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ALDORNERE.

A PENNSYLVANIAN IDYLL.

*Twas autumy io the woods of Aldoraere,
The chestout-burs were bursting in the sun,
With all their wealth of fruitage ripo and brown
Thet crackled down all day from bough to bough,
Where gathered restless troops of noisy crows
On the warm southern slopes that else were still,
The equirrel there was bugy all day long
Huoarding his store deep in the hollow bole,
Down in the silence of those antumn woods.

Bult, though searce other sound of fife was heard,
Bave now and then the eawing of the crows,
Faint-heard and distant, all the woods were fitled
With & continual voice in under-toue,

Of the great stream that through the dreamy haze
Of softest blue which veiled the erimsoned hills
And isles, logether fadiog faint and far,

Went winding, shimmering on forever down—
Hera dim, there flashing in & mellow pold—

At last to mingle wilth the distant sea,

Far by the wandericg waves and shifting sanda,
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And where amid those forests gnarled and old
Like to some mighty SBachem of the Woods,
- With muflled voice the Susquehenna met
In couneil all his many sagamores,
"Mid winding ways, upon its sunny knoll,
Whera stoord the ancient Grange of Aldornere,

The moss of many a year was undisturbed
Upon the ataindd walls of Aldornere,
And now the many-colonred sutvmn leaves
Lay thickly strewn in all the woodland ways.
There was the warbler busy all day long
Among the bowery deeps of plumy elms
Blow fading into autumn’s paly gold,
And his continual ditty on the ear
Fell like the silver voica of woodland stream.

And in this quiet refupe dwelt, apart
From the vain tumnlt of the envious crowd
And all the frivolous world's most empty noise,
In sable velvet robed—her widow's weods,—
The Lady of the House of Aldorners.
Two children, only, graced her simple halle,
A daughter fair as morn, with golden hair,
Scarce brighter than the locks of twilight-hrown,
Of her young brother ;—they together grew
In that sweet woodland-home in sylvan grace,
As two fhir trees whose besuty daily sencds
To the gladdenad heart of the rude forester
A thrill of joy. And-qulet, health and peace
Dwelt in the olden halls of Aldornere.
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The dreamy nfternoon had lapsed away
In golden atillness, and the sun had set,
But from the enowy mountaing of the air
That lay, with changef] and slow-fading furns,
In rosy glory where the day had passed,
The light fell on the broad and sleeping stream
Where, on a yellow curve of sanded shore,
Bat Edith Brandon by her brother’s side,
And silently they gazed upon the stream
That shone with tints etherial, tenderer for
Then any hues that glow amid the sky,—
Now every wavelet crinklibp in a line
Of clear vermilion—then of steely gray,
Or delicate green—then flushed with tender rose—
. Then the long lines upon the unbroken awells,
Fading into the watery tints that tald
Of coming twilight.

*“If my destiny,”
Bha said, “should call me from this goiet shore,
It peema to me the murmur of this stream
Would sound foreser in my ears—I deem
That like the Switzer, exiled from his home,
I should die pining for my native shore,
Iia voice, dear George, would haunt me in my dreams,
In whatsoever land my lot were cast.”

And he, # Thiz voies is now, forevermore,
Part of my inmoat being.  As T muswd
In such an evening-hour as this alone,
The voiee we hear was moulded into words—
This was the song the river sang to me:
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My eurrent mode of many alreams,

From wella unknown and dark that flow,
I come as from a land of drearms,

And to the glimmering ovean go,—

My song ene graod accord of all

The songa of moontain-atrearn and mere,
And bubbling beck and waterfall,

And meadow-breolklel cold and clear.

By many an isle with plume of green,
By many 8 mountain still and grand,
By deepa with water-11lice slheen,
And boulder in the beaten sund,

By sunnier dale and shadowy dell,
By dingle deep and cliff of gray,
And bamlet with its sonnding bell—

By many n» thoughtless wight awey,

With olden and deep-hidden lore,

I come Erom those mysterious spring —
To thee, upon this solemn share,

L alog of deep, mysterloun thinga.

To him who heara aright the tnnea

Of murmuring waters, wandering winda,—
To him who reads aright the runes

That carvéd in the rocks be finde

To him, with voice profonnd and clear,
I sing mine endless wandering,—
To him who hath an ear o hear,
T roun theae weird and eecret things.

And whether he who stands by me
Can hear, or not, the chaont I sing,

I sing not leas, and wandering feee,
And wandering free, forever aing.
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