






















































































































































































.HONEY lJUNCH: 

HER F'iRST LITTLE GARDEN 

wheel her chair up to the fence and talk to 
Honey Bunch while the little girl worked in 

the garden. She told Honey Bunch about 
the gardens she had had and told her what to 
do when things went wrong in the little new 

garden, for instance, when the pansy plants 

looked a little wilted. They needed more 

earth around the roots, Mrs. Lancaster said. 

She told Honey Bunch to lift up the leaves 
and see if the rich brown earth had not been 
washed away. Sure enough, it had-some of 

the roots were "sticking straight up out of 

the ground," Honey Bunch reported. 

Spot, the brown and white dog, really didn't 

frighten Lady Clare at all, but he certainly 
made people laugh. 

"Ha-ha 1" you could hear them chuckle 
when they went past the house and looked in 
the side yard. "Ha-ha 1 What in the world 

is that? A weather vane?" 
"No, it isn't a weather vane," Honey Bunch 

would explain earnestly if she happened to 

be outdoors. She knew what a weather vane







HONEY BUNCH: 83 

HER FIRST LITTLE GARDEN 

"I wouldn't," said Norman. "I'd rather 
have 'em now. What color is a cabbage rose, 
Honey Bunch?" 

"Pink," the patient Honey Bunch told him. 
"Lovely pink. And Mrs. Miller says it 
smells sweeter than any other rose she ever 
smelled." 

"I don't think cabbages smell very sweet," 
commented Norman frankly. "Wonder why 
they call it a cabbage rose?" 

"I'll ask Daddy," said Honey Bunch, who 
always asked him the questions she couldn't 
answer. 

And that night, when she asked him why 
a cabbage rose was called that, he told her he 
thought it was because once upon a time some 
one had thought it looked like a cabbage. 

"You look at a cabbage head the next time 
you go to market with Mother, Honey 
Bunch," Mr. Morton said, "and. see if you 
don't think it looks something like a rose." 

Honey Bunch remembered this, and the. 
next morning, when she and Mother went out 
to buy good things to eat, she took great pains 













































































RoNEY BUNCH: 
HER FIRST LITTLE GARDEN 

It does make a difference, you know, 
whether we lose something that we have bor

rowed or something that some one else has 
borrowed. 

Anna finally went home, mourning the loss 
of her aunt's pencil, and Norman went into 
his house to count the pennies in his bank 

again. Honey Bunch sat on the side porch 
and stared at her garden. 

"I wish I had my locket," she said to her
self. "Norman had it in his hand before the 

fire engines went by, I know he did; I saw 
it. He must have dropped it." 

Mr. and Mrs. Morton came home just be-

fore dinner time that evening and there was 
so much to tell Honey Bunch about Glen
haven and about Aunt Norma and Julie and 

Uncle Peter and Uncle Fred, Julie's daddy, 
and the messages they had sent Honey Bunch, 
that the little girl forgot about her lost locket. 

She remembered it, though, when she was 
going to bed and she told her mother about 
the pirate game and what had happened that 
afternoon. 















































































160 HONEY BUNCH: 

HER FIRST LITTLE GARDEN 

had worked in their gardens without the help 
of paid gardeners. 

"Oh, Mother 1" cried Honey Bunch, leaning 
over to look down at her mother. "I won a 
first prize." 

"You've another first prize.'' said Mr. An
derson, taking another ribbon from the table. 
"This is the blue ribbon for the children's 
class. Your sunflowers have also won a rib• 
hon for you in the novelty class. And here,'' 
he added, taking a box from his pocket, "are 
the gold pieces that go with the ribbons." 

Honey Bunch opened the box. Inside was 
pink cotton and on the pink cotton were three 
gold pieces. Honey Bunch knew they were 
gold pieces, for her uncle Peter sent her one 
every Christmas. Her mother put them in 
the bank for her and Honey Bunch was going 
to save them till some day she had enough to 
take her to college. She wanted to go to the 
same college that Uncle Peter went to, but if 
they wouldn't have girls there, she said she 
would go to her mother's college. 

How the crowd did clap for Honey Bunch I 
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