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THE VOICE OF LOVE.

BT 134AC 7. SHEPARD.

1 pever speak with angry tone
O*ffo‘:r::;iseﬂn this ‘erring world )/
Let no vindictive fook be shown,

mor be thy lip with passion carled™
For man at best is_fml asvdus.'
And God alove 18 truly just.

o ) ..
indiy to the little child, A
' SP&; ‘l:r‘om his hegrt you drive away, 8
The hght of love whose visions mitd
Are opening like the dawn of day ;
Force not vD€ cloud across the. heaven,
A God of love to him hath given.

speak kindly to each fallen one,

~or harshly judge his sinful deed ;
There lives no soul beneath the sun

That does not of compassion need ;
Qur race is erring at the best,

And judgment is not thy behest.

Be kind to all, and thaus folfil
The first great duty here below;

Let words of love our hearts distil,
To mitigate thy brother's woe ;

For ttiought in pride and guil he swells,
His heart its own deep anguish tells,

1% BLESE OF BAWEH,

OR, THE FRIDE OF THE KENEBIS.*

BY MRS, 8. E. GOODHUE.

fome
+Qn yonder hiI{. on yonder hill,
The red clucf long ago was laid;
Theee hoary oaks, remaining siill,
Their boughs above the siceper braid.”

Who is there who permits their mind’s eye to
rraserse our thriving and fapidly growing country
without contrasting it with the wilderness our fath.
e lound, 8 few centuries since? The same sun-
sheds his beamas of light and heat—the same silver
rioon lodks down with plecid smile on the busy
cies and vitlages, as smiled’ on the solemn woods

d bamble home of the red man. But'how chang-
el the scene ; the woodman'’s axe has prostrated
e lorest ; the panther, mouse, and graceful deer
hare allpassed away ; their secret haunts are now

o croswded thoroughfares, and childhood’s happy
hroises are ringing forth where echo only gave back

ie howl of the beasts of prey. But what of the

i man?  Alas! he, oo is passing away ; but no,
b the tall oak of the graceful deer; as the morning
s fades belore the nising sun, so fades the red
u before the sturdy foot of civilizaton, but his

Imemory * shall live long after the last of his race
snall have mingled with the parent earih.

We hase indeed a gaod inheritance ; but how was
it obiained 7 We are told, by the sweat and blood
i’ our tathers. History lells us that our fathers
-ame lo this western world a humble, persecuied
band of chnisuans, who asked for nothing bot the
therty of worshipping God as their cons&jence dic-
ated Far be it from me to detract one jot or titlle
fom the stern virtues of our pilgrims Faihers; byt
nth and Jusuce to the red man demands a tull ae-
inawledgment of our wrongs to them. Could the
Inlian give us the true history of the conquest of
b country by the white men, we should blush- at
ie crimes of many of our ancestors, and be more
naring of the epithets, blood:thirsty and eruel which
tbesiow on the nearly exlerminated race of the
redman.  But justice;although ofien slow, is sure,
nd all who give the «abject a moment’s thought,
el hat something must be done for the poor Iadi-
20 ere the sun of his raze shall have sel forever.—
Butto my story. :

Afew years since, a small pany of Indians from
Maine. had camped on a small i+land, in a liule
siream which siledtly found its way to the Merri.
mac; i wasloo insignificant to have aname on the
inap of our Siale, but nature -had ndl forgotten to
embelich iisamargin with sweef¥gented Lilly and
vaerciess. They had chosen tiis secluded spot
hat they might be free from intersuption from the
feopié by whom they weie surrounded, only at
Fuch times as they wished o dispose of their rade
%ares and baskets: no boats being in that vicinily,
bey derived no small profit from ferrying people
0 and from the lugle island. The 'usunlly quie}
(feam was now dancing in a thousand merry rip-*
s 8¢ thenr Light canoes shot swifily tfrom bank_ 1o
%k I was a scene calculated to call up thoughts
O e most thoughiless, to look opon that scanty
*muant of thie first lords of the sod begging oftheir
""eerers the privilege-of a little spot whereon to
Pichther lents. A party of five stood wailitg for
°Me one 1o 1ake them acrdss an old Indian had
i °_°'§d bus ek1fl at their feet ; he had placed two of
® &' and oue of the gallants safely in, and then
Plered bus hand 10 the third ; but with the lightness
" 2 fawn she sprang inta the canoe, and laughingly
4d o the young map on the bank— ‘

