

























































































































































































































































































































































































THE BUTTE HIGH SCHOOL *II1

School and imagined how wonderful-
beautiful life would be some day,” said I,
and all at once felt very weary.
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ANOTHER VISION OF ANNABEL LEE 177

racks and the water rises high and has
crests of white foam.

But the line at the horizon looks still the
same.

Then the princess in her white gown
opens a door high up in the tall castle and
comes out under the turret. She comes
forward to the railing and leans upon it
with her fair chin resting in her hand.

I see her there across a long stretch of
dark water, her white frock gleaming in
the pale light—so high up and all—and a
multitude of thoughts come upon me.

The princess looks at the thin line of
sky opposite her, and looks so steadfastly
that I turn my eyes from her and look
there also.

And now there are manifold scenes
there.

There is a scene of a knight going forth
to do battle, with his black charger and
his shining steel armor. And he wears
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258 MY FRIEND ANNABEL LEE

We have stopped here, for we can not
go on.

I wonder and conjecture much about
the wall, and my friend Annabel Lee
regards it sometimes with interest and
sometimes with none.

And, times, we forget all about the wall
and merely sit and rest in the shade it
casts, or walk back on the road, or in
the grass about it, or pluck a few wild
sweet berries from the stunted wayside
briers.

And, too, when a thunder storm comes
up and the air is full of wind and rain
slanting and whistling about us, we
crouch close against the base of the wall,
and we do not become so wet as we
should were there no wall.

But that is only when the wind is from
beyond it.

When the wind with its flood of rain
comes toward us as we crouch by the wall
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