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nothing on my track without a thorough mvestigation.
She flits before me, passing now through a naked soli-
tude, and now mingling with the throng of a popular
assembly, and now writing with the pen of a French phi-
losopher, and now standing at the altar of an old cathe-
dral, in the guise of a Catholic priest, performing the
high mass. O weary search! But I must not falter; and
surely my heart-deep quest of Truth shall avail at last.”

He paused and fixed his eyes upon the Intelligencer
with a depth of investigation that seemed to hold com-
merce with the inner nature of this being, wholly regard-
less of his external development.

. And what are you?” said he. “It will not satisfy
me to point to this fantastic show of an Infelligence
Office and this mockery of business. Tell me what is
beneath it, and what your real ageney in life and your
influence upon mankind.”

“Yours is a mind,” answered the Man of Intelligence,
““before wlich the forms and fantasies that conceal the
inner idea from the multitude vanish at once and leave
the naked reality beneath. Know, then, the secret. My
agency in worldly action, my connection with the press,
and tumult, and intermingling, and development of hu-
man affairs, is merely delusive. The desire of man’s
heart does for him whatever T seem to do. I am no
minister of action, but the Recording Spirit.”

‘What further secrets were then spoken remains a mys-
tery, inasmuch as the roar of the city, the bustle of
human business, the outery of the jostling masses, the
rush and tumult of man’s life, in its noisy and brief
career, arose so high that it drowned the words of these
two talkers; and whether they stood talking in the
moon, or in Vanity Fair, or in a eity of this actual world,
is more than I can say.

ROGER MALVIN’S BURIAL.

ANE of the few incidents of Indian warfare natu-

rally susceptible of the moonlight of romance

4 was that expedition undertaken for the defence

of the frontiers in the year 1725, which resulted in the
well-remembered ¢ Lovell’s Fight.” Tmagination, by
casting certain circumstances judicially into the shade,
may see much to admire in the heroism of a little band
who gave hattle to twice their number in the heart of the
enemy’s country. The open bravery displayed by both
parties was in accordance with civilized ideas of valor;
and chivalry itself might not blush to record the deeds
of one or two individuals. The battle, though so fafal
to those who fought, was not unfortunate in its conse-
quences to the country; for it broke the strength of a
tribe and conduced to the peace which subsisted during
several ensuing years. History and tradition are unusu-
ally minute in their memorials of this affair; and the
captain of a scouting-party of frontier men has acquired
as actual a military Tenown as many a victorious leader
of thousands. Some of the incidents confained in the
following pages will be recognized, notwithstanding the
substitution of fictitious names, by such as have heard,
from old men’s lips, the fate of the few combatanis
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who were in a condition to retreat after *Lovells
Fight.”
# # % e %

The early sunheams hovered cheerfully upon the
tree-tops, beneath which two weary and wounded men
had strefched their limbs the night before. Their bed
of withered oak-leaves was strewn upon the small level
space, at the foot of a rock, situated near the summit
of one of the gentle swells by which the face of the
country is there diversified. The mass of granife, rear-
ing ifs smooth, flat surface fifteen or twenty feet above
their heads, was not unlike a gigantic gravestone, npon
which the veins seemed to form an seription in for-
gotten characters. On a tract of several acres around

this rock, oaks and other hard-wood trees had supplied -

the place of the pines, which were the usual growth of
the land; and a young and vigorous sapling stood close
beside the travellers. ;
The severe wound of the elder man had probably
deprived him of sleep; for, so soon as the first ray of
sunshine rested on the top of the highest tree, he reared
himself painfully from his recumbent posture and saf
erect. The deep lines of his countenance and the scat.
tered gray of his hair marked him as past the middle
age; but his muscular frame would, but for the effects
of, his wound, have been as capable of sustaining
fatigue as in the early vicor of life. Langupr and ex-
hanstion now sat upon his haggard features; and the
despairing glance which he sent forward through the
depths of the forest proved his own conviction that his
pilorimage was at an end. He next tnrned his eyes to
the companion who reclined by his side. The youth —
for he had scarcely attained the years of manhood —lay,
with bis head upon his arm, in the embrace of an unquiet
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sleep, which a thrill of pain from his wounds seemed
each moment on the point of breaking. His right hand
grasped a musket; and, to judge from the violent action
of his features, his shimbers were bringing back a vision
of the conflict of which he was one of the few survivors.
A shout — deep and loud in his dreaming faney — found
ifs way in an imperfect murmur to his lips; and, starting
even at the slight sound of his own voice, he suddenly
awoke. The first act of reviving recollection was to make
anxious inquiries respecting the condition of his wounded
fellow-traveller. The latter shook his head.