N i . R .
. oW Piere, see it yon can get in without tip-
i3 U5 gver” >

The old Indian cagy 5 searching glance at the
ughing

. sc.a 8”;“’110 had just entered his ekifl, acd
.Oun".mnne , fora momem the feglures of \he
o a0 on the bank, and, grasping his paddle,
zmesdlslorled with rage, shrieked, “Regone !

b ': the echo had died away, they had reach-
e g &POS{"@ bar}k—fsuch had been the force of
s ”o tus snlingerous arm. After landing
. Eal‘db.,ers he_ drew his eanoe from the water
. 4% beside 11, without raising his eyes to
m:h;_:ad paud him liberally for their passage
o) e '® young airl who had entereil his canoe
N “istance, now ventured to approach him:
ke\]mbm young man injured you?” she timidly

n ,i;;sefl }")" piercing eyes to her face, and'said
3 ~—"Does the White Se ”
“dofthe Kenebia 2? e Serpent follow my
1 ® blushed os she held out her hand to him,

feplied—u Sometimes ; bat why call him a
P8 Tell me has he injured yon 1"

..| hunting-groud of the brave.”
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She recognized him ‘as an did fndian she oftén
saw him when a child, near'her -home; on the
Kenebec: She had nearly forgotien. him; but not
s had he forgoiten the little rosy cheeked girl who
had ofien brought him food, _as he sat walching
the canoes, ‘while his people were absent at the
village. " She had leamed to poise '(herael( in those
frail bark ekiffs with the skill of a young Indian,—~
He ofien:complimented her on her dexterity, and
said a linle more brown and she would make a

.| prelty Indian girl.

“ When the moon looks down on the house of
the Great Spirit,” said he; pointing to the spire o}
the“church, ¢ if you will come and sit by nre
on the bank of the siteam, I will tell you ail
that the old red man has keptin his heart 'ﬁ]n
many years; it will make you still think-kindly ol
my people when the Great Spirit shall call me to
join the tribes of the red men that have gons to the

She promised 16 meet him there ; she felt no fear
of ihe old man; she; had passed many pleasant
houra with him in his canoes, when a child, and
she was nol sorry to renew the acquainfarice with
the old chiet. . .

At the appointed hour she came to the banks of
thelitile stream, but her old fiiend was here before,
seated on a small hillock, s face Lur.ed in his
hands, apparenily unconscious of yer approach.—
She faid her hand ligghtly on his shoulders, and
when he looked up, she siarted at the pale
haggard. look of the old man, and expressed tears
that he was ill. g
¢#QOh, no; me very well, but have been living
lite over again. But sit down and heat the old red
man’s story.”? - ]

Could we give it toyou as it fell from his lips,
interspersed with figures and wild imagery, in
which his language abounds—could you but catch
a gleam of his fealntes as they became animated
or depressed, as he recouanted his.wrongs, it would
be a tale of no common injerest; I leel 1hat | can-
not do the subject justice. Bul to the story:
+¢Many years ago,” eaid he, **my grandfather
was agreat Chief ot the Kenebis, brave and stern
in war, but a kind father lo his people, and gentle
as a young doe 10 the idol of his heart, the young
Yula, or the Blush ot Dawn, as she was called in
the significant language of her peonle, the old sa-
chem’s only child. }f becuty amd genlleness ever
deserved homage, none eJer kneliat a purefghrine
Her hand had been sought for in maniuﬁ’é% the
chiefs ot the differen: tribes with wham her father
was allied ; butto all of them she had given bot one
answer: ¢ The Greal Spjrit has taken my mother,
and the Blush of Dawn cannot leave her fether's
wigwam, for that o} a stranger.” None presumed
10 usk again the hand ehe had denied for her fa
ther's sake, but none the less was she-beloved ;
not one of al} her people bat would have laid down
their life for her's. To her jather they clung with
all the love of despairing heans. The white
men-had overrun their country, tribe after tribe sub-
mitied to their sway, or melted away before their
all-conguering arm. The old chiefhad gone forth
to the conflict with all the-ardor of his savage na-
ture ; with' his faithful warriors he entered ihe home
of the invader; fire and faggot, blood and devasta-
tion followed-his steps; his name was a word 10
make even (he cheek of manhood grow pale, and
freeze the blood in the young heart's veins \Was he
the monster that washeld up to our youthlul fancy?
Scan well the'miolives that actuated his heart. Al
that constitutes a hero was there ; love of couniry,
kindren and home. With an eagle’s eye he look-
ed into the distant futuie, and, judging by the past,
nothing bat the utler extermination of th hated
white man, could save his country. Bt at last,
overcoma by superior skill and nambers his warriors
falling around him like autamn leaves, even then
his proud spirit was not spbdued ; bot the thought
of his bl!il(l in her forest home, withoul a protector,
eshould he be slain, rurhed upon his mind, and, with
a few remaining braves he left the battle-ground,
where he could only have thrown his life away,:
without benefitting his people, and without enter-
ing into any treaty, he had remained quite a num-
ber of years, watching day by day, the encroach-
ments of the hated foe. | 4

