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who live here, when some dwel ler in the
mists and smoke of the valley confounds

our delicate atmosphere, redolent of honey
and echoing the manifold murmur of bees,

with that stifling miasma of the gambling
hell and the dancing saloon! Trust me,
dear friend, the moorland air js far other
than you'fancy. Yfou can wander up here
along the purple ridges, hand locked in hand

with those you love, without féar of harm. to
No Bloom of

'Pw-self Or y Ur comrade.
Ninon here, but fresh cheeks like the peach-
blossom where the sun has kissed it: no

casuai fruition of loveless, joylèn harlots,
but life-long saturation of y-our own heart's
desire in your own hearts innocence. Ozone
is better than all the champagne in the
Strand or Piccadilly. If only you will be-

lieve it., it is purity and life and sympathy
and vig ' un Its perfect freshness and per-
petual fount of youth keép your age from.
withering. It crimsons the sunset and lives
in the afterglow. If these delights thy mind

may move, leave, oh, leave the meretricious


