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The Gardens of Memory

FROM AUNT JANE OF KENTUCKY

BY ELIZA CALVERT HALL
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Each of UE had bis own way of classi-
fying humanity To m as a child
anl women fell naturally into two great
divisions thou who had ganlens and
thos who had only bouses

Brick walls and pavements hemmed
and robbed me of my birthrights and-

t the fancy of childhood a garden wan a
paradise and the people who had gardens
were happy Adams and Eves walking in
a golden of sunshine and showers
vita green leaves and blue sky overhead
ana blossoms springing at their feet
while those others dispossessed of lifes
springs summers autumns appeared
darkly entombed in shopa and parlors
where the year might M well have been-
a perpetual winter

As I grew older I learned that there
was a small subclass composed of people
who not only possessed gardens but
whose gardens possessed then and it

spots sown and and tended by these
that blossom eternally in ones

as veritable vailima gardens of
dreams

In every ones mind there is a lonely
space alt ost abandoned of consciousness
the tune between Infancy and childhood
It is like that period when the earth
was without form and void and dark-
ness was upon the face of the deep

like lost stars floating in the
firmament of mind will be found two or
three faint memories remote and

With me one of these mom
crifg is of a garden I was riding with
my father along a pleasant country road
There were sunshine and a gentle wind
and white clouds in a blue sky We
stopped at a gate My father opened it
and I walked up a grassy path to the
ruins of a The chimney was still
snnding but all the rest was a heap of
blackened halfburned rubbish which
spring and summer were covering with
wild vines and weeds and aroupd the
ruins of the house lay the ruins of
the garden The honeysuckle bereft
if Its trellis wandered helplessly over
the ground and amid a rank growth-
of weeds sprang a of yellow snap

ngons I remember the feeling of rap
that was mine at the thought that-

I had found a garden where flowers
be gathered without asking permis-

sion of any one And as long as I live
t sight of a yellow snapdragon on a
jnTy day will bring back my father from
Is grave and make me a little child again
fathering flowers in that deserted garden
vhich is seemingly in another world than

later memory than his is of a place
that was scarcely more than a paved

vjrt lying between high brick walls
B t because we children waated a garden-
E much we called it by that name and
iero and there a little of Mother Earths

m left uncovered gave us some
ntrrant for the misnomer Yet the spot

not without Its beauties and a lew-
rxcting child might have found content
vhin its boundaries

Here was the Indian peach tree whose
pink blossoms told us that spring had
rTi Its fruit in the late summer

the pomegranate in its rich color
bloodtinctured with a veined human-

ity and its friendly limbs held a swing
In which we cleft the air like the
Yet even now the sight of an Indian
reach brings melancholy thoughts A
yellow honeysuckle clambered over a
wall But this flower has no perfume
urid a honeysuckle without perfume te-

a base pretender to be cast out of the
family of real sweetscented honeysuckle
There were two roses of similar quality
on that detestable mockery known as
th burrrose I have for this flower the
fueling of repulsion that one has for
rTtain disagreeable human beings
r ope with cold clammy hands for
Instance I hated its feeble pink color
its rough calyx and its odor always
mirie me think of vast holds of snow and
1 s hanging from snowcovered
vrjrr leaden wintry skies Unhappy mis
tike to call such a thing a rose and
Tnt it a childs garden The only
ITV where it might lilly grow is
th side of the road that led Childe

and to the dark tower between the
lit of stubbed ground and the marsh
r r to the palsied with Its roots

ft in the bog clay and rubble sand
tnJ stark black dearth

The other rose I recall with the same
Iitlike though it was pleasing to the
f y The bushx was UM and had the
rature of a climber for It drooped in
a ackadalslcal way and had to be tied
tj a stout poet I think it eould have
Ftond upright had it chosen to do so
rl its drooping seemed only nn ugly

Liblt without grace The creamwhite
fowers grew In clusters and the buds

rally beautiful but color and form
tire only the body of the rose the soul
the real self te the rose odor and no-

m soul was incarnated in its petals
Agiin and again deceived by its beauty-
I would hold h close to my face to

its fragrance and alwawi Its
hint sickeningsweet odor brougnt me
f nly disappointment and disgust It was
n Lamia among rows Another peculiar-
ity was that it had very few thorns and-
t fi few wore small and weak

thorn is as much a part of the true
rose as Its sweetness and lacking the
T SQ thorn and the rose perfume what
claim had it to the rose name I never
siw this false rose elsewhere than inre false garden and because it grew
t r and because it dishonored Its royal
firri I would not willingly meet it
fa e to face again