The gentle Yula well undersiood the workings
of that noble but crushed heart, and all the wealth
of pure and guileless aflection of this lovely chilc
of nature were clustered.around h.m; to sit at his
feet and listen 10 him-as he recommend the noble
deeds-of his tathessjor when he spake, with sob-
dued voice, of her mather, who, when she was as
helpless as the unflejged sparrow, sleeping in her
basket of soft furs,had been called 1o the happy
hunting grounds ; how the while man had invaded
their country, robbed them of their rivers and lakes,
cut down their forests, drove away their game, and
by force or {raud, had subdued the many tribes of
fed men that once:roved free over those fands of
which they were now considered only an encom-
brance ; and then, with his mournful eyes fixed on
hers, he would whisper, ia solemn tones, that the
Great Spirit was angry. wigh the red man ; that even
the dim woods whispered of coming woe, The
tall oaks fell without any decay at theirvootr ; the
gight-ow! hooted in the Broad sunshine ; the timid
deer drinking ot the stiream, fled notat their ap-
proach, and was wont, bpt raised his large lustrous
eyes to the hunter, and finished hie dratght. All
these spoke ta the thoughtful chief of ruin and de.
cay. Was il strange then that the Blush of Dawn
grew up thoughiful and mild; her only tecveation
was to wander in the woods, follawed by her pet.
fawn, weaviag garlands.for her hair, or twining
then around the neck of her graceful companions .
one of her favgrile resorts was the banks ol her ne-
tive stream. :One suliry allernoon in mid-summer
she wended her way thither for the purpose of
bathing; it was,a sweel spot ; asmall poinlslielch-
ing ont nearly to the center ol the siream on one
hand; and on-the other side a high ledge cf rocks,
rnisiﬂg their heads some fifty feet towards the eky,
tormiug a beauliful basin, clear and limpid enough
for o water-nymph to gambol in  She had with-

"
Pt tngigy name for the Kencbet.

| drawn ono of her delicately wrought mocasins, and

unbrﬁiniﬁé her iodg ‘gloss} hair, threw herself on

4 the grass beneith the shade of a willow, whose

tuxorious branches toyed with the calm swaters be-
neath, The eolt sighing ol "the wind, the gentle
moaning of the waters, together with the heat, had
lulled her into a pleasant slumber, when the sharp
crack of a rifle caused her to start up in haste; at
that inoment a_boat shot round the point of rocks,
and belore she had' recovered from her surprize,
was moored close at lier feet. It ‘was filled with
white men. She gazed for a moment on their
strange garbs and still stranger features, and then
torned and fled to her father’s lodge. She knew
nothing of their language, but the undisguised look
of admiration bestowed on her by one:who seemed
to be their chiel caused her heart to beat quicker
-and hercheek to glow with a depeerblush than had
ever been called np by any of her fathers braves.

] She had scarcely reached her home, when a rivid

flash of lightning caused her to sink with terror on
the floor of the lodge. Peal after peal of thunder
echoed among the hills ; still she sat with her face
buried in her mantle, listening with awe’to what
she in her simplicilz\, thought was the voice of the
Great Spirit. |

