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It was a low-roofed, humble log house in the
heart of the Western wilderness, At its rude
doorway stood two beings gazing out upon the
wild but magnificient scenery—the preud giant
trecs with their tall branches rising toward the
biue skies; their glossy leaves trembling in the
Summer breeze and forming a curtain through
which the bright sunbeams poured over the
rich sward at their foot—the wild flowers peep-
ing out from the dark shadows of their huge
trunks, and the scarcely trodden footpaths wind-
ing over the velvet tarf from the narrow. clear-
ing about the cottage. - A low, thrilling carol,
from a fluttering bird now and then broke the
still pess, and far away down the shady ravine,
swas faintly heard the soft murmur of a ripling
stream.

The eyes of the yoang maiden at the door
wandered delightedly over the quiet scene,and
there ' was‘a light in their blue depths and a
dimpling smile about the rosy mouth which
gave indescribable charm to her sweet face.
©ne little hand clasped the strings of the straw
bonnet which hung by her side, and the other
was raised to her white forehead, half sha-
ding the, laughing orbs beneath it from the
bright sun-light, while the whispering winds
lightly touched her pure neck, lifting the wavy
browa tresses from her shoulders. She was
very young and beautiful, and every glance of
her btight eyes told that her soul ‘was full of
love and purity. ‘The lady by her side was
many years her senior, and there was the slight-
ast shade of care upon her smoth brow, and'a
subdued and ‘patient look wpon her mild face,
which told that her life had not been without its
changes 'and trials. The glance which, she
cast upon the young girl was full of fondness
aad maternal affection; and when she looked
into the deepening’ shadows of the surrounding
forest or-up to the nzure skies, the soft light of
hor dark eyes told of hops and coten:ment, if
not of enthusiasm. All at once the little hand
dropped from the forehead and a low ringing
langh came from the lips of the young girl.

< They are coming, mother! See, there is fa-
ther holding Anna and little Eddy upon my
black pony, and Oscar in the rear mounted upon
Charley. Oh, we shall have such a nice ride
throngh these old roads and down by the bank
of that quiet river,”

And with a joyous bound she started for-
ward to meet the approaching band, the mer-
ry voices of the delighted little ones mingling
with joyqus shouts.

¢« Oh, sister Ether!* cried little Anna.< We
have had such a grand time; Eddy and I riding
round through the forest with father to lead
your dear little pony; and he is so clever and
steps so carefully over the green sward and
pretty flowers. Oh, Twish we had not got
home this whole hour yet!’

But the chubby pratler was lifted from her
coveted seat and stood dancing at the feet
of her mother, while the baby boy clapped his
tiny hands and sent oat his infant earol from
the arms of his smiling sire. = Ether had tied
her straw cottage over her curls and sprang

gracefully to the back of her favourite; and
now he pawed the rich turfimpatiently, and
shook his glossy mane, asif quite concious of
the lovely weight he bore, und longing to dart
away down the mossy patch and threugh the
dim shades of the thick grove.

Her brother, a- tall, noble-looking youth of
twenty, soon smilingly joined the company,
and after kissing her gloved hand to the deur
group, they galloped away down the foot-path
and ware lost to view,  Adier riding a mile or
two beneath the drooping boughs of the old
trees, they suddenly came to the steep bank of
a river of congiderable size, and tarning tc the

right had a full view of the open_ couatry for |

many miles around. No obstruction was offer-
ed to their progress, and they rode gayly on
over a surfice of downy moss and yielding
sward besprinkied with wild flowers of
every hue and variety. Far to the left and on
the oppoaite shore the forest was deep and un-
broken, and the steep grassy declivity which
rose from the river’s pure waters was now and
then broken by a chain ef massive rocks ex-
ending far out into the stream, and losening
their durk teps amid the shrubbery and spread-
ing boughs. The cheek of Ether Dunham
slowed and bright smiles deepened the dim-
ples about her small mouth,while her brother’s
cloquent durk eyes beemed with intenser light
as they rode onward, the musical tones of the
ons blending with the deep mellow voice of
the other in earnest conversation. At last the
horses slackened their pace, walking almost
noiselessly along over the Howery ground, as if
Jike their riders sabdued to pleasant thoughts
by surrounding influences. Just as they came
16 a clump of trees, which bent over the stream
and threw their dark shadew far out into the
sleaping waters, a low warbling murmar, not
eaactly like the carel of a bird—but qnite as
sweet and full of mneledy—feil on their ears;
and instantly checking the tired horses, they
bent breathlessly over their saddles and peer-
ed down through the thick leaves: for the sound
seemed to preceed from their nffdst.