“Reuben, my boy,” said he, * this rock heneath which
we sit will serve for an old hunter's gravestone. There
is many and many a long mile of howling wilderness be-
fore us yet; nor would it avail me anything if the smoke
of my own chimney were hut on the other side of that
swell of land. The Indian bullet was deadlier than I
thought.”

“You are weary with our three days’ travel,” replied
the youth, “and a little longer rest will reeruit you. Sit
you here while I search the woods for the lerhs and
roots that must be our sustenance ; and, having eaten,
you shall lean on me, and we will turn our faces home.
ward. I doubt not that, with my help, you can attain
to some one of the frontier garrisons.”

“ There is not two days’ life in me, Reuben,” said the
other, calmly, “and T will no longer burden you with
my uscless hody, when you ean scarcely support your
own, Your wounds are deep and your strength is fail-
ing fast; yet, if you hasten onward aloue, you may be
preserved. For me there is no hope, and T will await
death here.”

““If it must be so, I will remain and wateh by you,”
said Reuben, resolutely.




108 MOSSEs FROM AN OLD MANSE,

“No, my sorr, no,” rejoined his companion. ““Tuet the
wish of a dying man have weight with you; give me one
grasp of your hand, and get you hence. Think you that
my last moments will be eased by the thought that T
leave you to die a more lingering death? I have loved
you like a father, Reuben; and at a time like this I
should have something of a father’s authority. I charge
you to be gone, that I may die in peace.”

“And because you have been a father to me, should
I therefore leave you to perish and to lie unburied in
the wilderness?” exclaimed the youth. “Noj; if your
end be in truth approaching, 1 will waich by you and
receive your parting words. I will dig a grave here by
the rock, in which, if my weakness overcome me, we will
rest together; or, if Heaven gives me strength, T will
seek my way home.”

“In the cities and wherever men dwell,” replied the
other, ‘“they bury their dead in the earth; they hide
them from the sight of the living; but here, where no
step may pass perhaps for a hundred years, wherefore
should I not rest beneath the open sky, covered only by
the oak-leaves when the autumn winds shall strew them ?
And for a monument, here is this gray rock, on which
my dying hand shall carve the name of Roger Malvin;
and the traveller in days to come will know that here
sleeps a hunter and a warrior. Tarry nof, then, for a
folly like this, but hasten away, if not for your own sake,
for hers who will else be desolate.”

Malvin spoke the last few words in a falfering voice,
and their effect upon his companion was strongly visible.
They reminded Mm that there were other and less ques-
tionable duties than that of sharing the fate of a man
whom his death conld not benefit. Nor can if be affirmed
that no selfish feeling strove to enter Reuben’s heart,
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though the consciousness made him more earnestly resist
his companion’s entreaties.

“How terrible to wait the slow approach of death
in this solitude ! ” exclamza he. “A brave man does
not shrink in the battle; and, when friends stand round
the bed, even women may die composedly ; but here —*

“T shall not shrink even here, Reuben Bourne,” in-
terrupted Malvin. “I am a man of no weak heart;
and, if T were, there is a surer support than that of
earthly friends. You are young, and life is dear to you.
Your last moments will need comfort far more than
mine; and when you have laid me in the earth, and are
alone, and night is seftling on the forest, you will feel
all the hitterness of the death that may now be escaped.
But I will urge no selfish motive to your generous nature.
Leave me for my sake, that, having said a prayer for
your safety, I may have space to settle my account undis-
turbed by worldly sorrows.” |

“And your daughter,— how shall I dare to meet her

933

eye?” exclaimed Reuben. ¢ She will ask the fate of

her father, whose life T vowed to defend with my own. .

Must I tell her that he travelled three days’ march with
me from the field of battle; and that then I left him to
perish in the wilderness? Were it not better to lie
down and die by your side than to return safe and say
this to Dorcas ?

“Tell my daughter,” said Roger Malvin, that,
though yourself sore wounded, and weak, and weary, you
led my tottering footsteps many a mile, and left me only
at my earnest entreaty, because I would not have your
blood upon my soul. Tell her, that through pain and
danger you were faithful, and that, if your life-blood
could have saved me, it would have flowed to its last
drop; and tell her that you will be something dearer
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than a father, and that my blessing is with you both,
and that my dying eyes can see a long and pleasant path
in which you will journey together.”

