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  THE PATHFINDER


  or, The Inland Sea


  
    —Here the heart


    May give a useful lesson to the head,


    And Learning wiser grow without his books.


    Cowper, The Task, VI, ll. 86–88.

  


  Preface

  


  THE PLAN of this tale suggested itself to the writer, many years since, though the details are altogether of recent invention. The idea of associating seamen and savages, in incidents that might be supposed characteristic of the Great Lakes, having been mentioned to a publisher, the latter obtained something like a pledge from the author to carry out the design, at some future day, which pledge is now tardily and imperfectly redeemed.


  The reader may recognize an old friend, under new circumstances, in the principal character of this legend. If the exhibition made of this old acquaintance, in the novel circumstances in which he now appears, should be found not to lessen his favor with the public, it will be a source of extreme gratification to the writer, since he has an interest in the individual in question, that falls little short of reality. It is not an easy task, however, to reproduce the same character in four separate works, and to maintain the peculiarities that are indispensable to identity, without incurring a risk of fatiguing the reader with sameness, and the present experiment has been so long delayed, quite as much from doubts of its success, as from any other cause. In this, as in every other undertaking, it must be the “end” that will “crown the work.”


  The Indian character has so little variety, that it has been my object to avoid dwelling on it too much, on the present occasion. Its association with the sailor, too, it is feared, will be found to have more novelty than interest.


  It may strike the novice as an anachronism, to place vessels on Ontario, in the middle of the eighteenth century, but, in this particular, facts will fully bear out all the licence of the fiction. Although the precise vessels mentioned in these pages may never have existed on that water, or anywhere else, others so nearly resembling them are known to have navigated that inland sea, even at a period much earlier than the one just mentioned, as to form a sufficient authority for their introduction into a work of fiction. It is a fact not generally remembered, however well known it may be, that there are isolated spots, along the line of the great lakes that date, as settlements, as far back, as many of the oldest American towns, and which were the seats of a species of civilization, long before the greater portion of even the original states was rescued from the wilderness.


  Ontario, in our own times, has been the scene of important naval evolutions. Fleets have manœuvred on those waters, which, half a century ago, were as near desert as waters well can be, and the day is not distant, when the whole of that vast range of lakes will become the seat of empire, and fraught with all the interests of human society. A passing glimpse, even though it be in a work of fiction, of what that vast region so lately was, may help to make up the sum of knowledge by which alone, a just appreciation can be formed of the wonderful means by which Providence is clearing the way for the advancement of civilization across the whole American continent.


  DECEMBER, 1839.


  Preface

  


  FOLLOWING THE ORDER of events, this book should be the third in the Series of the Leather-Stocking Tales. In the Deerslayer, Natty Bumppo, under the Sobriquet which forms the title of that work, is represented as a youth, just commencing his forest career as a warrior; having for several years been a hunter so celebrated, as already to have gained the honorable appellation he then bore. In the Last of the Mohicans he appears as Hawkeye, and is present at the death of young Uncas; while in this tale, he re-appears in the same war of ’56, in company with his Mohican friend, still in the vigor of manhood, and young enough to feel that master passion to which all conditions of men, all tempers, and we might almost say all ages, submit, under circumstances that are incited to call it into existence.


  The Pathfinder did not originally appear for several years after the publication of the Prairie, the work in which the leading character of both had closed his career by death. It was, perhaps, a too hazardous experiment to recall to life, in this manner, and after so long an interval, a character that was somewhat a favorite with the reading world, and which had been regularly consigned to his grave, like any living man. It is probably owing to this severe ordeal that the work, like its successor, the Deerslayer, has been so little noticed; scarce one in ten of those who know all about the three earliest books of the series having even a knowledge of the existence of the last at all. That this caprice in taste and favor is in no way dependent on merit, the writer feels certain; for, though the world will ever maintain that an author is always the worst judge of his own productions, one who has written much, and regards all his literary progeny with more or less of a paternal eye, must have a reasonably accurate knowledge of what he has been about the greater part of his life. Such a man may form too high an estimate of his relative merits, as relates to others; but it is not easy to see why he should fall into this error, more than another, as relates to himself. His general standard may be raised too high by means of self-love; but, unless he be disposed to maintain the equal perfection of what he has done, as probably no man was ever yet fool enough to do, he may very well have shrewd conjectures as to the comparative merits and defects of his own productions.


  This work, on its appearance, was rudely and maliciously assailed by certain individuals out of pure personal malignancy. It is scarcely worth the author’s while, nor would it have any interest for the reader, to expose the motives and frauds of these individuals, who have pretty effectually vindicated the writer by their own subsequent conduct. But even the falsest of men pay so much homage to truth, as to strive to seem its votaries. In attacking the Pathfinder, the persons alluded to pointed out faults, that the author, for the first time, has now ascertained to be real; and much to his surprise, as of most of them he is entirely innocent. They are purely errors of the press, unless, indeed, the writer can justly be accused of having been a careless proof reader. A single instance of the mistakes he means may be given in explanation of the manner in which the book was originally got up.


  The heroine of this tale was at first called “Agnes.” In the fifth or sixth chapter this name was changed to “Mabel,” and the manuscript was altered accordingly. Owing to inadvertency, however, the original appellation stood in several places, and the principal female character of the book, until now, has had the advantage of going by two names! Many other typographical errors exist in the earlier editions, most of which, it is believed, are corrected in this.


  There are a few discrepancies in the facts of this work, as connected with the facts of the different books of the series. They are not material, and it was thought fairer to let them stand as proof of the manner in which the books were originally written, than to make any changes in the text.