Vc children cultivated sweetscente-
dKrtnums in pots but a flower In

vas to me like a bird in a cage and
Tic fragrant geraniums gave ra no more
lleasur than did the scentless many
licd ladysslippers that we planted In
liny borders and the purple flowering
J ins and white blossoms of the madeira
vines that grew on a tall trellis by the
cisterns grassy mound There was
ioting hero to satisfy my longing and
I med hungrily to other gardens whose
gar s were open to me in those early
ciys in one of those was a vast bed
r f purple heartsease flower ot tho beauti-
ful nnrne Year after year they had bios

ned and gone to seed till the harvest
nf flowers in their season was pst

hiring and any child In tho neighbor-
hood was at liberty to pluck them by
io handful while the wicked ones played-
t chicken fljthtlngV and littered the

ground with decapitated bodies Ther-
es no heartsease nowadays only tho mag-
nificent pansy of which It was the modest
forerunner But one little cluster of dark
spi y blooms like those I used to gather
in that old garden would be more

than the most splendid pansy created
by the florists art

The lily of the valley calls to mind a
pardon almost In the heart of town
vhere this flower went forth to possess
the land and spread itself in so reckless
a growth that at intervals it had to b
uprooted to protect the landed rights
of the rest of the community Never

there such beds of lilies And when
pierced the black loam with their

Unff sheathlike leaves and broke their
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alabastar boxes of perfume on the feet of
spring the most careless passerby was
forced to stay hit steps for one ecstatic
moment to look and to breath to forget
and to remember The shadow of the
owners house lay on this garden at
the morning hour and a tan brick build-
Ing intercepted its share of the afternoon
sunshine but the love and care of the
wrinkled old woman who tended it took
the place of real sunshine and every-
thing planted here grew with a luxuriance
not seen in sunnier and more favored
spots The mistress of the garden when
questioned as to this would say it was
because she gave her to all who
naked and the God of loved the
cheerful lver and blessed her an
abundance of bud and blossom

philosophy of human life she used in
her management of this little plant
for burying the woods at the roots
flowers the evil was made to minister
to tho good anti the nettle the plantain
end alt their Kind were transmuted by
natures tine chemistry into pinks lilies
and roses

The purple splendor of the wistaria
recalls the garden that I always entered
with a fearful Joy for here a French
gardener reigned absolute and the

might be looked at but not pulled
from those wild gardens-

of the neighboring woos where w s

children roamed at will shouting rap-
turously over the finding of a of
scentless blue violets or delicate anemones
that withered aUld were thrown away
before we reached home an
alas of our later lives

There was one garden that I coveted
in those days as Naboth coveted his
neighbors vineyard After many years
so many that my childish longing was
almost forgotten I had it I and my
children Together we played under the
beehaunted undone and looked at the
sunset through the scarlet and yellow
leaves of the sugar maples and I learned
that every is the prophecy of its
own if the fulfillment is
long delayed it is only that it may be
richer and deeper when it does come

All were gardens of the South
but was over I watched
the quick luxuriant growth of flowers
through the brief summer of a northern
clime The Canterburybell so like a
prim pretty maiden the dahlia that
stately dame always In court costume of
gorgeous velvet remind me of those well
kept beds where not a leaf or flower was
allowed to grow awry and In one ancient
garden the imagination of a child found
wings for many an airy flight The town
itself bore name of the English noble-
man well known in Revolutionary days
Not far away his mansion sturdily dIed
the touch of decay and ad-

monished the a degenerate present
tb remember their glorious past The
house that sheltered me that summer
was known in colonial days as the Black
horse Tavern Its walls had echoed to
the tread of patriot and Tory who gath-
ered here to drink a health to Gen

or to King George end pa-

triot and Tory too had trod the paths
of the garden and plucked Its flow-

ers and Its fruit la the times that
tried mens souls By the beck gate grew-
a strawberry apple tree and every morn-
ing the dewy grass held a nights wind-
fall of the tiny red apples that wore
the reward of the child who rose earliest
A wonderful grafted tree that bore two

of fruit gave the place a touch
magic and no explanation

of the process of grafting ever diminished
the awe I felt when I stood under this
tree and saw spice apples growing-
on one limb winter pearmains
on all the others The pound sweeting
the Bpitzenberg and many sister
were there and I stayed long
see them ripen into perfection While
they ripened I the jewellike
clusters of red and a
certain rare English gooseberry which
English hands had brought from
the seas and planted here when
of the BlackHorte swung over the tavern
door The ordinary gooseberry Is a ple-

beian but this one was more patri-
cian its name and its name was

the King George Twice as large as
the kind translucent and

white when fully ripe and of an in-
comparable sweetness and flavor it could
have graced a Kings table and held its
own with the delicate strawberry or the
regal And then beet of all it
was a fruit whereof we children
ate by stealth and solemnly that
we had not eaten Could of
the HeeperMe have held more charms

