve ;n the temple of God.
Few who locked upon lum then, were yet
dwellers on the carth, sull there were some.
Sweet and holy were the words of the 2ged
pastor o the pilgnms of his own days—they
had secn the brightesi and thedeavest treasuzes
of their hear:s fade from before them ; the green
moss grew over them they had Joved, and the
days had come whea they had * no pleasurein
them.” But far beyond the things of time did
the pastor point—1o that brighter land. where
the blessed dwell in the fulness of that love,
whos: pcace passeth the undersianding of e

d
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and whose brilliance shineth even as a star
upon the earth, to cheer the heart of the wan-
derer, and guide to a “home™ of rest the weary
and the heavy laden. Breathing the high hope
which burned within himself, hisaddress to the
aged was touching and energetic, and in tunes
of sacred love and solemn warning, he spoke
to the young, whose fathers he had blessed and
whose brows he had marhed with the symbol
of salvation. He ceased, and when the last
notes of the sweet psalm which followed, died
vpon the air, he agamn arose, and the young
minister bowed his head before him. Raising
his clasped hands, the old man implored 2
benediction on Lim, and then supported on the
arm of an eldcr, he descended from the pulpit,
whose sacred precincts he had illummed by
the lustre of his piety. The new paeacher
stood up before the cengregation--the sunlight
fell on the finc fatures of his face and danced
among the waving masses of his hair.  None
there but looked with pride and love on Mor-
ton Lindsay ; the bright happy spirit of his
boyhood had won their love, and the talents of
his ripening years had been the hope of Glen-
allon. A fitter accessor could not have been
found to him who had so long becn the shep-
herd of their fold, for Morton's abilitics wercof
the highest order—his head and heart glowed
with every feeling that is great and good in
man. One spot alone existed on the fair hon-
zon of his character; a2las! how soon was the
blackness of its eclipsc to overshadow him.—
As yet, however, its dark shade was not visible
amid the shining lustre of his qualites, and
every ear hung with rapt attention on the nich
clogquence of his first sermon, in his native vil-
fsge. It was alofty theme he had chosen, and
if it wanted the deep strength which long ex-
perience . the vital beauty of religion gives to
the preacher, it glowed with high and fervent
thought, and the ra.nbow glcams cf a poct’s
mind breathed their sweet magic in its every
tone.

Morton Lindsay's first sermon formed an
cpisode never 1o be forgotten mn thelife of many
a humble heart.  Before him sat the reverend
fathers of the s¥nod, by whose hands he had
been ordained to the sacred ofice. Many of
them had known the childhood of the bright-
haired boy, and as they listened with pleased
attention to his “discourse,” the monitor in
their bosoms whispered that his perfection
warned of their decliningdays.  Batwho shali
tell the thoughts of that aged man and woman
who sit with hands clasped in cach others, and
gaze with uplifted eyes on the beaming face of

the preacher ? they were his parents—the fond-
est wish of their heart had been gratified, b
"twas with feelings far too deep for joy, they
listened to their son; tears flowed from e
nmother’s eyes, and a crystal drop gleamnes
among the furrows of the father's dark cheex;
he was the child of their age, and they ha:
given him to the Lord. They could sce ik
long grass wave o'er the heads of seven whon
they had buried. He was their only one, an]
who shell blame the pride which mingled w.:4
their deep fove ; far too intense for earth wa
their happiness, and decply was their pre:
pumshed.  Another of Morton’s hcarers tha
day, was Mary Lisle, a farr and gentle guf
whom he fondly loved, and who had gue
him her young heart. The soft sitkky frings
of her downcast eye rested on her crimss
cheek where the rich hue was deepened b7
anotion, as she heard that voice, whose ligh]
¢est tone was cchoed in her bosom. Her fath
had not looked kindly on herlove—why, nox
could tell, save he was rich and the youny
student poor, but once only did the ma.de
raise her cyes, at the close of the sermon. ‘
They met her father’s, and she read there th
Morton's suit would not now be denied.

