for a,ny langth of tma t‘nn restram+ ;ven of‘ a loved anbraee. She
bounded from my azrms, s‘hook ?torsslf llkﬂ‘some gay bJ.rd settlmg i'bs
plumes arter a rude hand haa touched them, and with an arch 1oc-k an
merry laugh tossed baek the bmg‘nt curls from her brow,than demure-
ly putting her hand upon my am, and gaily cshatting of the x-aast,pr.e";;-fm

ent and to-gome,(all strangsly mingled and confused), tripped 11gh'h-'":

1y beside me toward an old mansion half hidden in the sha;d-omqf'a.

mount.am. la.s ‘1amor'y playing trieks with Faney in my sleepv n we

wmt,doweﬂatzold avanaug of elsms --its gravel, wha.*:,s and 0193!{‘33-«-,,1

that whie» makes the trout's homs in the river that flowed beside
ug,--rustiled baneath eur footsteps. The blossoming 'w.illolws whi"eh'
kirted the.river banks st forth their odorsf,freighting the air
of the spring morning with fragranaese almost oppressive. How the
touehad of those soft f‘iﬁgers_ ghrilled me ,as we ran up the roughX
stonle staps of the old mansion--her home! Do dream sprites have L'
homas? Had I hefore tripped hand in hand,up those moss-grown steps
with that bright inpersonation of youth and heauty? Was the subtle
fragranage wh:.eh seamad to bha g~ ethereal m‘esenca flOa?mg near us-—

"d-’-!tm

was this the eharasteristie, navar-variad, and. well-rmmberod pel“-

q'g--,

fume of a2 mouchoir? It was not mignonette,nor v:.olet.. 14 wa's not
the sweat "bouquat?®, that londs its enehanting fragranee to "the

beauty of my gay brunette®,nor the faint aroma that marks the quiet

tion in the heart of Nora. It was not *bhe voluptuous fragraneg or_:__'
the Rose,whieh added to the enehanmmta o!' -t.he southem 3Yr SR

the pigquant thryme which gave S0 beflttmg a. charm to th dashing

Kaatueky WwidoW, I'b was t‘ne bt‘eath Off r-emcliHb'W'?:j;









