POCAHONTYUS

BY L. VIRGIN

1A SMITH.

ToE purple mists of eventide were wreathing o'er the dale,
And soft the seciited 2ephryaswept ocross the flow'ry vale,

Fleating slowly through the woodland—its bower-howme of

hlian,

And greeting every bloxaom with n aweet sl dreamy Xigs;

While Itke some radinet sereph from the monstons of the
bicet,

The evening star stole forth amid the drapery of the West.

The lengthening shodows grow npace, and darker was

their frown,
An fur behingd the Weatern hills the sun went alowly down,
Like rainhow hopes, and sunny joyato erring mortals given,
His dying glories faded from the blue midsummer Henven

And the quiet stors came smiling o'er the enrth so green
and fair,

As they sailed like golden bubbles through the deeps of

upper sir,

Fled are the rosy shadows—hut through the twilight dim

Comes & soft and ceagaless melody—"tis Occan's thunder
hymna—

The song of adoration which he nightly penls sbors,

When from her chamber in the Fust, the ladye of hialova

Floots proudly up the stecp of Heaven—Lo catin his bosom's
awell,

And ling her radinnt shadow o'ar the heart she loves so

well.

Queen of the star-remmed Orient'—she rose upnn the
night,

And earth and oeean teembled in her pale and silver light;

Tt fell in witching benuly where the dimpled eddies gleam,

And the woler-lilics stumbered ‘inid the ripples of the
Birenm;

Apd wested with the brightaces of on angel's soft ﬂr:u,

e seepe deep in the bosom of the YWestern wildernenss.

Where the dark primeval foreste are waving in their pride,

And Virginia's proudest river rolls along his crystal tide,

The Indiun drom was rolling—atreamed on high the council
fire,

And red-browed warriomn gothered round in mingled scorn
anil 1re,

The rudily glare was glancing back from many & glitlering
£Y¥e,

Anthey clored nranund ita beacon-light, with purpose stern
mneh high. 3

Drrk grew the haaghty chieftain's brow—and rolled his
"wye ol Anme,

Y Brethers, ' e gzicd, e cload hath presed opon Powhatan's
M MmeE—

The Manitoa is frowning on tha red man's fesble race,

1 hear his voice in anger—and the chadows voil bin face,

e aren m:,r'lnr!igr. isf#mpty now—the dork-oyed [ndian maid

The glnry of yoor Sacheam's heart fests not beneath itaghads

Far throsigh the darkeome wondland I bear the night-wind
tigh,

It secks the rayen treases, and the pleasnt sunoy oys,

The low-volced forest echo, and the softly whispering tree

Call in vain for ringing laughter, and the song 8o glod end
ftep—

The bloasom of the desert droops in mmgl-eﬂ soorn and
shame,

Tn the white-mnn's garden-bower was a blight llpu-n her
name.

Naeostly ransom bring we for the lily of the stream—

Whils our feathered arrows quiver, and our baltle-axes
gleam!

To-morrow’s npoon shall feel the serpents pestilential
breath—

To-marrow’s eve shall smile sbove & scene of strife and
death—

And when next the young moon glitters on the dim and
dewy wood,

The stain upon Powhatan's name be woshed away in
Dlooad 17

Then rose the fezriul war-whoop, the chieftain’s battle ery,

With the death-song of the warrior went pealing to theaky,

Far through the darkling foreat their burning eyes were
finshing—

In the mazes of the wild war-dance a thousand blades were
claghing ;

And when the moonlight (aded, and the ¢nun¢i1=ﬁte'humcd
lovar,

A thousand braves upon the plain lay dreaming of the foe.

Where Virginia’™s proodest river rolls the gquict hills
hetween, ' ]

Far down ite glassy hosom how changed the mighty scene !

Duep and atill the forest stumbered, butsmid its dusky shida

Mose the dwellings of the white-man, inrural beauty made,

From their low ond vine-clad cn-wmms swept the voice
of joy.and srng.

And mingled toner of melody the breezes bore along.

Where the moonboama lingered lovingly within that wista
green,

And the silver ray was trembling o'er o thick and leafy
BorESn,

‘The shining leaved magnolis, aml the gorgeons trumpel
Hower,

Combined with Summer roses tn form o rustic bower—

And whers the zephyr sported in its cool and dim aloove,

Hat the eaptive Didian maiden, with her pale and blue-eyed
Love.

