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8pread out before us, and been finnsd | town and cowntry ! It is all purest

Y breezes ay soft as those that now
Kissed onr brows ; but I donbt if any
Oue of ug ever enjoyed a sunset hour
More keenly than the one we spent in

At orange grove.

“SPRING WORK IN 'THE GARDEN.”
t For Canadian Horticulturist.)

Mr. Eprror,-—I send you a fine
description of spring work in thegarden,
&nd the results, as clipped from one of
Our village locals. I am sure you will be
Yery much amused at it, for although it
May be true of that particular village, it
B not true of any other that is within

@ range of my observations :

‘“ At this season of the year the indus- '

th ous owner of a town lot, riseth up before
9 8un in the morning, girds up his loins,
Meizey 5 spade, nnd delves the fertile blne

Mud watil the welcome breakfast bell re-
. village to which onr extract applies, we

s hirn from his lubors.  As the net
ult o7 his season's work be will have :

o € cas: rhoswmatism, one ditto Inmbago, -
e nair A anoralized pantaloons, two pairs

:‘chl,l Traned shoas (bramp’s choice), half-
dozes sickly ouions, two bunelies luttnee,
Ve stalks of rhubarb, and half-bnshel

]l)osts'fltnes."— Watford Advocate, May 2nd,

b On the other hanl, we frequently
A¥e asasion to adinive the beautiful
%ations of many of the p'easant and
iving towns and villages of our proud
r Qtario, They seem to be founded on
® very richest and most beautiful
MWots of earth that ordinarily fall to
¢ lot of man to possess. Every
lnwt-'“hip in every county holds as a
‘ecions inheritance high, and well-
Yained, rich alluvial soils that are the
¥ealth of nations, and these are sure
"y ¢ the proud site of some large or
viﬁm' more or less thriving town or
age, with its wealth of happy and
R“’"Pel'ons citizens. This is just as it
eDl)uld be, and they ave the pride of the
i “ntl‘y at large.  Talk about hard feel-
'8, bickerings and war between the
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nonsense; thev all need one another, and.
are prond of each other’s possession.
Those town wud village sites are the
loveliest spots of eavth that enrich and
beautifv a country, und are as stars in
the ever bine firmament of its glorious
history. Each of its inhabitants is an
ant in the mole hiil, and all are working
for the geueral good of the entire com-
munity. The poorest man amongst them
way be as happy and self-important a8
a prince in the possession of a town
lot. or of several, and on this he toils

i with never-tiring energies early and

late, delving, not in the * fertile blue
mad,” but in the more fertile grey or
black mould of our rich alluvial soils.
And why should he not thus work with
unflagaing diligence ! It may be that
his lot is the admiration and pride of
the entire corporation. In this very

know in particular of one of those
happy and fortunate possessors of a
beautiful town lot that is looked to and
is the admiration of the entire village.
The owner is a florist of no uean pre-
tentions, and to walkc up and down that
street and only gaze from the ontside
upon those lovely beds of rvich and
variel colour s a joy and lasting
pleasure every villager prizes, and is in
the conversations of every gossiper.
Now, sir, you vourself, with your finely
cnltivated attainments, I inay be safe to
say, would be delighted to pass some
fine sumner evening by that man’s
gavden, and you would in all likelihood
be ammongst those who stop to gaze at
the variety of colour and beauty, and
to sniff the fragrant perfumes that float
from that spot of cultivated earth and
fill the surrounding air. Is not this as
it should be }  In every village we tind
them ; these precious workers for the
general good ; the very “salt of the
earth,” with their rich endowment of
fine taste and well trained 1nuscle,



