THE BLACK LACE MANTILLA.

BY MRS. FRANCES HODGSOXN BURNETT.

I prew the mantilla and its accompanying : had gained our love of roaming from our father,
whiff of spicy odors, from the large flat box we ; who had been an artist also. The greater portion
all knew so well, heaving at the same time a | of our lives had been spent in different European
dolorous sigh. cities. We had learned all European economies,

«1t is really very tender, girls,” I said. *It; and become accustomed to fifth and sixth floors.
has seen its best days.”’ ; We had eaten figs, chestnuts, and black bread,

We all regarded it with reverential eyes: | and drunk thin wine in Florence, Milan, and
Philippa from her most imposing height, as she ; Rome, and when Juck favored us, had been guilty
stood upright by the mantel ; and Meg from her ; of the extravagance of snug dinners, at our fa-
corner of the hearth-rug, only I regret to eay: vorite restaurant in Paris. Meg adored Florence;
that Meg glowered from under her square-cut : ¢ Philippa preferred Paris; my fancy was for
fringe of black hair, which was a bad habit of § Geneva; Larry’s for Rome. But at this par-
hers, when she was dissatisfied. ! ticular era, in the existence of the Black Lace

«It has been mended so often,” I proceeded, ; Mantilla, we were in Florence; the family funds
*¢ that, upon inspection, the darns begin to show.” { were low; and Philipps, having an imvitation to

They are wounds received in many battles,” { an evening party, we had turned, in dearth of
smid Philippa; and added, softly: ‘It was always $ better provision, to our heirloon.. and to a certain
80 becoming.” white silk which had been onc of Larry’s extra-

«It is like an old mountebank,” cried Meg. ; vagant freaks, in days gone by
*“We may say of it, as of the clown, ¢ The Black “The white silk of course,” said Meg, ‘“and
Lace Mantilla will appear again.’”’ the jet and pearl ornaments; the mitigated afflic-

““When you have worn it, a few score of times, { tion costume, you know ; and its the most becom-
Meg,” said Philippa, ‘“as o scarf, as a shawl, as ; ing of the lot. What a blessing it is that great
a veil, as an over-dress, you will not be so un-} sunt Meredith died, when she did, so that you
grateful. For my part, I must confess that the ; can wear it. I wonder if she did it on purpose.”

ancestress, who brought it into the family, a
century ago, is the only one I ecare a sou for.”

““Pooh !” retorted Meg, with all the audacity
of fifteen years. ¢ Who knows anything of the
Poindexters a century ago? That is only a tale
of Larry’s. I don’t believe we ever had any
ancestors at all.”’

It was not a very gay, or luxurious life, that; with it, if the idea occurred to you.

¢ Meg,”” 1 remarked, with my sternest air,

§ + don't be flippant.”’

But the fear of man was not before Meg's éyes.
¢ I’'m not flippant,’” she retorted. ¢“She never
did anything so accommodating before, and she

! did not leave us anything. As to the black lace

mantilla, I believe you could furnish a house

You never

we Poindexters led; and it had its little shifts ;! find % too large, or too small, for any thing.”

and eccononiies ;

but even Meg, whose wilful ;

I may as well announce, at once, that Philippa

youth led her into protest now and then, had ; was our beauty: and moreover, that her heauty

never said that it was an unpleasant one, or that
it had not its fascinations.
us — Philippa, Meg,
Laurence, who was our head and protector,

were poor, and rather proud people, at len,st we

There were four of
myself, and our brother, { servers. There could be no two opinions upon
e! the suhject.

was & fact, which, at once, cstablished itself on
the mird of the most indifferent of casual ob-

A heauty she had heen horn, and a
{ beauty she would die, since even old age could

were rather proud of our old name, and of the ’ not utterly destroy certain vestiges of proud per-

ancestry in which it was Meg’s whim to affect to |

than the rest.

; feetion.
disbelieve, but of which she was in secret prouder ;

As a child, she had awakened actual
enthusiasm, wherever she went ; and as a woman,

Each of us was the possessor of it must be acknowledged, that a sensitive and

the smallest of incomes, and these little incomes, shnnkmg person really found it a little trying to
added to the procceds of Larry’s picturcs, sup- } accompany her to any public place, and run with
ported us, and allowed us to indulge in our her the gauntlet of hold, or modestly admiring,
favorite Bohemian style of living, first in one glances. I have scen people start, as she passed

place, a(nvl )then in another. American born, we : them in the street, and even stop sheit that they
202)
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might turn to look at her. Her height and won-
derful carriage having marked her at once as an
object of attention, her picturesque face invariably
accomplished the rest.