Oh! her wnice stole o'er the zensas, like the wild-hird's in
its gles,

As the cloud of winter midnight flowed I::r treasss dork
and free,

Like that cloud at’Bommer's sunset, when ofer her apirit
meek

Filashed the (ervid glow of fesling—was the flush npon het
cheek!.

And deep within ber sunny syh ahone mingled lova and
pﬁ_d &, .
An ber dimid glances beamed npon the belng by her aide.
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(Above Lhe gentle maiden bent a proid and groceful form, , When the firatfeint beam of moraing (rembled o'er the
And s dork blee eys wos gleaming with the hight of foreet leafl,

parrionts storm, A baud of pale-faced brothers met the red men and their
Fuair and ahining. curls were wreathing o'er his houghty ehief;

matblebrow, . ‘i But mot in, rnge ondhntred did thome hanghty-spirits greet,
And his bright red lip was brenthing a deep andifervert | With the war.whoop ond the battle.ory os deadly foes lo

VoW meet;
Like the richly gushing melody of waters in their fow, An brothern troe in that low ehureh they gathered, nide by
From his soul-the tide of passion rolled, in murmurs soft- mide,
and low, Anid the “pride of the Powhatass stood amid them osa
bride?

The wild-bird of the mountain—the favmupan the daole,
The lity by the fountain—the wild-rofe in the vale— - Bhe stood beaide the altar—that pentle forest fower,
The -_f'rqnin[ wtar in Heaven—and the gently murmuring ;,Drmping like some timid lily in ite =oftly shaded bower;
C i, An themainbow,and the stormeclood possed her mingled
Areitting embrfms given for my own—my only love; hapes and feara,
Rich and raven arce her tregses—and her tender, thrilling } Aned the silken losh which thwept her cheek wax heavy
.E"It!.'l'lcz with he r-t:m;
Quirers o'ar the heart that loves lor, to Lewilder and | Vet her happy beort wos bognding in it wild and sweet

enirance. unrest,
; y Anid nowenlth of gushing tendernega lay gpornesed in hae
Bot not for these [ love her—her heart is firm ond troe, Vieanat, =g

And her angel spicit bright and pure as dropn of *morning
¢ dew, * Am some tall ping of the mountain tow'ring gracelul in ita
Ter poul might grace the Eden bowers of Paradise nbove ;- pride,
Her only wealth o fulthful' heart—her treasare isa'love, (1ler young and nolle lover bent abore his h'iuﬂnlig lividla;
Puresas tho frost-king's palace where the Aretie billows ) Deep, burding thougits-came rushing o'er bis pplrit Brm
el E nnd high,
Tich ns the Bammer'a sunsst clovds nponsome foicy shore, | Like midnight's glowing meteors aeross the Summer aky |

pie . y ; ; Al with that proud devotion which marks the brave and
Be it mine Lo love her while our lives are-in their sweetest

: Jukt,
kpring, I redd the riches of this heart in deotbless love and
And Time with wild nnd frolic glee shokes bleasings from in E:“ s

his wiig
Bre mine the task ta add 1o jovs, toossflen all the fears,
Which i the distust future may elous! oir soniing, yeirs;
And when ngain the young moon gilis the river's roshing

Mo lradal weil enshrmaded that aimple Tndian makd,
Thie “wilid-rope of the wildernemttinnotive grace arraved o
No eratly jewel sparkled in ber dark and shiving hair;

1
!

