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t>nITH the first whiff of Spring she <rove
into town in ber gay littie blue car andW lpurcbased a gadening set.

W There were plenty of garden tools hi
the cellar and tbe shed and even in

Lva) remote corners of the garage, but they
were great, ugly, clumsy things such as

only professional gardeners use, and she, of course,
did miot ro'end to be anytîng but the rnost amateur-
lsh of amaeurs--ob dear, no! Pemhaps if abe had
Piot spied tbis particulair entrancing set in the window
of a bardware sbop, rnarked down and greatly re-
duced, she mighti bave used sorne of the many tools
at bomne and b(een content.

She drew ber car op at the curb and aligbhted tu
admire tbe set for a momnent through tbe window.
Then sbe went inside and examined fit. It consisted
of two kinds of rake, a boe, a spade, a pairof shears
and a tait, slenider-sp)outed watemîng pot wich soumIs
ordînary and unintercsting, but wben you consider
tisat al the bandles and t he watering-pot were painted
a delicate apple green with little decorative bounches
of fruit of convent ional design, il is not perhaps sur-
prising that sbe bougbt il then and there and stowed
it away in tbe littie blue car while she drove aound
on sone errands. She felt that it was airnost too
delicate for a hardware store; il was as if she had
rescued it frontant ignominious end.

Su much for the gardening set-that is, until she
passed him just leaving the office and slarting borne,
and stopped ýt o off er to drive biini mn the gay bloc car.
He was none other tban Rupert. Neyer mnil what
his last naine was, it really doesn'l mnater! He
accepted, of course, and look-ed as pleased as he
sounded. He had quite a niee face, with latughlihnus
beginning to show arc*xndi the miouth aved the dark
grey cyes, and a nome that nobody would bave

There was only roomi for twa in ber car, so the
gardening set had ta bcedisturbed, and ber litîle ex-
travagance carne to liglit.

"So-ho," 'aaid hc, examining,carefully the apple-
gen bandies and the gay buncee and clusters of

fr'uit. "I see tbe Lady Alice bas been indulging in
uselesa and expecnsive things to add to ber beauty
when ahe gardens."

He said it withnoc-sriouisness and glanced up
in time to sce the tilt of an offended chin, barely
visible because of tbe brin of ber new spring bat
whichi carne dowýn coqueîîisbly in front and on bis
ide. Provoking, tire way sorte bats are ruade!

"Really," she said, pouting and cancentrating an
her steerîng, - really, 1l aimost wish 1 badn't picked
y-ou up-.

He knew better than to believe tbis and smniled
quietly over the watering-pot which sat saucily on
his lap. She had drivýen bir bornie "umpiteen "tirnes
before and be did iot anticipate any suspension of
ber hospitality jut because he had laughed at the
apple-green gardening set. Tbey were, vemCy good
frienda and il is the privîlege of good friends to be
frank.

" It doesn't aeern t1* me," be went on, "that tools
of tIsat colour could be of the least use. Now could
they? -

"Mere mnan!" said sIre with a gay laugh. "His
point of view. No, of course not, tbey re meant
more for beauty tban use. If 1 were growing an acre
of vegetablea it miigbî be different-turnips and car-
rots and on'ions and potatoe-ugh! I 'd bave b have
ugly tools in that case-tu match, don't you sce? "

H e did not, but laughed joyously nevertheless.
They swung labo thre avenue slowly, for neither was
i any hurry, and thse tops of bbe great trees on eitber

hand, even y et bare and with no suggestion of green,
were tunad to a flamiing gold from thbe suaset glory.

Shet hougbît lie twas lookîng ahead as she xas. He'
was net. That w'as lion, se cauglit bimi in the a.ct
of looking aI bier with, well, a new expression ini bis
eye-s, wlnî she glauîced up te sa5-

"If you intended te gmow" pretty bmght flowems,
and we.îr a striw gardening biat sha ped like a big
poke-bonnet, witih silly bu rihes of fruit on it, wouldn't
yýor want te have gay lutile tools like these?"