At the end of the long Dutch stoop I
found the wands of the snowberry whose
tiny flowers have the odor and color of
the trolling arbutus and whose waxen
berries me of the crimson

fields Fuchsias
and darkred clove In a pecul-
iarly rich and by the back
fence and over a pot of the muskpiant
I to bans as Isabella hung over
her pot of basil I had never seen it
before and have never seen It staca
but by the witchery of perfume one of its
yellow flowers one of its soft pale green
loaves could place me again in that
garden of the old Inn a child wafting
among the sheets gad memories of a past
century

In all these flowery closes here are
rich aftermaths but when Memory goes
agleaming she dwells longest en tho
evenings and mornings once spent In
Aunt Janes garden

I dont reckon Solomon was thinkin
flower gykrdens when he said there

time for all things Aunt Jane
was wont to say but anyhow Its so
You know the Bible says that the Lord
God walked in the gyarden of Eden IB

tho cool of the day and thats the
best time for rosIn flowers the cool of
the mornln and the cool of the cvanln
Theres jest as much difference between
a flower with the dew on It at sunup
end a flower In middle o the day as
there is between a woman when shes
fresh from a good nights sleep and when
shes cookin a 13 oclock dinner in

hot kitchen You think them poppies
are mighty pretty with the sun shlnln
on em but tho poppy a sun flower
Its a sunrise flower

And so I found them when I saw them
In the faint light of a summer dawn
delicate and tremulous like lovely appa-
ritions of the night that an hour of sun
wilt dispel With other flowers the miracle
of blossoming Is performed so slowly
that we have no time to watch its every
stage There is no precise moment whan
the rose leaves become a bud or when
the bud turns to a fullblown flower
But at by a bed of poppies you may
watch of a flower as it slips
from the calyx resting it to the ground
as a soul casts aside its outgrown body
and smoothing the from Ha
silken petals it faces in serene
beauty the night of death be but
a few

And some evenln when the moons
full and theres a dew fallln continued
Aunt Jane thats the time to see
roses and to smell roses too And

theyre sundown flowers
You como Into my about the
0 next some
when the suns goin down and youll
see the white ones lookin like stars
and the yeller ones shlnln like big gold
lamps in the dusk and when the last
light o the sun strikes the red ones they
look like cups 0 wino and some of em
turn to colors that there aint any names
for Chrysanthemums jest match the rod
and yeller leaves on the trees and the
colors you see In the sky alter the first
frosts when the cold weather begins to
set in Yes honey theres a time and
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a season for everything flowers too
JoeL as Solomon

An old garden an old life Who
plants from youth to age writes a record
of the years in leaf and blossom and the
spot becomes as sacred as old wine old
books and old friends Here In the gar
den of Aunt Janes planting I found that
flowers were also memories that

were folded in the petals of roses
land lilies that a roses perfume might
be a voice from a vanished summer and
even the snake gliding across our path
might prove H messenger a story
of other days Aunt a pass
at It with her hoe and laughed as the
little creature disappeared on the other
side of the fence

I never see a striped snake she said
that I dont think o Sam Amos and the

time he saw snakes It wasnt often wa
got a jelte on Sam but his tunament
and his snake kept us laughln for many
a day

Sam was one o them big blunderin
men always glvin Mllly trouble and
havin trouble himself jest through pure
keerlesenes He meant well and Milly
used to say that if what Sam did was
even half as good as what Sam intended-
to do thered be one perfect man on
Gods earth One of his keerlesg ways
was scatterin his clothes alt over the
house Millyd scold and fuss it
but Sam got worse Instead o up
to the day he saw the snake and after
that Mllly said there wasnt a more order
ly man In the The way of It was
this Sam an embankment

one of his ponds and Uncle Jim
and Crawford was

helpin him It was one Monday mornln
the first of April and the weather

and sunny jest the kind to
bring out snakes I reckon there never
was anybody hated a snake as much as
Sam did Hed been skeered by one when
he was a child and never got over It
He used to say there was jest two things
he was afraid of Mllly and a snak
That mornln Uncle Jim and Amos got
to the pond before Sam did and Uncle
Jim hollered out Well Sam we beat
you this time Uncle Jim never got
tired teltin what happened next He
Mid Sam run up the embankment with
his spade and sot it in the and
his foot on it to it next
minute be give that you could a
heard half a mile slung the spade over
In the middle o the pond three
feet in the air and run em-

bankment yeHIn and kickln and throwln
his arms about in every direction sad at
last he fell down on the ground a good
distance from the pand

Amos and Uncle Jim was so taken
by surprise at first that they jest stood
still and looted Amos says says he
The mans gone essay all at once

Uncle Jim says Hes havin a spell His
father and grandfather before him used
to have them spells

