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ing up he saw Major Bladgers shaking his

cane nt him over the fence.
" Blosberg, you insufferable donkey."

roared the Major, "don't you know that
you'll lose every blade of grass you can carry

if you ].ut your sod on that dry '.'round ?

There, you have gone iiud cut it so thin that

all the roots of tlie grn^s are cut and bleeil-

ing, and you must soak the ground with
water until it is a perfect pulp, so that tlie

roots will sink right into it, and draw mitri-

tioiufroiu the moist earth. Wet her down,
Blosbi'ig, if you wont to see your labour re-

sult in any thing.

So Mr. Blosberg put the sod aside again,

and wont and pumped water and carried it

around in buckets until his back ached like

a soft corn, and when he had finally trans-

1

formed his front yard into a morass, the ma-
j

jor was satisfied, and assuring Mr. Blosberg

!

that his sod would grow beautifully now,
I

even if he had laid it on upside down, march-
i

ed auay, and Mr. Bloslierg made a fourth;

effort to put down the first sod in its place.

He ,i;ot it down and was going back after an- '

other, when old Mrs. Twcedlebug checked ,

him in his wild career.
|

"Lawk, Mr. Blosb(?rg, ye mustn't go off

an' leave that sod lying that way. You
must take the spade and beat it ilown hard,

till it IS all Hat and level, and close to the

groiimi everywhere. You must pound it

hanl, or the weeds will all start up u uler it

and crowd out the grass."

Mr. iilosberg wx'ut back, and stooping over

the sod hit it a resounding thwack with his

spade that shot gr..-at flouts and splotches of

mud all over the parlour windows and half
'

way to the top of the house, and some of it l

came llying into his face and on his clothes,

while a miscellaneous shower made it dan-
gi'rous even for his adviser, who, with a fee-

bU? sluick of (lisappi-ob.iti(Ui, went hastily

away, digging raw mud out of her ears. Mr.
i

B.'ohherg didn't know how long to keep on
poii'idiiig, ami he didn't see Mrs. Tweedle-

j

buc; go a'vtiy, so he stood, with his spade
"'l.->i' 111 .'n;,.!! .Hit' j!'-i i'^ t'S I li'.'iu,

wititiii!.' i'M' instriictiiiiis. And as he waited

he \ra i lirju'ised to hear a new voice acecst

him. ic was the voice of Mr. ThiMtlcpod,

the old iigridilturi^ft, of wlio'u Mr. Llosberg
bougot his ajiples and butler.

"Hril". Mr. Closberg!" h.' shouted, in

tonoi Nil'.icli iidicau^ii that he cither believed

Mr. I'loaherg to beatunedeaf ortwo thousand
mile awa.\.

:\i'\ I'losiKrg wi liked violently to get tin;

.soil (>;;' ut his eyes, and turned in the dircc-
^

tion ot the iiiiife to say " (Jood evening."

"Soddin', hey 1;" askcrl Mr. Thistlepod.

"Trying to, sir," replied Mr. Blosberg,

rather cautiously.

" 'Spect it will grow, hey ?"

Mr. Blo.slKTg, having learned by very re-

cent experience how liable his plans were to
be overthrown, was still nou-coinmittal, and
replied that " he hoped sj."

" Wal, if ye hope so, ye mustn't go to
poundin' yer sod to pieces with that spade.
Ye don't want to ram it down so dad binged
tight and hard there can't no air git at the
roots. Y''e inuHt shake that sod up a little,

so as to loosen it. and tiuai jest pressit down
with yer foot oiitwill it jest teches the
ground nicely all round. .Sod's too thin,

anyhow."
So Mr. Blosberg thrust his hands into the

nasty mud under his darling, much-abused
sod, and spread his fingers wide apart to keep
it from breaking to pieces as he raised it, and
finally got it loosened up and pressed down
to Mr. Thistlepod's satisfaction, who then
tohl him he didn't believe he could make
that sod grow any way, and drove away.
Then Mr. Blosberg stepped back to loik at

that sod, fceliiig confident that he had i;ot

through with it, when young .Mr. Simpson
came along.

"Hello, P)lo.s, old Ij.>y ; watchu doin'
?"

Mr. Blosberu tiiiiotdiisly answered that he
was sodding a little. Then Air. .Simpson
pressed his lips very tightly together to re-

press a smile, and let his cheeks swell and
bulge out to the size of toy balloons with
suppressed merrimont, and dually burst into

a snort of derisive laughter that made the
windows rattle iu the lions., s nu the other

side of the street, and he went on, leaving

Mr, Blosberg somewhat nettleil and a little

discouraged. He stood, with his fingers

spread wide apart, holding his arms out Tike

wings, and wondering vvhether he had bet-

ter go get another sod or go wash his hands,
when a policciuaii came by and pausod.
"Soddin'?"' he asked, seiitentiously.

" Yessii-, a little," replied Mr. Bh>sberg,

respectfully.

"Where'd you get your sod ':" iiiiiuirtHl the
representative of public order.

Mr. 'i^/.;b^r, .uijLiiiii_\ iiivlii'aLu.i tiii; liltle

bart; p:ualleloj;rai)i in tiic .scanty patch of

verduica.s hi.s l>ase of supplies.
" You're the mail I've been luukiu' for, "re-

uliod [juhlie order. " You come along with
nie.

And Mr. i^loaber.;,' went almg, ami the
T'oli>'c .liid;.c lined him.*ll. '.);*». and when Mr.
Blosberg got liMuie he found that a cow had
got iiitii his yanl during his absehcc and
stepiied on that jirecious sod fivi^ timt's. and
put her foot clear throiiih it every time, so

that it looked bke .i patch ot' moss roll-

ed u)j in a wad. mine tlian a sod. And then
.Mr. Blosberg fill on his knees and raised his

hands to heaven, and registered a vow that


