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5e Dunno 'Bout Life-it's jest a tramp alone
Front wakin' time tii! dose.

Dunno 'bout Death-it's jeSt a quiet stone
Ail over-grey wi' mnoss.

An' hy I live an' why the old world SpinsAre things I neyer knowed.
Mymark's the gypsy fires, the Ioncly inns,
An' jest the dusty roati."

THE cal! of the road sountis so loudiv ;in

to him, "Our Sister the Death of the Body," he met
her with Iaughter andi a song.

"I take it back with mue to Pai
"for iu the very garden of the Lo
ing fairer."

Then she passeti in a Soft wid a
Gregory kuew that he hati qeen

:s-and
tt sIte

ppy tramnp
n ail time
,fieti fron

s

ip rd

IT was the Prior Gregory who hati no love forth gracious works of God in this Ris world,
says an olti chronicle. The Prior Gregory, of some
forgotten monastery on the sunny borderlands of
France, was a very holy man of whomn ail the usual
miradles were tolti and some new ones. He was~Tso ho]y that he drove the birds away froin the con-
vent gardens for f ear their vain songs would dis-
tract the younger brethren of the novitiate from
their prayers; he would have no flowers near, fo?
that their gaudy hues were of the world andi fot
fitting for gray friars to gaze upon; anti no doubt
if he could have blotteti out the spiendour of dawn
he would have done so. But one day he saw a
womnan walking in the garden, and he hurrieti toturn her out and lay penance on the lay-brother
who had let ber slip past the warded gate. Yet
when he approacheti he might in no wise speak to
her, and fell on his knees, being sore afraiti. Then
the womnan turneti upon him, smiling as though she
loveti him motherly, but sadly, as though he haclhear given ber grief. I finti no flowers in thy garden,herGregory," she saiti. The prior's tongue wasring. loosenei. «There is more room for vegetables,"

s in he stammereti, "flowers are vain and foolish things,mrer- ldaddutesteEi n rwte isadfor the confounding of Messire Adam." But theaves, Lady stniled again sadly, andi stoopeti above thec>wth ordereti hetiges, where a careless under-gardenertaîl had allowed one briar to bloom. She gathereti aruck pale rose from the briar and laid her bauds around


