
"ADreamofHearts,"

Illustratedhy the Authoress

Swe! was climbing; up a mountain-side, and
M|j being weary,««t down to rest awhile.

SjS The sun was just settinir.
luc mistwas creeping slowly, and tin-1 tops of the neigh-
ive tinned with a pink glow,
rouuh a gap in the
see (lie ocean into .-- -

j

i ivns .^**.

Below me a b
over tlu: valleys
bouring hills we

Far away, tli
hills, Icould i
■which the sui

slow Iv sinking.
As I. watched

the hills and
valleys, all
seemed to fade
into mist, and
the sky be-
came a mass of
pink and grey
clouds.
Iwatched in-

tently and then
it seemed that,
through the ,
mist, Icould
see the forms
of manypeople v

and, while I
wondered whence
they eauii', tlw. mist
rolled away and [ saw
that the forms were all
thusii of women.

Some were fierce suid terrible, some
sullen, with faces darkened bydespair, while
the faces of others werestill nnd expression-
less, even :ss though ihev woremasks.

And, as L looked.Iniw that they had no
hearts, but .their breasts 'were rent and
scarred as though their hearts had been torn
from them.
Iwatch them iirmized!
Then, through.the eK.uds,- an smiiH ap-

poured,mid be flew towardsme.
As lie neared meInoticed that he was

black
—

black garments, back wings, and a
dark, cruel face.

In his left hand lie held what seemed to
be a blond-red girdle, floating behind him
y till it waslost in theclouds, and,inhis

£' \ right, a spear with a crimson''
s.'' spot in the centre.

I Onward he flew
until he touched

*~ the mountain
%' path by which

.Isat.

fk., Then, with
$# horror, Isaw
" that the girdle

ygty was made of
C"" hearts human
aJSgf hearts! — and
gf^-"" the spot on his
s»£ spear was a bleed-
|p-. ingheart! They

were all those of
l^'women ;some, those

hishand,were
y^ toi'ii and bleeding;

all were scarred and
r*r wounded.
je m* Igrew cold with terror, for
Ifnneiul that it was the angel

Death a\lio stood before me, and I
thought that he must want my heart.

But ihe black angel read my thoughts and
laughed— such a cruel laugh.

"Fear not," he said, "Iam not Death.
He is an angel of mercy, whilst ["— and
again he laughed— "lamhe who plays with
women's love. Itear out their,hearts and
they lose them for e.ver. When they pass
from this world, they pass without thehope
of wiunmg'the.nj again.:^Whai? doIgive in


