24 THE INDIAN
The wild unrhymed chant ceased. 1 ]
saw the kindled eye the swelling bosom |
then burst in thrilling tone from him

the following. “To die! Ha! not so!

I swear it shall not be!" His voice !
changed and in beseeching voice, —

“Manitow, the Mighty, thou hast made

me guardian of thy people, in this their

neediest hour 1 ecall for aid. — Even

now I see the boats laboring up the

river with my exiled race. Great spirit,

cast thy mantle over them! Give them

courage to earve their future destiny.”’

— “Aha!”"—his voice became high and

resonant with courage and exalted pur-

pose,—*1 will yet foil the plans of

those wha seek to trample ns.

“Hear me ye forests, ve vales, ve hills,
yve rivers, register a vow unto the High
one, that my people shall yet be a na-
tion of highest honor, her seat shall be
beside the mighty of the land. Her
sons and daughters shall bend the bow
with the learned of other races. Avye,
[ shall rest not until she shall have
achieved deathless fame. My eye shall
watch her enemies, my strong arm de-
fend her., The Eagle shall wing its
lofty flight through the blue ether un-
tamed. Ewven though for a time the
clank .of fetters retard her flight.''—

The Mein, the voice, of this tutelary
spirit of my nation, was such that |
could but gaze and marvel exceedingly.
The spirit stood motionless gazing over
the waters. 1 followed its look and far
down the stream I saw an approach-
ing boat, I saw the forms of men and
women, the breeze brought the wailing
song, I knew I witnessed in (utt) an-
other form, the exodus of my race.
My frame shaken with grief, T bowed
iy head and wept in unison. Lo! the
scene changed, 1 saw again the brook,
the waving green, the suminer sky. 1
arose from my mossy couch and slowly,
reluetantly wended my homeward way.
Anon I looked backward but I saw but
the old familiar objects.

Days glided into months, 1 haunted

ADVOCATE.

the woodland glen but no vision of days
of yore graced my sight. [ pined for
another glimpse or another word from
the past but neither was vouchsafed,
Nature remained unchanged, the marks
of habitation vanished not at my ardent
wigh. Tdesponded, as the antumn days
commeneced, and | waited vet another
vigion. One day in the month of Oe-
tober, just when the beautiful Indian
summer commaenced and our |H'l_1||||'
met in Council Chamber, I stood lean-
ing upon my garden gate idly watehing
the passer-by. The most beantiful hoar
of the twenty four had come when the
sun lingered to embrace the heauteous
The mellow haze of the sunset
lingered in the west and the pale beams
of Luna had just hegun to radiate the
sky. 1 was in a listless mood dreaming
waking dreams. Unaccountably, 1 felt
a change, all my senses became aeutely
alive, I gazed cagerly far down the high-
way. Why should my pulses thrill?
Ah! T knew the spirit-figure, that fine

oo,

| form grander still in its majestic propor-

tions, that open brow betokening intel-
lectunl power, those eves glancing with
a light not all terrestrial, it was the
guardian of my people, 1 conld not mis-
take it. he drew,
how 1 Iullgl-tl Lo ,-|n':|k but I dared not,
I only gazed with awe mingled with
g]lltllll'.—-’-h.

Nearer and nearer

When n[l[m_-ilu.‘ me he stop-
ped and in most melodious voiee ad-
dressed me:

“My daughter, you have seen me
before when grief clouded my
eyes and sorrow had bowed my head,
now once again I appear to vou just

onee

as 1 approach the acme of hliss. My
people, have ‘risen on  their dead
selves to nobler things' they have

been heroes worthy of their ancient
fame in the Dbitter struggle for life
and power, A few more seasons must
pass then they shall take their right-
ful place among the nations. [ shall
refurn to the kingdom of my Father,
my work ended.”’