They run up to him and found him
sbakin like a leaf the cold sweat
treamln out of every and gasptn
and sayin Take it it away
and all the time he was throwln out his
left foot in every direction Finally
Uncle Jim grabbed hold of his foot and
there was a red and black necktie stlckin
out o the leg of his He pulled-
it out and says he whats
your Sunday necktie dots up your pants
leg

They said Sam looked at it In a fool
ish sort o way and then he fell back
laughln and cryin at the same time
jest like a woman and it was live min-
utes or more before they could stop him
Uncle Jim brought water and put on his

and Amos tanned him with his hat
at last they got hint in such a fix

that he could sit up sad talk and says
he

I took oft my necktie test night and
slung it down on a chair where my every-
day pants was layin When I put my
foot In my pants this taornin I must
carried the necktie and by the
time I got to UM down
and I thought it was a black snake with
red

He to git up but his ankle
was sprained and Uncle Jim says Xo
wonder Sans you about six
when you saw
your pants leg

And Sam Six feet I know I
six hundred Uncle Jim
they got the house and

told Mllly about it and she says Well
Sam Im too sorry for you to laugh at
you like Uncle Jim but I must say this
wouldnt a happened if youd up
that necktie and put it away
drawer

Sam was tettln on the side of the bed
his and he give a groan

he has come to a fine
peas hi Kentucky when a sober God
fearin man like me has to put his neck
tie In the top drawer to keep from
snakes-

I declare to goodness laughed Aunt
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Jane as she laid down her trowel and
pushed beck her calico sunbonnet If I
never heart Anything funny again in this
world I could keep on laughln tilt I dlej
jest over things I rteollet The trouble-
is there aint always anybody around to
laugh with mo Amos aint nothln
hut a namo to you child but to me hes

as real as If he hadnt been dead
these many and I can laugh over
the things to do the same ae if
they happened yesterday

Only a name I had read It on a
lichencovered stone in the old burying
ground but as I walked home through
the twilight I would hardly been
startled if Sam Amos In the pride of
life had come riding past m on his bay
mare or If Uncle Jim Matthews voice
of cheerful discord had with the
spring song of the from

awl pond
It Janes motto that wherever

a weed would grow a flower would grow
and carrying out this principle of plant-
ing her garden was continually extend-
ing Its boundaries and denlaens of the
garden proper were to be found in every
nook and corner of her domain In the
spring you looked for grass only and lu

starting up at your feet like the unex-
pected joys of life came the golden
daffodil the paler narcissus the purple
iris and the and yellow tulip flour-
ishing as bravely as in the soil of Its
native Holland and for a few sunny
weeks the front yard would be a great
flower garden and leaf
would walk ll

the velvet grass never
knowing how much beauty and fragrance
lay hidden In the darkness of the earth
But when I go back to Aunt Janes gar-

den I pass through the front yard and
the back yard between rows of lilac
syringas calycanthue and honeysuckle-
I open the rickety gate and find myself
in a genuine oldfashioned garden the
homely inclusive spot that all
growing things to Its
type of the days when there were no Im-

passable barriers of gold and caste be-

tween man and his brother man In the
middle of the garden stood a summer-
house or arbor whose crumbling tim-
bers were knit together by interlacing
branches of honeysuckle and running
roses The summerhouse had four en
trance opening on four paths that di-

vided the ground into quartersections
occupied by vegetables and small fruits
and around these like costly embroidery
OR the hem of a homespun garment ran
a wide border of flowers that blossomed
from early April to November shift-
Ing from one beauty to another as each
flower had its little day

are flowerlovers who love some
and other flowerlovers who love

all flowers Aunt was of the
class The commonest plant
Its own humble way to be sweet and
beautiful was sure of a place here and
the haughtiest aristocrat who sought ad-

mission had to lay aside all pride of place
or birth and acknowledge her kinship
with common humanity The
rose could not hold aside her
contact with the cabbagerote the lav-
ender could not disdain the companion-
ship of sage and All must live
together in the a perfect de
mocracy Then If the great Gardener be-

stowed rain and sunshine when they
were needed midsummer days would
show a glorious symphony of color
around the gray farmhouse and through
the enchantment of bloom and fragrance
flitted an old woman whoso dark
glowed with the joy of living and the joy
of remembering all lifes other summers

To Aunt Jane every flower in the garden
was a human thing with a life story and
close to the summerhouse grew one
historic rose heroine of an old romance
to which I listened one day as we sat-
in the arbor where of honey-
suckle blooms their
fragrance on the air

Grandmothers rose child thats all
the name its got she said in answer
to my question I reckon you think a
flnelookln rose like that ought to have
a flnesoundin name But I never saw
anybody yet that knew enough
roses to what its right name is
be when deed and gone somebody
tack a French name on to it but as long
as it grtpvs in my gyarden Itll be jest
grandmothers rose and this h how it
come by the name