  In youth, when belonging to the navy, the writer of this book served for some time on the great Western lakes. He was, indeed, one of those who first carried the cockade of the republic, on those inland seas. This was pretty early in the present century, when the navigation was still confined to the employment of a few ships and schooners. Since that day, light may be said to have broken into the wilderness, and the rays of the sun have penetrated to tens of thousands of beautiful valleys and plains, that then lay in “grateful shade.” Towns have been built along the whole of the extended line of coasts, and the traveller now stops at many a place of ten or fifteen, and at one of even fifty, thousand inhabitants, where a few huts then marked the natural sites of future marts. In a word, though the scenes of this book are believed to have once been as nearly accurate as is required by the laws which govern fiction, they are so no longer. Oswego is a large and thriving town; Toronto and Kingston, on the other side of the lake, compete with it; while Buffalo, Detroit, Cleveland, Milwaukie, and Chicago, on the upper lakes, to say nothing of a hundred places of lesser note, are fast advancing to the level of commercial places of great local importance. In these changes, the energy of youth and abundance is quite as much apparent as anything else; and it is ardently to be hoped that the fruits of the gifts of a most bountiful Providence may not be mistaken for any peculiar qualities in those who have been their beneficiaries. A just appreciation of the first of these facts will render us grateful and meek; while the vainglorious, who are so apt to ascribe all to themselves, will be certain to live long enough to ascertain the magnitude of their error. That great results are intended to be produced by means of these wonderful changes, we firmly believe; but that they will prove to be the precise results now so generally anticipated, in consulting the experience of the past, and taking the nature of man into the account, the reflecting and intelligent may be permitted to doubt.


  It may strike the novice as an anachronism, to place vessels on Ontario in the middle of the eighteenth century; but, in this particular, facts will fully bear out all the license of the fiction. Although the precise vessels mentioned in these pages may never have existed on that water, or anywhere else, others so nearly resembling them as to form a sufficient authority for their introduction into a work of fiction, are known to have navigated that inland sea, even at a period much earlier than the one just mentioned. It is a fact not generally remembered, however well known it may be, that there are isolated spots, along the line of the great lakes, that date, as settlements, as far back as many of the oldest American towns, and which were the seats of a species of civilization, long before the greater portion of even the original states was rescued from the wilderness.


  Ontario, in our own times, has been the scene of important naval evolutions. Fleets have manœuvred on those waters, which, half a century since, were desert wastes; and the day is not distant, when the whole of that vast range of lakes will become the seat of empire, and fraught with all the interests of human society. A passing glimpse, even though it be in a work of fiction, of what that vast region so lately was, may help to make up the sum of knowledge by which alone a just appreciation can be formed of the wonderful means by which Providence is clearing the way for the advancement of civilization across the whole American continent.


  Chapter I


  
    “The turf shall be my fragrant shrine;


    My temple, Lord! that arch of thine;


    My censer’s breath the mountain airs,


    And silent thoughts my only prayers.”


    —Moore, “The Turf Shall Be My Fragrant Shrine,” ll. 1–4.

  

  


  THE SUBLIMITY connected with vastness, is familiar to every eye. The most abstruse, the most far-reaching, perhaps the most chastened of the poet’s thoughts, crowd on the imagination as he gazes into the depths of the illimitable void; the expanse of the ocean is seldom seen by the novice, with indifference, and the mind, even in the obscurity of night, finds a parallel to that grandeur, which seems inseparable from images that the senses cannot compass. With feelings akin to this admiration and awe, the offspring of sublimity, were the different characters with which the action of this tale must open, gazing on the scene before them. Four persons in all, two of each sex, they had managed to ascend a pile of trees, that had been uptorn by a tempest, to catch a view of the objects that surrounded them. It is still the practice of the country to call these spots wind-rows. By letting in the light of heaven upon the dark and damp recesses of the woods, they form a sort of oases in the solemn obscurity of the virgin forests of America. The particular wind-row of which we are writing lay on the brow of a gentle acclivity, and it had opened the way for an extended view, to those who might occupy its upper margins, a rare occurrence to the traveller in the woods. As usual, the spot was small, but owing to the circumstance of its lying on the low acclivity mentioned, and that of the opening’s extending downward, it offered more than common advantages to the eye. Philosophy has not yet determined the nature of the power that so often lays desolate spots of this description, some ascribing it to the whirlwinds that produce water-spouts on the ocean, while others again impute it to sudden and violent passages of streams of the electric fluid; but the effects in the woods are familiar to all. On the upper margin of the opening, to which there is allusion, the viewless influence had piled tree on tree, in such a manner as had not only enabled the two males of the party to ascend to an elevation of some thirty feet above the level of the earth, but, with a little care and encouragement, to induce their more timid companions to accompany them. The vast trunks, that had been broken and riven by the force of the gust, lay blended like jack-straws, while their branches, still exhaling the fragrance of wilted leaves, were interlaced in a manner to afford sufficient support to the hands. One tree had been completely uprooted, and its lower end, filled with earth, had been cast uppermost, in a way to supply a sort of staging for the four adventurers, when they had gained the desired distance from the ground.


  The reader is to anticipate none of the appliances of people of refinement, in the description of the personal appearances of the group in question. They were all way-farers in the wilderness, and had they not been, neither their previous habits, nor their actual social positions would have accustomed them to many of the luxuries of rank. Two of the party, indeed, a male and a female, belonged to the native owners of the soil, being Indians of the well known tribe of the Tuscaroras, while their companions were a man, who bore about him the peculiarities of one who had passed his days on the ocean, and that, too, in a station little if any above that of a common mariner, while his female associate was a maiden of a class, in no great degree superior to his own, though her youth, sweetness of countenance, and a modest but spirited mien, lent that character of intellect and refinement, which adds so much to the charm of beauty, in the sex. On the present occasion, her full blue eye reflected the feeling of sublimity that the scene excited, and her pleasant face was beaming with the pensive expression, with which all deep emotions, even though they bring the most grateful pleasure, shadow the countenances of the ingenuous and thoughtful.


