
TEhe Stately Bornes of Engla'nd. ,

will the visitor linger with a more fascinated interest tbian before
tbat of the f'air Countess, who, dying at the early age of twenty-
fcur, is imrnortalized in Tennyson's touching verse. The pet
tells ber story with littie exnbellishmeut. Certain it is, the bride,
who bore tlîe unromantic naine of Saralh Rogg,-ins, and ber family,
bad no idea of the rank and wealth of the wooer tiU the Lord,
of Burleigh bad wedded the peasant-girl. And equally certain
is it that the lady was soon bowed down to death by the heavy
weigbt of honour Ilunto -whi-h she was not bora." ILet the,
sweetest poet of the tixne tell the touching story

In bier ear lie whispers gayly,
"If my heart by signs can tell,

Maiden, 1 have watched thee daily,
And 1 think tliou Io-est me weL]Y

She replies, in accents fàinter,
"lThere is none I love like thee."

He is but a landscape-painter,
And a village maiden she.

They by parks and lodges going
See the ]ordly casties stand:

Summer woods about themn blowing,
Made a muxinur in tlu land.

Thus lier heart rejoices greatly,
Till a gateway she discerns

With armorial bearicgs stately,
And beneatli the gate she turns;

Secs a mansion more majestic
Than ail those she sasv before;

Many a gailant gay doxnestic
Bows befort him at the door.

And tliey speak in gentie murmur
W/len they answer to Mis cal],

V/hile lie treads wit footsteps lirmer,
Leading on from hall to hall.

And, while now she wonders bliadly,
Nor the meaning can divin;ý

Proudly turns lie round and kindly,
"AUl of this; is mine and thine."

H ere lie lives in state and bountyý
Lord of Burleigli, faix and free;

Not a lord in ail the county
Is st, great a lord as he.

Ail at once the colour flusbes
Her sweet face froin brow to chin,
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