A low faint cry of wonder halfburst from
Eiser’s lips; but her brother’s hand smothered
the sound, while he pushed his way nearer to
the edge of the bank that he might have a

more distinct view of the strange wild crea-
tare thus thrust upon their vision. She had
grasped with one small brown hand a pliant
branch of one of the trees that overhung the
dark waters and swung herself from the slight
foothold beneath, while with the other reach-
ing far up amid the clustering, clambering vines
that wound themselves around every limb, she
was trying to graspa bunch of purple grapes
which swung to and fro, constantly eluding the
clasp of her slender fingers. Her large wild
brown eyes with their thick silken lashes
were fixed eagerly upon the capricious treasure,
and her full red lips half opened in their im-
patience, while the long jetty ringlets of her
hair in their lavish abundance fell back from
her dark high forehead and. hung trembling
over the deep waters. The same exquisite
music,now. came again from her full heart for
the extreme peril of her situation seemed una-
ble to restrain its out-gushings of gladness;and
the golden bird which had just lighted upon a
bough over her head seemed to hesitate before
pluming his wings for flight.

She was strangely beautifal;and as she hung
there with only that frail limb for a support,
and the notes of joy upon her lip, Oscar Dun-
ham-ana his sister turned pale with terror. She
had just reached the purple fruit and torn the
rich cluster. from its vine, when the bended
bough broke with a sudden crash, and with one
faint cry the daring girl sank beneath the dark
surface below. Sherose again almost instant-
ly, and the next moment the strong arms of the
bold youth had borne her up to the grassy bank
where he gently laid her with her head in
Ether’s lap. The little hand still grasped the
luscious fruit, but the bright drops dripped from
the stem, and the smile had hardly left the
pale lip and cheek. Arthur bent amxiously
over the marble face and rubbed the cold hands
with his trembling fingers, while Ether kissed
the lovely brow and put back the wet hair,
calling on her to awake. At lasta faint color
came to the lips, the long lashes trembled upon
the cheek, and then the brown eyes looked up
with a bewildered gaze; but when they fell
upon the eloquent pale face ofthe stranger youth
shesprang to ker feet, whilea crimson glow
flushed the cheek ‘and brow, and a cry of fear
trembled on her tongue:, It was only momen-
tary; for when she turned her sweet eyes to the
beautiful face of Ether Dunham, a smile fall of
satisfaction and’ loveliness broke over her fea-
tures, and she knelt down by her side, clasped
her hands ia both hers, and gazed fondly iato
ber fair face

¢ Was it you who took me from those dark
waters?’ she said, ‘Was it you who saved the
Young Fawn to her mother’s arms .’

¢« Not me, dear one—but he—my brother,’
replied the smiling girl. < We were passing this
way and saw your danger. It was Oscar who
brought you to iny arms.’

¢ Then he has my gratitude, and I know my
dear mother would  bless him, for I am her
all.’ Andshe extended her hand timidly to the
admiring youth, hlushing and hanging her head
in embarrasment. It was quickly withdrawn;
not hosvever till he had raised it to his lips,and
reverently kissed. the tremblipg prisoner. I
know I was careless,’ shs continued, turning to
Ether, ¢ but I wanted the grapes so much, and
besides I have often gathered them in the same
way hefore without injury or accident. Bat].
shall be more wise in future, for my sweet mo-
ther’s sake as well as my own.’

« And where do you live?’ asked her listener
looking about her, ¢ for I see no signs of culti-
vation, no house any where in this region.

¢ Oh, ro, you canxot see it here,’ replied the
sm.iling girl, ¢ we live ta the dim, deep forest,
vonder over the stream, and our coftage is just
behind that ledge of rocks. My mother and {
dwell in those woods alone; but we are very
happy—at least i am, only sometimes when |
hear my mother sigh’or see a tear in her eye.
She is very good, and ch, I love her very
much. 1 wish you conld see her, you would
love her too0.”

