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sent out by drunken parents to sell their
bougnets, have then a terribie time. Though
dying with fatime and sletp, they dare not
yeturn unttl the last one has been sold under
penadty of severe beating.  Iattle things of
10y an b eight years may on such nights be
feen takms turtive naps under portios and
ke e kitehen stoops, enrled up m an uneasy
bad, v atn the hittle board of howyqu &3 lymy
b el They will often pass a wet
ond erarlly coltmzit in this manner, ratha
than fa ¢ the brutalitis of sme drunken
fathor or feres viiago of o anther. All the
foversentls, howerer, arc nob 1o miserably
sttiated.  Nome wre aandy clad and well
carul for by then parents, who send them
1egaiarly to school in the afternoon.  Soine
of these more fortunate ones work in the
mornmg 3 artiticial tlower making or tohaceo
stupping, or some other occupation vpen to
children. None of these are so remuncerative,
however, as the flower.selling, by which the
neat and tidy girls can average $2 a day.
Gentlemen like to buy of girlg'whose attire
i3 decent and whose hair is trimly arranged,
and if they purchaso from a shoeless, stock-
ingless, ragged flower-gir), it is from motives
of charity alone. But the neat ones, especi-
ally those who are preity, have regular cus.
tomers, who buy of them every afternoon,
rain or shine, and who give them little pre.
sents on holidays. In the winter time the
out.door flower business is almost entirely
suspended, and the florists have no competi.
tion from the little flower-girls. Then the
1e3pcetable ones go regularly to their trades,
and the nnkempt, ragged ones peddle matches
aund big mourning.pins, and sometimes tooth.
picks. Up and down over the frozen snow
and cold pavements they wander, with their

poor little naked feet, their faces blue and | §

pinched, their fingers cramped with the cold,
Sometimes they get frozen to death, as hap-
pened last year to a little French flower-girl,
and sometimes their failing limbs beteay
them when they attempt to cross the street,
and they are driven over. In cither case
there is a hurried inquest and a carcless ver.
dict, The tortured bedy, now inscasible to
pain, goes to the Potter's burial ground, and
the soul of the little fower-girl—whither?
=N, X, Paper.
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Dags the Garden Poy

I do uot hold myself bound to answer the
e stioa—Does gudenmg pay? 1t se hifs

Of course there is no such thing as abso-
lute value in this world. You can only esti-
mate what a thing is worth to you. Inra
certain sense, it is a sort of profanation to
consider it my gaiden pays, or to seb amoney
value apoa sy delightin it. What! Shall
Iset a price upom the tender asparzgus er
the erisp letbuse, which male the swed
spany & vaality 7 Shall T eompute in fizares
what daily fredaess and health and dedight
the garden yields, Iet alone the large crop of
anticipation 1 gathered a3 somas the firsh
sceds gob above ground? I appeal to any
gardemng man of sound mind af that which
pays them best i gardening is not that
which he cannut show in his trial balance.
Yet I yield to public opinion when I procced
to make such a balance ; and I do it with
the utmost confidence in figures.

I select as a representative vegetable, in
order to estimate the cost of gardening, the
potato. In my statement I shall not include
the interest on ine value of the land. 1
throw in the land, because it would other-
wise have stood idle; the thing generally
raised on city land is taxes. I therefore
make the following statement of the cost and
income of my potato crop. 1 have tricd to
make it 50 as to satisfy the income-tax col.
lector :—

Dr.
Ploughing ....ovcovvervvnaenne von o0 w0 8 (2) gg
S 00

Asgjstancc in

planting and digging, 3

AAYS.crs ov wovresras rrese vassnnieecas 0 D
Labour of scl in planting, hoemg,
digging, picking up-5 days at

17 CentSunnieniecvennnnns it 085

Tolal ¢0stavvemerneis verierverin 317 60

Cr
Two thousand five hundred mealy po-
tatocs ab 2 centy, S

fotal rettim. e veneee. oo O

832 00

Y

Balance, profit in cellar......