Atlength the sound of strange voices aroused her
Atthe entrance of the cabin stood the same pariy
she had seen al the river. The one who gazed’a!
her so earnestly then, now stepped forward, and,
with a low bow, presented her with theimocasin
she in her haste had left ; and then pointing to the
rain, which still fell in torrents, seemed to ask shel-
ter for himself and party. She pointed 1o some low
stools, and sat irembling, without venturing to raise
her eyes, waiting anxiously the entrance of her
father. In a lew moments the old chiéf came; a
dark scowl of rage and defiance crossed his conn-
tenance, when he saw his home invaded by the.
white ‘man ; but the young man stepped forward
and presented a pipe, thereby signifying his peace-
ful intestions. The old man received it coldly, and
then askeéd what had brought him to'the home ot the
red man. “To trade and hunt with thy people”
he replied He had, he said, a vessel on the wa-
ters of the Keneber, loaded with blankets, guns,
ammunilion, and many things the red man would

like.
For a few weeks the Indians were busy in col-

lecting their fors, and such rude wares as they had
1o ofter in exchange for many things they needed.
While the younz man was Urdding with the old
chiet he still found time 10 ramble in the torest by
the side of the lovely Yula, orguide her gaily paint
ed skiff on the blue waters of the Kenebec. He
learned her many words in the English tongue;
but ere many weeks had passed, the Blush of Dawn
had leared a language which needed not the aid of
worls.” Terrible was the conflict that raged in the
bosom of the chiel when he saw the blush deepen
on the cheek of the daughter when in the presence
of the young trader. Returning at the close of day,
from a long hunt, he stopped 1o bathe his fevered
brow in ihe pure walers of his nalive stream, when
the murmering of voices strack his ear. Moving
with a stealthy step toward the place {rem which
they proceéded, the sight which met his gaze sent
the blood rashing through his powerful frame with
the velocity ot a whirlwind, leaving him paler than
ashes, Seated on the soft grass, with one arm
thrown carelessly over the neck of her pet, sat his
daughter; while belore her stood the young, trader
gazing down upon her beautiful face, as the rich
blood mantled her eheels, as his ardent and passion.
‘ate gaze met her eye. In a moment the old chief
stood before them, his hatchet lified over the head
of the tredcherous trader; the setting sun gilded
the blad® for a moment, and then it fell with a tre-
mendous blow. His daughter had sprung from the
grass and swerved his arm in time to save her lov.
er from the deadly blow, and then sank into his
extended arms. The old chief was poweriess; a
smile of malignant 'rismaph shot acrosa the face of
the young man, as he pressed the weeping girl to
his heart; he felt that he was beloved; he strove
in vain to wia from her a word of love in answer lo
10 his passiongte vows, he had day afier day
ponred inlo her unsuspecling ear; but now he
needed no words to assure him that he had won,
her heart. She clasped her father’s knees, and al
though the trader nndersiood not her language, ye!
he well dnew that those soft, earnest lones were
pleading for him. -

We will not attempt to portray the mingled feel-
ings \hat prevaded the bosom of the unhappy chiet :
love for his child, stronger than life, a deep, dead-
ly hatred of the white man, to' which be would
have sacrificed everything but his child, hie own
inability to protect her in coming years, all rushed
vpon his mind with one crushing weight. He
sought the forest, and there, where no® eyes might
witness his anguish, poured out his sorrow.

She had given it, in all its purity, to the wily trader,
who coveted her father’s lands, and who sought
her with the two.lold purpose of graufying his base
passion, and making her the mediam throngh which
they might be obtained. For the sake of his child
the chief smothered bis .rage, and listened to the
proposals of the young man. He said ns his wile
she would beloved and respected by the white man;
that he and his people should not be diiven from
their homes; that he would ever be his friend;
that he would refnr to the Mérrimac and sell his
fars, and then come back and live with him on the
banks of the Kenebis. The specious yeasoning of
the young man, together with the tears of his child,
wrung from the old chief a relnctant consent.  Be-
neath the shade of the old caks, whase boughs had
felt the blasts ‘of a hundied winds, the Blush of
Dawn gave her hand 1o the young trader.

A year had scarcely passed since the Blush of
Dawn became a tide, ere the old chief joined his
people in the huuting-ground of the blest.  Deeply
was be mourned by his people ; sad, indeed, were
their hearts when they were lelt without a chief.—~
Daily the white men were encroaching upon thei,
sireains and foresir, and using every means that
avarice could sngzest 10 wring from them their

scanty store. But no lees heavy was the hea ¢ of

" hope had forsaken her, and she looked forward for

Sad, indeed, was the heart of the Blush of Dawn,.