{ And tids their swectest. numbers sing the theme of haly

tide, But the pearl of tried and holy faiti—the star of fove was
Bhall ot Powhotan's dunghter He her pale-foced lover's there;
bridet No geme nnd gold were her'a to bring—ng treasures from
1. the mine,
Tie last fuint star kad foded (et omid the downing. pale, Tteryoung, heart's ' first and only love! she afered ot-the
And ﬂrighp;—.y:ﬂ day wos peeping lhrough the mornmg's nhrine,

mialy veil;
The white cloud rode the leaping wind through Heaven's
archen bloe,
And every tiny hlossom held o gem of diamand dew;
Tigh abave in glowing ether trillel the lrk hismotin lay;
Wikd-minatrel of the wreathing . elow]; aed hermld of the

Tha murmared yoos are over; they flonted saftly by,

The will, mysterions motes of thet hewildering harmaony,

Which, 'mid the ereshing conflict of earth's bitterness
ool strife,

YWakes up Ahe sprit-lyre, and pours its melody through

; life

day} Thnt power which sirikes the golden chords afangel harps
The broad, Lright sun came smiling o'er the greeu oo, nhaeg,

quiet earth,  phi
And aang-Lirds coarolled joyowly to ball the morming's >

birih “Woon alapt wpon the waters; bot the gay.and laughing
Provdlywaved the nobie woodtand [u its fresh cnd golden: hirat g ¥

benm, oy Curled “the cresting waven in gladuces, ond fanned the
When the hamlet of the white man roae heside the glasmy divhplid acas;

stranm,

Ry ; Like nowild and smiling tronnt in-ite sweet forbldden play,
With its rude and lowly dwellings, and its low, grey, Tt scnt the white fonm sparkling aler the billows for swny ;

ehutch ofstone, 5 Andd Blled e anowy eanvess of & proud nmd gallant bark,
Whoae tall spire: pointed: Fleavenwnrd wmid the forests yyyjch (iks o sea-bird on the wing sped o'er the waters
lane. dark.
Far over hill and valley rang.that choreh®s matin hell, Wharmeand lender hearts were henltieg in that mately
And wood,and glen, and everglade resounded to ite wwvell, Ooean-home,
1t rolled in waves of melod y along the sunny plain, And many s wayword thought wos winging backward
And the meery mountain echo sent its meisic back nguin; o'er the fnam ;
The fAoating zephyrs bore along ‘the woics of mirth and } Where loving friends wers gathered on = for and silent
glee, share—

And song and shoat went wildly op feom bozame glad and L' Boft arms, wh>sa genlls watehings' may visit them no
fiee ' more—
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Bright = yeu that may oot pieres the gloom of ditance with | Her roaaded cheek wan glowing with a hue 20, softly

theirbenams, ; bright,
Food lips that-pever more may meeh save ins land -pfg And:her dreamy.-eye was sparklingwith ineffable delighe
dreams, Her footway:lay opos, wie bloom of - pleasire's aweoles
! Howern,
The. yoang bides of the morning-looked oter the walersy , . 4o spitit of their rich. perfume suffused the lapaiag
blas, houre:

And her qun-ermg ]l.p TR l-|s'h1rlg'.-:ll‘.l plRamSTate lﬂltl.'l !
Tim shadows of the foture seomed o overapeesd heraky, | The mosic of her. life nwoke the echo eheerily,
And hgewr |m.dmp. trambiled in her Lu..:se, hewild'riog | Awdown the joyoin tide of Tierie. ahe Qoated I:I.l'.'lrl[?;

eye, ! That murroured melody.of fove which bGrat had socthed
Her bosom thiobbed convulnively—her dimpled cheek was her woen;

pale, Awoke o deeperfeeliog in her- boaoom s soft repoxe;
And her ung, dark ircases femted by, anhesded on the And'berkimid beart unfolded Lo ita rich and rﬁquln!ﬂ..

mle. Like a Suinmer cloud when weaving (o Wbeinunset gloties

Lrigh*
The landward soondscame folatly on the dreamy breeze e

of- noan— t In n.dim andlofvr ehambor, whose eontly trappings gleam

i
They stole upon it like the togea of falry bells in tone— [n the faint mnd softened loakre of the taper’s shnded beom,
Till *mid the deshing of the waves the tiay strain wae lost, | Where wreaths of fading Howers. shed around oo rich
And on the dim horizon's verge tha weeathing billows: perfume,
tomscd | And. s bushed ar® boly silence. slept opon the mellow
"l"lls-l'lr-uﬂ' shiors had fded to o md and sombre hae, Rloom
And the purple distance lay, opon it like & elond of bles. | Far from s father’s tender brenst—a sfater’s teatiul eye,