"!Oh, 1-1 supp)ose s," be said absently, wtb bis
mîind exc I,î'iv,'ly on tbc person who would be under
the poke-honnet.

And tben she cbanged the' subject.

HJ E G RUDGINGLV yielded bhis seat te the absurd
Ilijule watering-pot wblen they came to bis blouse,

wbich was lower on bhe avenue thaîx bers. It took
hinm a verv long time to gel ont of bhc softly piuring
Itîne car and a still lonîger time ta each bis final
"gond -bye." Then she was gone vritb a wave of
ber hand and a cherry smnile; gone, with the silly a pple-
green gadening set clinkîng and jolting about b,'side
bier.

[n a vcry' few weeks il was May', wamîn and fragrant
with green growing tbings, and evemy noxx andl then,
throrîgh the long. suinny days, tire sun would slide
sbyly behind a cloul harely big enough 1t0 hi<le it,
and an absurd ittie sbower mwouîd cornie îurnbing
down toe art finou mure than mnight 1- cuntained in

JJ/'IIN ,1e sat beside lier in lier littie
blue car lie knew, she was jus!t the wife

lie needed. And because lie i.anied lier so
much le found himself "a, mute, inglorious
Milton" wlien it came to actually asking lier.
And then--well, who'd ever imagine an
apple green gardening set and a terrible
thunder sliower would have any influence
with a man who wanted a tuile, but then you
neyerr an tell,1-you'd better read "The Spring
Sonr g" a nd( see for yourself!

the apple-green watuering-pot. AXnd tbe youn~ green
things drank thîrstîly and wben the sun sfid out
from the other aide of the cloud they grew sorne more.

One evoning as thc sua was setîrng, il sbowered
upon Rupert and Alice and the apple-green gardening
set-sudde(lnly and unccrernoniously. He bad corne
over after bis evenÎing meal many limes befote, to
watch hem womk in ber garden in the short, sweet
space before dark, but neyer before bad ki rained ln
that particular tinte.

île pulled up bis coat-collar and hcld lus ground.
She man te the great wide verandah and sait watch-

n mei riantîie it rinedý, quite bard for several

minute..
"Oh, you're a fine gardener, you are!" he called,

highly arnuised. "Ru nning for cover, jusI as though
you werc cau.ghb outin, a sblower in your.best cloîhes
with rna uiîîb)rella."

." Don't came," abe retorted, mnaking a face at birn
wich be could hamdly bave seen at that distance.
"I1 don'î garden in the ain, if yeu do! Tbere's
Plenty of tirne wheili isn't raÎning. Besides, il

,ol poil My bat."
Uc continued ta stand under a bwisted nid apple

tree and the rain filtercd down upon hlm through tbe
younrg green leaves. lie leaned bis greal- length
against the truink and whistled thoughtfully for a
mornent. Theni-

"Maryý, Mary, quite contrary,
"HIow does your garden grow?'l

be cbanted slowly.
"Very n1celv, thank you, ir," she said, jumping up

and curtseyling rock-sefriously. " In spite of the
gardening set, wich I auppose is wby I an contrary,
là it?"'

"Oh, bang the gardening set!"
Hie rcacbed tbe verandah in several long strides

and tood before ber, looking downi at bier witb that
old-new expression in bis eyes.

"im sorry I teased you," he said, trying ta sec
under the brim, of the big poke-bonnet bat witb bbe

.foolisb litîle chusters of fruit upon il. She was Iooking
down ai ber sofî l-taplping foot and ariling a little.

" Oh, I don'l ndi(-really,," she said. 1Isuppose
I arn a joke somebines"

lie took a hast4 ' step er,
"Yeu are net,' he interrupted vchernently. "I

love te watch you iii yoxrr garden. N'ou seem sae-

so dainty-and-and delicate, like the flowers. 1
can't extpress it exactly-the way I feel. Maybe you
will understand soine day.

Hec stopped suddenly and looked away, into the
west where the light was fast fading. She was still
srniling a littie wistful sort of smilc; and she passed
him slowly, pulling on again her gardening gloves,
which srnelt of rich, soft earth.