—
the gentle wile, she was nothing to- him but the
tool of his avarice ; bis love for her was as fickle
as his words were -fruitless. She thought 1o call
back his early tenderness when she presented him
her fiist-born eon, but she knew not-of the hardness
of a heart whuse only tove was of gold. He gaked
a moment on the helpless intant, and then tumed
with a sneer, and said, I am inleed honored—
the father of ‘a red skin?’ The light of her eyes
grew dim, and the smile faded from her lips,

The mother who has pressed to her bosom her
fiest born, and felt the caress of the happy husband
and father, and seen his eye light up with pride
and fundness as he presse his babe to his bosom,
can sympathize with that crushed and bleeding
heart; betrayed by one she could have died o save.
No reproach came from her lips, but the iook of the
meek suflering she tarned vpon him would have
softened a heart less bard then stone. At length
his injustice became too hard to be borne; their
homes were invaded ; the.scanty stock of furs they
hed procured during a rigerous winter, together
with their small quantity of provirions, were taken
from them by stealth. This aroused all their sleep-
ing hate. They again lighted the council-fire, and
resolved 1o be again free. Deep and deadly were
the curses they heaped opon their common foe.—
An old warrior who hated, with all the strength of
his savage nature, his oppressors, rose and said—
% Why should we submit to the whiteman?  Shall
we hunt them game while our wives and children
starve T Shall the white man take our furs without
giving us blanketa? Isthe red man asleep, and
not sensible of his wrongs? The spirits of our fa-
thers tu.n away theig faces from us ; they love not
10 look upon their sons until they revengo their
wrongs, and dtink the blood of the white serpent.”

A yell of approbation burst from the warriors,
and agam the forest rang with the thrill war-whoop.
ft reached the ear of the Blush of Dawn as she sal
caressing her infant son. She well anderstood its
import ; she urged her husband to fly, for she-well
knew he would receieve no merey from her justly
enraged people. Onthey came, eager lor the blood
of their heartless foe. Then it was that her wrongs
were all forgotiten. Clasping her boy to her bosom
she rashed from the lodge and placed herself be-
tween her hosband and his pursuers. The balls
fell thick around her, but she heeded them not; she
watched with fearful intensity the retreating form
of ber still loved husband. A cry of joy burst from
her {ips when she saw he had succeeded in reach-
ing the river, and in a few moments stand in safety
on the deck ofa vessel which bore him quickly
from her sight. Then she sank exhausted on the
ground, overcome more by the anguish of her heart
than the loss of blood which trickled slowly from a
wound she had received in screening her husband.
A howl of rage and disappoin:menmt burst from bis
pursuers when they found he had escaped them;
they could not revel in his blood, bat they were
freed from his oppression. -

Tenderly they bore the Blush of Dawn to hersad
home; all the love and tenderness of her people |
were lavished on her and heBoy. In alew months
a liule daoghter nestle in her bosom ; for hows she
would sit with her children beside her, on the spot
where she first saw the white man; and hope—the
last iriend of the unloriunate—still whispered that
her husband would return 1o bless and comfort her.
Years passed, and still she waiched with the untir-
ing love of woman. At length some of her people
bronght the unwelcome news that he had a pale-
faced wife & children on the banks of the Merrimac.
From that hour death set his seal on the brow of the
forsaken wile. Neither the sympathy of her people
or the caresses of her children conld arouse ber,

the hour when the Grest Spirit should cail her to
join her parents in the happy hunting-gpound ol the
blest. '

At length the hour drew nigh when she must
leave her children to buffet with the world which
had proved but a dreary one to her. None would
have recogmzed the emaciated form that lay on
that lowly paliet, as the once beautiful Indian girl.
Could he, who had caused hes to willier like some
blighted flower, behold her then, with her children
clasped to her bosom, while tte dews ol death
had rettled on her brow, he would not have recog-
nized her a« the one whode beauty and grace had
won his waywanl fancy ; but soirow not years, had
stolen the rose from her lip and the lizht from her
eye. Beside her stood her bay, his proud lip curl-
ed and his dark eye flashed atthe thought of his
mothers wrongs ; his bosom heaved, and tears he
could not suppress coursed down his cheeks as her
dyiug wonls fell upon his ears. He resolved to .
seck his father, and, with the epirit of his mother’s |
people, to avenge her wrongs Stie saw the strug-
gle, but holier thoughts possessed her mind.