My grandfather and grandmother was
amongst the first settlers of Kentucky
They come front the Old Dominion over
the Wilderness road way bock yonder
goodness knows when Did you ever think
child how curious it was for them men to
leave their homes and risk their own
lives and the of their little children
and their to git to a new
country It appears to me they must a
been led jest like Columbus was when
he crossed the big ocean la his little ships
I reckon if the women and children had
had their way about It the bears and
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A PLEASING STYLE FOR A BLOUSE

2569

The woman who sows for herself will
find the waist sketched a pretty style for
making without much diflJculty In mull
or another tub fabric a bit of embroidery
or insertion might adorn it though the
waist Is quite attractive enough without
further elaboration than the groups of
tucks In waist and sleeve Pongee fash-
ions some very practical and pretty waists
in this stale while a light cloth or 51k

¬

might serve as well For the medium
size 3 yards of 32inch material are
needed Six sizes J2 to 42 inches bust
measure-

A pattern of this may be obtained by
Inclosing 10 cents in stamps and ad
dressing Pattern Department The Wash-
ington 734 Fifteenth street north

number 2669 and BZ
Herd

west

¬

¬

wildcats and would be here yet
But a mast he pleases and-

a womans got to foller and thats
way it was with grandfather and grand-
mother Ive h ird mother say that
grandmother cried for a week when she
found she bad to go and every now and
then shed sob out I wouldnt wind It
so much If I could take my gyarden
When they begun packln up their thing
grandmother took up this rose and put it
in an iron kittle and laid plenty of good-
rich oarth around the roots Grandfather
said the load they had to carry was heavy
enough without puttin In any useless
things But grandmother says she
If you leave this roso behind you can

leave me too So the klttlo and
went Four weeks they was on their

every time they come to a creek or
a river or a spring grandmotherd water
her rose and when they got to their
Journeys end before theyd ever
a tree or laid a stone or broke ground

cut the sod with nn axe and then
she took grandfathers huntln knife and
dug a hole and planted her rose Grand
father cut some limbs off a beech tree
and drove em into the ground all around-
it to keep it from beln tramped down
and when that was gone grandmother

Now build the house so this
roseH stand on the righthand side o
the front walk Maybe I wont die of
homesickness If I can set on my front
doorstep and see one flower from my
old Virginia gyarden

Well grandmother didnt die of home
sickness nor rose either The tress
plantln was good for both of em She
lived to b ninety years old and when
she died the house wouldnt hold the
children and grandchildren and great
grandchildren that come to the funeral
And hares her roee growin and btoomln
yet like there wasnt any such things-
In the world as old age and death And
every spring I gether a basketful o these
pink roses and by em on her grave over
yonder in the old buryinground

Some folks family china and fam-
ily sliver that theyre mighty proud of
Martha Crawford used to have a big blue
and white bowl that belonged to her greet
grandmother and she thought more o that
bowl than did of everything eta in
the house Mllly Amos had a set o
spoons thatd been in her family for four
generations and was too precious to use
and Ive got my family rose and Its jest
as deer to me as china and silver are
to other folks I recollect after father
died and the estate had to be divided up
and sister Mary and brother Joe and the
rest of em was teyln claim to the
flawfooted mahogany table and the old
secretary and mothers cherry sideboard
and such things as that and brother Joe
turned around upd says to me says he-

M Is there anything you want Jane
If there Is speak up and make it known
And I says The rest of you can take
what you want of furniture and If
theres anything that can be my
part If there aint anything left therell
be no quarrclin for theres jest one
thing I want and thats grandmothers-
rose

They all laughed and sister Mary
says Aint that Jest tike r and
brother Joe says says he

You shall baY it Jane and further
than that Ill see to the traasplamin

That very evenin he come over and-
I showed hint where I wanted the rote
to stand He dug way down Into the
clay theres nothln a rose better
child than good red clay and got a
wheelbarrer load o from woods
and we put that in first and the
roots In It and peeked em good and
firm first with woods soil then with
clay waterln it all time When

through I says Now you pretty
tiling you if you could come all the way
from Virginia in a old Iron kittle you
surely wont mind beta moved from
fathers place to mine Now youve got
to live and bloom for me same as you
did for mother

You neednt laugh child That rose
knew jest what I said and did jest what-
I told it to do U looked like everything
favored us for it was early la the spring
things was beginnin to put out leaves
and the next day was cloudy and cool
Then it began to rain and rained for
thirtysix hours right along And when
the sun come out grandmothers rose
come out too Not a leaf on it ever
withered and me and my children and
my childrens children have gathered
flowers from it all these years Folks
say Im foolish about It and I reckon I
am Ive outlived most o the people I
love but I dont want to outlive this
rose Weve both weathered many a hard
winter and two or three times its been
winterkilled clean to the ground and I
thought Id lost It Honey it was like
beta a child But theres never been
a winter yet hard enough to kill the life
la that roses root and I trust there never
will while I live for spring wouldnt
be spring to me without grandmothers
roee

