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M1la dy G arde n
By MARY JOSEPHINE TROTTER

"A garden is a lovesome place, God wot,
Bloomed plot,

Frînged pool,
Ferned grot-"2BUT in summing up se prettily the joys of an

ideal garden how came a proper poet person
ever to overlook that "lovesomest" of garden
delights, a sun-dial? Quaintness is the very

essence of such a horologe which marks the loitering
hours of summer days. But a
dial need not be old,,indeed, to
convey-tbe essential idea-witness
that, which centres, with much
picturesqueness, the cîty garden
of Mr. Beckett, the architect, ýTe-
ronte. A rose-bush embraces it
with a real old-tirne romance and
the clambe ring bloom takes off
the look of newness.

There is something uniqucly
feminine in that wonderful littie
g-arden-for while the effect ac-
complished is one of spaciousness,
the compass entire is twenty-
five by fifty-five feet. The paths,
the seats, the arbours, the incense
they diffuse-the whole bas seme-
thing about it which inevitably
demands "a power in this sweet
p lace, an Eve in the garden."
InstinctîveIy, one turns to greet
milady.

Privet bedges take the place of
higb board fences at the sides
and link the arden leafs with the
t reen beyon .Border beds lie

eneatb and are banked te the
paths with swect old-fashioned
flowers. Shadows manoeuvre on
the long grass walks, directed by
that finger on the dia!. And two
mid-garden plots of bloomu, cir-
cularly formed near the time-
piece, vie ail day long, in yield-
ing scent. And oh, what a feast
for the nose is that same centen-
tien--commingling, rather, for
harmony is ,the outceme!1 Per-
fume of roses and spikenard of
pinks, perhaps these fragrances
predominate in the air; but
underneath, like a sort of accomn-
paniment to a seng, are a hun-
dred, lesser, dear and delicious

A fascinating display of colour
is clcverly accomplished. J{olly-
bocks contribute mnagnificently to
it; se dIo the larkspur clumps;
and, oh yes, se too. does the
punipkin-vine Percola-the most
original featuire of aIl the place!
The dark-grecn leaves, the flam-
ing blossomns, and the gorgeous
gourds are f antastically trainedl
ever rustic wooden poles suip-
ported on colunins of cernent. "There was aj
The effect is wholly consistent
and highly attractive. The ar- A Levely City G
bour is Just where the garden ad-
joins the bouse.

In this garden the use of cernent is successfully
demonstrated. It forms, in addition te the columns
jus t referred to, the sun-dia! and two garden seats,

Tegrey of the substance preduces at once a pecui-
liar rnOssy effect which is wholly delightful to sec
amnid garden-greýen. It looks weIl, too, with the
stones wvhich border the heds.

A hune of stateIy poplar trees was intended te foot
the plot and te harmonize with the general old-world
air; but the poplars planted turned out the spread-
ing kind. The casual observer secs nothing at ail
atniss tbough the poplars are one point wluch the
oiyner regrets.

Great care bas been excrcised ini th.e grouping of
flowers and sbrubs-so that bîessoming may osily
increase in wealth as the season advances. Neyer
necd milady, here, rue bare garden patches, nor
Jack, when t>he vessels of the houise are waitiing theê
month's appropriate flowers te fl theni aill By thei
way, those "petais of blown roses on the grass" have

one of the cardinal scents fer a pot-pourri. It is
wonderful how a garden's breath can be put in a
little pet and appear when you lift the lid in tbe day
of snews. For while gardens new are busy wit
their mest voluptuous blooms already there is a
whisper of premenitien. Meaningful eeriness meves
among the trees and a dragon-fly avoids the shade
on the dial-whicb reminds that summner and sum-
mer garden jeys, themselves, have gossamer
wings.

ýower in thia8 swéet place, an Eve in this garden, a ruling grae.Y-Shielley.
arden Wbich Gives tLo Impression of Room, Thoiigh Within the Limited

Area ef 25 by 55 Foot.

Two Women
By JEAN BLEWETT

TKNOW one woman whe always haý a warm band-
Iclasp and cheery words fer ber friends. Her

smnile is enouZgh te mielt dewn any arnunt cf reserve
and coldness. It is a benediction, tbat smile. And
her eyes look inte yours witb a frank kindliness
which fairly forces a resporisive glw If there is
any geniality in yeur composition, it stirs under that
glance, asserts itself, cornes te the surface. Ne
wondcr tired eut people like to go te ber-a restfnl
woman is one of God's best gifts te a wcary old
world. No wonder that the man and the weman
with broken down hopes like te get near bier. No
wendcr those in need of sympathy scek ber eut, ne

She bas a few cares of ber own, a f ew hurts, -as
well, but she neither tells them nor looks them. It is
ail "give" witb ber; she neyer askls for some of the
precieus sympathy she spends prodigally to be re-
turned--swcet, serene, and cheery she goes ber way
making sunshine in the lives of more people than
she wots of. Do you know what she is always
asking herself ? "How is it that 1 have so many
friends ?"

I know another woman. She bas a pretty face,
but the prettiness is over-
shadowed by the querulousness.
Notbing goes right with ber, and
she resents it ilf others are nlot
as dissatisfied with life as she
is. If yeu go to her with your
troubles sbe meets you witb a
tale of woe wbiich makes yeurs
seem pigmy; if you are in hot
water she exerts herself to bring
it te a boiling peint. She is
neyer witbout a grievance. You
wait until yeu've forgotten bow
she ruffled your feathers of self-
Icomplacency tbe last time, and
try it again. Shemeets you with
a tirade against the neglecting of
one's friends, reminds you that
she haý known illness, anxiety
and trouble, yet received no visit
f rom yen, makes you wish with
all yonr beart that you hadn't
gone near ber.

Yen are feeling particularly
happy and -chance to meet ber,
She manages to convey the im-
pression that ail along she, has
been fearing you'd grow con-
ceited and proud. She is grieved.
Neyer mînd, some day yen will
know that aIl is net gold that
glitters-ah nme1

You tell ber sornothing you
hope te acconiplish, and the very
shake of ber bead assures you
that you're a fool te attcmpt it.
Yeu proudly display a piece of
work you've accemplishcd, f eel-
ing that for once she will have
te do yeu justice. If it's a pic-
turc you've painted she mcrely
clocses ber cyes and looks pained;
if it's a bouse jacket yen ve cnt,
fitted and made, she turns it
over and remarks, "Yen haven't
bound your scams.»

Do yen know wbat she is ask-
ing herself? "FTew is it that
1 bave se few friends ?"

The oni>' wonidcr is that she
bas any at all.

Misled.
S UMMER is, ubiquitseason of gallan
"philandering," as the
f rihl nlnt itf-xv1,i- evPr

affected
occasion