  And, truly, the scene was of a nature, deeply to impress the imagination of the beholder. Towards the west, in which direction the faces of the party were turned, and in which alone could much be seen, the eye ranged over an ocean of leaves, glorious and rich in the varied but lively verdure of a generous vegetation, and shaded by the luxuriant tints that belong to the forty second degree of latitude. The elm, with its graceful and weeping top, the rich varieties of the maple, most of the noble oaks of the American forest, with the broad leafed linden, known in the parlance of the country as the basswood, mingled their uppermost branches, forming one broad and seemingly interminable carpet of foliage, that stretched away towards the setting sun, until it bounded the horizon, by blending with the clouds, as the waves and sky meet at the base of the vault of Heaven. Here and there, by some accident of the tempests, or by a caprice of nature, a trifling opening among these giant members of the forest, permitted an inferior tree to struggle upward toward the light, and to lift its modest head nearly to a level with the surrounding surface of verdure. Of this class were the birch, a tree of some account, in regions less favored, the quivering aspen, various generous nut-woods, and divers others, that resembled the ignoble and vulgar, thrown by circumstances, into the presence of the stately and great. Here and there, too, the tall, straight trunk of the pine, pierced the vast field, rising high above it, like some grand monument reared by art on the plain of leaves.


  It was the vastness of the view, the nearly unbroken surface of verdure, that contained the principle of grandeur. The beauty was to be traced in the delicate tints, relieved by gradations of light and shadow, while the solemn repose, induced a feeling allied to awe.


  “Uncle,” said the wondering but pleased girl, addressing her male companion, whose arm she rather touched than leaned on, to steady her own light but firm footing—“this is like a view of the ocean you so much love!”


  “So much for ignorance, and a girl’s fancy, Magnet”—a term of affection, the sailor often used in allusion to his niece’s personal attractions—“No one but a child would think of likening this handful of leaves, to a look at the real Atlantic. You might stop all these tree-tops to Neptune’s jacket, and they would make no more than a nosegay in his bosom.”


  “More fanciful than true, I think, uncle. Look, thither; it must be miles on miles, and yet we see nothing but leaves! What more could one behold, if looking at the ocean?”


  “More!” returned the uncle, giving an impatient gesture with the elbow the other touched, for his arms were crossed, and the hands were thrust into the bosom of a vest of red cloth, a fashion of the times, “More, Magnet; say, rather, what less. Where are your combing-seas, your blue-water, your rollers, your breakers, your whales, or your water-spouts and your endless motion, in this bit of a forest, child?”


  “And where are your tree-tops, your solemn silence, your fragrant leaves and your beautiful green, uncle, on the ocean?”


  “Tut, Magnet; if you understood the thing, you would know that green water is a sailor’s bane. He scarcely relishes a green horn, less.”


  “But green trees are a different thing. Hist! that sound is the air breathing among the leaves!”


  “You should hear a nor-wester breathe, girl, if you fancy noise aloft. Now where are your gales, and hurricanes, and trades, and Levanters and such like incidents in this bit of a forest, and what fishes have you swimming beneath yonder tame surface?”


  “That there have been tempests here, these signs around us plainly show, and beasts, if not fishes, are beneath these leaves.”


  “I do not know that—” returned the uncle, with a sailor’s dogmatism. “They told us many stories, at Albany, of the wild animals we should fall in with, and yet we have seen nothing to frighten a seal. I doubt any of your inland animals, will compare with a low latitude shark.”


  “See!” exclaimed the niece, who was more occupied with the sublimity and beauty of the “boundless wood,” than with her uncle’s arguments, “yonder is a smoke curling over the tops of the trees—can it come from a house?”


  “Ay—ay—there is a look of humanity in that smoke,” returned the old seaman, “which is worth a thousand trees. I must show it to Arrowhead, who may be running past a port without knowing it. It is a probable there is a camboose, where there is a smoke.”


  As he concluded, the uncle drew a hand from his bosom, touched the male Indian, who was standing near him, lightly on the shoulder, and pointed out a thin line of vapor, that was stealing slowly out of the wilderness of leaves, at a distance of about a mile, and was diffusing itself in almost imperceptible threads of humidity, in the quivering atmosphere. The Tuscarora was one of those noble-looking warriors that were oftener met with among the aborigines of this continent a century since, than to day, and, while he had mingled sufficiently with the colonists to be familiar with their habits, and even with their language, he had lost little, if any, of the wild grandeur, and simple dignity of a chief. Between him and the old seaman the intercourse had been friendly, but distant, for the Indian had been too much accustomed to mingle with the officers of the different military posts he had frequented, not to understand that his present companion was only a subordinate. So imposing indeed, had been the quiet superiority of the Tuscarora’s reserve, that Charles Cap, for so was the seaman named, in his most dogmatical or facetious moments had not ventured on familiarity, in an intercourse that had now lasted more than a week. The sight of the curling smoke, however, had struck the latter like the sudden appearance of a sail at sea, and, for the first time since they met, he ventured to touch the warrior, as has been related.


  The quick eye of the Tuscarora instantly caught a sight of the smoke, and for quite a minute, he stood, slightly raised on tiptoe, with distended nostrils, like the buck that scents a taint in the air, and a gaze as riveted as that of the trained pointer, while he waits his master’s aim. Then falling back on his feet, a low exclamation, in the soft tones that form so singular a contrast to its harsher cries, in the Indian warrior’s voice, was barely audible. Otherwise he was undisturbed. His countenance was calm, and his quick, dark, eagle eye moved over the leafy panorama, as if to take in at a glance every circumstance that might enlighten his mind.


  That the long journey they had attempted to make through a broad belt of wilderness, was necessarily attended with danger, both uncle and niece well knew, though neither could at once determine whether the sign that others were in their vicinity, was the harbinger of good, or evil.


  “There must be Oneidas, or Tuscaroras, near us, Arrowhead,” said Cap, addressing his Indian companion by his conventional English name; “will it not be well to join company with them, and get a comfortable berth for the night in their wigwam?”


  “No wigwam there,” Arrowhead answered in his unmoved manner—“too much tree.”


  “But Indians must be there; perhaps some old mess-mates of your own, Master Arrowhead.”


  “No Tuscarora—no Oneida—no Mohawk—pale-face fire.”


