
Told in a French Garden

abiolutely nothing of one another's real
hvet.

There wai the Doctor, who had studied
long m Germany, and become an authority
on mental diseases, developed a distaste
for therapeutics, and a passion for research
and the laboratory. There was the Law-
yer, who knew international law as he
knew his Greek alphabet, and hated a
court room. There was the Violinist, who
was known the world over in musical sets,
—everywhere, except in the concert room.
1 here was the Journalist, who had trav-

»• k
'"*° ^''"o** a« many queer places as

Kichard Burton, seen more wars, and fol-
lowed more callings. There was the
bculptor, the fame of whose greater father
had almost paralyzed a pair of good
modeller s hands. There was the Critic,
whose friends believed that in him the
world had lost a great romancer, butwhom a combination of hunger and lazi-
ness, and a proneness to think that nothing
not genius was worth while, had con-
demned to be a mere breadwinner, but a
breadwinner who squeezed a lot out of
life, and who fervently believed that in his
next incarnation he would really be "

it
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Then there was " Me," and of the other
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