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For the Christian Otaerver,
POCAHONTAS,

The fullewing beautiful lines bear the impress of
the postiz inspiration and of the benevolent foelings
of the writer.. May they awaken genuine sympathy
in other hearts in behalfof our red-faced brethren
and they will not be in vain —[Ens,

From the forest’s lealy bowers
And ita breezy stirring sound,
From the wild-woods lowly flowers,
And the fawn with fearful bound;
From the wigwam and the maple tres
That'sheltered her young hours,
Zame the forest-born, the fuir, the froo,
To makeher home with ours,

Her step elate,—~her fearloss evo
Shone with-a lender lizght ;—

Her nut-brown. forehead rising high,
Her round cheek darkly bright;

Her raven tresses foating froe
(Yer shoulders fairly turnad,

Ehe cama, the noble maid ! and wa
Her wint ry fate have mourned.

A princess of & warlike rrce,
A cherisbed one, and true:
Ah  Whereis now their-name or place
Denenth the heaven's blue
The beud embroidered moccasin,
The quiver and the bow,
The pipe and feathered coronet
Laid with their wearars low.!

And sha of all the wild and froe,
CGanie with n tender gracn,

Jesns! To bow the knee to theo—
First christinn of her race:

A nolile heart wasall her own—
The med-like and the true

When neath the forest shiadows lonn
A lovely cbild she prow,

The flower that bent its tondor hoad
O or her fout-path in the wood
The deer that from ber arrow spod
Liss innocently good
Than zhe, who with un eacle’s heart.
Proforred the dove's soft tone,
And ciwe, from her dark tribe to part
And make cur foith her own J. . W.