The sun vent down in glory that sabbe]
behind the lofty peaks of Glenallon, and
moon beamed in her calm beauty amud :i
glittering stars of heaven. Theevening hyw
from cottage * homes” rosc upon the stll &
that twilight hour, Morton Lindsay knelt
Mary Lisle before her father.  While he bi
sed them he had given his consent to her w
ding him, and scven weeks from thatday
were maarried.  Who to look on that beautd
happy girl, could think of the dark for
which awnited her, and who conld sup;
that the intcllectual and noble munded Mor:
Lindsay, would become the slave of the lo
and most despicable of vices; bat twas
sa. A Tumonr, faint and distant, had rcack
Glenallon, that his conduct during his lasts
son at eoliege had not been so regular 2¢
might have been.  “Twas said he had mung:
m the fashionable dissipation which then &
graced the capital; but the unwelcome iz
had been hushed and were forgotien, sz
one, a distant relation of Mary Lisle's, =
had come unhidden to her brdal.  She ws
lone and childlcss widosw, whose heavy weg
of sorrow had broken her heart and cres
her rcason.  She serzed Mary's hand 253
approached the altar, and wath the wild ca
ness of a mamac, addressed her.

¢ QOh! Mary, you have boand roses on 3
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sair, to day—’twere better for vou, the cypress

saded your grave—better far you were 2
corpes than to be the bride of a ¢ drunkard.'”
Mary an ear shrunk from the sound of that
word, and many a brow frowned on her, who
spplied it to their favourite—but she heeded
‘them not. ‘‘Mary, hear me !—now is the
eme 10 pause—now and now only. Look at
me! I was the wife of 2 *“drunkard,” I was
once like you—I saw not in the foud young
jover of my heart, the dark demon w hose deeds
were to scorch up every spring of life—who
dragged me to the lowest depths of shame and
misery—whose vices withered the young souls
« my children, and stained their crimes ke
ts own. When I saw him first, Morton
iindsay would not have been hiscqual. When
Isaw him last, Oh! God ! 'twas on the scaf-
fold—a murderer condemued for shedding the
ife-blood of his own son. Mary! Mary! will
s yet hear me?” she said once more as she
wasdrawn away. She gave a wild laugh as
they rebuked her for her disturbance. Her
words were all unheeded, as her usual ravings,
for little was known of her life, which had been
ressed far from Glenallon, but as Mary lef.
‘b2 kirk, she again heard her unasual laughter,
and it sounded chilly to her heart.

‘Twas a fair and happy spot, that lowly
‘Manse of Glenallon, with its shadowing trees
aad clustenng roses, where the lovely face of
Yary beamed amid the flowers as she hung on
the arm of Morten, listening to his converse,
which to her, contained knowledge and wis-
dam, deeper than she thought belonged to
ezrth.  Somie years passed away, and a girl
o fairy lovelness steod by her «ide, and called
ker by the sweet name of mother. But a
shadow hung on M--y's brow, and sorrow
swmed 10 have faded the rosr on her check.
Morten was no longer her companion ; the
tlack spot had spread, and he was sinhing fast
beneath 1s bancful influence. Save the hur-
rad sermon on the sabbath, no other duty of
2pastor was performed -no death-bad hoard
trs voice—uno soul was ¢'er reclaimod by hun,
1 whom Ged had granted such rare jowers.
Ne study elevated his mind, his love for Mary,
2l was forgotten in the sirength of that ac-
carsed viee which had gained so rapidly pun
hm.  His tme was spentin some w.ld reoe!
M the eity, or at home n fits of movdy mad
nrss and the deep slecp of mchnety  Poor
Alary had done all that woman might de, 10
ve lus charatter and reclaan him from the
«n. but what can stem the demon t:de of the
dmnkard’s carcer.  On the wieich rushes :nl

the giddy whirl, reckless of the broken heart,
the bhighted hopes and hours of agonizing woe
around him, 'ull soul and body perish—but not
alone, the mnocent and the beauutul, whese
fate 1s hnked with theirs, are destroyed anud
the crimes lurking in the malign spinit of drunk-
enness, and widels the circle of sts devastation.
The forbearance with which Morton’s con-
duct had been treated by his parishioners, had
been too long, and yet all were reluctant to
lose lum. Mr. Lee, the late pastor of Glen-
allon, full of years and honour, lay on his
death-bed, and with us dying lips warned him
of his fate; but Morton’s very nature was
charged, and he heeded not.  The last might
of his life, the old man wished for his presence,
the messenger enquired if he wasat home, and
the lic trembled on Mary's hp as she assured
him he was abroad ; he was Iymg stripped, and
senseless from beastly intoxication.  Mr. Lee
died, and the sabbath was appomted for his
bunal. His bier was placed within the asie
immediately below the pulpit.  Around it sat
the fathers of the church, to shew respect to
the remains of hum whom living they had es-
teemed.