The tovely and the beavtiful'ban lnid hes dorwrnito die,
Now torn thee, lovely dreamer, from thy cherished native.

kome,
Linger not amid the pleasures of the forcat'slealy dome;
Leet notin gay andforeign bowers thy gesitle npirlt pine

For tue suuny bours of shildhood when & sister's love wan
Ehiine

“0h! leave 20 not oor fairest —our spirits cliog Lo thee,

Foremke usnot, thou dearest—aout: hearts will. weary, be—

Leaye. not thy best wnd foodest in.this dreary, ehilling
ehime,

I eadiand secret weariness to iread! the shore of ! 'Time

Bigh not for thoss who loved thes in the happy deye of ) Hig eoul dricke in the mumic of thydow. and whispered!

FOre, tons,
Mor weep.to think thoss fairydrenms shall vieit thee no § And he folde thes bo & hosom which beots for thee alons !
mare.
A tiny wtar-gem riles over. svening's mint
Oh! turn thes, lovely lady, to o bosom fond and troe, i ] l:;::idfy =g L] - ¥
Whose temler tones steal o'er thy soul'like drops of honery Gleaming brightly for, a moment—bat to;aink behind tha-
dtwl " H
; cloud
Whoss deep affection givea thy life a'glory.and a power, !

f The radiance of her full,. dark: ~unwonted splendora
Of which.thy apinit nnly dreamed in passton’s enrly hoor; | o e aye pl

: threw,
Fling o erthe luved apnd trusted ane & baln from above, Bit her glawing lip was-fading from-ite, sunny crimsan
And ahrina within thy © heart of hearta™ the beiug of thy

3 hme;
iove! No fervent praper—no bitter toar. of friends may win ber
101 now,
Tee Surmmser midnight shadows were gathered pala.and Fot-the dews of. deeth ave gathering npan hey Jioly brow.
aeill, ;
. ‘In the visionz of the dylng came a'softly mermored:bone
Mo rlqr;l-m wn there torahed her light upon the darkened T lnil the,parting !I;IJ'E'II :nlh i :Il-'iu oW, L
hill; ;i : :
: ' ‘WWilh songa of holy.raptura an their.mizgion from above,
Buot from the deepened azure of Lhe far and qoiel skies .
(B the fadeless, i 1
Beamed down the butning glonces of athousand starry mT:I“? RN Bk erert: St 6 TS of
eyen, ! )
The slecping wave-wes dreamiog—ths dew wns on the F”:n[::rl T R e
Hower, 5 g =
A the zaphFre woosd the hlomsoms in the ool nnd starlit "Whedibore, tie cimmensd ipivit fo Lt piipkl, et BT RO
bowrer.

Deﬂ.lh_p:h—it L& iuy.iim’m that roresl hzln‘d‘nﬂ'flnn1
A thouss nd [smps were gleaming throogh thelofty palace Ang folded-her to slumber in & passionl ess smbrace—

halls, Cold'ba the billowy snow-wreath Hesiber igenile: bosom
And banders bright were streaming from the old and: sl
 storied walls; Ths mven corls sre frozen o'er s damp and marble brow;
With waving plumes and jeweled sheen, and treasgres. S8 her pure and'ioving heart—its polses all are. ﬂfd—
rich aml rare, Tha il:rb'ﬂr'hlm ofithe West is alegping withithe dmad,
The gilted and the beantifsl, the brave, and. gay wers !
thare, Mo strong, paternal sy shall!lay. thes whare the willvrs
And noble knightsand lovely daraea had met right joyously, it )
To mingla in the shining mags of: foyal revairy. N wister's gentle hand shall, strew. wild bloasams a'er-thy.
_ Frare—
Where the [wirest mnd the lovelicst bad erowned the child | The. fresh  turf presses. lightly onythy calm, wnbrem.. o
of song, : heafie—
The L Western Priocess's shone emid the guy mmd mt;hb’ % There the soabeums: lnger-brightly,ere tho buesof day
theoeg,

depart
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SONG PROM THE INNER LIFPE. GL
la tha mirmnger's land-.ihoo sleepest!—and tha murging , Weep, broken-hearted lover! fof thy darkeyed forest
biiloove rosr bride—
Between thee nnd the sonny valesof green Virginio's shore, | Weep o'er the fearful fint which bath torn her from thy
nile!