To Larry she was positive capital, always ready
for advantageous investment. He took for his
models her hands; her arched feet; her hair,
which was of the warm brown of an autumn

leaf; her rather loftily carried head ; and, indeed, {

every charm in detail. But he had been so chary
of attacking the same charm, as a whole, that I
really think it was something of a shock to us,
when he at last proposed doing so, in the follow-
ing manner.

He had been talking for some time, in an un-
decided fashion, of choosing a subject for the
picture he intended to exhibit in Paris, in May;
and this very evening he startled us all, by sud-
denly uttering a low exclamation of satisfaction.

Philippa had been standing, musing, by the
window, in the dusk, idly looking down at the
narrow, fast-darkening street; and I remember
well the fine clearness of the profile her turn of
the head revealed.

¢« What did you say, Larry ?"’ she asked.

¢«1 do not know what I said,” he answered,
¢ but whatever it was, it meant that I have found
what I want.”

“T1 am glad of that,” said Meg.
could find what I want.”

«1 have found,” proceeded Larry, without
noticing her, ¢ the subject for my picture. Hand
me the Black Lace Mantilla.”

We all laughed at this, for only a day or so
before, Meg had suggested that he should per-
petuate, upon canvas, nothing less than our cher-
ished Mantilla. ¢ And call it,”” she added, * The
Forlorn Hope.”

But Laurence remained unmoved by our laugh-
ter. His new idea impressed him too favorably.

“I am going to do as Meg advised,” he said.
“] am going to paint the old Mantilla.
shall put Philippa under it, standing, as she
stands just now, at a window in the dusk. A
Spanish girl waiting to hear the sound of her
lover’s feet below. And I shall call it ¢ Felipa.’”

For & moment or so, Philippa was silent. In
fact, she was & young person of most lofty spirit,
and capable, when she chose, of wearing very
proud little airs indeed, considering her humble
social position.

“T do not know,” she said, slowly, and with
little spaces between her words, I am not sure
that I should like it—the being hung up, in the
Palais de I'Industrie, and stared at by every-
Mdy-))

“Pooh!” said Meg.

“] wish I

“ Ag if that mattered.

But I§

As if they would not stare at you, whether you
were hung up or not; I should think you were
used to it, by this time.”

Philippa threw up her fine chin, and turned to
the window again. It was always her habit to
treat Meg's young audacities rather cavalierly.
The patrician calm, which was her private weak-
ness, would not permit itself to be disturbed.

¢« Though, if you really care about it, Larry,”
{ she condescended, ¢ of course I shall not refuse
to make myself as useful as possible.”

¢ Care about it ?”’ cried Larry, with enthusiasm.
It is the happiest thought I have had in my
life. It roused me the instant it crossed my
mind. Produce the Mantilla at once.”

As it was lying on the table at that moment, it
was eagily produced; and I myself went and
threw it experimentally over Philippa’s head,
while Meg looked on, with secret approval. By
April the picture was finished, and in May it was
entered at the usual exhibition of modern paint-
ings, at the Palais de I'Industrie; while we bhad
‘established ourselves, for the spring, in a modest
fourth floor, in the rue Balzac.

I had never seen Larry so thoroughly satisfied
with & piece of work, as he was with ¢Felipa;’
his interest did not seem to flag; he had no hot
end cold fits; and when hc had given it the final
touches, each of us felt,” secretly, sure that he
had made a success. Philippa had behaved her-
self beautifully, showing wonderful patience, and
holding herself at the command of any artistic
whim ; and had in fact quite astonished me by
her aptness in the rendering of expression. She
had looked sad, or tenderly happy, weary, or
wistful, or passionately longing, and had worn
the Mantilla 8o often that she might have been
said to have existed under its shadow.

