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she answered, quietly peaaed, "No one bas
my city, for each man bas built where he will

'e have just grown, and if oui, streetis make liUIe
live inside our hedges. The gardens are My
)n YOu will Mee the gentlemen returning early
s to have a cup of tea and dig in- their flower-
while before dinner. They take great pride i
tnd as many do flot go -to their offices tili ten,
il hour's work i the morning, with very suc-
S.P
Sweek it was, speut with that quiet-voioed

the days that followed were ffiled with a sweet
[le was queening it over them in her fairest,
)d, and the garderie ran riot with roses, the

with broom. Outside the city, rolling farni
Ius across to northern forests and a rocky

t, and at negt a long narrow gorge, running
ffater stream. from the harbour, would lure me
ing its dusky, wooded banka to wateh the bright,
ýht dive behind a cloud, and appear ini the sait
inuing phosphorescent streak. Sometimes at
Lg sea-hunger would lead me through the warm.,
ýd streets to where on the eaatern and southern
res were Iapping softly on the cool, gray atones.
e straits, the Pearl spires would change to min-
ring opal, and the mountain portais opening
f unknown Wonder, show the golden West join-
Lh the brooding Fast. At such moments the
rangely, quiveringly near, and a sense of far
9 wOuld tumn me to an eathy country road,
âIow, ragged broom. There, by soins homely
an unexpected whiff of honeysuckle or late
om would startle my lonelineas, and send me
a1dering why we cross the haunting prairie
karvel at the untold wonders of the IRSkiea
lie glad tears coins at the loved, familiar sinel
anging to a land where we have nover lived.
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