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are red-faced like fat gassips, and tbe passies bave little
griffin-like pbizes,

I ate a strawb3iry an] placked a paiisy.
The peony scemed ta say ta me
-And1 Ido yaa forget me?
An'] 1 seeme'] to reply to bier
-You look< like a kitchen maid, an'] do flot know hoss

to Cook.
The strawberry was exqaisite. 1 stock the pansy into

my button-hole.

lIn the priest's garden there are sande -I alleys.
Sand is tbe waxed floor of a garden. 1 prefer walks

less carefully kept, wbere the grass wanders treely, wbere'
the poppies, witb tbeir rel caps, stroîl abaut like rowdlies
as they are! where a bost of surprises are ta be seen
honeysuckles witb little pink fingers. briars witb the
blackberrics tbat are so good, and eglantines %vith miossy,
buds, and tbe red fruit of which s3ur wine is mide. There
are labeled pear trees, there are muscat grapes, there are
dwarf apple trees.

In the priest's garden there is a sbrinc pante] t)lae and]
studded with little yellow stars ;in the sbrine there is a
holy Virgin ;at the feet of tbe holy Virgin is a cbest in-
scribed :For thme /'oor. There are peacb trecs and two
apricot trees tbere are-i nmy faitb, tbeie is everytbing
in tbe prîcat's garden 1.

For everyonte can vîsît the priest's gar']en-a gardes
withnut art equal ini tbe wbale village-in onc condition,
however; bie sball take a truit, pluck a tlover, and drap an
alms into tbe little chest.

I had eaten the fruit, 1 ha'] plucked the flower ;I now
dropped a lîttle sou into tbe b:x for the pool.

In the priest's garden is an arbir, and beneath the arbor
a bencb, where est Ma lemnieîle Therese, tbe niece of the
priest.

-Is tbat yoa, Monsieur Valentine?
1 took Therese's band and kissed il. Sbe did not resist,

In the priest's garden tbcre are hirds. In tbe sprîng-
timne the birdis sin., of love; they twitter from early dawvn,
they brood in tbe trees, tbey hop about in tbe grass, they
peck for see Is, they are jo)yus and full of s n

I said ta Therese:

-Hou. delîgbtful a spot this is
Sbe looked into mv eyes and began ta s'nile ; tieu in

ber turn takîng mny hand, s t'e laid it an bier ba)som, and
said:

-Feel bow my beart beats!

In the priestas garden 1 forgot tbe wbole wmsrld, tbe ne-
cessities of life, tbe sufferinga of tbe body, the political
affaira whicb were then turnîug the village upside ']own ;
and I looke'] at Therese, sa fair, so good, s0 sweet, ain'

loving me. so dearly ! She was an orpban b ler uncle, the
priest, badl tal<en lier in, and was spoiling bier, the good
old man!

-'liierese. 1 love thee
And I kissel lher hands and gale! dedply into ber eyes,

and I was Sa happy, sa happy, tbat I did flot see the
wicked peasant watcbing us over the hedge.

In the pricst's garden one cannot be hidden ;it extends
ta the cburch on anc aide, and on the other it is separated
from the adjoining highwa ' only by the hedge of haw.
tborne bebind wbicb the peasant svas watcbing us.

But why hîde ourselv'es when we love each other ? Love
is a victory, and it must be prozdainci

The peas int told aIl ta the pricet.
-They were alone, sai-] heN hvkseea oer
The priesi replied ~ hvkse ahohr
-jean Pierre, 1 had entrusted tbern ta the good God

and the Virgin Mary! Tbey were not alone, my friend.
What they have done, God bas permitted.

jean Piei e bawed bis head, and retjred in confusion.

The priest entered bis garden and came ta find us.
-Do yoti wisb ti) became my cbild ? said bie.
1 fell upon bis neck :Threse wept.
The prices, deeply moved, regarding us, murmured:
-Is it thea, indeed, a goai tbing ta love the creature?

As for me, I bave lovcd flanc bat tbe Creator,
I sball rememiber aIl my life that in eating a strawberry,

plucking a 1ansy, and giving a sou for the poor, 1 found
bappiness in thc garden of tbe village priest.-Translated
front the French of Let'mrcier (le Netiville.

A LýAMENTr.

S 'CAT 'ER the witbe red leaves,
Wild '%vind and dreary,

Cbant round tbe dripping eaves
A iniserere.

Sommer is gone and fled,
And witb its roses

She, wbo now \vitb tbe dead
Gently reposes.

let, wben the water grim
Flics from spring's sbadow,

Wbien tbe field daisies prim
Nod in the meadow.

Summer once more will bring
Sansbine and flowers.

Flora again will sing
In garden bowers.

But in my lonely beart
Wioter is ever;

Sorruw shail ne'er depart,
Neyer, ah neyer.

-Selected.


