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Woe shall rest awhile here for our faces are hot
and wet to the eool wind that comes out of the
wood. Ol Uit is good : tlus fire—this heat of
youth and health burning in every pulse, this
sun, this profusion of grecn things, this mild
hroeze ! and one lhas n great wish to climb
someway heyond the hill-tops to repose in the
very heart of the wind, to have from some
gpocular height a round view of this mar-
vellous, whirling world.

Down the hillside pours the stream in min-
inture cascades, rapids and shallows, forming
whirlpools at play  with dead leaves, seraps of
moss, and old bits of wood.  Of snushine and
fair days it sings and goes dancing into the
valley where it grows indolent, widening into
qquict ponds which show rare tracings of green
boughs and patches of sapphire sky in their
shining deeps.  Ou the hillside, scattered
about the stream, are mnumerable stones.
worn and wade white under the ponderous
tread of centurios, and upon one of these a dark
butterfly has this mowent spread its wings
like a tiny brown velvet mat in the suu. Near
us arve several pieces of decayed wood, rem-
nants of forest-lords of other days @ and under
one of them a lizavd is discovered-—a smadl
darks oft spotted with vieh gold.  What quaint
little feet—four of then—and its throat moves
when it breathes, like the throat of the toad,
Somehow these little creatures give one the
same awful impression as do the eyeless fish
whiclt inhabit caves and the lower regions of
the sen.  They seem to have been consigned
to darkness and almost entively forsaken by
Nature.  Turn over any large stone or picce
of dead wood.  You are pretty sure to tind
bugs, beetles, carwigs, and perhaps i small
snake or o spider.  These will scurry away.
1f an oft he theve, mark how the sudden light
seems to stupefy it, and if you touch it, it will
try to creep under something, not so much to
escape you, it seems, as to hide from the light.

At the edge of a Juniper hush, as we go
back along the stream, we find a young pilot
snake, the pilot of the rattle-snake its body
half bidden iu the dry grasses; its head
shining like steel 5 its oyes glittering and alert
for prey.  Like tho rattle-snake, it, too, is
poisonous.

Several varicties of late wild plants ave in
bloom, the woods are bright with blue and
gold Dblossoms, and on reachimy the swamp-
lands we have each a fair bonguet.  Somchow,
it scems, we do not now bring away from the
mountain such great bunches of flowers as we
did when we were children. 1t may be,
thouzh, and probably is, because wur hands
were smaller then and grew tived more guick-
Iy so that their fragrant burdens  scemed
greater—not that the towors have become less
abundant. At the edge of this thicket Iast
April we found hepaticas, deep blue ones, pure
blue, 1t is said that blue flowers are scent-
loss : blue hepaticas must needs then be the
inevitable exception— they of a certainty hav-
ing perfume. And who can say surely that
ery flower apparently without fragrance is
We ourselves may be at
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not gweet-scented 7
fault in ot possessing the power of percep-
tion,  The same as regarding sgonnd.  There
are in all probability sounds tiner than that of
the tield-cricket, whose note is gaid to be the
highest known to the human ear—only that
organ is not sufficiently sensitive to distinguish
them. Who then can tell what scents, and
gounds, and colors, and countless strange
things exist, not far away, yet gomewhere
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beyond our pale of perception; and wmony
these unseen existences, it may be>are the
“hlue tlowers,” the satisfying elements un-
attainable in this life,

The early autumn rains have heen heavy
and the grass and the mosses are green and
moist in the thickets. Soon we enter the
swanp  that is full green
brown pools, and theve is a frequent snapping
of dead twigs and the swish of heavy boughs
as we push in among the trees aud slowly
through to the immost fountains.  What a
charm, in trutl, is heve! of silentness and
soft. lights wnd shadows;

now of and

mellow  sounds ;
indolent hreathings of the wind ; singing birds
and the happy voices of the cicadas,

A swamply buzes near and s gone in a
moment. ; quite close to us a purtridge whirs
up and away through the golden alr with
rapid ilight, and then follows an vxquisite
song in the silence, the song of a red-headed
warbler perched high in ai old el

What a place wherein to wateh and listen
Here whore the trees grow close, where dim
shadows  tloat about over brown pools in
which you can see but your faccand a serap of
blue sky : and where hour by hour the wiin
odor of the pines and the fivg is filtered from
tree-tops drenched in sunshine, down into the
Here is water everywherce—aone can
Here the sun-

shadows.
searce find w solid bit of cavth,
light is amber, like amber wine, and the
incense sweet as that bufned in the days of
the old gods, for this is the heart of the swamyp,

one of the treasure-chambers of Nature.
HELEN M., MERRILL.
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OTHER PEOPLE’S THOUGHTS.

It has prolably been stated with a good
deal of enthusiasm upon a good many plat-
forms, that *“ a man’s a man for a’ that " is the
rhythmical expression of the noblest form of
democracy. Tt is indeed a modern note, but
it Tas been struck without subterfuge or any
subtlety of analysis. ¢ A wman's o man —it
is time that you recognized the fact 5 it 15 not
perhaps artistic, but then it is very important,

Tt is true that no less a person than la
Braybre has presumed to allude to the possi-
hility of such an undoubted fact heing really
recognized : ¢ Pour les femmes du monde,”
he observes, < un jardinier est un jardinier, et
Wi magon est un magon ;7 and then he adds
with a sarcasu which might almost pass for
pathos, *pour quelques autres plus retireds,
un macon est un homine, un jardinier est un
homme.  Tout est tentation & gui la eraint.”
TBetween the delicate ivony conveyed in the
last phrase and the white Teat of Burng, there
is o difference which is not to be explained by
the incompatibility of prose and poetry.  Ia
Brayirre knew men, and coertainly women,
though neither perhaps appear in happier
colours hy reagson of this knowledge. Burns
knew something of the tumult of his own wild
heart, guessed something of the yearnings of
anonymous children of voiceless gencrations,
leaped to a magnificent conclusion devoid of
cgotistical bitterness, and told the world 1in
accenls so simple that it had perforce to listen
— %4 man's & man for &’ that.”  The passion
of pesentient is sometimes stronger than
irony, however impartial, and it is the simple
words of the Scotch poet that inspire a gener-
ation for whom at least * un jardinicr cst un

homme.”
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