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This little work on the flowers and native plants of Central Canada is
offered to the Canadian public with the hope that it may prove a means of
awakening a love for the natural productions of the country, and a desire
to acquire more knowledge of its resources. It is not a book for the
learned. The aim of the writer is simply to show the real pleasure that may
be obtained from a habit of observing what is offered to the eye of the
traveller,—whether by the wayside path, among the trees of the
forest, in the fields, or on the shores of lake and river. Even to know the
common name of a flower or fern is something added to our stock of
knowledge, and inclines us to wish to know something beyond the mere name.
Curiosity is awakened, and from this first step we go on to seek for higher
knowledge, which may be found in works of a class far above what the writer
of the present book can aspire to offer to the reader. The writer has
adopted a familiar style in her descriptions of the plants, thinking it
might prove more useful and interesting to the general reader, especially
to the young, and thus find a place on the book-shelves of many who would
only regard it for the sake of its being a pretty, attractive volume, on
account of the illustrations. These, indeed, are contributed by the pencil
of a gifted and accomplished lady, Mrs. Agnes Chamberlin, a
beloved relative, to whose artistic taste and talents the author is greatly
indebted. She is conscious that many imperfections will be found in this
volume, the contents of which have been written at intervals during a long
series of years, many of which were marked by trials such as fell to the
lot of the early colonists and backwoods settlers, and others of a more
afflicting nature, which required patience and faith to bear and to say,
"Thy will be done, O Lord."

There is a common little weed that is known by the familiar name of
Carpetweed, a small Polygonum, that grows at our doors and often troubles
us to root up, from its persevering habits and wiry roots. It is crushed by
the foot and bruised, but springs up again as if unharmed beneath our
tread, and flourishes under all circumstances, however adverse. This little
plant had lessons to teach me, and gave courage when trials pressed hard
upon me. The simplest weed may thus give strength if we use the lesson
rightly and look up to Him who has pointed us to that love which has
clothed the grass of the field and cared for the preservation of even the
lowliest of the herbs and weeds. Will He not also care for the creature
made in His own image? Such are the teachings which Christ gave when on
earth. Such teachings are still taught by the flowers of the field.

Mothers of Canada, teach your children to know and love the wild flowers
springing in their path, to love the soil in which God's hand has planted
them, and in all their after wanderings through the world their hearts will
turn back with loving reverence to the land of their birth, to that
dear
country, endeared to them by the remembrance of the wild
flowers which they plucked in the happy days of childhood.

As civilization extends through the Dominion and the cultivation of the
tracts of forest land and prairie destroys the native trees and the plants
that are sheltered by them, many of our beautiful wild flowers, shrubs and
ferns will, in the course of time, disappear from the face of the earth and
be forgotten. It seems a pity that no record of their beauties and uses
should be preserved; and as there is no national botanical garden in Canada
where collections of the most remarkable of our native plants might be
cultivated and rescued from oblivion, any addition to the natural history
of the country that supplies this want is therefore not without its value
to the literature and advancement of the country, and it is hoped that it
may prove valuable to the incoming immigrant who makes Canada an abiding
home.

The author takes this opportunity of acknowledging the kind and invaluable
assistance which she has received from her friend, Mr. James Fletcher, of
the Dominion Library, and the encouragement to her labors by Professor
Macoun's opinion of the usefulness of her work on the vegetable productions
of the country. She has also to acknowledge the benefit derived from the
pamphlet on the "Canadian Forest Trees," by her respected friend, Dr.
Hurlburt. Mr. Fletcher, with that zeal for his favorite study which has
already won for him so high a place among the naturalists of Canada, and
that kindness which shrinks from no trouble and has won him so many
friends, accepted the drudgery of revising the work and seeing it through
the press.

The Wild or Native Flowers and Flowering Shrubs are arranged, as a general
rule, in the order of time in which they appear in the woods; but it has
been thought that by grouping them somewhat in families, especially where
only a short mention is made of some species, it would be easier to refer
to them than if this order were strictly adhered to.

C. P. T.

Lakefield

, 1885.
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"There's nothing left to chance below;

The Great Eternal cause

Has made all beauteous order flow

From settled laws."




Every plant, flower, and tree has a simple history of its own, not without
its interest if we would read it aright. It forms a page in the great
volume of Nature which lies open before us, and without it there would be a
blank; in Nature there is no space left unoccupied.

We watch on some breezy day in summer one of the winged seeds of the
thistle or dandelion taking its flight upward and onward, and we know not
where it will alight, and we see not the wisdom of Him



"Who whirls the blowballs' new-fledged pride

In mazy rings on high,

Whose downy pinions once untied

Must onward fly.




"Each is commissioned, could we trace

The voyage to each decreed,

To convey to some barren place

A pilgrim seed."