  “The devil it is! Well, Magnet, this surpasses a seaman’s philosophy—we old sea-dogs can tell a soldier’s from a sailor’s quid, or a lubber’s nest from a mate’s hammock, but I do not think the oldest admiral in His Majesty’s Fleet can tell a King’s smoke from a collier’s!”


  The idea that human beings were in their vicinity in that ocean of wilderness, had deepened the flush on the blooming cheek, and brightened the eye of the fair creature at his side, but she now turned with a look of surprise to her relative, and said hesitatingly,—for both had often admired the Tuscarora’s knowledge, or we might almost say, instinct—


  “A pale face’s fire! Surely, uncle, he cannot know that!”


  “Ten days since, child, I would have sworn to it; but, now, I hardly know what to believe. May I take the liberty of asking, Arrowhead, why you fancy that smoke, now, a pale face’s smoke, and not a red skin’s?”


  “Wet wood—” returned the warrior, with the calmness with which the pedagogue might point out an arithmetical demonstration to his puzzled pupil. “Much wet—much smoke—much water, black smoke.”


  “But, begging your pardon, Master Arrowhead, the smoke is not black, nor is there much of it. To my eye, now, it is as light and fanciful a smoke as ever rose from a captain’s tea kettle, when nothing was left to make the fire, but a few chips from the dunnage.”


  “Too much water—” returned Arrowhead, with a slight nod of the head. “Tuscarora too cunning to make fire with water; pale face too much book and burn anything. Much book, little know.”


  “Well, that’s reasonable, I allow,” said Cap, who was no devotee of learning. “He means that as a hit at your reading, Magnet, for the chief has sensible notions of things, in his own way. How far, now, Arrowhead, do you make us by your calculation, from the bit of a pond, that you call the Great Lake, and towards which we have been so many days shaping our course?”


  The Tuscarora looked at the seaman with quiet superiority, as he answered.


  “Ontario like heaven; one sun, and the great traveller know it.”


  “Well, I have been a great traveller, I cannot deny, but of all my v’y’ges this has been the longest, the least profitable, and the farthest inland. If this body of fresh water is so nigh, Arrowhead, and at the same time so large, one might think a pair of good eyes would find it out, for apparently, every thing within thirty miles, is to be seen from this look out.”


  “Look,” said Arrowhead, stretching an arm before him, with quiet grace; “Ontario!”


  “Uncle, you are accustomed to cry ‘land ho,’ but not ‘water ho,’ and you do not see it,” cried the niece, laughing as girls will laugh at their own idle conceits.


  “How now, Magnet, dost suppose that I shouldn’t know my native element, if it were in sight?”


  “But Ontario is not your native element, dear uncle, for you come from the salt water, while this is fresh.”


  “That might make some difference to your young mariner, but none in the world to the old ones. I should know water, child, were I to see it in China.”


  “Ontario—” repeated the Arrowhead, with emphasis, again stretching his hand towards the North West.


  Cap looked at the Tuscarora, for the first time since their acquaintance, with something like an air of contempt, though he did not fail to follow the direction of the chief’s eye and arm, both of which were pointing, to all appearance, toward a vacant spot in the heavens, a short distance above the plain of leaves.


  “Ay, ay; this is much as I expected, when I left the coast to come in search of a fresh-water pond,” resumed Cap, shrugging his shoulders like one whose mind was made up, and who thought no more need be said. “Ontario may be there, or, for that matter, it may be in my pocket. Well I suppose there will be room enough, when we reach it, to work our canoe. But, Arrowhead, if there be pale faces in our neighborhood, I confess I should like to get within hail of them.”


  The Tuscarora now gave a quiet inclination of his head, and the whole party descended from the roots of the uptorn tree, in silence. When they had reached the ground, Arrowhead intimated his intention to go towards the fire, and ascertain who had lighted it, while he advised his wife, and the two others to proceed to a canoe, which they had left in the adjacent stream, and await his return.


  “Why, chief, this might do on soundings, and in an offing where one knew the channel,” returned old Cap, “but in an unknown region like this, I think it unsafe to trust the pilot alone too far from the ship, so, with your leave, we will not part company.”


  “What my brother want?” asked the Indian gravely, though without taking offence at a distrust that was sufficiently plain.


  “Your company, Master Arrowhead, and no more. I will go with you, and speak these strangers.”


  The Tuscarora assented without difficulty, and again he directed his patient and submissive little wife, who seldom turned her full rich black eye on him, but to express equally her respect, her dread, and her love, to proceed to the boat. But, here, Magnet raised a difficulty. Although spirited, and of unusual energy under circumstances of trial, she was but woman, and the idea of being entirely deserted by her two male protectors, in the midst of a wilderness, that her senses had just told her was seemingly illimitable, became so keenly painful that she expressed a wish to accompany her uncle.


  “The exercise will be a relief, dear sir, after sitting so long in the canoe,” she added, as the rich blood slowly returned to a cheek that had paled, in spite of her effort to be calm, “and there may be females, with the strangers.”


  “Come, then, child—it is but a cable’s length, and we shall return an hour before the sun sets.”


  With this permission, the girl, whose real name was Mabel Dunham, prepared to be of the party, while the Dew-of-June, as the wife of Arrowhead was called, passively went her way towards the canoe, too much accustomed to obedience, solitude, and the gloom of the forest, to feel apprehension.


  The three who remained in the wind-row, now picked their way around its tangled maze, and gained the margin of the woods, in the necessary direction. A few glances of the eye sufficed for Arrowhead, but old Cap, deliberately set the smoke by a pocket compass, before he trusted himself within the shadows of the trees.


  “This steering by the nose, Magnet, may do well enough for an Indian, but your thorough-bred knows the virtue of the needle,” said the uncle, as he trudged at the heels of the light stepping Tuscarora. “America would never have been discovered, take my word for it, if Columbus had been nothing but nostrils. Friend Arrowhead, didst ever see a machine like this?”