1t was a bnght, calm day, beautiful as the
one of which it was the ammversary that
Morton Lindsay had preached his first ser-
mon. The beauty of the sccne contrasted
strangely with the agitated thoughts of Mary.
Mortun had been absent the whole of the pre-
vious day and mght—morn had come—the
hour of praycr arnved, but sull he came not.
Mcchanically she had gone to the kirk and
taken her usual placc; some ume elapsed
when a step ascended the pulpit stairs—"twas
heavy and unstcady. AMlary rased her eyes,
but the burming blush of shame seemed o
scorch her very bram as she looked on the
figure before her, "twas Morton ; but who could
recogmize h.m an the brussed and blozted face,
the inflamed cves, the trembiing hand and dis-
otacted ature of the wretch who siood n his
ylace.  Anger and contemnpt were marked on
cvery hrow—"spite of his clouded ideas he
sccmied to feel hus situation.  Drawing ahand-
herchief from his bosom, he displaced by his
hand a pack of stamed and worn cards, which
fell from the.t concealment ; some lay on tho

. budle before ham, others fell upon the coffin,

and some upon the clasped hands of lus mother
who n the pride of her heait had taken her
scat beneath hus very feet. The outraged de-
cency of God's temjde could be borne no long -
cr; the congrepatmon ns.aatly arose. and
wnthing under the stemn rebube of the cldes
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who spoke, Morton staggered from the spot
where once he had been honoured, and whose
sanctity he had now so foully disgraced. But-
ter were the feelings of those who loved him
at that hour of shame. Mary, with her spirit
bowed to the earth, sought her home, not to
reproach, for reproach or prayver to him were
alike useless. His mother was aged, and his
conduct fell like the icebolt on her heart; ina
short time she slept within the grave by the
side of those she had forgotten in her prideand
love for that guilty one.

Degraded from his holy office, e now ob-
tained a small school in the city, and sadly did
Mary part with her once happy home in Glen-
allon. She was one of a large and loving
family, and fondly they besought her to re-
main with them, but she followed the path
where her duty, and alas! for woman’s heart,
her love also led her. Rapid now was Mor-
1on’s decline, and as his means grew less the
fascination of vice increased, his brutal thirst
was gratified, while his wife and children suf-
fered all the pangs of poverty. Money at last
failed, and he forged 2 bill to 2 largeamount—
not to procure bread for his starving family—
but for tlx maddening draught which destroy-
ed him.

Transportation was the award of his crime,
but cven then, Mary stiil clung to him. Her
father, enraged at Morton's conduct, had ceased
to correspond with her ; he however, relented,
end a home was ngain oficred her, and all that
parental love could do to heal her sorrows;
but she wavered not, and with her beautiful
children she left her native land and accom-
panicd her convict husband across the stormy
deep.  Their story was soon known, and for
Aary’s sake some considerauon was shown
them. MMorton's employver possessed immense
tracts of land, as is common in Australia, for
the brecding of sheep, and on one of these
Rorton was now placed with his family, in all
the enjoyment of Liberty, save the name.

'Twas a strange and loncly place, vet beau-
tiful in us solitude, bearing vet as 1 scented,
the first fresh fragrance of the world. Thar
dwelling stood on the margin of a glassy lake,
bright and still as a silver mirror, and although
at mght strange stars were imaged in its
depths, and birds, such as they had never be-
fore scen, floated in silence o'er its waiers, yet
Aary learned w0 love it, for she thought and
hoped Alorion’s errors would be reciaimed, and
the brightening hopes of the blighted heart
eaemed to be realized. How fondly did she
hail .'is return to reason, for his past conduct