As Malvin spoke he almost raised himself from the
ground, and the energy of his concluding words seemed
to fill the wild and lonely forest with a vision of hap-
piness; but, when he sank exhausted upon his bed of

.~ oak-leaves, the light which had kindled in Reuben’s eye
was quenched. He felt as if it were both sin and folly
to think of happiness at such a moment. His compan-
ion watched his changing counfenance, and sought with
generous art to wile him to his own good.

¢ Perhaps I deceive myself in regard to the time I
have to live,” he resumed. “It may be that, with
speedy assistance, I might recover of my wound. The
foremost fugitives must, ere this, have carried tidings
of our fatal battle to the frontiers, and parties will be
out to succor those in like condition with ourselves.
Should you meet one of these and guide them hither,
who can tell but that I may sit by my own fireside
again £ 7

A mournful smile strayed across the features of the
dying man as he insinuated that unfounded hope; which,
however, was not without its effect’ on Reuben. No
merely selfish motive, nor even the desolate condition of
Doreas, could have induced him to desert his companion
at such a moment; but his wishes seized upon the
thought that Malvin’s life might be preserved, and his
sanguine nature heightened almost to certainty the remote
possibility of procuring human aid.

«« Surely there is reason, weighty reason, to hope that
friends are not far distant,” he said, half aloud. ¢ There
ded onme coward, unwounded, in the heginning of the
ficht, and most probably he made good speed. Every
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true man on the frontier would shoulder his musket at
the news; and, though no party may range so far mfo
the woods as this, I shall perhaps encounter them in one
day’s march. Counsel me faithfully,” he added, furning
to Malvin, in distrust of his own motives. * Were your
situation mine, would you desert me while life remained #*

“Tt is now twenty years,” replied Roger Malvin,
sighing, however, as he secretly acknowledged the wide
dissimilarity between the fwo cases, — *“it is now twenty
years since 1 escaped with one dear friend from Indian
captivity near Montreal. We journeyed many days
through the woods, till at length, overcome with hunger
and weariness, my friend lay down and besought me to
leave him; for he knew that, if T remained, we both

‘must perish ; and, with but little hope of obtaining sue-

cor, I heaped a pillow of dry leaves beneath his head and
hastened on.”

“And did you return in time to save him?”" asked
Reuben, hanging on Malvin’s words as if they were to
be prophetic of his own success.

T did,” answered the other. “T came upon the camp
of a hunting-party before sunset of the same day. I
guided them fo the spot where my comrade was expect-
ing death; and he is now a hale and hearty man upon
his own farm, far within the frontiers, while I lie wounded
here in the depths of the wilderness.”

This example, powerful in effecting Reuben’s decis-
ion, was aided, unconsciously to himself, by the hidden
strength of many another motive. Roger Malvin per-
ceived that the victory was nearly won.

“Now, go, my son, and Heaven prosper you!” he
said. . *Turn not back with your friends when you meet
them, lest your wounds and weariness overcome you;
but send hitherward two or three, that may be spared,
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to search for me; and believe me, Reaben, my heart
will be lighter with every step you take towards home.”
Yet there was, perhaps, a change both in his countenance
and voice as he spoke thus; for, after all, it was a ghastly
fate to be left expiring in the wilderness.

Reuben Bourne, but half convinced that he was acting
rightly, at length raised himself from the ground and
prepared himself for his departure. And first, thongh
contrary to Malvin’s wishes, he collected a stock of roéts
and herbs, which had been their only food during the
last two days. This useless supply he placed within
reach of the dying man, for whom, also, he swept together
a fresh bed of dry oak-leaves. Then climbing to the

summit of the rock, which on one side was rough and.

broken, he bent the oak sapling downward, and hound
his handkerchief to the topmost branch. This precaution
was not unnecessary to direct any who might come in
search of Malvin; for every part of the rock, except its
broad, smooth fronf, was concealed at a little distance by
the dense undergrowth of the forest. The handkerchief
had been the bandage of a wound upon Reuben’s arm;
and, as he bound it to the tree, he vowed by the blood
that stained it that he would return, either to save his
companion’s life, or to lay his body in the grave. He
then descended, and stood, with downecast eyes, to re-
ceive Roger Malyin’s parting words. :