As I have said, each of us was, in secret, sure
that the picture would prove a success; though
divers ill-natured freaks of fortune, in the past,
hod made us chary of speaking our minds. But
we were scarcely prepared to find it the triumph
it was. On the very first day of its exhibition,

a cantankerous old critic suddenly brought him-
% gelf to a full stop before ¢ Felipa,’ stared at her,
%brought his glass to bear upon her, glanced at
; his catalogue, and complained of her name as
¢Indefinite,” and finally, in the hearing of an
! anxious little crowd, waiting for his verdict,
{ granted a few terse sentences of actual approval.
| This was the beginning. The next day a fashion-
able beauty, who knbw nothing whatever, brought
her train, and was seized upon by a whim to ad-
mire, upon which the train admired also, and were
loud in their plaudits. Then came careful peo-
" ple, who had no time to lose, and came because
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a rumor of the critic’'s commendation had reached ; his thought. Look and see if you do not agree

them. Then an idle @ileftunte, or 8o, who wanted § with me.”

something fresh. Then the crowd, who follow | The younger man laughed, as he regarded the

where they are led ; and presto! ¢Felipa,’ at her ; picture with some curiosity.

window, was the fashion, a picture to be staredg “By Jove!’ he said. ¢It’s a better thing

at, and talked of, and mentioned in columns of { than I expected. The fact is, I have not been

art gossip. ginterested enough to care much about seeing it
So, at length, even Philippa herself awakened ! before. Ihave been fearfully hard worked; and he

from her calm indifference, and deigned to ac- | doesn’t profess to be a great gun, you know, this

knowledge a slight feeling of interest. E Poindexter. This is the first time he has created
“If you are at liberty, Janet,” she said to me, ! a sensation, though his fancies are always grace-

one morning, at breakfast, «“I think I should : ful, and he is a fastidious worker. He is a nice
like to go to the Palais de I'Industric. We will ; fellow too, and well liked. They say he has half
go early, and I will wear a thick veil.” }'a dozen sisters, whom he keeps pretty closely,
¢« Certainly, my dear,”” I answered. } because be is too poor and proud to introduce
Accordingly, under cover of the veil, and the ; them to the world.”
quietest of dresses, she went with me; and of{ DBut his companion was looking at the ¢ Felipa,’
course our curiosity led us first to wind our way E and scarcely seemed to hear.
through the crowd, until we came to the group,; <1 have seen too many women, and too many
which, at this time. always gathered about ; pictures,” he said, with a slight upraising of his
¢« Felipa.’ shoulders, “not to be able to discriminate be-
Later in the day, the group would have been a g tween the two.”
larger one, but at this early hour, it was com-{ « Only,” objected the American, lightly, *“one
posed chiefly of the few fastidious, who had en-! does not often see a woman so charmingly pic-
thusiasm enough to desire to indulge in their ad- : turesque as the ¢ Felipa.””
mirations and criticisms, in some degree of se-; Tlere was the faintest possible acquisition of
clusion—in fact it was a group at once select and ; polite coldness in his friend’s reply, as if he was
eritical. { inconsistent enough to secretly resent his good-
Philippa and I seated ourselves, in the back-} humored carelessness of speech.
ground, and looked on, though I must so far ex-} <« Upon that account,” he eaid, lowering his
onerate Philippa from the charge of vanity, as to ] glass, ¢ it attracted my attention.”
confess that it was I who wished to remain and Philippa rose with her most leisurely com-
hear the comments, and not she. posure. “Suppose we go on,” she suggested.
We had barely scated ourselves, before there: ‘1 am tired of sitting down.”
was an addition to the group. There approached } “ But my dear,” I said, * we have hardly been
two men—one young and carelessly attired, and | seated five minutes.”
with an air of the studio about him ; an American, ¢« Nevertheless, I am tircd,” she answered, and
I felt convinced ; the other past his first youth, } I was obliged to follow her.
perfectly dressed, and evidently a Frenchman. That night Larry came lome, in the best of
And, than this Frenchman, it has been my for- § spirits. The ‘Felipa’ had found a purchaser, and
tune to see few more striking looking men. Iis; at an excellent price; such a price as was new in
very maturity ranged itself upon his side, as an ; our experience, and caused general rejoicings.
advantage; his face was of a fine, clear pallor;; M. Saint-Meran,” read Larry, producing a
his features aquiline; the hair slightly thinned ; card. < A wonderful fellow, by the way. The
upon his forehead; his movements admirable, } kind of individual who allowed himself to be
ease itself. guillotined, with profound indifference, in the
As they drew near, he spoke to his companion, } palmy days of the Place la Concorde; and yet a
in excellent English, though with a strong French ; man who has friends in the Quartier Latin to-day,
accent. who adore him—poor artists and students of
«1 repeat,” he said, as if rapidly continuing { whom the Faubourgs St. Germain and St.
some previous conversation, ¢ I repeat that it is | Honoré know nothing. In fact, an aristocrat
a creaturc of flesh and blood. The expression is ; republican, with unlimited ecapital to spend on
not of sufficient intangibility to be purely of the i his unlimited whims. They say his collections
imngination. I detected a reality at once. The ; of pictures and curiosities are beyond price.”
position also is less affected than it would be, if{ I glanced involuntarily at Philippa, who, meet-
it had been oniy the fancy of the artist. It is ; ing my eye, expressed my thought for me, with
nature! He has had a model, who comprehended ; a quiet readiness I had scarcely expected.
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1 have an idea that we saw him, this morn- ;
ing,” she said, ¢ Jamet and I, looking at the
¢ Pelipe,” with a rather shabby young artist.”

