
ey seeni brimming over with peach-.
int.d miats. The. woods are al
îranked ont wlth the sparkle and
ýlitter of jewels, and a bird begins
o slng o'verhad as if lie were clieated
mto beli.ving it is springtirne again,
o wozidrously fresh and sweet is the
ïrnd all at once.

The. rain is a niarveilous aiclierist.
t lias extracted tlie arorna frorn trec
nd eliru> and blossoni, and flung it
ivlhlily on the cool, moist air. It
a taken frorn the firs the. tang of

beir balsai», froni the lanes the
rarm breatli of the asters and
nasses, frorn the. blueberry hill its
Ivour of ripening fruit, and the.
rind comea down frorn tlie wild
laces sPied and poignant witli tlie
r*atl of drenchled and tangled

A bird eomes tiptoeing aiong the
me, wlth a worm in lier mouth.

Itra shower is the blessed , tme
wr birds. Tt is a robin, a plump, red-

' e-beasedthing, tliat is not even
:raid of us. I kuowhernestîisnear
r, for I fouud it st week, hlf-
û1t. Le us look to see if uy ggs
~e lu it Ha, Madani Robin, this
irturbs your cornplaeucy somewhat,
'e8 it 1 Even the worm is dropped
id forgotten, and you fly to a
ugli above us, chirpiug frmntically.
ýar, we are not going to hurt your
tic hiome, nor yet tis most won-.
rIni egg in it, tliougli we toueli
wlth reverent flngers.
Tlilnk wliat is pcnued withln tli.se
igile, pale-bine wails ... not,
niiaps, "thie music of the moon,"
t; an earthlier, liomelier music,
iipact of wholeaoxne sweetuess sud
joy of living. This egg wilh orne

day b. a robin, to whistle us blitheiy
hiome lu the afterliglits.

It la afterliglit now, for the sun
lias set. Out in the open there is
stlil muchl liglit of a fine, emerald-
golden sort. But tlie wood is al-
ready wrapping itself in a dirn, bine
twiliglit and falling upon rest in
bosk and deil. Tt wiil b. qulte dark
before we rcacii the end of this long,
wetly-fragrant lane. There goes the
flrst firefly, or is it a pixy out with a
lantern ? Soon there are hundreds
of thern, flashing rnysterionsly acros
thie dusk, under the boughs aud over
thc ferus. There is certainly sorne-
ting a littie supernatural. about tire-
fies. Nobody pretends to under-
stand tiien. Did auyone ever sec a
firefly in dayliglit? They are akin
to the tribes of faery, survivais of
the olden trne, wlieu the woods and
his swarrned wlth the little green
folk. It is stillvry easy to blieve
in fainies when you sec those gobih
lanternes glirnrerlug arnong the
tir tassels.

Thie full inoon lias been up for
smre tlxue, aud now, as we corne ont
to the clearing, se. is glearnug lus-
trously £romi a cloudlces sky acros
the. vailey. But betweenu 's aud lier
stretches up a tail, tail piue, far
above the uudergrowth, woudrously
straiglit and sleuden aud braneliles
to its very top, wliere it overflows in
a crest of dark bouglis sgainst the.
ullvery sRDIedonr blihhd if~ww