  The Indian turned, cast a glance at the compass, which Cap held in a way to direct his course, and gravely answered—


  “A pale face eye. The Tuscarora see in his head. The salt water (for so the Indian styled his companion) all eye—now; no tongue.”


  “He means, uncle, that we had needs be silent; perhaps he distrusts the persons we are about to meet.”


  “Ay—’tis an Indian’s fashion of going to quarters. You perceive he has examined the priming of his rifle, and it may be as well, if I look to that of my own pistols.”


  Without betraying alarm at these preparations, to which she had become accustomed by her long journey in the wilderness, Mabel followed with a step as light and elastic as that of the Indian, keeping close in the rear of her companions. For the first half mile, no other caution, beyond a rigid silence was observed, but as the party drew nearer to the spot, where the fire was known to be, much greater care became necessary.


  The forest, as usual, had little to intercept the view, below the branches, but the tall straight trunks of trees. Every thing, belonging to vegetation, had struggled towards the light, and beneath the leafy canopy one walked, as it might be, through a vast natural vault, that was upheld by myriads of rustic columns. These columns, or trees, however, often served to conceal the adventurer, the hunter, or the foe, and as Arrowhead swiftly approached the spot where his practised and unerring senses told him the strangers ought to be, his footstep gradually became lighter, his eye more vigilant, and his person was more carefully concealed.


  “See, Salt-Water,” he said exultingly, pointing at the same time through the vista of trees, “pale-face fire!”


  “By the Lord, the fellow is right!” muttered Cap. “There they are, sure enough, and eating their grub as quietly as if they were in the cabin of a three decker.”


  “Arrowhead is but half right,” whispered Mabel, “for there are two Indians and only one white man.”


  “Pale face,” said the Tuscarora, holding up two fingers; “red man” holding up one.


  “Well,” rejoined Cap, “it is hard to say, which is right and which is wrong. One is certainly white; and a comely, fine lad he is, with an air of life and respectability about him; one is a red skin as plain as paint and nature can make him; but the third chap is half-rigged; being neither brig, nor schooner.”


  “Pale-face,” repeated Arrowhead, again raising two fingers; “red-man,” showing but one.


  “He must be right, uncle, for his eye seems never to fail. But it is now urgent to know whether we meet as friends, or foes. They may be French.”


  “One hail will soon satisfy us, on that head,” returned Cap. “Stand you, behind this tree, Magnet, lest the knaves take it into their heads to fire a broadside, without a parley, and I will soon learn what colours they sail under.”


  The uncle had placed his two hands to his mouth, to form a trumpet, and was about to give the promised hail, when a rapid movement from Arrowhead defeated the intention, by deranging the instrument.


  “Red man, Mohican,” said the Tuscarora; “good; pale-face, Yengeese.”


  “These are heavenly tidings,” murmured Mabel, who little relished the prospect of a deadly fray in that remote wilderness. “Let us approach at once, dear uncle, and proclaim ourselves friends.”


  “Good—” said the Tuscarora—“red man cool, and know; pale-face hurried, and fire. Let squaw go.”


  “What,” said Cap, in astonishment; “send little Magnet ahead, as a look out, while two lubbers like you and me, lie-to, to see what sort of a land-fall she will make! If I do, I—”


  “It is wisest, uncle,” interrupted the generous girl, “and I have no fear. No christian, seeing a woman approach alone, would fire upon her, and my presence will be a pledge of peace. Let me go forward, as Arrowhead wishes, and all will be well. We are, as yet, unseen and the surprise of the strangers will not partake of alarm.”


  “Good—” returned Arrowhead, who did not conceal his approbation of Mabel’s spirit.


  “It has an unseaman like look,” answered Cap, “but, being in the woods, no one will know it. If you think, Mabel—”


  “Uncle, I know. There is no cause to fear for me, and you are always nigh to protect me.”


  “Well, take one of the pistols, then—”


  “Nay, I had better rely on my youth and feebleness,” said the girl, smiling while her colour heightened under her feelings—“Among christian men, a woman’s best guard is her claim to their protection. I know nothing of arms, and wish to live in ignorance of them.”


  The uncle desisted, and, after receiving a few cautious instructions from the Tuscarora, Mabel rallied all her spirit, and advanced alone towards the group seated near the fire. Although the heart of the girl beat quick, her step was firm and her movements, seemingly, were without reluctance. A death-like silence reigned in the forest, for they towards whom she approached, were too much occupied in appeasing that great natural appetite, hunger, to avert their looks, for an instant, from the important business in which they were all engaged. When Mabel, however, had got within a hundred feet of the fire, she trod upon a dried stick, and the trifling noise that was produced by her light footstep caused the Mohican, as Arrowhead had pronounced the Indian to be, and his companion whose character had been thought so equivocal, to rise to their feet, as quick as thought. Both glanced at the rifles that leaned against a tree, and then each stood without stretching out an arm, as his eyes fell on the form of the girl. The Indian uttered a few words to his companion, and resumed his seat and his meal, as calmly as if no interruption had occurred. On the contrary, the white man, left the fire, and came forward to meet Mabel.


  The latter saw, as the stranger approached, that she was about to be addressed by one of her own colour, though his dress was so strange a mixture of the habits of the two races, that it required a near look to be certain of the fact. He was of middle age, but there was an open honesty, a total absence of guile, in his face, which otherwise would not have been thought handsome, that at once assured Magnet she was in no danger. Still she paused, in obedience to a law of her habits, if not of nature, which rendered her averse to the appearance of advancing too freely to meet one of the other sex, under the circumstances in which she was placed.


  “Fear nothing, young woman,” said the hunter, for such his attire would indicate him to be, “you have met christian men, in the wilderness, and such as know how to treat all kindly that are disposed to peace and justice. I’m a man well known in all these parts, and perhaps one of my names may have reached your ears. By the Frenchers, and the red-skins on the other side of the Big Lakes, I am called la Longue Carabine; by the Mohicans, a just-minded and upright tribe, what is left of them, Hawk Eye; while the troops and rangers along this side of the water call me Pathfinder, inasmuch as I have never been known to miss one end of the trail, when there was a Mingo, or a friend, who stood in need of me, at the other.”