The experience of the latter suggested mmch and
minute advice respecting the youth’s journey through
the trackless forest. Upon this subject he sijoke with
calm earnestness, as if he were sending Reuben to the
battle or the chase while he himself remained secure at
home, and not as if the human countenance that was
about to leave him were the last he would ever behold.
But his firmness was shaken before he concluded.
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« Carry my blessing to Dereas, and say that my last
prayer shall be for her and you. Bid her to have no
hard thoughts because you left me here,” — Reuben’s
heart smote him, — “for that your life would not have
weighed with you if ifs sacrifiee could have done me
good. She will marry you after she has mourned a little
while for her father; and Heaven grant you long and
happy days, and may your children’s children stand
round your death-bed! And, Reuben,” added he, as
the weakness of mortality made its way at last, “return,
when your wounds are healed and your weariness re-
freshed, — return to this wild rock, and lay my bones in
the grave, and say a prayer over them.”

An almost superstitious regard, arising perhaps from
the customs of the Indians, whose war was with the
dead as well as the living, was paid by the frontier in-
habitants to the rites of sepulture; and there are many
instances of the sacrifice of life in the attempt to bury
those who had fallen by the “sword of the wilderness.”
Reuben, therefore, felt the full importance of the promise
which he most solemnly made to return and perform
Roger Malvin’s obsequies. It was remarkable that the
latter, speaking his whole heart in his parting words, no
longer endeavored to persuade the youth that even the
speediest succor might avail to the preservation of his
life. Reuben was internally convinced that he should
see Malvin’s living face no more, His generous nature
would fain have delayed him, at whatever risk, till the
dying scene were past; but the desire of existence and
the hope of happiness had strengthened in his heart, and
he was unzble to resist them.

Tt is enough,” said Roger Malvin, having listened to
Reuben’s promise. ““Go, and God speed you !

The youth pressed his hand in silence, turned, and
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was departing. His slow and faltering steps, however,
had borne him but a little way before Malvin’s voice
recalled him.

“Reuben, Reuben,” said he, faintly ; and Reuben re-
turned and knelt down by the dying man.

*“Raise me, and let me lean against the rock,” was his
last request. “My face will be turned towards home,
and I shall see you a moment longér as you pass among
the trees.”

Reuben, having made the desired alteration in his
companion’s posture, again began his solitary pilgrim-
age. He walked more hastily at first than was consist-
ent with his strength ; for a sort of ‘guilty feeling, which
sometimes forments men in their most justifiable acts,
caused him to seek comcealment from Malvin’s eyes ;
but after he had trodden far upon the rustling forest
leaves he crept back, impelled by a wild and painful
curiosity, and, sheltered by the earthy roots of an up-
torn tree, gazed earnestly at the desolate man. The
morning sun was unclouded, and the trees and shrubs
imbibed the sweet air of the month of May; yet there
seemed a gloom on Nature’s face, as if she sympathized
with mortal pain and sorrow. Roger Malvin’s hands
were uplifted in a fervent prayer, some of the words of
which stole through the stillness of the woods and en-
tered Reuben’s heart, torturing it with an unutterable
pang. They were the broken accents of a petition for
his own happiness and that of Dorcas; and, as the
youth listened, conscience, or something in its simili-
tude, pleaded strongly with him to return and lie down
again by the rock. He felt how hard was the doom of
the kind and generous being whom he had deserted in
his extremity. Death would come like the slow approach
of a corpse, stealing gradually towards him through the
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forest, and showing its ghastly and motionless features
from behind a nearer and yet a mearer tree. But such
must have been Reuben’s own fate had he tarried another
sunset ; and who shall impute blame to him if he shrink
from so useless a sacrifice? As he gave a parting look,
a breeze waved the little banner upon the sapling oak
and reminded Reuben of his vow.
s * * # £

Many circumstances contributed to retard the wound-
ed traveller in his way to the frontiers. On the second
day the clouds, gathering densely over the sky, pre-
cluded the possibility of regulating his course by the
position of the sun; and he knew not but that every
effort of his almost exhausted strength was removing
him farther from the home he sought. His scanty sus-
tenance was supplied by the berries and other sponta-
neous products of the forest. Terds of deer, it is true,
sometimes bounded past him, and partridges frequently
whirred up before his footsteps; but his ammunition
had been expended in the fight, and he had no means
of slaying them. His wounds, irritated by the constant
exertion in which lay the only hope of life, wore away
his strength and at intervals confused his reason. But,
even in the wanderings of intellect, Reuben’s young
heart clung strongly to existence; and it was only
through absolute incapacity of motion that he at last
sank down beneath a tree, compelled there to await
death.