.Heigho!" she siglied. "It's stopped raining,
Rupert, 1 do believe 1 cari work for a few minutes
,loger. Want to help?"

"No thanks, l'Il stay here, if you don't mind,"
whîch is just what she knew he would say, and she
laughed and said,

" It's a case of,
When Eve delved
And Ada m-"

"Ran," suggested Rupert, and chuckled at bis own wit.
"You don't mun exactly,» she said. "N'ou just

carefully avoid anytbing to (Io with growing tlower,
that's ail."

"Oh, l'i too cluinsy anmi hcavy-handed, Alice. 1
wouldn't have succss with anything short of a
pu&rPkin or n'squash thatihad a good bard sheil."C p.'rt, don't b- .rîdiculous! '" camne arnusedly
from ainong the deepening shadows under the apple
trees.

Ile pulled out his favourite pipe, lighted it, and sat
guffingnieditatively in the dusk, watching a not very

mgfiue, scarccly visible, mox e about arnong the
flowem-beds. It had l)een a vemy warn day, but, after
the manner of Spring evenings, a chiily breeze sprang
op after sundown, and he shivered involuntamily.

"lIt's too cold for you," he called, "even with your
heavy sweater on, and it's going to rain again, so
you'd better core ne

She came, flot because he had summoned her, but
because it was too dark to see any more.

" Do you know," she said, after she had put away
,the apple-green gardenîng set for the night, - 1 don't
believe you like ramn any berter than 1 do, so there! "

Which was true, but he did flot imrnediately admit it.

T HE NEXT mrnoning brouglit a sullen, lowering
sky, and a high wind which blew the ramn in

leaden sheets against the wîndow panes. And
Rupert, on bis way to the office, battled with the
cennts ini no angelic frarne of mind. Alice, looking
out upon her garden, saw it drînking greedily, though
later in the day mudd y puddles appeamed in hollows
in the flowc ,bds, ad the paths began to resembte
little running rivers. Night carne, and the wind rose
and howled in the trees and around the bouse even
louder. Alice curled up in a big soft chair by a
cheery, open &~e, listened to the water pouring from
the corner of the eave-troughs in splashing torrents,
and wondered what Rupert was doing, and whether
he would brave the storm before the evening was out
and corne over as he had alrnost every cvening for
weeks.

He did flot corne. He telephoned, and said he was
sorry be could flot corne over to sec ber, but-

Yes, she knaew be couldn't possibly corne outin
such a storrn, but perhaps it would clear to-mrnorow.
And tbcy talked ot other things for the best part of
an hour, while the wire swung and sang in thbe gale
bctween tbem.

To-mommow came and il stili rained, and the garden
bad a bedraggled look when the wind was through
with it. Tbe re was gop break in the Iow, heavy clouds
and tbe ramn feil in straigbt lunes front heavea to earth
witb discouraging persistence. Alice spent the day
sitting by an upstairs window,,working listlessly and
jnot too fast upon a pile of mnefding, wbich she hated.
She wondered if it would ever stop raining and if
anything would be lef t of ber precipus garden, and if
Rupert would cornte over this evening, and rnany
other things.

Once more be telephoned, eamly in the dripping
night, and be was still 80 sorry-

Sb was a uittle lesa sympathetie and understanding
thîs tirne and they only talked for twenty minutes.

The third day dawned upon, a swirnring womld,
and the'Avenue, the wbole of its slo ping way into
town, was a rusbing, mnuddy river and the wheels of
the passing motor cars sprayed water on either hand
as they went by. Nevemîheless, the gay little bluc
car took its mistress down in the morning during a
ternporary luit in the downpour. The streets glis-
tened and the overhead wires dripped and t.be
hrightly ligbted shops offered a great contrast to the
duli gmey outside. By lunch time the heavens had
opened, once more and the face of tbe land was poumed
upon-a steady, unrelenting main like a leaden veil.

Tbrough tbe tbird evening Alice sat with a book,
whic h ahe scarcely read, while outside tbe water fmrom
the overflowing eaves splashed noisily into great
puddles and pools below and tbe raîm kept up its
insistent, droning (Contînued on page 66)