  This was not uttered boastfully, but with the honest confidence of one, who well knew that by whatever name others might have heard of him, he had no reason to blush at the reports. The effect on Mabel was instantaneous. The moment she heard the last soubriquet she clasped her hands eagerly and repeated the word.


  “Pathfinder!”


  “So they call me, young woman, and many a great lord has got a title that he did not half so well merit, though, if truth be said, I rather pride myself in finding my way, where there is no path, than in finding it where there is. But the regular troops be by no means particular, and half the time they do’n’t know the difference atween a trail and a path, though one is a matter for the eye, while the other is little more than scent.”


  “Then you are the friend, my father promised to send to meet us!”


  “If you are Sarjeant Dunham’s daughter, the Great Prophet of the Delawares never uttered a plainer truth.”


  “I am Mabel, and yonder, hid by the trees, are my uncle, whose name is Cap, and a Tuscarora called Arrowhead. We did not hope to meet you until we had nearly reached the shores of the Lake.”


  “I wish a juster-minded Indian had been your guide,” said Pathfinder, “for I am no lover of the Tuscaroras, who have travelled too far from the graves of their fathers always to remember the Great Spirit, and Arrowhead is an ambitious chief. Is the Dew of June with him?”


  “His wife accompanies us, and a humble and mild creature she is.”


  “Ay, and true-hearted, which is more than any who know him will say of Arrowhead. Well, we must take the fare that Providence bestows, while we follow the trail of life. I suppose worse guides might have been found than the Tuscarora, though he has too much Mingo blood, for one who consorts altogether with the Delawares.”


  “It is then, perhaps, fortunate we have met—” said Mabel.


  “It is not misfortinate, at any rate, for I promised the Sarjeant I would see his child safe to the garrison, though I died for it. We expected to meet you before you reached the falls; where we have left our own canoe, while we thought it might do no harm to come up, a few miles, in order to be of sarvice if wanted. It’s lucky we did, for I doubt if Arrowhead be the man to shoot the current.”


  “Here come my uncle and the Tuscarora, and our parties can now join.”


  As Mabel concluded Cap and Arrowhead, who saw that the conference was amicable, drew nigh, and a few words sufficed to let them know as much, as the girl herself had learned from the stranger. As soon as this was done, the party proceeded towards the two who still remained near the fire.


  Chapter II


  
    “Yea! long as Nature’s humblest Child


    Hath kept her temple undefiled


    By sinful sacrifice,


    Earth’s fairest scenes are all his own,


    He is a Monarch, and his Throne


    Is built amid the skies!”


    —Wilson, “Lines Written in a Highland Glen,” ll. 31–36.

  

  


  THE MOHICAN continued to eat, though the second white man rose, and courteously took off his cap to Mabel Dunham. He was young, healthful and manly in appearance, and wore a dress, which, while it was less rigidly professional than that of the uncle, also denoted one accustomed to the water. In that age, real seamen were a class entirely apart from the rest of mankind, their ideas, ordinary language, and attire being as strongly indicative of their calling, as the opinions, speech and dress of a Turk denote a Mussulman. Although the Pathfinder was scarcely in the prime of life, Mabel had met him with a steadiness that may have been the consequence of having braced her nerves for the interview, but when her eyes encountered those of the young man at the fire, they fell before the gaze of admiration, with which she saw, or fancied she saw, he greeted her. Each, in truth, felt that interest in the other, which similarity of age, condition, mutual comeliness and their novel situation would be likely to inspire in the young and ingenuous.


  “Here,” said Pathfinder, with an honest smile bestowed on Mabel—“are the friends your worthy father has sent to meet you. This is a great Delaware; and one that has had honors as well as trouble, in his day. He has an Injin name fit for a chief, but as the language is not always easy for the inexperienced to pronounce, we nat’rally turn it into English, and call him the Big Sarpent. You are not to suppose, howsever, that by this name we wish to say that he is treacherous, beyond what is lawful in a red skin, but that he is wise, and has the cunning that becomes a warrior. Arrowhead, there, knows what I mean.”


  While the Pathfinder was delivering this address, the two Indians gazed on each other steadily, and then the Tuscarora advanced and spoke to the other, in an apparently friendly manner.


  “I like to see this,” continued Pathfinder; “the salutes of two red-skins, in the woods, Master Cap, are like the hailing of friendly vessels on the ocean. But, speaking of water, it reminds me of my young friend Jasper Western, here, who can claim to know something of these matters, seeing that he has passed his days on Ontario.”


  “I am glad to see you, friend,” said Cap, giving the young fresh-water sailor, a cordial gripe, “though you must have something still to learn, considering the school to which you have been sent. This is my niece Mabel—I call her Magnet, for a reason she never dreams of, though you may possibly have education enough to guess at it, having some pretensions to understand the compass, I suppose.”


  “The reason is easily comprehended,” said the young man, involuntarily fastening his keen dark eye, at the same time, on the suffused face of the girl; “and I feel sure that the sailor who steers by your Magnet, will never make a bad land-fall.”


  “Ha—you do make use of some of the terms, I find, and that with propriety and understanding. Though, on the whole, I fear you have seen more green than blue water!”


  “It is not surprising that we should get some of the phrases that belong to the land, for we are seldom out of sight of it, twenty four hours at a time.”


  “More’s the pity, boy; more’s the pity. A very little land ought to go a great way, with a seafaring man. Now, if the truth were known, Master Western, I suppose there is more or less land all round your lake.”


  “And, uncle, is there not more or less land all round the ocean—” said Magnet quickly, for she dreaded a premature display of the old seaman’s peculiar dogmatism, not to say pedantry.


