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-Aprit=As:though-the-month-were-not-enough-gloomy, those—
pie-inside th h'o'\I_sg;pickl;ﬂg‘»thc.ﬁx_ﬂc.fo'er}ﬁf -cleaning
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stoves. In distant Greenwich Village, poets are dining
night on shad roc, cating more than théir share, much more.
“Roe. Go blow low foc Joe, It is pcanut butter here, on crusts.

N noted, April is the month for clcaning, and that brings

“up the crux of the matter. In April, the gardener just has

too many .démands on.his time. He must tidy up, which is

“understood. It is also understood that he must correct a little
‘error-of his ®wn devising. This was during the winter when,

- restless on a warm-day;-he-mapped out certain changes in the
landscapé. No, not a stone wall this time, for building the wall—
of '56 gave him an allergy to rocks from which he has not
yet recovered.

What he did that day was to decide on adding ten feet to
one cnd of the garden, moving some hcavy SHFLS from ans —
other end, and building a gravel path down the middle. On
that warm day in January, he was fool enough to map out the

—_whole_project with actual stakes, and—worse still-to tell every-

one about it. Now {hose stakes stand-like-the-pointing-fingers __

of destiny, and he is trapped in the labyrinth of his own blue-
prints. He must landscapc now, or never hear the end of it.

To meet these fuily understood demands would take all the
gardener’s time, every hour of it throughout April. Something
still is added, from inside the house. Presumably because you
can sce the garden through the glass. window cleaning is re-
garded as yard, or outside work. Not just the outer side of
the pane, for which a faint shadow of case could be made,
but the inside as well, Poct, speaking softly of April's gentle

tustle, Fave you ever héird thic House clednesunimioning the ™

* gardencr'to come and-do the windows? .-~ -~ - - -

HEAR her calling, and well you may=~even above the sound
of cheering for a home run at the stadium. The windows
—must. be—donc--this -minute,-on_this .day. nlready heavy with ...
whitened bones, toys, sticks and bleakly accusing marker
stakes. This particularly unwelcome voice of April carries
across the yard, rounds. the side and. goces to the rear of the
garage where, in a broken chair in sunlight, the gardencr
sits thinking. In April, a man can't sit thinking with his-cyes
closed for more than a minute before they are after him.
April. April in the suburbs, April in the rain. April which
- means that spring has come, and that May flowers are on the
way. Yes, the gardener has heard it all, and much of it he
chooses” not to belicve. One: April sound, however, he does
recognize as a true sound of spring. This is the telephonc,
. ringing in the cvening. On the other end are city people, call-
ing very, very catually, just to sce how everyone is. They have
been silent since-the fall; busy no doubt_ with_such major prob-
Icms as getting ti&kcts for “Redhead,” but now they are think-
ing of long weck-ends in the country. Theirs is the truer sound
of spring than the voice of the turtle or the peep of the pecper;
theirs is the hopeful chant of ‘April. .
Kind friends, here is a-message from the suburbs. 1f you
think you are coming out in July, come now also—when it is
April. There are extra rakes, hoes and shovels in the garage,
and indoors the housecleaner always can use the services of
~~=~50 charming an’ assistant."Incidentally, after you've cooked it””
at home, put the shad roe in the thermos so that it will keep,
warm until dinner time. No, do not forget it, and'leave it in -
your apartment in the city. Some poet would just snatch it
up there, and would be inspired to write something more
about the illusion that is April. . . .
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He really lives on Ken-L-Biskit-..
' the Dog Food of Champiohs.
....So nutrtous, fop prof@ssional breeders have chosen

it to develop generation after genenation of prize— "
wihners. So trustworthy; it's the official food at
more American Kennel Club dog shows than sl
other dog foods combined.

(costs a few pennies more, but repays you so richly in dog)| ‘
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