“ My son,’ said she, ¢let no harm come to the
father_ from the son. Look on thy sister and say
thon will protect her; let her not see the face of a
white man; let not the Moon Flower love a stran-
ger to her mother’s people, for the Great Spird
smiled not'on the Blush of Dawn. When the good
Mamiton calls, sit me dJown where the waters of
the Kenebis will chaunt my death-song—where thy
father will see my green bed should he come to
the spot where he first saw the Blush of Dawn.”

She placed the the hand of he little girl intha
of her brothée’s, and then meekly folded her own
on her breast. The heart that had been wronged
by cruelty and falsehood had ceased its throbbings
Another victim had been offered at the white mans’
shrine of robbery and njnstice. Kindly were the
orphans locked wpon for the mother's sake. They
looked {forward 10 the day when that -noble boy
should be their chief, and arouse Yhe spirit ot his
people. The Moon Flower, as his sister was cal.
led on the account of her exceeding faimess, waa
the pet of the tribe. She possessed all the beauty
and grace of her mother, blended with the fair skin
of her lather. They loved not to look on thai brow,
and used every artifice to deepen the brown on
her cheek, which was tinged by the summer sun.

Twenty years had-elapseil sincesthe white serpent
first coveted the land of red man. He agaixa risited
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the Kenebis—not to seek his wifeand-ehjld ; e re-
cognized no -snch ties as . these—but to nrge the
clair he stifl held to the larid he had obamed by
fraud and injustice. Conscience was indeed ‘busy
when he again siood on the &pot where, Seats be-
fore, he hid won the heart of the guileless ldian
gis! ; bot he banished the unwelcome thoughis|from
his mind, for he had now cometo drive her people
from their homes and sell them to sisangers ; they
knew not that he was the white eerpent of iother
years ; bui one old warrior, who had loved the Blush
of Dawn with all the love of his savage heart; saw
and knew his nval, and had an opportunity acrur-
redghis knife would have diank the bleod of his
faithless heart. The young chiel heard the stran-
ger’s proposals to him and his people to leavejtheir
homes and find one nearer the great Mooséhead
waters. He ceplied bo should never ledve the
graves of kindred at the bidding of the white man ;
that his peaple would not leave the hunting and fish.
ing grounda that their fathers had given them; un-

less compelled to by a stronger arm than theis
own,

Liwte did that boy-chief think that he had hurled’
defiance in the -teeth of his unnatural father. The
white serpent saw he had determined to keep his
lands unless compelled (o give them np. As he
had not sufficient force lo drive them from it, he
took what furs he could extort, from them, and
threatened them if they did not leave peaceably, to

return  with a force farge anovgh to compei them
ta. .

One day, on entering a secluded hot abiupily, a
beautiful girl started from her seat and stood before
him. The same form and eyes which had beamed
opon him with love, years before, now looked upon
him with fri3ht and horror. He asked her name,
but she anderstood not his language. He sat down
beside her, bu: she looked upon him with leathing.
He thought of the Blush of Dawn, and longed 1o
ask her if she knew her—if she was living. He
had not dared to inquire for her, fearlul of betraying
himseif 1o her people. He left the alrighted gir,
but resolved she should become his victim. Day
after day he watched to see hier come forth, but he
was doomed to waich in vain. She lold her broth.
er of the intrusion of the white man, he remember-
ed his/mother's dying words, to let not his sister
sea the face of the white man. Carelully he goar.
ded hier home, until his people brought the intelli-
gence that he had gone'furthey up. the river. The
day had scarcely passed ere he returned lo his
home, it was desolate. He kunew .that his sister
was i the power of the white mar. He aroused
his people and starled in pursuit. An ormament
which was wotn by the Moon Flower was found,
which she had dropped for a clue, that hen brother
might follow the trail that her captors had taken.—
Scouts were sent out in ail directions; one soon re-
tarned with the tidings thata winged canoe* was
in the river, and a parly of white men, with the
Moon Flower, were rowing to if. ‘The youngchiet
seized his rifle, and with fifty braves leaped into
their canoes and etarted in pursuit. The ald map
who had recognized his bated rival, said, “ now
‘avenge thy mother™ wrongs,” pointing in theirec-
tion the white man had taken, ““ now take the-ecalp
of the white serpent ' .

