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next? After the spade cornes the
rake. Yau bave but ta smoath
down the bard lumps, make even
the soli, pick off the weeds and
stones, the chips and aid boots, and
sa forth, knock down the high
places, and rake and rake until a
fine seed-bed is formed, and you
are ready to bury the littie brown
midgets whence fairy fiowers corne,
with a sure and certain hope that
their resurrection will, if you have
patience, fully reward yau for ail
your efforts at turning over the
brown sil. A few days and many
of your fiower seeds will have sent
up their first tiny leaves, and yau
mnust ta work once more, at pulling
up weeds which have had an even
if no. a better start. Then wvait
patiently and yet expectantly, and
watch, the seedli.ngs run up to plant-
hood, and complete their work af
fiowerhood.

And there is lots of other fun in
store for you. Vour seeds have
gone through the stage of sprout,
and grawth of plant, and fiowers
are caming. Sa are the cats, sa
are the bugs, so are the chickens-
and last, not least, so are the boys.
If you are around wvlen the cats,
and boys, and chickens, succes-
sively cali, yau give them, a hearty
%velcome, in such earnest and signi-
ficant style, that mîsunderstanding,
they may nat fully appreciate it.
You receive thern, probably, with
open arnis-upraised arms would
be a better terrn-and shout gla4
tidings of great force, and becoml
so energetic and vociferaus, that
your visitars are rather astonislied
than pleased, and fail ta look upon
your acts and wvords as truly indic-
ative of genuipe and entliusiastic
desire for their companionship.
They generally retire gracefully
from the scene, slowly, calrnly,
anc with a look of sarrow, astan-
ished, it may be, at your excite-
ment, and wondering why you s0
readily 1ost: your self-pobsession.

Nay, under sucli circurnstances, I
have.qeen thein precipitately jump
over the garden wall, or fence,
evidently irnpressed with doubts
of my sanity. I didn't blarne tliem,
but would gladly have been affor-
ded opportunity for fuller explana-
tion, and dernonstration of my
actual desire for company. It is
likely, however, and it is more
often sa than otlierwvise, that you
are flot at hand ta receive your
wvel-intentioned visitors, and they
do not faolishly bewail your ab-
sence. Assured of it. they set ta
work ta make the best of the situa-
tion. Their efforts of rendering
tlierselves at home differ sarne-
what, for the boy, pomnologically
inclined, but assured that there is
no fruit tree ta investigate, bec-
ornes botanical at once, and freely
selects specimens of the fiower
stalks of the tulip, or rose, or car-
nation, or stock, or condescend-
ingly bestows his admiring atten-
tions upon the pansyý or verbena
bed, and gathers posies while lie
may. Whule the chicken is less
scientific, lie is as close an observer
as the boy, and is at once a veget-
arian and an entornologist. If the
plants are not up, lie wants ta know
tI4e reason why, and, in a spirit of
enquiry, scratches up the sai; if
they are up, lie nibbles the fresh
shoots, and scratches again; if tliey
have progressed towards seeding
point, lie plucks the pad, and
scratches same more. As a practi-
cal gardener, lie is a firm. believer
in a wvell.stirred surface, even if
you do not agree with hirn as ta
its propriety at that particular tirne
and place. Grimnaikin lias more
peculiar tastes, and roams ln the
garden plot on summer niglits
wvlen a briglit moan reminds him,
of Juliet, and the perfume of the
verbenaceous tamily arouse lis
luxurious instincts. Then it is that
lie delves with more than Adamitic
ardor, ln the saft garden mould,