Tell straight and strong it stood this
oft transplanted pilgrim rose and
whether in bloom or clothed only in its
rich green foliage you saw at a glance
that it was a flower of royal lineage
When spring covered It with buds and
fullblown blossoms of pink tn true
rose color it spoke of queens gardens
and kings palaces and every satiny
petal was a palimpsest of song and
legend Its perfume was the attarof

scent like that of the roses of
India It satisfied and satiated with Its
rich potency And bothering this odor and
gazing Into its deep wells of color you
had strange dreams of those other pil-

grims who left home and friends and
Journeyed through the perils of a track
lees wilderness to plant still farther west-
ward the rose of civilization

To Aunt Jane there werethree epochs
in a gardens life daffodil time rose
time and chrysanthemum time and
the blossoming of all other flowers would
be chronicled under one of these periods
just as we say of historical events that
they happened in the reign of this or
that queen or empress But this garden
had all seasons for its own and even in
winter there was a deep pleasure In walk-
ing its paths and noting how bravely life
struggled against death in the frozen
bosom of the earth-

I once asked her which flower she loved
best It was daffodil time and every
gold cup held nepenthe for the nightmare
dream of winter She glanced reprovingly-
at me over hor spectacles-

It appears to me child you ought
to know that without askln she said

Did you ever see as many daffodils In
one place before No and you never
will 1va been plantin that flower every
spring for sixty years and Ive never
got too many of em yet I usodUto call
em JohnnyJumpups till Henrietta told

me that their right name was daffodil
But Johnnyjumpup suits em best for
it kind o tells how they come up in the
spring The hyacinths and tulips they
hang back Ull they know itll be warm
and comfortable outside but those daf-
fodils dont wait for anything Before
the snows gone youll see their leaves
pushln up through the cold ground and
the buds come hurryln along tryln to
keep up with the loaves Jest like they
knew that little children and old women
like me was waltln and longln for em
Why Ive seVen these flowers bloomln
and the snow fallln over em in March
and they didnt mind It a bit I got my
start 0 daffodils from mothers gyarden
and every fall Id divide the roots up and
scatter em out till I got the whole place
pretty well sprinkled with em but the
biggest part of em come from the old
Harris farm three or four miles down the
pike Forty years ago that farm was
sold and the man that bought it tore
things up scandalous He called it re
modelln I rlcollect but it looked more
like rulnln to me Old Lady Harris was
like myself she couldnt git enough of
these yeller flowers Sho had a double
row of em all around her gyarden and
theyd even gone through the fenco and
come up in the cornfield and who ever
plowed that field had to be careful not
to touch them daffodils

Well as soon as the new man got
possession he begun plowln up the
garden and one evenin the news come
to me that he was throwln away Johnny
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jumpups by the wagonload I put on
my sunbonnet and went out where Abram
was at work in the fleW and says I
Abram youve got to stop ptowin and
put horse to the spring wagon and
take me over to the old Harris place
And Abram says says he Why Jane
rd like mighty well to finish this field
before night for It looks like it might
rain tomorrow Is It anything particular-
you want to go for

Says I Yes I never was so particular
about anything in my life as I am about
this I hear theyre pSowln up Old Lady
Harris gyarden and throwin the flowers
away and I want to go over and git a
wagontoad o Johnnyjumpups

Abram looked at m a minute like he
thought I was my senses and then
he burst out laughin and says he Jane
who ever heard of a farmer stoppin1

to go after JohnnyJumpups-
And who ever hoard of a farmers wife
askin him to do such a thing-

I walked up to the plow and begun-

to unfasten the trace chains and says I
Business before pleasure Abram If Its

goln to rain tomorrow thats all the
more reason why I ought to have my
JohnnyJumpups set out today The
piowin can wall till back

Of course Abram give la when h saw
how I wanted the flowers But he broke
out laughln two or three times while
b was hitchla up and says he Dont
tell any o the neighbors Jane that I
stopped ptowin to go after a load of
Johnnyjumpups

When we got to the Harris place we
found JohnnyJumpups lyin In a
gully by the side o the road a pitiful
sight to anybody that loves flowers and
understands their feellns We loaded up
the wagon with the pore things and
soon as we got home Abram took his h e

and made a little trench alt around th
gyarden and I set out JohnyJump
ups while Abram finished his ptowin and
the next day rain fell on
cornfield and on my flowers

Do you see that row o daffodils ovr
yonder by the front fence child all
leaves and no blossoms