seemed to have been the result of madness.
How freely did she forgive him all the de
sorrow he had caused her, and although a
exile in that distant land, her heart rejoiced 5
thankfulness as she witnessed his repentanc,
Ounce more she was happy. The first seasod
passed, the short winter was gone, and thg
second summer of the year was glowing n aj
its rich luxuriance ; arc'nd the broad plaing
were clad in living green, and the lofty treeg
were encircled with their gorgeous drapery.-
The graceful kangaroo held its gambols ainong
the long grass, gliding o'er the flowers n 2
its freedom, so unaccustomed 10 man, that;
hecded not the eyes which looked upon it
As yet no humean being had approached thes
dwelling. At stated intervals Morton met h
master and recerved bis orders; by aught el
their seclusion was unbroken, when one brigh
day Mary sat by her children’s couch, t
burning heat had overcome them, and they sy
fevensh and exhausted. Sweel, yet saddeny
thoughts were floating o'er her mind as st
watched their slumbers. She thought of hy
own mother and her happy childhood ; *twyf
Christmas day, that ume of sweet re-union J
all the households of the christian worid
Fraught with hallowed recollections was t
day to her, yet how different was 1ts aspey
now, far, far o’er ““ memory’s sea,” her faney
bore her to Glenallon. Again the frest. brecy
blew on her cheek and the feathery snow-fiat
fell upon her brow. A dark shadow fell up
the floor, and Mary started from her revos
three N leoking men entered the house aif
enquired for her husband. She trembled :
she pointed 10 where he was engaged, and
chilly feeling gathered over her asshesawk
leave her sight n theircompany. The suns;
with all its glonous hues, had faded from -
sky, and night, which in that clime, follex
fast upon day, arose with its radiant stars 2z
gleaming moon. Long, Mary gezed o'er &
shadowy plains for her husband’s return; t&
fearful sounds which came o'er the iake, £
Lier heart with terror, the sirong heathad ¢
up cvery spring, and the wild beasis w
driven from their secret haunis to search i
water. The lake was dummshed to half =
former size, and they drew round s bard
closc to the cottage door. idnight pass
and on the breese which heralded the dawn
day, came a distant sound; it drcw ncaret
Oh! not half =0 fearful were the screams
the ficrce ammals 10 lier, as was that voics
*Twas a wild chaunt of drunkenness—the b
terness of death was paseed in that momern:
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ony, and Morton entered the house recling
b der the influence of drink.  From that day,
oe led—the poison he had in abundance, and
2 more he was the raving maniac or the
eseless wretch, wio had darkened the ex-
ace of those whom fate had placed in his
ver. ‘The strangers whose company he had
med were escaped convicts—men whose
ines were dreadful to think upon; they had
wome * bush rangers,” and frighiful depre-
+ons were committed by thewn on the set-
=z Dwellinzs were burntand the wretched
hhates murdered, whilst they escaped pur-
1in the solitude of those vast plains, and
-h these men did Morton Lindsay connect
acelf; the once virtuots, talented, honoured
i beloved—but such is drink’s doings, and
ved by the power of the demon spell, he
¢ their confidant. Now Mary’ssorrows
sased; her son, a fair and gentle child, had
ened, and lay at the point of death. Her
=hter was her sole companion, Morton had
b2 absent for a week with his new compan-
x; the drought had incrcased, and oh!
25 horrible the scenes it brought—the grass
tered and the carth opened in wide chasms,
:lake had shrunk to a small muddy stream,
1 the black swan floated screaming o'er its
iwaters. The wolf-dogs howled around it,
k:idened at the sight, yet unable to approach
the soft slime which lay between. The
3 bird flapped its dreary wing, and animals,
tase very being is a paradox on nature’s
s, with reptides of hideous form, all gather-
ihere, tormented by their raging thirst; and
¢in the midst of this was Mary and her
2g child—not one drop of water 10 cool its
seaed lips.  Hertears fell upor. his brow—he
wted fremn his sleep and suid, “alas! mother!
chought 1 again felt the rushing of our own
1 brook at Glenaljon.™

“Oh! for anc drop of its waters to give to
=2 my darling,” said Alary, as she kissed his
p cheek.

4: that momens, Helen, who bad gone to
for water, had found a littie; the chrystal
46 eleamned upon the vessel's sides, and a
e passed o'er the pale features of the boy,
2'ere she reached it to him, it was snatched
k3 her hand and drained 1o the bottom.—
mon had come in, tormented with the burn-
zagonics of a drunkard's thirst, and scized
: treasured cup; Mary sprung from her
i—but she paused—the child wasdead, and
bt brutal father looked upon his corpse.

