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THE CHIEFTAIN'S DAUGHTER.,
IY GEORGE P. MORRIS,

s Every part of the brief ot chorioun Tifs of Pocnbiontas 34 ealoubated t produce nooheill of admiration, nmd to reflect the
Bighist bonone on her nnme. The most memarabibe event of ber lite is thus recordal s After a long eonsultation among the
Toidimna, the fate of Captain Smith, who wias the leader of the fiest colony in Vieginin, wos decided,  Phe cunclave resamisd
their silent gravity—two loge stones wers plueed sear the watee's eldge, Smith wes fehed to theen, miad s bend wis toil
upan them, waa preporation for benting eut b benins with war-clobs, Powhatton reised the fucs] instromeat, nad the savnsa
s dtataale, vt there Lbooal Rt wewn poass o tivnd senre Uheir Ih'llr-;. n:'=|4.'1|l]:,' wu.;linrlg'llm prisonar's lnst ot Mt Spaieh
was not destined 1hue to perish.  Pocobonte, the heloved dnwghuer of the king, rushed forword, fiell opon her knees, uned with
tonrs wnd Grtrgnties pruy e phont tlio wictim mrglit L Apitirel T b ru}'ul Erv S :::jmlml for puit mind eomnndad lior to b
Smith to his fute. Cirown frantic at the filure of her supplicntions. Pacehontes threw her arms about Smith snel laidd her
hesad wpon hits, her raven famie falling around his peck sod shoulders, deelaring clie would pecieho with or anve him. The Indinng
gunpedl For brewh, Saring that Powhattan would stay his ehild for taking geeh o deep dnterent in the Tate of ane be eongidened
lais ddendliese Toe. Bat huwman antore de (e some overs where ! the wir elub drnpp-l:-! fram the monarel’s hood—hic hrow
rosla pesd =hia bart goltened, nnd, ne e eaised e beave douehler to bis bosom, and issed Ler forebend, he roversed bis decrec,
aod thirected Smoath o be set ot |i‘lu.~rr.‘v.' Whethior thin repanl ool thirs glorjogs ;_'ir|: for Bmith aver reechedd the leeling of love a8
ol kower, Mo Govonr wean ever expeetnl o retorns T ask nothing of Coprain SHwmith. aaid shoe, inown interviow shorn feewornils
bml_wil.h hen in I‘f-ng!u]:u.l, * 0 L CEO e fur whntever 1 have dome, but the Leon ul‘liwug i lois emory,' — Sketches Iy" Fir-
FLE '
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Upon the barren =and
A mingle capiive stood,

Around  him el with™ bow  and " brnod,
The redaven of the  woud,

Like him of old, his doom he hears,
Rock.-bound on ocean’™  rim —

The chieliain’s daughter knelt in tears,
And breathed a prayer for hin
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Above his hend in air,
The =avage war-clib swong;
The frontc girl, in wild despair,
Her nrms about him flung.
Then shook the warriors of the shade,
Like leaves on aspen-limb,
Subdued by that herote maild
Who breathed a prayer for him.
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« Unhind him!" gnaped the chief,
“ It 19 your king's decree!”
e kissed awny her tears of grief,
And sct the captive free.
"Tis ever thus, when, in life's storm,
Hope's atar to man grows dim, ' :
An nngel keeels in oweman's form,
Aud brenthes o prayer for him,