  “No, child, there is more or less ocean all round the land. That’s what I tell the people ashore, youngster; they are living, as it might be, in the midst of the sea, without knowing it; by sufferance, as it were; the water being so much the more powerful, and the largest. But there is no end to conceit in this world, for a fellow who never saw salt water often fancies he knows more than one who has gone round the Horn. No—no—this earth is pretty much an island, and all that can be truly said not to be so, is water.”


  Young Western had a profound deference for a mariner of the ocean, on which he had often pined to sail, but he had, also, a natural regard for the broad sheet on which he had passed his life and which was not without its beauties, in his eyes.


  “What you say, sir,” he answered modestly, “may be true, as to the Atlantic, but we have a respect for the land, up here on Ontario.”


  “That is because you are always land-locked,” returned Cap, laughing heartily: “but yonder is the Pathfinder, as they call him, with some smoking platters, inviting us to share in his mess, and I will confess that one gets no venison at sea. Master Western, civility to girls at your time of life, comes as easy as taking in the slack of the ensign halyards, and if you will just keep an eye to her kid and can, while I join the mess of the Pathfinder and our Indian friends, I make no doubt she will remember it.”


  Master Cap uttered more than he was aware of, at the time. Jasper Western did look to the wants of Mabel, and she long remembered the kind manly attentions of the young sailor, at this their first interview. He placed the end of a log for a seat, obtained for her a delicious morsel of the venison, gave her a draught of pure water from the spring, and as he sat near, and opposite to her, fast won his way to her esteem, by his gentle, but frank, manner of manifesting his care; a homage that woman always wishes to receive, but which is never so flattering or so agreeable, as when it comes from the young to those of their own age; from the manly to the gentle. Like most of those who pass their time excluded from the society of the softer sex, young Western was earnest, sincere and kind in his attentions, which, though they wanted a conventional refinement that perhaps Mabel never missed, had those winning qualities that prove more efficient as substitutes. Leaving these two inexperienced and unsophisticated young people, to become acquainted through their feelings rather than their expressed thoughts, we will turn to the group, in which the uncle, with a facility of taking care of himself that never deserted him, had already become a principal actor.


  The party had taken their places around a platter of venison steaks, which served for the common use, and the discourse naturally partook of the characters of the different individuals that composed it. The Indians were silent and industrious, the appetite of the Aboriginal American for venison, being seemingly inappeasable, while the two white men, were communicative and discursive, each of the latter being garrulous and opinionated in his way. But as the dialogue will serve to put the reader in possession of certain facts that may render the succeeding narrative more clear, it will be well to record it.


  “There must be satisfaction in this life of yours, no doubt, Master Pathfinder,” continued Cap, when the hunger of the travellers was so far appeased that they began to pick and choose, among the savory morsels; “it has some of the chances and luck that we seamen love, and if ours is all water, yours is all land.”


  “Nay, we have water too, in our journeyings and marches,” returned his white companion. “We border men, handle the paddle and the spear, almost as much as the rifle and the hunting knife.”


  “Ay, but do you handle the brace and the bow line; the wheel and the lead-line; the reef-point and the top-rope? The paddle is a good thing, out of doubt, in a canoe, but of what use is it in the ship?”


  “Nay, I respect all men in their callings, and I can believe the things you mention have their uses. One, who has lived, like myself, in company with many tribes, understands the differences in usages. The paint of a Mingo, is not the paint of a Delaware; and he who should expect to see a warrior in the dress of a squaw, might be disapp’inted. I’m not very old, but I have lived in the woods, and have some acquaintance with human natur’. I never believed much in the laming of them that dwell in towns, for I never yet met with one that had an eye for a rifle, or a trail.”


  “That’s my manner of reasoning, Master Pathfinder, to a yarn. Walking about streets, going to church of Sundays, and hearing rumours never yet made a man of a human being. Send the boy out upon the broad ocean, if you wish to open his eyes, and let him look upon foreign nations, or, what I call the face of natur’, if you wish him to understand his own character. Now, there is my brother-in-law, the Serjeant, he is as good a fellow as ever broke a biscuit, in his own way; but what is he, after all; why nothing but a soger. A serjeant, to be sure, but that is a sort of a soger, you know. When he wished to marry poor Bridget, my sister, I told the girl what he was, as in duty bound, and what she might expect from such a husband, but you know how it is with girls when their minds are jammed by an inclination. It is true, the Serjeant has risen in his calling, and they say he is an important man at the fort, but his poor wife has not lived to see it all, for she has now been dead these fourteen years.”


  “A soldier’s calling is an honorable calling, provided he has fit only on the side of right,” returned the Pathfinder; “and as the Frenchers are always wrong, and His Sacred Majesty and these colonies are always right, I take it the sarjeant has a quiet conscience, as well as a good character. I have never slept more sweetly than when I have fit the Mingos, though it is a law with me to fight always like a white man, and never like an Injin. The Sarpent, here, has his fashions and I have mine; and yet have we fou’t, side by side, these many years, without either’s thinking a hard thought consarning the other’s ways. I tell him there is but one heaven and one hell, notwithstanding his traditions, though there are many paths to both.”


  “That is rational, and he is bound to believe you, though I fancy most of the roads to the last, are on dry land. The sea is what my poor sister Bridget used to call a ‘purifying place,’ and one is out of the way of temptation when out of sight of land. I doubt if as much can be said in favor of your lakes, up hereaway.”


  “That towns and settlements lead to sin, I will allow, but our lakes are bordered by the forests, and one is every day called upon to worship God, in such a temple. That men are not always the same, even in the wilderness, I must admit, for the difference atween a Mingo and a Delaware, is as plain to be seen as the difference atween the sun and the moon. I am glad, friend Cap, that we have met, howsever, if it be only that you may tell the Big Sarpent, here, that there be lakes in which the water is salt. We have been pretty much of one mind, since our acquaintance began, and if the Mohican has only half the faith in me that I have in him, he believes all that I have told him, touching the white men’s ways and natur’s laws; but, it has always seemed to me that none of the red skins have given as free a belief, as an honest man likes, to the accounts of the Big Salt Lakes, and to that of there being rivers that flow up stream.”