One morn when Mary sat weeping for her
2,2 party of soldicrs came across the plaio,

they were in pursuit of the three villains, the
measure of whose crimes was almost comple-
ted—they passed, and that night the ‘ bush
rangers” met at Morton's dwelling. Heagreed
to join and procecd with them further up the
country. Mary heeded them not, when a
proposition was made by one of them which
thrilled her with horror, such as she thought
not carth contained now for her. He de-
clared that Helen should accompany him; the
innocent, the beauntiful girl, clung frightened to
her mother—the fearful thought had never be-
fore crossed her mind. Helen was fourteen,
but so child-like in her natwre that even her
mother fancied her younger than she was.—
She flung her arms around her daughter, and
on her knees praved them to leave her, but
Mortor himself unloosed her grasp, and Helen
was borne away in their strong arms; instant-
ly she followed them, but how vain was her
speed—still on she toiled, led by their voices
through the darkness and the long tangled
arass, *ull the glaring sun arose, and she saw
them entera thick coppice of brushwood, where
doubtless they meant to rest during the heat
of theday. The thought of the soldiers dash-
ed across her mind—might they not now be
returned. Heedless of the fatigues she had
undergone, she retraced her path and met
them returning from their fruitless search ; she
had hardly breath to declare her story. One
of the soldiers was on horscback, her fainting
form was placed beside him, and on they ha-
stened in the direction she shewed ; ared flame
of fire arose from the coppice, and one wild
shrick came on the air; they increased their
speed, but *ere they reached it. a light cloud of
sinokealoncarosc on the cloudless sky.  Amid
the ashes of some rude building lay a blacken-
ed corpsc. One long lright tress of golden
hair was untouched by the fire, and Mary look-
ed on o}l that remained of her jovely child.—
The three convicts were taken at 2 short dis-
tance from the spot, and as they returned with
their prisoncrs, the discharge of 2 pistol was
heard ncar, and behind some bushes lay the
disGgured body of Morton Lindsay, destroved
by his own hand; the grave was dug where
he fell, and by ths unhallowed grave of the
“suicide,” was lail the ashes of his child.—
Mary was borne from the dreary place, and
once moreshe reached Glenallon.  Theevents
that mtervened she could never tell, but the
remnant of her Jife was passed in peace.

One day 2 meeting was held in Glenallon,
and although not the sabbath, .he kirk was
thronged. A stranger from another land lec-
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tured there on “temperance,” the subject was
new, and many heeded little his discourse, ’till
they looked on one who stood beside him;
they saw the dimmed eye, the sunken cheek,
and the brow long since shaded with untimely
silver—they remembered Mary Lisle—they
thought upon her sorrows, and the *temper-
ance pledge” was signed there by many an

eager hand. B—nw.
Mount Auburn, (English Settlement,) 1842.
"”395""
For The Amaranth,
sp R;N G.

Serixe hath the ling’ring wreath of snow
Gilt by the moon’s pale ray,
‘Whisp'ring that fairest things must fade—
E’en tho’ in beauty’s garb array’d,
And pass frongrearth away.
It hath the dew-drop glittering bright,
Pendant from forest bough,
Reflecting back the sun’s red ray
As first he gilds with golden day
The pine-clad mountain brow.

And spring hath flowers, deep-tinted flowers
Its landscape to adorn;

It hath the odour pure and new,

Refreshing as the dripping dew
Of bright effulgent morn.

It hath the music tones cf love

Floating ricl past;
From nature’s warblers sweet they flow—
Incessant from the bowers below

Up thro’ the boundless vast.

It hath the playful zephyr's breath
Meand'ring from the west,

Sighing amid its leafy bowers—

Calming the spinit’s rufiled hours
And lulling it to rest.

It hath the magic twihght hour
Iaviting sweet repose—

Or evening walk —before the shades

Cf darker night the scene invades,
Its beauues 10 enclose,

It hath the tinted cloud at eve
Refulgent—glowing—bright,

‘Wreathing around the setting sun,

Ling'ring to see his journey done—
His last departing light.

Sweet childhood of the ycar, Oh! spring !
True semblance of my youth

Thou bear’st the impnnt of its joys

Without i*s sorrows or alloys,
Its character of truth.

Lirerpool, N. S., 1842 WitneLmixa.

Written for the Amaranth.
ON PRAYER.

On! I love to pray when the daylight brest
And tinges with “glory” the carth’s bluelake
When the mists are floating o’er the dells,
And the dew lies deep in the lily’s bells;
When the earth isbright with apening flowg
And birds sing in the forest howers—-

Oh! then on that fresh and baimy air,
How swect to breathe the soul ir prayer.

