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had laid the old garden, planting it with all those

old flowers that will remain in every garden so long a

England is what she is. U there any wonder I was

p^'u. of it-any wonder that I wanted to tell her of

it all just so fast as I could ?.

She listened with eyes round in wonder. Some-

times her fmgers clasped and unclasped, and she beat

iTlittlc hands about like a child who has somethmg

wood to eat. ^v ».
• "„,, "

" There arc hundreds of places hkc that m .vent,

said I. when I had finished. " Kent is full of Ihem;

and when the apple blossom is out and lambs are in

the orchard, I can tell you you want to live then.

You want to be up with the sun lest you should m..

an hour of it. I've been all round .he world, but I vc

never seen anything to touch an appl^ orchard m

Kent, or any English meadow in the heat of summer

I kf*ow nothing like it-I know nothing equal to it

unle^ . it is those cliffs at Ballyshecn when the gorse and

the heather are out and the whole place throbs with

the humming of bees. That, perhaps, is as good.

But It's too far away. I want you to have a pluce

where, if ever you need me, you can send for nie at

a mc.nent's notice. There would be times, perhaps

when vou might feel lonely."
.

She had been looking down into the fire, mterUcmS

her fingers, doing and undoing them as in an .dK'

momenf. a child plaits rushes in th_ silent meadow.

But »hen I said she might feel lonely, she looked up

quickly to my face.


