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POCAHONTAS.

Flow faie thy fmage shines, oh forest maid,

Within the charméd mivror of the past!

While those rimantic hills and streams shall
last,

Aboave them still shall brood thy modest shade.

We see thee gliding down the moenlit glade,

Andd theo! the panther-haonted woord; in haste,

To warn the fumished strangers of the fast

Appronching arrow stroke; we see still Inid

Upan thy pitving breast, that gsilant head,

Whose blood those tuwuny arms were raised to
shed ; E

Behold thee, hkoeeling,  yvield thy  wildwood
fnitly,

Awd on the altar step bestow thy hand ;

And far from home, and in an alien lupnd,

Resign thy meely and loving soul to Dently,