I love to pray when the sun rides high,

In radiance through the beaming sky,

And lightly plays through the leafy shade

Of some lonely and-silent glade;

When the streams have a soft and sooths
sound,

And silence and beauty is all around—

How sweet 1n that lonely glen untrod,

To raise the heart and thoughts to God.

I love to pray when the sunset glow
Sheds its light on the world below ;
When the purple brightness of the west
Seems to the eye like a “home of rest,”
And the gleaming rays of gold,

Shine like the “pillared light of old ;”
Oh! 'tis sweet in the glorious “even”
To prase the “ Holy One” of heaven.

I love to pray when the light is goune,
And the still night comes calmly on;
‘When the moonbeams shine upon the strey
And the waters flash in their pearly beams
And the stars look down on the silent grod
From the blue vault of heaven above—
How sweet to hierce the clouds of night
And raise our eyes to the God of Light.

'Tis sweet to pray by the social hearth,
When eyes around arc bright with mirth;
When no dark clouds of sorrow come
To mar the bnighiness of our home;;
Then, then is the theme for praisc and pz
To rise to God for the blessings there. J

But the joys of the world arc frail and b
And long are the hours of pain and gricf:
When all the hopes of carth are fled,
And the loved ones of our hearts are deé
And we see them hurried to the tomb—
As flowers fade in their first bright blooa
Oh! in that hour of woe and care
How swect to the wearied soul 1s ¥ praye;
Long Creck, Sepl. 1542 Exf

—l 9.«« i

Hrearury s a virtue all preach, none
tice, and yet every body is contented to
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XES WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM--
GIVEN AT PARTING.

gift to thee,
yone who'll keep thy vanished form long, long
n memory;
kto loved to watch thy infancy, when grief
his head had bowed,
jod traced thy onward course through life, and
there was no dark cloud.

[uscm: it well! this offering—the last fond

cnnot hope again to view that winning smile
of thine,

at sent bright summer into hearts more cold
and strange than mine;

a1 am like the snow-clad tree in autumn’s
partin g moan,

Ihat hath not one green ieaf to lock upon and
call its ¢wn;

|4 yet not as that tree when spring comes
forth with all her train,

arin brighter hues its emerald leaves of pride
will come again;

:ton my lonely hearth and home, green sum-
mer smiles in vain.

J2d yet not all in vain, for when I lift my soul
on high,

seem (o hear a promise given of immortality,
hope ’ere long, of meeting where carth’s win-
ters ne'er intrude—

gift of love, to shed sweet peaceo’er my lone
solitude.

Jressure it well ! perchance’erclong the break-
ng of a wave,

:the passing from a gentle flower of the breath
that summer gave,

) the rein-deer bounding from the cliff; in its
wild agony

er rock and surge, as though it knew that
death were liberty—

[bat *tis but the cagle’s heritage to live and yet
be free.

b the twining of the ivy leaf around some
roined shrine,

fay be more worth a moment’s thought than
this sere heart of mine;

For 1 am old and weary, and my head unscen
must lie—

Fhen thineis crowned with youth’s fresh fow-
ers, and love’s sweet melody.

et not a thought unholy, in thesc pages find 2
place,

katlet thy sentiments be such as angele love
to trace;

Pure as the pitying tear that youth on misery
bestows—

Pure as the dew that on the violet’s breast has
sought repose.

Write not a bitter feeling, ora wordunkind and
vain—

Perhaps the calm of after years might wish
them back again.

Be meimory the fertile soil, and love the giant
tree,

Whose every branch shall seem a friend whis-
pering “home” to thee—

Whose every leaf shall bear a thought—a trea-
sure of the past,

And holy faith the clinging vine that binds
them to the last.

Farewell ! farewell! At morn and eve when-
e'er thou bend’st the knee,

And pourest out thy soul in prayer before
heaven's majesty—

O think that in thy native land—an old man
prays for thee!