< And is your father dead ?” inquired Ether,
gozing delightedly over ber animated face and
still holding the little hand which had been giv-
en her. ¢Oh, yes—my father was a great
chief— a mighty king of'a powerful tribe; but
he was long ago slain in battls, and since then
my .nother and 1 have lived alone, though she
eften sighs for the dear friends of her childhood,
who she says are far away, or perhaps dwell
in the spirit-land.” A lcok of sadness crossed
the eloquent young fuce, and she brashed a
tear {rom her cheek; batit was quickly follow-
ed by a smile as she added:—< My father used
to call me the Young Fawn, but wmother pre-
fers the name of Nora, becavse she says it has
been in her heart from childhood, though she
cannot remember whence it came.’

¢ Nora,” whispered Ether to her brother,
¢ our mother’s name.’

<If it were net asking too much of you,’ con-
tinued the Young Fawn, ¢ 1 would take you
to our humble home and show you this sweet
mother of mine, She is as fuir as you, for |
take not this dark brow and these jetty tresses
from her.’

¢ We will go,” said Oscar, quickly: < Tt will
oot take iong, and we can tie our orses to one

of the trees. The sun is still high in the hea- |

vens, and if we should be out after nightfall,

we shall have the full meon to light us oa our !

way.’

Tt

ceeded to the little skiff which was 1anored be-
neath the bank, and were soon floating over the
smooth surface of the stream. They landed
jnst where a huge dark rock threw its shadow

over the rich velvety turf, which swretched back |

from the river's brink, and stepping forth from

horses were accordingly fastened toa !
tres near by and lefi to nibble the fresh grass,
while the dark maiden and her companions pre- |

[the fairy barque the graceful girl bounded
around the  projecting cliff followed by the
young strangers. The scene was lovely, as
they emerged from the heavy shade and looked
around. Giant trees' that had for eenturies
pointed with their intertwining boughs to Hea-
ven threw their clustering foliage protectingly
over the waving grass and nestling flowerets;
and strange beautiful birds with golden wing
and lute like voices every where looking out
from the thick leaves, while away throngh the
brown trunks, its humble roof bending beneath
the weight of a clambering woodbire, peeped
forth the solitary cabin of the Young Fawn.
A winding footpath with its soft carpet of
.-green led to the door, and down in a little sha-
' dy glen near by came sparkling and dimpling
the pure limped waters of a tiny rivulet, creep-
ing like a beam ofsilver light through the fra-
grant blossoms which covered its mossy banks.
¢ Dear mother!” cried the wild sweet mai-
den, as she bounded through the open door,
and threw her arms about the bending neck of
a pale, interesting looking woman, who had
arisen from her seat at the first sound of her
foot-fall. ¢ Dear wmother, I am here though
sadly wet, and here are some friends who sa-
ved me from drowning; for 1 carelessly clim-
bed on the tree for a bunch of (grapes and fell
into the dark waters, This young gentleman
generously brought me to shore, and his sweet
sister kissed me back 'to life, for I believe I
was insensible till her soft breath passed over
my cheek, and I thought her gentle voice,, as
she called on me to awake, wus the whisper of
the kind angels who you say watch over us.’

And she drew the smiling Ether toward her
trembling mother, looking from the pale anx-
ious face of the one into the tender eyes of:the
other till her heart gushed out.in love and gra-
titade, and she laughed that soft; musical langh
again till the shade passed from the white brow
of her parent and her usual calmness returned.
She bowed gracefully to the manly youth and
returned his friendly grasp, and passing her
arm kindly about the waist of Ether, drew her
to her bosom and looked into her fair faee,put
back the hair from her cheeks and kissed the
pure forehead. Her voice trembled slightly as
she spoke, but it was low and musical.