In this situation he was discovered by a party who,
upon the first intellizence of the fight, had been de-
spatched to the relief of the survivors. They conveyed
him to the nearest settlement, which chanced to be that
of his own residence.

Doreas, in the simplicity of the olden time, watched by
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the bedside of her wounded lover and administered all
those comforts that are in the sole gift of woman’s heart
and hand. During several days Reuben’s recollection
strayed drowsily among the perils and hardships through
which he had passed, and he was incapable of return-
ing definite answers to the inquiries \\'i_ih whi_ch many
were eager to harass him. No authentic particulars of
the battic had yet been circulated ; nor could mothers,
wives, and children tell whether their loved ones were
detained by captivity or by the stronger chain of death.
Doreas nourished her apprehensions in silence till one
afternoon when Reuben awoke from an unquief sleep
and seemed fo recognize her more perfectly than af any
previous time. She saw that his intellect had become
composed, and she could no longer restrain her filial
anxiety.

« My father, Reuben ?** she began; but the change in
her lover’s countenance made her pause.

The youth shrank as if with a bitter pain, and the
blood gushed vividly into his wan and hollow cheeks.
His first impulse was to cover his face; but, apparently
with a desperate effort, he half raised himself and spoke
vehemently, defending himself against an imaginary ac-
cusation.

“ Your father was sore wounded in the battle, Doreas ;
and he bade me not burden myself with him, but only to
lead him to the lakeside, that he micht quench his thirst
and die. But T would not desert the old man in his ex-
tremity, and, thongh bleeding myself, T supported him;
I gave him half my strength, and led him away with me.
For three days we journeyed on together, and your father
was sustained beyond my hopes ; but, awaking at sunrise
on the fourth day, I found him faint and exhausted ;
he was unable to proceed ; his life had ebbed away fast;
and__ﬂ)
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“He died! ”” exclaimed Dorcas, faintly.

Reuben felt it impossible to acknowledge that his self-
ish love of life had hurried him away before her father’s
fate was decided. He spoke not; he only bowed his
head ; and, between shame and exhaustion, sank back
and hid his face in the pillow. Dorcas wept when her
fears were thus confirmed; but the shock, as it had
been long anticipated, was on that account the less vio-
lent.

“You dug a grave for my poor father in the wilder-
ness, Reuben?’” was the question by which her filial
piety manifested itself.

My hands were weak; but T did what T could,” re-
plied the youth in a smothered tone. “There stands a
noble tombstone above his head ; and T would to Heaven
I slept as soundly as he !

Doreas, perceiving the wildness of his latter words,
inquired no further at the time; but her heart found -
ease in the thought that Roger Malvin had not lacked
such funeral rites as it was possible to bestow. The tale
of Reuben’s courage and fidelity lost nothing when she
communicated it to her friends; and the poor youth,
tottering from his sick-chamber to breathe the sunny air,
experienced from every tongue the miserable and humili-
ating torfure of unmerited praise. All acknowledged
that he might worthily demand the hand of the fair maid-
en to whose father he had been “faithful unto death*’;
and, as my tale is not of love, it shall suffice to say that
in the space of a few months Reuben became the hushand
of Doreas Malvin. During the marriage ceremony the
bride was covered with blushes; but the bridegroom’s
face was pale.