Peaca o thy. lonely slumber—without ore fevered drenm

Heat op the earth!s cold bosom ke the [Uy on the srearm—

Lay thy fair and frogen brauty inthe dark and'silent toms,

Nechaunting wvisions of the past disturb its quiet glaom—

No mingled strilz of hopes and (ears sball mor thy peasefnl’
rest,

Or buraing wave of passion’s'tide roll o'er thy puls=lens
brenst,

Biill nre the foiry fontsteps. whion pomded for, andfres,
Thy wila-gnve of the mountaan sheilialog oo-more for
thee—

{ Tha heart that beat for-thes:alons must. moulder 'neath

theeod,
But the pure young:spicit sinmbhers on: the hosom of: (L8
God.

SONG FROM THE INNER LIVE.

BY T. H. CUIVEERES, M. I.

Bma to thei Lo, oh! weary soulof sarrow!
Sing. ta the Locd, thoogh-chnstened by bis rod !
Sing.to the Lordithat otlicra hope may Lot fow—
% The pitfe in-hearl neo God

Bink not -bensath the voke of tribulation,
Poor weary. mortal onvlife'a thoeny raad !
Bot bear up stately with this consalation—
4 The pure in'heart nes God

Take wpithy Crome—when:thow nrt,weary laden,
Thinkhow. Christ sank beneath the heayy oad !
High'over Calvary shines the-Henvenly Aiden—
#The pure incheart ses Ged "

Cherishithe Golden Words that bz 'bon spoken,
Then march up Calvary with thy beavy load,
Yhere'his purs body omthe Cross wos' benkep—

¢ The pure in heart see God "

Hin yoke in easy—light, too, i bisbusden—
Dieutheis theGate v hin Divine Abode—
The Land of Promissrlien beyond the Jordan—
“ The pure-in heart sea God '
Angels of Light thelr.vigils now ate Leeping,
Crowding the ladder op.to Heaven's alode—
While Jacob goft on-Bethel-Plain lice u1t|.'pir15-.-
1 The pore in heart soe God.

?

i,

Mive you mvet aeen © Oor Allee"—
Meery Little bird'of snng—

WWith her hat of :!ﬁn-phmgu
Annmow-fake float nlong *

Breaking through the eloade of morning,
Like a-may.of ‘early light,

With the radiance of the angels
Who bave guardsd her at night,

Like the harbinger of Spring.time,
Bending in the April skies;

Lioa the promise of her bemuty
I the nxore of her eym;

A flood-of glory. down (rom Teaven comen streaming,
Washing.the Angela white along the roml—

While, weary with his wrestling, be lizs dreaming—
S Thepure i heart ses God: "

Geod's golden glocy up the Enst b springing,
Flooding with splendar all'that Bleat & bode,
While Angele clustorat the High Gates singing—

£ The purn inthenrt gee God "

Riming; restrengthened, like the Blest Tmmortals
Climbing the ladder, fom thedewy sod,
He hesrs again ot Heaven's eryatailine portals—
“The pure inheart gee God "

Thos, while ﬂ';:_‘nad ere on.the dark mrth--!tepi:ng,
Weary withilravelling on-life’s thorny road-—
Angels oround their headn strict watch are keeping—
W The pureinheart fes God

Fos, whila the thorne are round the good man apringiog,
Bleading hiz feet till they baptizeithe sod—
Angels of Light are tohinhigh soulisinging—
o The para inheartsee God "
Wide asEzckicl's ever-fowing river,
No.eye could see aorosa.it wosan broad—
Sholl this sweet momg. fAow. dowithe worll forever—
“The pure.in hears gee God.™”

Ag—the promise of ‘that season
When, matured, a. maiden fair,

Al her-mind aball wenr tha lostra
Naow.opon Ner golden hair:—

Wheniher saolehall shine with knowledge,
Anditheplessure it imparia

Shall renew the.vernal hlsasorme
In the perfume of our nearis

Then the (rosts on-Life's eold paihway,
And the Winter with:its snows,

Will be matied in the supshina
That about ¥ Our-Alice™ glows,
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