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this summer was of a new and wonderful variety.

Just two or three brilliant, hot days, and then, as

regular as the sun, up from the ocean's rim would rise

dazzling cloud-inountains, piling themselves up and up

into glorious towers and domes and battlements ; and

when the earth had begun to droop beneath the sun's

blaze, with a great thunder signal they would fling

their banners to the zenith, and pour from their dark

heights a rain of silver spears, till the thirsty hills

were di-enched with bounty, and the valleys laughed

and sang.

And so there had never before been such a June,

not even in Acadia : such lavish wealth in orchard and

garden, such abundant promise of harvest in fields

choked with grain. And that was why John Mcln-

tyre's little brook ran brimful to the clumps of mint

and sword-grass, high up on its banks, so content

that it made no murmur as it slipped past the Aca-

dian orchards to the sea.

John Mclntyre leaned against the fence that bor-

dered his hay-field, his feet deep in the soft grass at

the water's edge. His straw hat was pushed back,

showing the line where his white forehead met the

tan of his face. His hands were in his pockets, a

sprig of mint in his mouth ; his eyes were half closed

in lazy content.
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