
summer, melons. If my eyes will

open, I will finish this by morning,

with me an hour or so, comrade, and talk

to me of your travels, so that the time may
pass more quickly."

"I will tell you of the country where I

was a child," answered the stranger.

And while Hyacinthe worked, he told,

—of sunshine and dust, of the shadow of

vine-leaves on the flat white walls of a

house; of rosy doves on the roof; of the

flowers that come out in the spring, anemo-

nes crimson and blue, and white cyclamen

in the shadow of the rocks; of the olive,

the myrtle, and the almond; until Hya-
cinthe's fingers ceased working, and his

sleepy eyes blinked wonderingly.

"Seo what you have done, comrade,"

he said at last, "you have told me of such

pretty things that I have done but little

work for an hour. And now the cabinet

will never be finished, and I shall be

beaten."

"Let me help you," smiled the other,

"I also was bred a carpenter."

At first Hyacinthe would not, fearing

to trust the sweet wood out of his own
hands. But at length he allowed the
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