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IN A ROSE GARDE N.IT is wvitb a thoughit of Easter a,îd the
Enster blossoms tlîat w~e make our March
journey, for wve know that in the sunny
glas,; houses-the birth places of the

winter blooms -hules, azaleas, carnations,
roses and ail the flowver wvorld are nowv put-
ting forth their buds, ready to make sweet
the approaclîing festival of the Resurrection.

It is a pilgrimage Wvorthî the making, as
Toronto citizens hiave discovered. Tiiere is
rarely a day in the wveek, or an lîour in the
day. that flower loyers may not be found
wvandering up and down through the great
acreage of the Dunlop conscrvatories,
basking wvithi the myriad blossoms in the
glorious sunlight that flashes througli the
crystal rooflng, sharing wvith them the
fructifying bieat, and becoming one withi
them in sulent receptivity of ail gracious
natural influence.

For they overpowver our hunianity-these
forests of beautiful things. We leave our
passions and pains outside in the chili March
world, as fac-
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est picture
that Toronto
can show. It
is the . weetest
anitlieni t hat
could be sung.
And no Easter
sermon, from lips bowevcr cloquent, could
tell forth such gracious truths as do the
beautifill still-growing bloomis.

Every one knows where the Du nlop
roseries are, west and north and west again,
far along Bloor street into the fresbiness of
country air. The trolley drops us close be-
side tbem-we sec tbe expanse of glass-a
twvo and a hiaIt acreage glittering in the suni
and in a ic ment we are out of the grey and
the chilI and the scudding Match clouds , we
are out of our pains and humanities too,-we
are in a tropic lanxd and-considering tbe
lhles.

We are greeted by Mr. Dunlop, who is
al%% ays fotind among bis blossoms ; and witb
hb permission, begin our ramble-a dear
familiar ramble it has becoîne to many of us
-under glass and amid masses of rose
bloonib, on and on as long as we wiIl,
%%itli e% et fresh visens opening belote us.

Wliat a walk it is ! Here are robe bushies
by the mile- clean, healthy, sturdy, stcmmed
plants witb neyer a touch of mildew or
blight. Sucb perfectcleanliness, sucb dainti-
ness e% en, is about tliese acres of blossoms.
Hardly a decayed leaf nîay be seen, while

the rich dark nîold in the expanse of beds
is as free from litter as the clierisbied pot in a
wvoman's window garden.

The sanie condition ks observable tbroughi-
out the great area, of grass. There is noth-
ing of murkiness, of broken or begrimed
panes; ail is radiantly clear and brigbt. It
is easy to understand howv the sweet delicate
blossoms flourisli in such an atuiosphiere.

Mr. Dunlop's conservatories are buiît in
modern style, the short span of roof being to
the soutb, so that the suni i at riglît angles
to the angle of tbe glass, giving increased
lient from December to Match. Eigbty thou-
sand feet under glass, a dozen great glass
bouses radiating from a center:, and iii
these early montbs of tbe year, these months
of bot-bouse blooms, tvo thousand roses are
cut each day, wbile the sweet-freiglited
bushes push up two buds for every one that
is taken.

We reacb tbe fragrant roses tbrougb a
miniature forest ot featbery green baniks
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of plumy fein, aspara,: us and palms,
witlî a great bcd of smilax climbing
skyward by means of sîcriden cords . every
leaf is agloss with sunsiine and radi-
ant witb uplifting. It is beautiful to be in
the sunlight glow amnid this fresb young
gnowtb. But wve pass tbrough and beyond
it to the first of the rose gardens-a great
gleaining place filled with proud delicate
fragrant. eauties of cream and sunset tints.

Neyer a red rose here, never a touch of
deep color, but only our fairest favorites, the
exquisitc Sunset blossoms.

We stand for a little far dowvn in the midst
of tbem. There is none to disturb us. The
men are busy in otber places. So suent iLis
that we cari aîmost hiear the buds uncurling
their soft peLais; yet it is tbe silence of intense
lite and vigor, -not of death.

The sky abave the clear domed roof is
bine, softned witli chasing cloud drifts; the
sunsbmne, intcnsified and spL.rkling Lbrougli
the glass floods us %vitli golden warmtb. IL
bathes the beautiful creamy blosboms, until
they almost droop in the langour of ligbt and
beat, and wve cari watch the delicate peLaIs
uncurlingand tlî buds breaking to fullblooni.

What intense lite; wvhat content ; ivbat

perfect growvtl and development ; what
powver of fructification, is expressed in this
beautiful silent place with its long stretolies
of blossom. "ConlsidertUic lilies--lowvtlicy
grow." The involuntary sense of contrast
bctvýeen tlîîs gracions growtlî and Iiuman
stnivitig, presses strong ulpon us as WCe stand
tlmus restfully among the Sunset roses.

And then we pass tram one great glass
acreage to another. Here are the crimison
roses, from the deep-tintcd damask to the
pale slîell-pink of the bridai rose. Great
full-hearted American Beauties send tlîeir
heavy sweetniess to greet us, wlîile tbe
J acqueminot awaits our coming. Wc pause
to admire tue moss roses-cnison buds
enveloped in their fretted fringe of green.

Presently we are among the white roses,
so delicate and pure. Tlîey too, hiave t hein
great glass ganden, and doivnl among tlîen
wve flnd tbat rarest and tilost fainy-like con-
ceptioîî-tbe wvhite iioss rose. We involuii-
tary lield our breathl, as we bent over tlîe be-
wiuching tbing, so dainty, cool, and exquisite.

Acres ot

glass, ready

cutting, su cet
and briglit for
the Easter

is a beautiful

otlier flowens
wvere ready al-

SO. 'wo great

are given over
to carnations,
a flower fast
increasing in
porularityand
tbe cul tivation

specialty sec-
ond onlyto the

* roses in the
Dunlop con-
servat ories.

One wvould
bardly recog-
nize the oId-

fashioncd, raggcd-fringed 'pink' ini tbese
stretching fields of double wvhite beauties,
withi their fragrant clove pertume.

We pass amid flautiting azaleas and rhodo-
denrons, their sturdy bushiLs aIl aflame.

Violets and swveet peas, and the Easter
lillies standing like taîl white angels witb
golden barps ; thbe we find alI ablossom in
tbe sunlight. But we come back, amiong the
roses. We walked on an elevated pathway
above the rosebusb tops, aud looked dowu
at the massoftdclicate bloomn-on and on, ft
down beneath theglass, until once again we are
alone, bidden in a %vreath of grow~ing tîîings.

Tbe odor of the f-esb earth beds comes
about us witb vitaiizing power, the leaves
and blossams glisten %vith receut spraying.
Ail about us, and in far reacbing vistas, is a
wvealth of delicate roses bending in bud and
blossomn upon tbeir slender stems. Up
above througli the arcbing glass the blue sky
ivitb its drift ot ,oft,.,,bite cloud-s bnds graci-
ously ta the great, stretcb of bloom bcucath
the glass, wvhile the suri pourb an eternial
summer time down. And as we stand iii the
midst of the flowecrs thejoy and beauty creep
into our bearts, and we gather, in the bnood-
ing silence, the secret of thein peace.


