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enougli, fling hirnselt' upon the grave of bis bildren, and tear
Up the ground witb bis fincers, caiiing- bis lost dear ones by name.

One poctie tinie ait J3uciaiest is Easter wcek, whien nearly two
hiundred churches a.re illuiminated ever-veveuiing. The beils are al
ciashing- together; the people are cirowýdingr to offer freshi fiowers
to the images of the saints. On Good Friday processions carrying
torches walk round ail the churches, and then take tapers froma
thern to the cerneterv -witb w'bich to deck the graves, even the
most neglected receiving eaich a little lighit placed on it by charit-
able bauds.

At E aster Eve tbe King kisses
the manuscript gospel whilst it
is being read aioud. Tben lie
takes tbe crucifix -,ad the taper.
and everx-one cornes to kiss the2
cross, and to ligb t bis taper at
that of the King. Whien it strikes
rnidnio-ht ail leave the churcb, to
celebrate tbe resurrectiou lu the
open air.

iMany were the hieart-rcnd incg
and touching scenes I witnessed during
the war, wbvich were to nie a revelation
of the strange nature of tbe PEournaiau,,i M
people, -%vitb their superstitions, tbeir >
cbildlike piety, their combined meiancholv
and fun. I bave seen a devoted w'ife,
after seeking bier husband il aiong tbe --- *-
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pitals, finding hima at last, broken down
and disfigured, to greet bim w'ith a mere inod of the beaid before
taking up bier post at his bedside, thiere to nurse bim. day and
nigbt. I have beard some brave biero crying out in bis agony
for bis mother, and covering tbe biands of that mothier with kisses.

Once I w'as sent for to converse with, a youing man wbose leg
had been arnputated, aud -%blo w-as in inconsolable despair. Not
havirg been present at thie operation, I did not know -%vhich leg
biad been taken off. I sat down on the side of the bed, and re-
mained talking to tbe poor feliow for a quarter of an hiour, bie
smiiing sweetly at me ail the tirne. *When I arose, my ladies of
bonour discovered tbat I biad becu sitting on tbe stump of the
lost leg. I stili sliudder w'vhen I think of my stupidity.

"You poor feilow! " I cried; , it must bave hurt you terribiy."
"I would have borne it many hours for the sake of listeuing to

your voice," bie replied.
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