< You are welcome, sweet girl, to our hum-
ble home, and 1’ fcel that I “sever can repay,
you and your noble brother for the kindness you
have shown us  1f the gratitude of a full heart
affords yon any compensation, it is yours. No-
ra is all I have to love, and if she were to leave
me, life would be cheerless indead.” 'Tears
sparkled in her sad blue eye, and she looked
tenderly upon the beautiful child whe approack-
ed them from the little bedroom, where she
had exchanged her dripping garments for dry
onesin a twinkling. A soft blush stole over
her face, when she chanced to meet the dark
eyes of Oscar’ Dunham and a strange thrill
passed through her frame, when his mellow
voice sounded in her ear; but to Ether she
clung with extravagant fondness, twined the
soft brown ringlets about her slender fingers
and kissed the little white hands. - She told
her of the pleasant haunts aboat her wild-
wood home, of her daily sails upon the river,
and’her occasional walks to the distant settle-
ment. And in return Ether told her of the
bright home she had lately left, of the many
friends she had bidden adien, and'how with
her dear father and. mother, her brothers and
little sister she dwelt in the bosom. of the fo-
rest but a few miles distant. The wild crea-
ture clapped her hands for joy and danced about
the little room, till the voices of her visitors
mingled with her own merry faugh and a smiile
of gladness dimpled the pale cheek of her pen-
sive mother. She was rejoiced that a compa-
panion so gentle and kind had been foand for
her idol child; for since her young heart first
throbbed with its gushing tenderness she. had
nene but her mother to love, though her year-
ning pure spirit went out toward all that was
bright and glad in nature.

The birds were her friends, and she had lis-
tened hours together to their merry carols tiil
her own tones had caught the echo, and she
sang so gayly as they. She loved too to listen
to the rustling of the forest leaves when the
evening winds whispered among ' them, and
they breathed forth their pensive sounds; and

spirit and she would guze with her large ear-
nest eyesup into the starry heavens, and won-
der what the sparkling tiny gems could be scat-
tered so lavishly over the blue ‘expanse. It
was af such times, that the low. tones of her
gentle mother had fallen soethingly upon her
heart, as she told of the Spirit-land and of
the angel guardians who hover about the path-
way of mortals, to guide them in the way to
Heaven.

An hour had passed by. The strangers had
partaken of the simple menl spread by the
hands of their new friends and the sun was
nearing the distant horizon:” but still ‘they lin-
gered. The wild light of Nora’s dark eyes
had softened to an expression of calm and tran-
quil enjoyment, and her voice was low and
tremulous; but a deeper fesling seemed to per-
vade the gentle bosom of her mother.  Strangs
y pleasant thoughts had taken possession of her
soul; and as she gazed into the sweet face of
Ether Dunham and listened to her voice, the
dreams of early childhood scemed haunting hee
| agzin; and a dim, shadowy picture of happiness
and misery flitted before her. She had said
but little, and her eves rarely left the fascina-
ting fiuce of her visitor; and sometimes when
! her low. mellow laugh mingled with the glad

straing from Nora’s full bosom, she would
start to her feet and look about ker, then a rash
i of tumultuous emotions almost stiil:d the heavy
beating of her heart, and she would bury her
" face in her hands and try to collect the dim

then a strange sadness would creep into her |

l

2 ouwe pa v

i fancies which wandered through her brait

and joined the broken chain of memory.

It was evening and the snn. was quite dows
though his golden light flooded the deep reces-
ses of the surrounding forest, when Oscar Dun-
ham arose and tarned from the soft glance of
Nora’s eyes. He walked to the door, looked
a moment abroad, then returning..said. reluc-
tingly: ¢ Come Fther we wust start, for it will
be very late now before we reach ‘home, and
mother will be so anxious. - Yo know she i#
always thinking of lurking red men and fears
that you may yet be taken eaptive.’

¢ Yes, brother? replied the fuir girl, turning
from the entwining arms of her friend, but
you know the reason of mother’s anxiety on
that ground.  She can never forget the “dear
little sister they tore frm her side long age,
but I im sure we need. not fear now, and I
do want to stay longer with Nora.’

None noticed the deadly pallor whi h over-
spread the features of the silent woman; for
the dimness of twilight was in*the little room;
but when a stifled sob broke from her boson:
as she grasped’ Ether’s arm and bent wildly
over her, they all looked up in wonder.