ficult o detine what is meant by paying, &s|  $omeof these items need explavation. I
T looh ab it, yon may as well acke-Docy a) have charged nuthing for my own tune, wait-
gunset pay? T hnow that asunset 16 com. ) g for the potatoes to grow, My tune in
wienly looked on asa diap entertainament , L hincang, figkting weeds, &e, is put i at five

bat it ia really one of the maost expensive. It days; it may have been a httlanore. Thal

is trae that we ean all have fiont seats, and
wee do not exactly need to dress for it as we
o for the opera; but the conditions under
which it is to be enjoyed are rather dear,
Awong them 1 should name a good suit of
clothes, including some trifling ornament, 1
should also add a good dinaer, well cooked
and digestible ; and the cost of a fair educa.
tion, extended, perhaps, through generations
in which scnsibility and love of beauty
grew. What I mean is, that if a man is
hungry and paked, and half s savage, or
with the love of beauty undeveloped in him,
a sunact is thrown away on him ; so thatit
appears that the conditions of the enjoyment
of a wunack are as costly as anything in our
civilization,

sme dithiealty wm fixing the rate of wy own
wages. 2
apportunity of paying what I thought labour
wag worth, and 1 determined to make 2 good
think of it for once. 1 higured it night down
to Lurepean prices—seventeen cents a day
for unskilled labour. Of course I boarded
myeelf.

I do not see any possible fault in Ltheabove
figures. Y onght to say that I deferred put-

ting a valuc on the potatocs until L had footed |

up tho debit column. This is always the
safest way to do. I had twenty-five bushels.
T roughly cstimated that there ave one hun-
dred good ones to the bushel. Making my
own market price, X asked two cents apiece
for them. This I would haveconsidered dirt
cheap last June, when I was going down the
rows with the hoe. If any onc thinks that
two cents esch is high, let him try to raise
them,—Ay Summer in @ Garden.

1t was the tivst Ui that 1 had an

}
1 The Raspberry.

Splendid berry the raspberry, when the
stranberry has gone. My patch has grown
mto such a detisut atttude, that you could
not get within ceveral foct of it Its stalks
were enormets fa iz, and cast out long.
. prichly arns i all dizections; but the bushes

weto pretty much all dead, The variety is
one that I can recomamend, 1 think it is
call-d Brinhley's Orange.  I$is exceedingly
prolutie, and has cnormons stalks, The fruit
1s also said to be good; Lut that does not
matter so much, as the plant does not often
bearin this region. The stalks scem to be
bicnnial institutions, and as they get about
- their growth one year, and bear the next
. year, and then die, and the winters here
 nearly always kill them, unless you take
,them into the house (which is inconvenient
, if you have a family of small children), it is
 very difficult to induce the plant to flower
and frait. This is the greatest objection
 there is to this sort of raspberry. I think of
keeping these for discipline, and setting out
.some others, more hardy sorts, for fruit.—
My Summer in a Garden.

New Bi-color Geranium — Pride of
Mount Hope.

Tho European varlctier of gold and bronze.
leaved gersnlumsido not endure our bright
summer suns wall enough to avswer a good
purpose for beddlog out, but Ellwanger &

, Barry bave raised a seedlivg from Mrs, Pol.
 Ick, that well-known and most beautiful trl.
. color, which they belleve will mcet the
, wants of florists in this parilenlar, Itis a
bi-color o!f vigorous habit, the leaf.ground:
golden yellow, very handsomely get off with
a broad, walldefised, bronzy-red zome, In-
ttend of f2ding cat {o our bright summer's
san, the yolloir leaf dlsc hecorzes of a more
deeply gelden hua =3 the heat of the gun la.
crenszy, thus enbdraclsg tho besuty of the -
follaga and belguteniog ity cffset. Tre
folisge fe 12'C to he smcoth, of good form snd
‘robstance, Wo commend i to our readers
fer t:iu], fu T balle? thal 18 will prove to ba
a &y nscul and ornamental bedding plant,

el D L 1 L ST SRR

ON Penritsnns,—I suppose I am ex.
pected Lo say something about feridizers; all
,agriculturists do.  When you plant, you

think you cannot fertilize too much; when
:you get the bills for the manure, you think
! you cannot fertilize toolittle. Itisthegreat
! question of modern times—how to fertilize
without ruinous experac ; how, in short, not
to starve the carth to death while we get our
living out of it. Practically, the business is
hardly to the taste of a person of & poeticturn
of mind, The details of fertilizing are not
agreeable. It is much pleasanter and easier
to fertilize with a pen, as the agricultural
writers do, than with a fork.—My Summer
in a Garden.