There was now in the breast of Reuben Bourne an
incommunicable thought, — something which he was to
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conceal most heedfully from her -whom he most loved
and frusted. He regretted, deeply and bitterly, the
moral cowardice that had restrained his words when he
was about to disclose the truth to Dorcas; but pride,
the fear of losing her affection, the dread of universal
scorn, forbade him to rectify this falsechood. He felt
that for leaving Roger Malvin he deserved no censure.
His presence, the gratuitous sacrifice of his own life,
would have added only another and a needless agony to
the last moments of the dying man ; but concealment had
imparted to a justifiable act much of the secret effect
of guilt; and Reuben, while reason told him that he
had done right, experienced in no small degree the
mental horrors which punish the perpetrator of undis-
covered crime. By a certain association of ideas, he at
times almost imagined himself a murderer. For years,
also, a thought would occasionally recur, which, though
he perceived all its folly and extravagance, he had not
power to banish from his mind. Tt was a haunting and
torturing fancy that his father-in-law was yet sitting at
the foot of the rock, on the withered forest leaves, alive
and awaiting his pledged assistance. These mental de-
eeptions, however, came and went, nor did he ever mis.
take them for realities; but in the calmest and clearest
moods of his mind he was conscious that he had a deep
vow unredeemed, and that an unburied corpse was call-
ing to him out of the wilderness. Yet such was the
consequence of ‘his prevarication, that he could not obey
the call. Ti was now too late to require the assistance
of Roger Malvin’s friends in performing his long-deferred
sepulture ; and superstitious fears, of which none were
more susceptible than the people of the outward settle-
ments, forbade Reuben to go alone. Neither did he know
where in the pathless and illimitable forest to seek that
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smooth and lettered rock at the base of which the body
lay ; his remembrance of every portion of his travel
thence was indistinet, and the latter part had left 1o im-
pression upon his mind. There was, however, a continual
impulse, a voice audible only to himself, commanding him
to go forth and redeem his vow: and he had a strange
impression thaf, were he to make the trial, he would be
led straight to Malvin’s bones, But year after year
that summons, unheard but felt, was disobeyed. His
one secret thought became like a chain binding down
his spirit and like a serpent gnawing into his heart;
and he was transformed into a sad and downcast yet
irritable man. .

In the course of a few years after their marriage
changes began to be visible in the external prosperity
of Reuben and Doreas. The only riches of the former
had been his stout heart and strong arm ; but the lat-
ter, her father’s sole heiress, had made her nusband mas-
ter of a farm, under older cultivation, larger, and better
stocked than most of the frontier establishments. Ren.
ben Bourne, however, was a neglectful husbandman ;
and, while the lands of the other settlers hecame anniu-
ally more fruitful, his deteriorated in the same propor-
tion. The discouragements to agriculture were greatly
lessened by the cessation of Indian war, during which
men held the plough in one and and the musket in the
other, and were fortunate if the products of their dan.
gerous. iabor were not destroyed, either in the field or
m the barn, by the savage ememy. But Reuben did
not profit by the altered condition of the country ; nor
can it be denied that his intervals of industrious atten-
tion to his affairs were but scantily rewarded with sue-
cess. The irritability by which he had recently become
distinguished was another cause of his declining pros-
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perity, as it occasioned frequent quarrels in his unavoida-~
ble intercourse with the neighboring settlers. The results
of these were innumerable lawsuits; for the people of
New England, in the earliest stages and wildest circum-
stances of the country, adopted, whenever attainable,
the legal mode of deciding their differences. To be
brief, the world did not go well with Reuben Bourze ;
and, though not till many years after his marriage, he
was finally a ruined man, with but one remaining expe-
dient against the evil fate that had pursued him. He
was to throw sunlight into some deep recess of the for-
est, and seek subsistence from the virgin bosom of the
wilderness,

The only child of Reuben and Doreas was a son, now
arrived at the age of fifteen years, beautiful in youth, and
giving promise of a glorious manhood. He was pecul-
iarly qualified for, and already began to excel in, the wild
accomplishments of frontier life. His foot was fleet, his
aim true, his apprehension quick, his heart glad and
high ; and all who anticipated the return of Indian war,
spoke of Cyrus Bourne as a future leader in the land.
The boy was loved by his father with a deep and silent
strength, as if whatever was good and happy in his own
nature had been transferred to his child, carrying his
affections with it. Even Dorcas, though loving and be-
loved, was far less dear to him; for Reuben’s secret
thoughts and insulated emotions had gradually made him
a selfish man, and he could no longer love deeply except
where he saw or imagined some reflection or likeness
of his own mind. In Cyrus he recognized what he had
himself been in other days; and at intervals he scemed
to partake of the boy’s spirit and fo be revived with a
fresh and happy life. Reuben was accompanied by his
son in the expedition, for the purpose of selecting a tract
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of l_and and felling and burning the timber, which neces.
sarily preceded the removal of the household eods,
Two months of autumn were thus occupied ; after x:hich
Reuben Bourne and his young hunter returned to spend
their last winter in the settlements,

* * * * *

It was early in the month of May that the little family
snapped asunder whatever tendrils of affections had clune
to inanimate objects, and bade farewell to the few WhoD
in the blight of fortune, called themselves their f'riends’.
The sadness of the parting moment had, to each of the
pilgrims, its peculiar alleviations. Reuben, a moody man,
and misanthropic because unhappy, strode onward with
his usual stern brow ahd downeast eye, feeling few
regrets and disdaining to acknowledge any. Doreas,
while she wept abundantly over the broken ties by which
ber simple and affectionate nature had bound itself to
everything, felt that the inhabitants of her inmost heart
moved on with her, and that all else would be supplied
wherever she might go.  And the boy dashed one tear-
drop from his eye, and thought of the adventurous pleas-
ures of the untrodden forest.

