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experience should have come to him for the first timem that place out on that great naked pampa, sparselv
inhabited, where life was so rough, so primitive
And while he talked we all listened—how eagerly 1—dnnkmg m his words, especially my mother, her

eyes bright with the moisture rising in them
; and she

often afterwards recalled that evening guest, who was
seen no more by us but had left an enduring image in
our hearts.

^

This is a picture of my mother as she appeared to
all who knew her. In my individual case there was
more, a secret bond of union between us, since she
best understood my feeling for Nature and sense of
beauty, and recognized that in this I was nearest to her
Thus, besides and above the love of mother and son
we had a spiritual kinship, and this was so much to me
that everything beautiful in sight or sound that affected
me came associated with her to my mind. I have
found this feeling most perfectly expressed in some
lines to the Snowdrop by our lost poet, Dolben. I

am in doubt, he wrote,

' If lummer brings a flower so lovable,

Of such a meditative restfulness

As this, with all her roses and carnations.
The morning hardly stirs their noiseless bells

;

Yet could I fancy that they whispered " Home,

"

Fo' all things gentle, all things beautiful,
I hold, my mother, for a part of thee.'

So have I held. All things beautiful, but chiefly
flowers. Her feeling for them was little short of
adoration. Her religious mind appeared to regard
them as little voiceless messengers from the Author of