  “This comes of getting things wrong end foremost,” answered Cap, with a condescending nod. “You have thought of your lakes and rifts, as the ship, and of the ocean and the tides, as the boat. Neither Arrowhead nor the Serpent need doubt what you have said concerning both, though I confess myself, to some difficulty in swallowing the tale about there being inland seas, at all, and still more that there is any sea of fresh water. I have come this long journey, as much to satisfy my own eyes and palate concerning these facts, as to oblige the Serjeant and Magnet, though the first was my sister’s husband, and I love the last like a child.”


  “You are wrong—you are wrong, friend Cap, very wrong to distrust the power of God, in any thing,” returned Pathfinder, earnestly. “Them that live in the settlements and the towns get to have confined and unjust opinions consarning the might of His hand, but we who pass our time, in his very presence, as it might be, see things differently—I mean such of us as have white natur’s. A red skin has his notions, and it is right that it should be so, and if they are not exactly the same as a christian white man’s, there is no harm in it. Still there are matters that belong altogether to the ordering of God’s Providence, and these salt and fresh water lakes are some of them. I do not pretend to account for these things, but I think it the duty of all to believe in them. For my part, I am one of them who think that the same hand which made the sweet water, can make the salt.”


  “Hold on there, Master Pathfinder—” interrupted Cap, not without some heat; “in the way of a proper and manly faith, I will turn my back on no one, ashore or afloat. Although more accustomed to make all snug aloft, and to show the proper canvass than to pray, when the hurricane comes, I know that we are but helpless mortals, at times, and I hope I pay reverence where reverence is due. All I mean to say, and that is rather insiniated than said, is this; which is, as you all know, simply an intimation that being accustomed to see waters in large bodies salt, I should like to taste it, before I can believe it to be fresh.”


  “God has given the salt licks to the deer, and he has given to man, red skin and white, the delicious spring at which to slake his thirst. It is onreasonable to think that he may not have given lakes of pure water to the west, and lakes of impure water to the east.”


  Cap was awed, in spite of his overweening dogmatism, by the earnest simplicity of the Pathfinder, though he did not relish the idea of believing a fact which, for many years, he had pertinaciously insisted could not be true. Unwilling to give up the point, and, at the same time, unable to maintain it against a reasoning to which he was unaccustomed, and which possessed equally the force of truth, faith and probability, he was glad to get rid of the subject by evasion.


  “Well, well, friend Pathfinder,” he said, “we will nipper the argument where it is, and, as the serjeant has sent you to give us pilotage to this same lake, we can only try the water when we reach it—only mark my words, I do not say that it may not be fresh on the surface; the Atlantic is sometimes fresh on the surface, near the mouths of great rivers; but, rely on it, I shall show you a way of tasting the water many fathoms deep, of which you never dreamed; and then we shall know more about it.”


  The guide seemed content to let the matter rest, and the conversation changed.


  “We are not over-consated consarning our gifts,” observed the Pathfinder after a short pause, “and well know that such as live in the towns, and near the sea—”


  “On the sea,” interrupted Cap.


  “On the sea, if you wish it, friend, have opportunities that do not befall us of the wilderness. Still, we know our own callings, and they are what I consider nat’ral callings, and are not parvarted by vanity and wantonness. Now, my gifts are with the rifle, and on a trail, and in the way of game and scoutin’, for, though I can use the spear and the paddle, I pride not myself on either. The youth, Jasper there, who is discoursing with the sarjeant’s daughter, is a different creatur’, for he may be said to breathe the water, as it might be, like a fish. The Indians and Frenchers of the north shore, call him Eau douce, on account of his gifts, in this particular. He is better at the oar and the rope-tie, than in making fires on a trail.”


  “There must be something about these gifts of which you speak after all,” said Cap. “Now this fire, I will acknowledge, has overlaid all my seamanship. Arrowhead, there, said the smoke came from a pale-face’s fire, and that is a piece of philosophy that I hold to be equal to steering in a dark night by the edges of the scud.”


  “It’s no great secret—it’s no great secret,” returned Pathfinder, laughing with great inward glee, though habitual caution prevented the emission of any noise. “Nothing is easier to us who pass our time in the great school of Providence than to l’arn its lessons. We should be as useless on a trail, or in carrying tidings through the wilderness, as so many woodchucks, did we not soon come to a knowledge of these niceties. Eau douce, as we call him, is so fond of the water that he gathered a damp stick or two for our fire, and there be plenty of them, as well as those that are thoroughly dried, lying scattered about, and wet will bring dark smoke, as I suppose even you followers of the sea must know. It’s no great secret—it’s no great secret—though all is mystery to such as does’n’t study the Lord and his mighty ways, with humility and thankfulness.”


  “That must be a keen eye of Arrowhead’s, to see so slight a difference.”


  “He would be but a poor Injin if he did’n’t! No—no—it is war-time, and no red-skin is outlying without using his senses. Every skin has its own natur’, and every natur’ has its own laws, as well as its own skin. It was many years afore I could master all them higher branches of a forest edication, for red-skin knowledge does’n’t come as easy to white skin natur’, as what I suppose is intended to be white skin knowledge; though I have but little of the latter, having passed most of my time in the wilderness.”


  “You have been a ready scholar, Master Pathfinder, as is seen by your understanding these things so well. I suppose it would be no great matter, for a man regularly brought up to the sea, to catch these trifles, if he could only bring his mind fairly to bear upon them.”


  “I don’t know that—The white man has his difficulties in getting red skin habits, quite as much as the Injin in getting white skin ways. As for the raal natur’, it is my opinion that neither can actually get that of the other.”


  “And yet we sailors, who run about the world so much, say there is but one nature, whether it be in the Chinaman, or a Dutchman. For my own part, I am much of that way of thinking, too, for I have generally found that all nations like gold and silver, and most men relish tobacco.”


  “Then you sea-faring men know little of the red-skins. Have you ever known any of your China-men who could sing their death songs, with
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