A new light broke upon the young chief; his
father—the. Jestroyer of his mother—and now abbut
10 rob him of what was dearer than life, hia sister.
A groan of anguish and despair burdt from him as
lie thoughtof his mother’s words—*¢ Let ne harm
come fo the father trom the son.”” But now his sis-
ter was in danger ; the white serpent must not des-
troy his own child. Hesaw the Moon Flower heid

in the arms of her brutal father! She heard the
eory of her brother ; an. answering shriek reached

his ear; he ealled 1o them to retarn ¢ Bring back
the Moon Flower,” he shouated ; ¢ she isthy daugh-
ter. Marm her not——restore her to us, and ye shall
go unharmed! "Bring her back, or my people shall
drink thy blood !

A loud laugh broke from the lips of-the white
serpent, as he held the trembling girl before him.

« Fire, if you wish " he cried * here is a mark !”

They had nearly reached (he vessel; no time
was to be jost. The yoong chief gazed for a mo-
ment at the struggling form of his sister, and the
sweat of agony stood upon his brow. ¢ Fire ! he
shrieked, whilk he pointed to the breast of his ur-
natural father. )

The crack of fifiy rifles was Feard simultaneous-
ly, and when the smoke cleared away the shatter-
ed skiff was without occupants. .

The Moon Flower was laid by hor motheron the
baaks of her native stream. The blae waters clos-
ed over the head of the white serpent ; earth spurn-
e him from her bosom. )

‘¢ My story is roon told,” said the chiet ¢ The
young man that would have entered my canoe,
bears the name of the white serpent, These lands,
perhaps was his.  lt_was here that the white ser-
peit dwelt. Look not upon him, for the red man’s
curse shall follow bim uniif the last of his race shall
become un outcast and a wanderer even as 1 am
I have no wifeor children ; no blood of mine flows
in the veius of a living being. 1 shall soon die, and
the few remaining of the diflerent tribes shall lollow
me. Lel the white man take heed, and lest he be
more just than his fathers, this zoodly land will not
be to.him a blessing, bul a cusse.”

#\Vhat the Indians call a vessel. *

—_— e
Winte Leoparps.— This ere hanimal,” observ.
ed the keeper of a menagerie 1o a school, *is a
lepard. His complection is yaller, and agreeably
diversified with blavk spots! It vos a wulgur her.
ror of the hancients that the-critter vos hircapable
of changing bis #pots, vitch vos disproved in mod-
ern limen by oveerwin’ that he werry frequently
slept in one spoy, and the wery next night changed
to another 1
“But 1 say, Mr showman!’ screamed litle
Johnpy, ¢the leopard ain’t yellow at lall. The
Bible says he's wi.ile.,” i
% Vere is the texi,” inguired the showman=* in
the Apothecary or in<he Songs of Susannah ¥
“Iu's where he says that Gehazi went forth a

leper as white as spow 1’

9

L

R SRS

A Mexican War Episode. . .

The most piotracted. most eqaally malche'dipnd'

never yet been recorded, and we thiik it lime that
a battle which had not its'équal in ancient or mod.
ern warfure shouhd, al [east, have the simple justice
done it of mentioir in history, Wae therefore shall
detail it, just as it occurred, stoutly repudiating any
in making military capitaf for any named Presiden-
tial candidate. . ,

‘t was during one of the fizhts in the valley that’
a sel;géanl in, one of ouf in_famry regiments wenfing”
10 tak® a drink from Hid glmbs.l‘e"mp{y flask—eep-
arateid from his comrhand andstrayed off some dia-
tance from the nuclecus of the fight. He had gain-
ed, as he supposed, & sufficient « offing’” 3nd was
abont applying bis eatiteetito’is mouth! when he
was interrupted by bearing a voice exclaim—"_

“ Hluld, dustard 1 o

Now this expression, however popular with the
minor dramalists, is not one of frequent cse i or-
dinary, congersalion, and, when attered to a gentle-
man about 10 regale himeelf, in supposed sulitude,
with a modest draught, is calculated 1o slartle, net
lo say, alarm him. Accordingly, our hero diopped
the flask, ere it reached his lips, and gazed about
hira, with a bewildered air. But his look of blank

-amazement chianged to one of joyful surprise as he

held out’his hand to another individual, who ad-
vanced 1o meet bim, with the satme jesture ot
fiiendship. The new comer was habited ia the
garb of a Mexican soldier, but as heshouk the other
heartily by the hand, he extlaimed; ia tolerable’
English—= .
¢ Well Bob! Blow me tight if it aint you
¢ Nothing shorter, Joe,” responded the Ameri:
can. .