O, who, in the enthusiasm of a day-dream, has not
wished that he were a wanderer in a world of summer
wilderness, with one fair and gentle being hanging lightly
on his arm? TIn youth his free and exultin ggteP would
know no barrier but the rolling ocean or the snow-topped
mountains ; calmer manhood would choose a home where
nature had strewn a double wealth in the vale of some
transparent stream ; and when hoary age, after long, long
years of that pure life, stole en and found him tﬂere, it
would find him the father of a race, the patriarch of a
people, the founder of a mighty nation yet to be. When
death, like the sweet sleep which we welcome after a day
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of happiness, came over him, his far deseendants would
mourn over the venerated dust. Enveloped by tradition
in mysterious attributes, the men of future generations
would call him godlike; and remote posterity would see
him standing, dimly glorious, far up the valley of a hun-
dred centuries.

The tangled and gloomy forest through which the per-
sonages of my tale were wandering differed widely from
the dreamer’s land of fantasy; yet there was something
in their way of life that Nature asserted as her own, and
the gnawing cares which went with them from the world
were all that now obstructed their happiness. One stout
and shaggy steed, the hearer of all their wealth, did not
shrink from the added weight lof Doreas; although her
hardy breeding sustained her, during the latter part of
each day’s journey, by her husband’s side. Reuben and
Tis son, their muskets on their shoulders and their axes
slung behind them, kept an unwearied pace, each watch-
ing with a hunter’s eye for the game that supplied their
food. When hunger bade, they halted and prepared
their meal on the bank of some unpolluted forest-brook,
which, as they knelt down with. thirsty lips to drink,
murmured a sweet unwillingness, like a maiden at love’s
first kiss. They slept beneath a hut of branches, and
awoke ab peep of light refreshed for the toils of another
day. Dorcas and the boy went on joyously, and even
Reuben’s spirit shone at intervals with an outward glad-
ness ; but inwardly there was a cold, cold sorrow, which
he compared to the snow-drifts lying deep in the glens
and hollows of the rivulets while the leaves were brightly
sreen above. :

Cyrus Bourne was sufficiently skilled in the, travel of
the woods to observe that his father did not adhere to
the course fiey had pursued in their expedition of the
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preceding autumn. They were now keeping farther to
the north, striking out more directly from the settle-
ments, and info a region of which savage beasts and
savage men were as yet the sole possessors. The boy
sometimes hinted his opinions upon the subject, and
Reuben listened attentively, and onee or twice altered
the direction of their march in aceordance with his son’s
counsel; but, having so done, he seemed ill at ease.
His quick and wandering glances weve sent forward,
apparently in search of enemies lurking behind the tree-
trunks ; and, seeing nothing there, he would cast his eyes
backwards as if in fear of some pursuer. Cyrus, perceiy-
ing that s father gradnally resumed the old direction,
forbore o interfere; mnor, though something began to
weigh upon his heart, did his adventurous nature permit
him to regret the increased length and the mystery of
their way.

On the afternoon of the fifth day they halted, and made
their simple encampment nearly an hour before sunset.
The face of the country, for the last few miles, had been
diversified by swells of land resembling huge waves of a
petrified sea; and in one of the corresponding hollows,
2 wild and romantic spot, had the family reared their
hut and kindled their fire. There is something chilling,
and yet heart-warming, in the thought of these three,
united by strons bands of love and insulated from all
that breathe beside. The dark and gloomy pines looked

,down upon them, and, as the wind swept through their

ops, a pitying sound was heard in the forest; or did
those old trees groan in fear that men were come to lay
the axe to their roots at last? Reuben and his som,
while Dorcas made ready their meal, proposed to wander
out in search of game, of which that day’s march had
afforded no supply. The boy, promising not to quit the