Saint John, August, 1842. iaddd

P

Summer.—Thisis the season of pleasure—all
partake of its beauties and enjoyments. The
man of business closes his ledger and forgets
his thirst for gain in the seclusion of rural life.
The young and neglected wife has now the full
enjoyment of her husband’s sdciety—not con-
demned to her solitary city home: wearying
for the hour to terminate the day, and bring
him perhaps moody and meiancholy to her
arms. Dargains, speculations, and interest, are
here forgotten, in the sweet walk, thedeepglen,
shady grove, or by the silver streamlet, recal-
ling again the momentsof their first hopcsand
affections. Her feiry form perhapsis changed
for that of the mother, and around them sport
in the innocence of childhood, a2 beautiful fa-
mily, bursting rose-buds from the parent stem.
Unseen by every eye butthat of nature, in *“ the
dim sweet melancholy” of some wood, wander
a pair of vouthful beings, who seck no society
but their own, who dwell in a world of happi-
ness, and look on the prospective as never to
be clouded with speck or stain—jovous mo-
ments, while yet the heart is fresh, and the
blight of age or mistrust has not fallen on them.
Or wandermng by the shore of the boundless
ocean, whose trump of eternal thunder never
ceases, in whose depths lie the spoils of nations,
for which the strong and the fearless have
struggled, toiled, and staked life and eternal
happiness ; what must therich man thenthink
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and feel, when he reflects that he, like those
who have there perished, is at the mercy of
Him “who holds the waters of the ocean in
the kollow of hishand.” Of what does wealth
avail hin? Nothing—comparatively nothing;
giving him an elevation, perhaps, above his fel-
low mortals in the sphere of fashion and its
luxuries, but in no way cannot it secrre for him
a higher seatin heaven above the poorest of his
fellow men. Apart, therefore, from mere enjoy-
ment, is the participation in scenes of nature
inher beauty and simplicity,calculated to soothe
the distracted mind, to minister to the enlarge-
ment of our better feelings, and to humble the
haughty spirit, which, in the plentitude of power
and the exuberance of riches, forgets that there
is a being in whose eye he is but one of the in-
numerable links in the illintitable chain of

creation.
»»Qeo««
Written for the Amaranth.
TO ISADURE.

Tuou sayest I am false—untrue,
And when thou sayest so

A cloud quick gathers o’er thy brow,
A shade of poignant woe;

'Tis then methinks I hear thee say
T well would like to know,

If falschiood lurks beneath the words
Why say, “it is not so.”

Thou sayest 1 am fulse—nor heedst
The anguish thou mayest give,
To feelings overwrought with pain,
By it made sensitive;

I am not false ;—deceit to thee
Were sin I cannot know,

Oh! then believe me when Isay
1t never has been so.

I may have been what thou hast not,
Foolish, and proud, and vain;

But oh! Uve suffer’d for the sin,
Deep and reproachful pain ;

If than couldst read the tortur'd mind ~
Inspect the troubled soul,

Thou wouldst not think that I am false,
But say, “ it is not s0.”

Forget it love, tis slander’s tale
And puison in thine ear;

Let not a doubt distract thy mind
Nor have a single fear.

I am not false—my heart from thee
Astray will never go;

Oh! then believe the truthful words
Which say, “it is not so.”

Though all forsake thee here below-~
And leave thee 1o thy grief,

Yet I will cheer thee thro’ the vale
And bring thee sweet reitef;

While seasons roll their mystic rounds,
The sun with fervor glow,

I'll prove to thee I am not false, ’
And never will be so.

Dismiss that tear, sweet Isadore,
Light up thy beaming eye,

Let hope’s assurance reign within—
Defer that thrilling sigh ;

To thee I am not false, dear girl,
As well my actions show ;

Thou know’st that I am thine, my love,
And ever have been so.

Liverpool, N. S, 1842, WiLHEeLMIN

THE AMARANTH.

An Epitome of the History and Statistics|
Noza-Scotia.—We omitted to acknowledgei
our last number, the receipt of a copy of th
useful little work, which has recently madei
appearance in Halifax. It is writtenby ¥
Nora-Scotian,”—and judging from the flatta
ing manner in which the Press has spoken
its merits, we doubt not but that it will beg
nerally adoptedin the schools of the sisterpn
vince, for which it is particularly designed.

To Corresroxpexts.—The numerous
vors which we have reccived, and which hn
already been nouced, will, as far as our spi
permits, be attended to in our next.

“Tug BANKER AxD THE CovuxT,”’ translay
from the French, by G. R., Fredericten, w
be commenced in our next; and * Geon
Nevers,” an original tale, by W. R. M. B..

“ A’ Brier DESCRIPTION OF THE Brryunas]
&c.; “Tue Star Srizit,” by Clara ; “Na
sexsE,” hy Winnefred Middieton; “Ta
Extuusiast,” by Emily B—n; “Fua
or Taoveut,” by Hilkdmina; “Tae D
Cuiwp,” by Anneéte ; with several other fam
shalt receive attention.
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