It was not at all improbable, Larry thought,
since it was just his style to be fraternizing, in a
stately fashion, with some less lucky Bohemian ;
and he forthwith proceeded to relate a series of
anecdotes, which interested us not a little, all
bearing on M. Saint-Meran, and his patrician
peculiarities.

But notwithstanding our interest, of course we
did not think it very likely we should see him
again, as we did about a fortnight later, and under
the following odd circumstances. I had been
repairing, with infinite pains and labor, an un-
fortunate rent made in the Mantilla, during the
days of its service. The day was dying, and
Philippa was standing at the window, watching
the passers-by, when I approached her, wih my
work in my hand.

«1 must say,” I remarked, ¢that I rather
pride myself upon the way in which it is done.
For my part, I don’t believe it will ever be seen,
at all; particularly if it is worn discreetly.”

“ That is the advantage of that kind of pattern,”
she answered. ¢ One who is quick at her needle
can take a stitch here and a stitch there, without
their showing themselves.”

¢ And then,” I added, throwing it over her
head, “one can conceal so much in the folds.
Oh, no! it will never be seen at all.”

It still covered her hair, and we were still dis-
cussing it, when she surprised me by suddenly
taking & quick step into the shadow of the curtain.

¢« What did you see?”’ I asked.

“1t is some one in the street,”’ she replied.
¢ Some one who looked up.”

Naturally 1 glanced downward, and it chanced
that I was just in time to see the person move
slowly away, in rather a perturbed manner. As
he passed a street lamp, that had just been
lighted, I caught sight of his profile.

¢ Philippa !” I exclaimed, ¢ it is M. Saint-Me-
ren, I am convinced—that is, if it was he we
saw with the artist.”’

Yes,” was her response, made in a slightly
annoyed tone, “I felt sure I recognized him.
How absurd that I should have chanced to
be standing here, with the Mantilla over my?
head !”’

When Larry came to dinner, he brought with |
him news of a treat in store for us: one of the
treats which unfrequently fell to our lot.

«@Girls,” he said, “ Who wants to go to the;
opera, to-morrow night? I met Despard, in a
Iavish mood, this morning. The journals have ;
been snying some soothing things about him: and !

behold the result,”” flourishing
talismanic scrip.

Meg, who lay upon the sofa, wrapped in shawls,
indulged in an angry little sniff.

I believe that Despard chooses his time,” she
said. ‘“He always gives you tickets, when I
can’'t go. The last time I had nothing to wear,
and now I have influenza. One can’t appear at
the opera, even in an upper tier, with a nose like
a danger signal.”

But Philippa and I were more fortunate. I
was well enough provided for, in my best attire;
while Philippa had a grand gown of black silk,
which Larry had presented to her, as her share
in the profits of the ¢ Felipa.’

Attired in this, she fairly outdid herself; and
when, at the last moment, I threw the old lace,
scarf-like over her shoulders, she became quite
wonderful.

It is scarcely necessary to say we enjoyed our
little dissipation. We always did enjoy such
little dissipations, when they fell to our lot; and
this evening we were all in very good spirits
indeed. Philippa, sitting in the front row, drew
so many eyes and glasses to our side of the house,
that I secretly wondered how she could comport
herself with such supreme calm; for looking at
her, one really would have imagined that she
knew nothing of the attention she attracted, and
that even if she had been conscious of it, she
would have remained equally unmoved. But
this was her cool, grand style always.

The event of -the evening, however, ocourred,
when we reached home. Larry paid the driver
of our fiacre, and sent bim away, and we went
up stairs, laughing and talking. But as I was
unlocking our passage door, Philippa raised her
hand to her shoulder, and uttered an alarmed
ejaculation.