I looked In toe direction of her pointing
finger and saw long line of flowerless
plants standing like sad and silent guests
at the festival of spring

Its been six years since I set out
there said Aunt Jane impressively and
not a flower have they had in all that
time Some folks say Its because I moved
em at the wrong time o the year But
the same week I moved those I moved
some from my yard to Elizabeth Craw
fords and Elisabeths bloom every year
so it cant be that Some folks said the
place I had em in too shady and
I put em right out there where the fcun

strikes on till it sets and still they
wont bloom Its my opinion honey that
theyre Jest homesick I believe if I was
to take them daffodils back to Aunt
Matildas and plant em In the border

they used to grow alongside o

sage and lavender and thyme that
theyd go to btootnin again Jest like they
used to You know how the children of
Israel pined and mourned when they was
carried Into captivity Well every time I
look at my daffodils I think o them home
sick Israelites askin How can we sing
the songs o ZIon in a strange land

You neednt laugh cblkl A flower Is

Jest as human as you and me Look at
that vine yonder takln kohl of every-

thing that in Its way like a little
child to walk And calycanthus
buds see how youve got to hold em In
your hands and warm em before theyll
give out their sweetness Jest like children
that youve got to love and pet before
theyll let you glt acquainted with
You see that pink over by the

pointing to a La France heavy
with blossoms Well that rose didnt
do anything but put out leaves the first
two years I had it A bud might come
once in a while but It would blast before
it was half open And at last I says to
It says I What Is It you want honey

I know Dont you Ilk place you r
planted In and the hollyhocks and
for neighbors And one day I took it
up and set it between that white tea
and another L France and it went to
lloomin right away It didnt like the
neighborhood It was in you see And
did you ever hear o people dteappeaiin
from their homes and never beln found
any more Well flowers can disappear
the same way The year before I was
married there was a big bed o pink
chrysanthemums growin under the dinln
room windows at old Dr Pendletons It
Wasnt a common magenta pink It was
as clear pretty a pink as that La France
rose Well I saw that fall for the
tint time and last The next year
there wasnt any and when I asked wh re
theyd gone to nobody could tell anything
about And ever since then Ive been
searchnV In every old gyarden In tilt
county but Ive never found m and I
dont reckon I ever wilL

And theres my roses Jut look at
em Every color a could be and
pretty near every kind there Is Wouldnt
you think Id be satisfied But theres-
a roes I lost sixty years ago and the
ricollectton 0 that rose keeps me from
bean satisfied with all Ive got It grew
In Old Lady Elrods gyarden and nowhere
else and there aint a rose here except
grandmothers that I wouldnt give up
forever if I could Jest find that rose
again

Ive tried many a to toll folks
about that rose but I cant somehow get
hold of the words I reckon an old
woman like me with little or no lea rain
couldnt be expected to tell how that
rose looked any moren he could be
expected to draw it and paint it I ran
say it was yeller but that word yeller
dont tell the color the rose was Ive
got all the shades of yeller in my gyardcn
but nothln like the color o that rose It
got deeper and deeper towards the middle
and lookin at one of them roses half
opened was like lookin down Into a gold-
mine The leaves crinkled and curled back
towards the stem as fast as it opened
and the more I opened the prettier It
was like some women that grow better
lookin the older they grow Mary An
dews was one o that kind and when it
comes to teilin you how it smelt Ill jest
have to stop There never was anything
like it for sweetness and it was a dif-
ferent sweetness from any other rose God
ever made

I ricollect Miss Penelope come
in church one Sunday dressed in white
with a black velvet gyirdle round her
waist and a bunch o these roses buds
and halfblown ones and fullblown ones
fastened in the gyirdle and that bunch
0 yeller roses was song and sermon and
prayer to me that day I couldnt take
my eyes ore am and I thought that if
Christ had seen that rose growin in
the fields around Palestine he wouldnt
V mentioned lilies when he said Solomon-
in all his glory was not arrayed like
one of these

I always Intended to ask for a slip
of It but I waited too long It got lost
one winter and when I asked Old Lady
trod about it she said Mistress Parish
I cannot tell you whence it came nor
whither it went The old lady always
used mighty pretty language

Well honey them two lost flowers Jest
haunt me Theyre like dead children
You know a house may be full o livln
children but if theres one dead-
a motherll see lt face and hoar its voice
above all others and thats the way with
my lost flowers No matter how many
roses and chrysanthemums I have I k j p
SHin Old Lady Elrods yeller roses
danglln from Miss Penelopes gyirdle and
that bed 0 pink chrysanthemums under
Dr Pendletons dlnlnroom windows

Each mortal has his Carcassonne
Here was Aunt Janes but it was no
matter for a tear or even a sigh And
I thought how the sting of life would lose
its venom If for every soul the un
attainable were embodied In nothing more
embittering than two exquisite lost
flowers