—Agnes Strickland.





When the writer of the little volume now offered to the Canadian public
first settled in the then unbroken backwoods on the borders of the
Katchewanook, just where the upper waters of a chain of lakes narrow into
the rapids of the wildly beautiful Otonabee, that section of the
province was an unbroken wilderness. There was no road opened,
even for the rudest vehicle, on the Douro side of the lakes, and to gain
her new home the authoress had to cross the river at Auburn, travel through
the newly cut road in the opposite township, and again cross over the
Otonabee at the head of the rapids in a birch-bark canoe. There was at that
period no other mode of connection with the northern part of the Township
of Douro. Now a branch railroad from Peterboro' terminates in the
flourishing village where once the writer wandered among the forest pines
looking for wild flowers and ferns.

As to the roads, one might say, with the Highland traveller,


"Had you but seen these roads before they were made,

You'd have lift up your hands and have blessed General Wade."




The only habitations, beyond our own log cabin, at the date of which I
write, were one shanty and the log house of a dear, lamented and valued
brother, the enterprising pioneer and founder of the prosperous village
of Lakefield.

It may easily be imagined that there were few objects of interest in the
woods at that distant period of time—1832—or as a poor Irish woman
sorrowfully remarked, "'Tis a lonesome place for the likes of us poor
women folk; sure there isn't a hap'orth worth the looking at; there is
no nothing, and it's hard to get the bit and the sup to ate and to
drink."

Well, I was better off than poor Biddy Fagan, for I soon found beauties
in my woodland wanderings, in the unknown trees and plants of the
forest. These things became a great resource, and every flower and shrub
and forest tree awakened an interest in my mind, so that I began to

thirst for a more intimate knowledge of them. They became like dear
friends, soothing and cheering, by their sweet unconscious influence,
hours of loneliness and hours of sorrow and suffering.

Having never made botany a study, and having no one to guide and assist
me, it was acquiring knowledge under difficulties, by observation only;
but the eye and the ear are good teachers, and memory is a great
storehouse, in which are laid up things new and old which may be drawn
out for use in after years. It is a book the leaves of which can be
turned over and read from childhood to old age without weariness.

Having experienced the need of some familiar work giving the information
respecting the names and habits and uses of the native plants, I early
conceived the idea of turning the little knowledge which I gleaned from
time to time to supplying a book which I had felt the great want of
myself; but I hesitated to enter the field when all I had gathered had
been from merely studying the subject without any regular systematic
knowledge of botany. The only book that I had access to was an old
edition of "North American Flora," by that industrious and interesting
botanist, Frederick Pursh. This work was lent to me by a friend, the
only person I knew who had paid any attention to botany as a study, and
to whom I was deeply indebted for many hints and for the cheering
interest that she always took in my writings, herself possessing the
advantages of a highly cultivated mind, educated and trained in the
society of persons of scientific and literary notoriety in the Old
Country. Mrs. Stewart was a member of the celebrated Edgeworth family.
Pursh's "Flora," unfortunately for me, was written chiefly in
 Latin.
This was a drawback in acquiring the information I required; however, I
did manage to make some use of the book, and when I came to a standstill
I had recourse to my husband, and there being a glossary of the common
names, as well as one of the botanical, I contrived to get a familiar
knowledge of both.

My next teachers were old settlers' wives, and choppers and Indians.
These gave me knowledge of another kind, and so by slow steps, and under
many difficulties, I gleaned my plant-lore. Having, as I have said, no
resource in botanical works on our native flora, save what I could glean
from Pursh, I was compelled to rely almost entirely upon my own powers
of observation. This did much to enhance my interest in my adopted
country and add to my pleasure as a relief, at times, from the
home-longings that always arise in the heart of the exile, especially
when the sweet opening days of Spring recall to the memory of the
immigrant Canadian settler old familiar scenes, when the hedges put out
their green buds, and the Violets scent the air; when pale Primroses and
the gay starry Celandine gladden the eye, and the little green lanes and
wood-paths are so pleasant to ramble through among the Daisies and
Bluebells and Buttercups; when all the gay embroidery of English meads
and hedgerows put on their bright array. But for the Canadian forest
flowers and trees and shrubs, and the lovely ferns and mosses, I think I
should not have been as contented as I have been away from dear old
England. It was in the hope of leading other lonely hearts to enjoy the
same pleasant recreation that I have so often pointed out the natural
beauties of this country to their attention, and now present my forest
gleanings to them in a simple form, trusting that it may not prove an
unacceptable addition to the literature of Canada, and that it may
become a household book, as Gilbert White's Natural History of Selborne
is to this day among English readers. And now at the age of eighty-three
years, fifty-two of which have been spent in the fair province of
Ontario, in her far forest home on the banks of the rapid Otonabee, the
writer lays down her pen, with earnest prayers for the prosperity of
this her much beloved adopted country, that with the favor and blessing
of our God it may become the glory of all lands.