“Qh, Janet! Janet!” she cried out.
Mantilla.”

“The Mantilla ! I quite gasped, almost drop-
ping my key. ¢ What has happened to the
Mantilla 2"’

It is gone,” she answered.
it on. I must have dropped it.”

“Larry " I said. ¢ Run down stairs. Fly!
Perhaps she dropped it as she got out of the

certain delightful

¢ The

“I have not got

fiaere; and some one may pass, and pick it up.

Oh, Philippa! Just to think of its being possible
for us to lose the Mantilla.”

Larry ran down stairs, and we stood upon the
landing, and bent over the balustrades, in a
breathless condition. If the Mantilla was gone,
we had certainly met with the most dire of
calamities. Philippa actually turned pale; and
for my part, I think I uttered a succession of
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heart-wrung little groans. But it was all to no%
gvail. In course of time Larry returned with a
grave face.

¢ It isn’t there,” he said; ¢‘and there is no:
one in sight. I even went to the end of the]
street. And I have examined every foot of the
staircase.”

Despair reigned supreme. We went into the
salon, and sat down, and gazed at each other%
blankly. I thought of the “ Luck of Edenhall,” §
and felt as if something terrible would happen. §
To have lost, positively lost, the Black Lace
Mantilla.

We were generally dejected, all ‘the next day, |
and the next ; and Meg, whose disgust was aggra-
vated by influenza, was the most aggrieved mem-
ber of our party.

But on the third day occurred a circumstance,
which, figuratively speaking, set us upon our
feet again.

In the course of the morning, we heard a car-
riage stop in the street below; and shortly after-
wards, we were aroused from our melancholy, by
a ring at our door, after which came Bertha,
with a card.

Larry read it, and left his easel, in evident
amazement.

¢M. Saint-Meran!” he said.
M. Saint-Meran ?”’

He went to the room the visitor waited in, and ;
our astonishment may be imagined when, in ten ;
minutes, he returned, bringing M. Saint-Meran |
with him, grave, pale, distingué, and as perfectly
at ease as ever, notwithstanding the fact that
Larry flourished triumphantly the Black Lace ;
Mantilla.

I confegs to having felt some confusion, but ;
Philippa, rising in her quiet, not-to-be-moved
fashion, was a match for M. Saint-Meran himself.

“Behold I”” cried Larry. ¢ The Black Lace
Mantilla has appeared again. It was M. Saint-
Meran who found it; and I have brought him to
receive your thanks, Philippa.”

Saint-Meran bowed slightly. ¢

I had the pleasure of seeing Mademoiselle wear g
the lace at the opera,”” he explained; ¢“and as I

““What brings

He remained to look at Larry’s pictures, and
to talk, until his call had prolonged itself to half
an hour’s length; and when he went, we all
understood, somehow or other, that we should
see him again.

“] wonder why he didn’t send it by a ser-
vant?’ said Molly, who rather resented being
caught at a disadvantage, in an unbecoming
shawl.

“Well,”” answered Larry, ¢ he said something
about desiring to bring it himself, because he
wished to see me—and he could not bring it be-
fore, because he had an engagement, which took
him out of Paris until last night. You know he
is a fellow of whims.”

Our conviction that he would come again
proved a correct one. He did come again, sev-
eral times; and the extraordinary end of the
matter was, that, in less than six weeks, he, one
evening, demanded of us—Larry and myself, as
the heads of the family—a private interview.

On granting it to him, we found it remarkable
for a certain grave and ceremonious stateliness,
which to the average American mind was a little
trying, notwithstanding its delicacy. And most
singular to relate, the sole subject of the con-
versation, carried on between us was—Philippa.

It was absolutely astonishing. He was really
in love with her, and laid aside his reserve to tell
us 80, with a candor which quite appealed to my
sentimental, old-maid heart.

“It was my fate, that I should see the
¢ Felipa,’”’ he said, ‘“and my fate that it should
move me as it did. I will confess that I con-
tinually sought an opportunity to discover your
sister, and that my personal restoration of the lace
had my desire to meet her for its chief motive.”

¢ But—but,”” cried Larry, a little wildly, ¢ you
have not spoken to Philippa 2’

¢ Certainly not, monsieur,” with fine dignity,
 without first having obtained your permission.”

But for a lingering sense of the proprieties, I
think Larry would have clutched at his hair, in
his embarrassment.

