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self now, as he took his last look at the tunnel of

greenery starred with passion-flowers. "After all,

does it so much matter whether we had a beloved

thing one mmute ago, or ten years ago, if it lives

always in our hearts ? Each tick of the watch

turns the present into the past. But in our hearts

there is no past."

So he bade good-by to the pergola, and the gar-

den he had made out of a tangled wilderness. Then

he turned towards the house; for in die house he had

to take leave of the portrait.