One afternoon In early July I stood with
Aunt Jane In her garden It was the time
of roses and in the midst of their opulent
bloom stood the tall white lilies hand-
maidens to the Queen Here and there
over the warm earth oldfashioned pinks
spread their prayerrugs on which a
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EXCURSIONS

NORFOLK 6 WASHINGTON
STEAMBOAT CO

Jamestown
ExpositionPoto-

mac River
Chesapeake Bay
Hampton Roads

BY NIGHT AND DAY

Steamers Daily
8 a m d30 p m

Including Sundays

Land passengers at Expo-
sition

Modern Steel Steamers
Handsomely equipped

sad hifcTBUttoo at Tfck t
Oftcr Colorado Bide Ittb and U air or
at foot rf tn t tw

NORFOLK 6 WASHINGTON
STEAMBOAT CO

Mammoth Boardwalk

Extended Pier

All Kinds of

Amusements

Haleys Band

Dancing

Saturdays 4 25c

TRIP j Other Days bOo

SEE TRAIt SCHEDULE IS RIIIR8AB CHVMi

17th Annual Excursion

Boston House Employes Relief
Association-

TO MARSHALL HALL

TUESDAY JUNE 18
Steamer Maralpstr leaves Seventh

street wharf Washington at S4 top
Ina t Alrjcin lria going1 and returning

good on morning and afternoon
boats 2So

Str Charles Macalester
TO

MARSHALL HALL
Dally W a 1JB uA p

AppoiartaaeaU Ota All
rest tad Duce llwfc

FARE KOUKD mir tEvt
FOR MOfXT VKBNO-

XDalrlt a 13 p m iSnnday w rpt5
Fare round trip tirk tfn 50 rio-

iirwls tad

GRAND CONCERT AT

IHASE
Bjr Lzrje Section of

US MARINE BAND
Every Evening Sundays Included

Dancing Every Evening
Except Sunday Admission Free

GREAT FALLS

Washingtons Niagara

THREE GREAT WATERFALLS

Take children frr a l v N f J iT

track rumirfrttd Tk i A l I 11 If
36th and M rt Fan 3c round nil

For Mt Vernon Alexandria and
Arlington Washington Alexandria

Mt Yernon Paav
TRAINS FOR MT YERON WEEK DAIS I

11 A M 1 L P I
FOR ALEXANDRIA AND ABLINO

TON DAILY EVERY MINUTES

CARS TO KENSINGTON
Fifteenth and X Y aw ererj min u-

Co w t at tat with Ke 4eftra mi 31

uttmtt Hound trip rc at FwtcUi

Ferry Service to Alexandria
Steamer Ladunnna rrrrj sod A HALt

worshiper kneel and otter thank
for life and spring and towering over

of manycolored hollyhocks flame
and glowed in the light of setting sun
like the stained plaae windows of some
old cathedral

Arrows the flowery expanse Aunt Jan
looked wistfully toward the evening s
beyond whose stare and IoU we place
that other world called Heaven

Im like my grandmother child
said presently I know Ive sot to l avc
this country some day and Journe-
to another one and the only thing I
mind about It is givln up my gyarden

When John looked into heaven he saw
gold streets and gates of pearl but h
dont say anything about gyard n
I like what he says about no sorrer nor
cryin nor pain and God wlpln away
all tears from their eyes Thats pur
comfort But if I could Jest have Abram
and the children again and my old horn
and my old gyarden Id be to
give up the gold streets and glass COt
and pearl gates

The loves of earth sad the homes of
earth No apocalyptic vision can com
between these and the earthborn
heart

Life Is said to have begun la a garden
and If was our lost paradise mAY

not the paradise we hope to gain through
death be to the lover of nature another
garden in a now earth girdled by four
softflowing rivers and watered by mists
that arise In the night to fall on th
face of the sleeping world where ail
we plant grow unbligbted through
wlnt ries yeses and they who inherit
it go with white garments and shlnin
faces and say at morn and noon and eve
My soul is like a watered garden

LOVE SONNET OF A CHORUS GIRL

Lat night I MCB hIM te the stood roe
ought of MW Ute way he kmtet at mi

tad what I Aeaw mf MMT

He sfcaito ydfcd it MWMd la atoaM Urn so
TIter Mr his father b feaga

And tel the only aor I III wa-
H seaaethlnc V dose It to

easr thing to set the boy hi tee

He dont lock much tbrnagh b kane a
BIt if be baa U I west rn

I swat I wonH like to i w a jwctt
And rot of petrla sad fancy thins to

And then there are the papers thtnk f
Theyll ear when I haTe cattfit mv

thi aj3 Ilccurdiieradr
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JI SIo 3
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BEACH

ROUNDl
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