«“0Oh!’ he exclaimed. ¢ You have that, and,
if it is all the same to you, I would rather refer

was on the point of stepping into my carriage, ¢ you to Philippa at once. You see we Americans
upon leaving the house, I caught sight of it, as it * are not used to this kind of thing; and it really
lay upon the pavement—possibly just as it had , seems slightly alarming. One is never sure what
fallen from Mademoiselle’s shoulders. Iam happy : a girl means, you know. And after all it is Phil-
to be the means of restoring it to her.” ippa, who is to be Madame Saint-Meran.”
I do not remember, in the least, what Philippa’s ; Saint-Meran bowed, smiling slightly.

reply was. I only recollect her enviable self-; <« If I am so fortunate,”” he said, ‘“as also to
possession, under our visitor’s glance. Well-bred ‘ gnin ker permission.”

as he was, it was quite plain, to me at least, that. ! Upon the whole, I am of the opinion that this
he was observing ler, in an indescribable way, ; stately manner of wooing pleased Philippa better
even when he was not looking at her at all. \than any other would have done. She received
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M. Saint-Meran as if she had been born & French-
woman. In my eyes she had never appeared to
80 great an advantage, as when he presented
himself to her. Calm as she was outwardly, I
saw a little heart-stirred color on her cheek ; and
I am sure, indeed, that it would have been im-
possible for a woman to remain untouched, by
the delicate flavor of romance and chivalrousness
in the story M. Saint-Meran told her, briefly as
it expressed itself.

“ Mr. Poindexter has already sanctioned my
suit,”” he ended. ¢ And you, Mademoiselle—'""

Philippa extended her hand to him, with the
most charming grace and composure.

«1,” she replied, ¢shall be happy to receive
M. Saint-Meran at all times.”’

And then he took the hand she had extended,
and bending, touched it lightly with his lips.

In one of M. Saint-Meran’s private apartments
hangs the ¢Felipa.’ It is not on view among
the rest of his collection. He is too proud a man
to permit even his own circle to discuss the story
connected with his marriage. At the same time,
however, I will add, that the union has proved
8o fortunate a one, that I am convinced that
neither Madame Saint-Meran, nor himself, could
be induced under any circumstances to part with
this once popular picture. .

WHY?

BY MAUD MEREDITH.

WaY do the blue waves on the sea beach only,
In mournful murmurs, ever ebb and flow ?

Why do they toss their white arms, ead and lonely,
Up heavenward, whene'er they turn to go?

Lies there some treasure just beyond their reaching,
That they would ever grasp and bear away;

Some secret that they hold within their keeping,
That time unnumbered cannot wash away ?

Or i8 there in the heart of deep mid ocean,
A hidden chamber filled with pain and dread ;

That, goaded into an unceasing motion,
The sad wavee sighing, ever mourn their dead ?

I turned me from the land so full of sorrow,
Unto the sea, in vain, for strength or peace.
It whispers not of any glad to-morrow,
Cr, from sad memories, any glad release.

Oh! waves 80 blue! why can you not be joyous?
‘Why chafe o madly on your rock-bound shore?

Oh! would that you were changed to Lethe for us,
Then wo might rest together evermore.

NAZARETH:

A SONNET.

BY WILL T.

HALE.

Tae noonday sun is hanging in the sky,
And secems full loth to near the distant west';
The children, in their silken tunics dress'd,
Now romp whore He ouce played in days gone by ;
The fifteen hills still Jift their skulls on high;
The waibling rill, whose banks are flow'r-caress'd,
Flows on; the doves upon the house-tops rest,
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And mix thelr wails with nature's lullaby.

Falr Nazareth seems as much at peace, I ween,
As Eden, on that first sweet Sabbath day,

When man first gazed upon the landscape green.
Ah1 rest and quiet hold such genial sway,

That here, methinks, with some fair Nazarcne,
It would be sweet to dream my life away !

THE WOOD OF

ALDERLEY.

BY FANNY DRISCOLL.

From the old casement, wide and high,
I lean into the ecrie night—
Eerie with winds that shiver by,
Whisp'ring dread secrets in their flight.
An owl screams from the lonely wood,
That grimly stands, so dark, so drear,
Like a dim shade of propheey

Frozen to death by some great foar.
Across the mere the ghastly moon
Rises upon the sombre land,
All stained with blood, and deeds of shame—
A shadowy, beckoning, spectral hand;
Then fades again. And like a pall,
The darkness droops and covors all]