Nora screamed in terror and clung about her
form, but she heeded her not. _The white lips
at first moved without a sound and the eyes
glanced wildly into the face of the terrified girl
but the unearthly expression. passed away, a
beautiful smile beamed forth in its stead, and
she whispered, as she bent her head down to
the shoulder of the sweet child and put her
arms about her:—

‘Did you say the Indians tore her away—
that the young sister of your blessed mother
was borne from her side a captive? I have
been dreaming ever since I first- looked npon
your dear face—aye, for many long years I
bave dreamed and slumbered on; but ¥ am
awake now, I see it all-—remember all. We
were down in that charming valley at play—
she had twined a wreath of wild resesamid the
curls of my hair.and as she left me to go around
Ly the shore of the running stream for a white
lily, they came and took me away.’

“You! exclaimed Oscar and Ether, at a
breath; ¢ You! and are you indeed the dear sis-
ter of our mother? and is Nora our own cousin’
Oh, how glad, how happy !’

It wagindeed 4 happy moment." ' Tears were
in the eyes of all, 4nd Nora sobbed like an in-
fant upon upon her mothers bosom. The glad
woman sat' down in the rude door-way and
brushed the moisture from her smiling eyes;
-and as the little group gathered about iér and
raised their happy faces, and the heart of each
seemed to fail for utterance, she bowed her
head again to her hands and, the big, bright
drops, frésh from her spirit’s shrine, trickled
through them, while her whole frame shook
with'the weight of pleasant and bitter thoughts
that came gushing up from memory’s disturbed
fountain.

She found” words at last to tell’ them
tivity bereathi'the roof of the great chiet=how
he ‘loved her as his own child and how
the young chief smiled’ npon her. She told
them of the bitter tears she shed whea thinking
of the dear friends she had left, of her sleepless
nights and cheerless days, and how as years
rolled on she learned to love the old chief who
was ever kind'and geod, and to regard the
young prince as a brother.

Then she spoke of her unwilling marriage,
and told how tears had drenched her bridal
garb,  how, they bore her insensible from
her hasband’sarms and took the crushed jewel
from her hair; of weeks and months of wretch-
edness and pining for her early bome, and then
of returning calmness after the last ghmmering
of hope had died away in her heart. . Years
rolled on and her husband, the pswerful king
of a warlike and ‘bold tribe, was killed in bat-
tle, his men taken captives and their vast pes-
sessions full into the hands of the white men; bat
ghe and the young Fawn—her darliog Nora-—
had never been molested; they had. lived in
their wild home'alone and almest unknown,
though she had never ceased to mourn for the
friends of early life, nor to remember  the low
sweet tones that fell .upon her ear, and the
gentle loving glance, that had so often met her
gaze. True these remembrances had the shia-
dowy dimness of of a half forgotten dream ; but
stiil their tight bad ever been with ber, bright-
ening her pathway  through life and filling her
lone heart ‘with sad. and delicious emotions.
Not tifl that day when the sweet face of Ether
came up before her, had her fond imaginations

with the vividaess of reality; but the fond tones
of the 'dear child and the glance of her deep
eyes, had touched & string in her inmost =ou!,
which vibrated like.the chords of a long neg-
lected harp, and sent forth pleasant melody.

It was late that evening, when Oscar Dun-
ham rode up to the doorof his [ ther’s house,
and he was alone. lle found anxious,
ful hearts and tearfn) faces awaiting, and when
his.mother looked in vain for the form of her
darling. a smoethered cry escaped  her
lips; but her wild eyes tell upon the smiling,
bappy face of her son, and wonder and aston-
ishment kept her silent. It was not long be
fore they knew all and were weeping for joy
at the g2 fol intelhgence, N iing dawned
fair and beautifu! and ere the sun reached his
meredian height, the loae wicow of the Indi:
1 and her lovely girl had pressed to
their throbbing hesoms the forma of those
abeut whom they had dreamed and commun-

loneliness and suspense. It ‘wus u happy
lod

group that zssembled that day benes th the low

log cabin in that deep wilderness; and the very
birds hat lingered amid the thick leavess of
the blossoming licneysuckles scemed oppresed

taken to themselves a form and distinctness,

ed with painful interest though long years of

all—how she dwelt from the time of her cap- i
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