Lakefield, Ont., 1884.
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VIOLETS.


"The violet in her greenwood bower

Where birchen boughs with hazel mingle,

May boast herself the fairest flower

In forest, glade or copsewood dingle."

—Scott.




There is music and poetry in the very name—"Violet." In the forest
wilderness, far removed from all our early home associations, the word
will call up, unbidden, a host of sweet memories of the old familiar
land where as children we were wont to roam among bowery lanes, and to
tread the well-worn pathways through green pastures down by the hawthorn
hedge, and along grassy banks where grew in early spring Primroses,
Bluebells, and purple Violets. What dainty, sweet-smelling posies have
you and I, dear reader (I speak to the emigrants from the dear Old
Country), gathered on sunny March and April days on those green banks
and grassy meadows? How many a root full of freshly opened Violets or
Primroses have we joyfully carried off to plant in our own little bits
of garden ground, there to fade and wither beneath the glare of sunshine
and drying winds. Little we heeded this, for the loss was soon replaced
from Nature's abundant store.

I doubt not but that Violets and Primroses, the Bluebells and the Cowslips
yet bloom and flourish in the loved haunts of our childhood. Year after
year sees them bloom afresh—pure, sweet and fragrant as when last we
filled our laps with their flowers or twined them in garlands for our hair;
but we change and grow old. God wills it so, and it is well! Though Canada
boasts of many members of this charming family, there is none among our
Violets so deeply blue, or so deliciously fragrant, as the common English
March Violet, Viola odorata. This sweet flower bears away the crown from
all its fellows. One of our older poets (Sir Henry Wotton) has said, as if
in scornful contrast of it when compared with the rose,


"Ye violets that first appear,

By your pure purple mantles known,

Like the proud virgins of the year,

As if the spring were all your own,

What are ye when the rose is blown?"




Good Sir Henry, we would match the perfume of the lowly violet even
against the fragrance of the blushing rose.

Though deficient in the scent of the purple Violet of Europe, we have
many lovely species among the native Violets of Canada. The earliest is
the small flowered

Early White Violet—Viola
blanda (Willd.).

This blossoms early in April, soon after the disappearance of the snow.
The light green smooth leaves may be seen breaking through the black,
damp, fibrous mould closely rolled inward at the margins; the flowers
are small, rather sweet scented, greenish white, with delicate
pencillings
of purple at the base of the petals. It is a moisture-loving plant, and
affects open, recently overflowed ground, near creeks. It comes so early
that we welcome its appearance thankfully, for it


"Tells us that winter, cold winter, is past,

And that spring, welcome spring, is returning at last."




On pulling up a thrifty plant late in the summer, it surprises you with
a new set of flowers, quite different from the spring blossoms; these
are small buds and flowers of a dull chocolate-brown, lying almost
covered over in the mould, with seed pods, some ready to shed the
ripened seed, others just formed.

A variety of this mysterious little plant has been distinguished by some
botanists as Viola clandestina, from the curious hidden way in which
it produces the subterranean flowers and seeds.

The commonest among our blue Violets is

The Hooded Violet—Viola cucullata
(Ait.),

so-called from the involute habit of the leaves, which, when first
appearing, are folded inwardly, as if to shield the tender buds of the
flowers from the chilling winds. There are many forms or varieties of
this species, varying very much in appearance, the difference being
probably due to the habitat in which they occur. One of the handsomest
is the large blue Wood Violet, which flowers about the middle of June,
has blue scentless flowers with round petals, and large blunt hirsute
leaves, and is found in low woods.
[1] Another variety, with deep
violet flowers, has elongated petals and pointed, rather smooth leaves of a
purplish tint, 
at least till late in the season. It is found on open sunny banks and dry
grassy hill-sides.[2]
Yet another variety is often found by the sides of springs and rivers,
forming spreading tufts among the grass with its smooth-pointed leaves and
pale, delicate flowers.[3]

The prettiest of all our blue Violets is the

Arrow-Leaved Violet—Viola
sagittata (Ait.).

It is found in low, sandy, shady valleys or very light loamy soil. The
leaves of this species are not always arrow or heart-shaped, but in some
cases are long and narrow, blunt at the apex, decurrent on the short
leaf-stalk, notched at the edges, and rather roughened and dulled in
color by the short silvery hairs on the surface. The flowers rise singly
from the crown of the plant; color, a bright royal blue, a little white
at the base of the petals, which are bearded with soft silky wool;
anthers, a bright orange color, and forming a tiny cone from the meeting
of the tips. The flowers, six or eight in number, fall back from the
centre and lie prostrate on the closely horizontal leaves. The unopened
buds are sharply folded with bright green sepals, and are of a deep
bluish-purple. Another form, sometimes called Viola ovata, very nearly
resembles the above, but the leaves are less hairy and the color is more
purple in the tint.

