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[E spring woods are ail spiritual
They charm us through the

es of eye and ear--delicate tint-
and aerial sounds, like a

Jen 's dreams set to music. But
summer woods make a more

uous appeal. They know that
*have loat the freiliness of their
youth, that something is gone

which ail their luscious shadows
mellow liglitings cau never quite

le. So they offer us delectable
gs to tiekie our palates. Who

lias eaten strawberries, grass-
from the sunny corners of sum-
woods, can ever forget thema?

Irawberries are very delicious,
twhen eaten with cream and

Lr, among the haunts of men.
would yon know the real fiavour

lie strawberry in its higlicat per-
iont Then corne with me to a
ain iuit deil, along wbieh white
lies grow on one aide and on the
r the still, changeless ranka of
snruees. There are lonz crasses

long iute the afteruoon
find berrnes, fit for the

Olympus, great arn-
niessea, hangiug like
rosy stalki. Lift them

and eat them fnorn it
uncrushied and virzin.

kitchenly good, indeed, but net as
it should be when gathered and
eaten in its uncharted haunts until
our fingers are stained as pink as
Aurora 'a eyelids.

There are blueberries, too, growing
on the sandy hill where we gathered
May fiewers in the spring. The bine-
bernies are not sung in song or en-
ahrined in romance; but I do not see
why they shouid not be, for they are
beautiful te behold; and, if eateu in
their native haunts, are delicious
enougli as well, althougli, of course,
not te be mentioned, in the sme
paragrapli as the strawberries. Per-
haps it is beause they are somewhat
teo lavish of theinselves, in their
great, heaviiy-hanging, plainly-seen
clusters. They lack the charm of
comparative rarity and exclusive-
ness; they need not to be eaten one
by ene, like the strawberries, but
may be crunched together in generous
mouthfuls. See how pretty they are
-the dainty green of the unripe
bernies, the glossy pinka and scanlets
of the haif-ripe, the milsty bine o!
the fully moatured. To sit on this

ili, steeped in languid sununer sun-
shilue, rife with odours of llr and of
namelesa growing things in their
golden prime, with the sougli of
winds in the shaking tree-teps, and
eat blueberries, is something tihat the
mighty eues of earth miglit envy
us. The paon inhabitants of palaces,
how we can pity them, from this, our
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