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and came back by the long road. In the
green grass the daffodils were blowing, in
the cottage gardens the currant bushes were
flowering, and in the air was the perfume of
the wallflower. I wished, Laura, that you
were with me.”

Laura burst into tears. ““That is the walk,”
she sobbed, “Kai Tzu and I so love; but never,
ah, never, can we take it together again.”

“Now, Little Sister,” comforted Mrs. Spring
Fragrance “you really must not grieve like
that. Is there not a beautiful American poem
written by a noble American named Tenny-
son, which says:

“*Tis better to have loved and lost,
Than never to have loved at all?”

Mrs. Spring Fragrance was unaware that
Mr. Spring Fragrance, having returned from
the city, tired with the day’s business, had
thrown himself down on the bamboo settee
on the veranda, and that although his eyes
were engaged in scanning the pages of the
Chinese World, his ears could not help receiv-
ing the words which were borne to him
through the open window.

“*Tis better to have loved and lost,
Than never to have loved at all,”

repeated Mr. Spring Fragrance. Not wishing
to hear more of the secret talk of women, he