# Where have you been, since you left the Bowe-
ry 17 asked the Mexican,

¢« Playin’ a short engagement with Gen. Scoti,”
replied the other. ,

t Jest like me; 1'm engaged forthe season, “ for
general utility” with Santa Anna,” replied the Mexi-

ean. )
Al this moment the clanging fortones of the fight,

bropght the very hotlest ol it, close 10 the non-com-
batants, who found themseives suddenly sutround-

| ed by contlicting sqoadrons.

¢ Diorr, rcoupdrel !’ exclaimed Joe, suiting the
action to the word, by producing his own * toledo.”

« Scoundrel in thy teethy” replied Bob, drawing
his own weapon; and at it they weut.

“ How shall it be, Joe ; head blows or sixes,”
aske] Bob.

 Oh, the old story ; two np and iwo down, with
stamping and grinning—very bloody ! The Richard
Third fight you know ¥

So at it they went, their swords meetingat every
blow, but no blbod being shed. Both armies stop-
ped 1o gaze at the unwanted sight. Since Rome’s
best gladiaiosial days sach determined courage,
mingled with skiil, had not been known, ¢ They
fought, and fought,”” but withoot results. Sparke
ﬂe\v; rage was depicted in the faces of the two
men, the ground .was trampled for au hundred feet

_n diameter, but still nether was kitled or wounded.

At last, the sun set, and buth armies retired; fatigu.-
ed, leaving the two desperale fejlowsto fizht it out,
which they Jid, eo effecinallz, that neither xas seen
the next day. And thus it was (as traition goes)
that wo theatrical supernumeratiies terminaled the
batle of Contieras. We never inguired of Gen,
RiLey, but presume it is true.—Buff Cour.

Marmep Lire.~—Deceive nof one another in
small things nor fu great.  One little single lie has
before now, distarbod a whote married life.

A small cause olten has great consequences —
Fold not the arms together and ritille—*: Laziners
is the devil’s cushion.” Do not run much from
home. One's own health is of more worth than
gold. Many a marriage begins like the rosy morn-
inz, and then falls away like asnow wreath. And
why ! Because the married couple neglect 1o- be
as well pleasing to each other afier marriage as be-
fore. Erdeayor always 1o please one another : but
at the same time, keep God in your hearts. Lav-
ish not all your love on to-day, for remember mar~
riage has its day afier to-morrow tou! Spare,”
a8 one may say, * fuel for the winter.” Cunsider,
my danghsers, what the wonl “wite” expresses
The married woman isthe hasband's domestic faith ;
he muat be able to intrust her wiih the key of his
heart, as well as the key of his hov-e. His honor
and his home are ander her keeping. his well be.
ing in her hand. Think of this! And you sons,
be farhilul husbands, and good uthers of families.
actso that your wives shal! esteem and love you.

e

Satax —This old geriloman, althouzgh consider-
ed rather sharp 1han otherwise, has been served
some very acule tricks. Among the rest, we have
heard-of a poor cobbler who mad® a leagne with
him, and afier enjoying every eanthly blessing he
was waited upon atthe end of the term by his brim-
stone majesly, who demanded h ssoul,

The cobbler took-a sharp knife, and ripping off
the sole of his shoe, threw it at the feet of his illuse
trius guest, .

“"What does this mean ! cried the later.

“ Look at the contract "’ replied the cabbler,

Satan examined the contract and foond that the
word was spelied sole, which only egtiled him to
the piece ol leather. He torned on his heel, and

“0ld Scratch” ever since.
. ——— e
Din any of our readers ever see a kiss on paper

—the sweet Iabial ia love? Willis Gaylord Clark
altempted 1o body forth the thing typogeaphically,
and the follewnig is the result: * When two pairs
of aflectionate lips are placed together, o the iatent
of cecillation, the noise is something like the ensu-
iug—epe st'-sweep ste’e !—and then the sound

can do it justice ® ‘

, T
A clerk in a merchanilo establishment wrjtes 1o
his friends at home, ¢ Plaguey easy times now.a.

days—very lilile work to do—our firm don'(adver.

fise 1"
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severely contesied conflict of the whole war has -

.went oft scratchirig bis head, and has been called °

tapers off &0 sofily and so musical, that no letiery:

&>



