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push parts them and we enter a labyrinth of green paths

leading now by a pond, now by a brook, now at the foot
of a hill on which tac sun rests, now under a dense shade
of thick-growing treces. Now we come to a cool grotto
offering unneeded rest.  So mingled are care and carcless-
ness, that nature scems 0 play at imitating her imitator,
art.  Fruit trees abound.  The ripe figs hang with others
scarcely formed amid the leaves,  Apples rip2 and goldes,
green and hard, are mixed with flushing blossom, and on
the suniy slopes the vines hang out their clusters, now
gold, now red, and heavy with glowing juice. The wind
carries the whispers of water and leaves now loudly, now
softly in answer to the birds, till onc of the latter, a gor-
geous-plumaged beauty, sings such notes as &:ish ali others
in listening admiration. He is Tasso’s bond servant and
wears his livery.

His song ended, we pass on and reach a gatc of purest
ivory,

¢ And therein all the famous history
Of Jason and Medea is ywrit.”
Within is a broad lawn dotted with groups of flowers, and
the air is that of Znglish June, though June it cannot be,
for opposite is another gateway, “ no gate but like ong,” of
arched boughs cmbraced and bound together by a vine,
and the great bunches hang tempting, some hyacinthine
purple, some ruby red, some still green as cmerald.  But
it isthe car which is charmed here cven more than the
cye. No carthly music can be sweeter. In Spencer’s
garden,
o Pirdes, voices, instruments, windes, waters, all agree™;

and only Milton’s “melting voice through mazes ruaning”
can produce the same cffect of dreamy, dclicious fascina-
tion. Upon all these three gardens there rests a rosy haze
which enhances the beauty by veiling it, spreading a faint
pink mist over trec and flower, over fountain and hill.

Passing out the misty glamour is gone, but not the
pleasure, for we come upon mingled scene of orchard
and pleasance, of vineyard and lawn which is exquisitely
pretty.

+ T'he nectarine and curious peach
Into iny hands themselves do reach,
Stumbling on melons as 1 pass
Ensnared with flowers 1 full on grass.”

Andrew Marvell might call himself a puritan, but he
forgot his puritanism when e planted that garden.

My lord of Verulam Fas a pln.:asancc near by, but we
will pass that and lock in at a quaint little enclosure where
grow basil and thyme, balm, marygolds and cuphrasy,
lavender and marjoram, with 2 birch tree drooping over-
head.  As we tum away we hear a ~ravering old voice
singing “such psalmsas Sternhold forth did mete,” and for
once we like to hear them.

Naw we turn aside to a field where flowers spring as
though there had once been a garden now ncglcctcfl. ll.crc
grow Christmas roscs, Star of Bethlehem and Purification
flower, Lent lilies, Passion flower and Crosswort, Pasque

flower, \Whitsuntide flower and Herb Trinity, Our Lady’s
Laces, Our Lady's Smock, Qur Lady’s Bedstraw, S.
Mary’s Gold and S. John's Lilies, Michaclmas daisies, the
flowers of S. Margaret and S. Valentine, Herb S. Robert,
Sweet & William, 5. John's Wort and S. Barnaby's Thistle.
A stream s here, and standing by a tall Annun-
ciation lily we look across. There is a0 bridge, but we
may <cc something of the Garden bevond,  The air s:ems
filled with a golden lightand thrilling with sweetest sound
as though the tree-branches were /Eolian harps and
answered cvery breath of air with music. There are
glorious palms and cedars, and under their shade
** There grow such sweet and pleasant flowers .
As now here else are seen.”
** For things that pass are past, and in that field
The indeticient spring no winter fears.”
Many plants there are, but two are so lovely that we hardly
mark the rest, for
¢ Martyrdom hath roses
Upon that holy ground,
Aand white and virgin lilics,
Fou virgin souls alound,”
Lilics with petais of silvery brightness like snow in sun-
light,
“ Alleit with crimson
Some more precied .2aves are veined.”
The beauty we have scen before was such as we could un-
derstand, this is beyond us:
* It is all golil, it is ali svlendour—wings
Like pearl and sapphiv:  wnd such lovely things
Are soaring ro nd.”
Walking towards us from the other side comes a form we
know well, the face turned upwards, eyes sceking the sky.
Soinc eyes are brilliant, some glowing, but thesc ! they fill
us with a sense of what the faculty of sight may be, as hav-
ing scen and sccing what no other cyes have looked upon,
\WVe follow the dircction of their gaze and the sky above
is quivering and shimmering into waves of white light,
and the waves curve into form, and shining one behind
another in snowy folds arc the petals of a great rose  And
as we still look, these petals are instinct with life, and we
know that cach one is a choir of Paradisc, and that the
brightuess flashing from onc to another is the golden light
of the angels’ wings. QOur cyes fall.  They canuot broovk
long the glory that Dantc loves to look upon, and we draw
back from the margin of the stream.  But the lily and the
rose arc more precious to us than before, and we handle
them more reverently as faint types of the perfect beauty
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