The Pencilled Violet—Viola renifolia
(Gray),

bears its white blossoms on rather long slender foot-stalks, and these
are slightly larger than those of the above. It is milky-white, with
dark veinings. The leaves, although covered with soft hairs, have a bright, smooth
and shining appearance. They are round heart or kidney-shaped, notched at
the edges. As the summer advances the foliage of the Pencilled Violet
increases in luxuriance, and many white fibrous running roots are produced
in the loose soil. This attractive species may be found in swamps and
forests, growing amidst decayed wood and mosses, and increasing after the
same manner as Viola blanda. A point which easily distinguishes this
species from the last is the total absence of scent; the leaves, too, are
much more pubescent—a character which is very noticeable in the early
morning, when they are covered with dew.

Among the branching Violets we have two pretty lilac ones, the Long
Spurred Violet (Viola rostrata) and the Dog Violet (Viola canina
var. sylvestris). These pretty species are distinguished by the long
spur, lilac-tinted petals, striped and veined with dark purple and
branching stem. The next in point of interest is the

Downy Yellow Violet—Viola pubescens
(Ait.).

This handsome species is confined to our forests and copses. It will
attain to more than a foot in height in its rich native woods; it
blossoms in spring, and quite often through the early summer; the color
is golden yellow, veined with black jetty lines. The seed-vessels are
deeply clothed with white silky wool.

The Yellow Violet has been immortalized by the sweet verses of that rare
poet of nature, Cullen Byrant—almost every child is familiar with his
stanzas on the Yellow Violet. There is another variety of this Violet,
called var. scabriuscula, which is not so branching; it is of lower
growth, the leaves darker, and the blossoms smaller but of a deeper golden color. This
variety is found in drier, more open soil—the black veining more
distinctly marked than in the downy Yellow Violet, and the seed-vessels
smooth. They both improve under culture, having two sets of flowers during
the season.

Among the white Violets none is so beautiful as the

Branching White Wood Violet—Viola
Canadensis (L.).

This, our Canada Violet, is worthy of a place in our gardens. Not only
is it a lovely flower, but it takes kindly to garden culture, preferring
a shady place to the open sunshine. In its native haunts—the rich black
vegetable mould of beech and maple woods—it rises to the height of from
nine inches to a foot, throwing out slender leafy-bracted branches, with
many buds and pure milk-white flowers. The petals are slightly clouded
on the outside with purple; the buds are also dark, while the petals of
the flower are veined with purple, and in some cases there is a shade of
yellow in the centre of the flowers, though this is not seen so
distinctly when under cultivation.

The plant continues to send forth blossoms all through the summer, and
even late in the month of September when undisturbed. The seeds,
ripening early, form new plants, which, sheltered by the parent stem,
continue to increase, forming a compact ball of snow-white flowers. This
has been the case in my own garden. If well watered and in suitable
soil, this pretty branching violet may be taken from the woods even in
full bloom, and will grow and continue to blossom freely, but must have
shade and moisture and leaf-mould to ensure success to its healthy
growth. The leaves are large, broad at the base, narrowing to a very
slender point, and coarsely toothed.

The violet has ever been a favorite flower with the poets; from
Shakespeare and Milton down to the present day we find mention of this
lovely flower scattered through their verses. Nor are the old Italian
poets silent in its praise. Luigi de Gonzaga, in stanzas addressed to
his lady-love (Maria Mancini), says:


"But only violets shall twine

Thy ebon tresses, lady mine."




Milton, in his sonnet to "Echo," speaks of the "violet embroidered
vale."

Here are lines to early violets, after the manner of the old English
poet, Herrick:



Children of sweetest birth,

Why do ye bend to earth

Eyes in whose deepest blue

Lies hid the diamond dew?




Has not the early ray

Yet kissed those tears away

That fell with closing day?

Say, do ye fear to meet

The hail and driving sleet

Which gloomy winter stern

Flings from his snow-wreathed urn?




Or do ye fear the breeze,

So sadly sighing thro' the trees,

Will chill your fragrant flowers

'Ere April's silv'ry showers

Have visited your bowers?

Why came ye till the Cuckoo's voice

Bade hill and dale rejoice?

Till Philomel, with tender tone

Waking the echoes lone,

Bade woodland glades prolong

Her sweetly tuneful song?




Till Skylark blithe and Linnet grey,

From fallow brown and meadow gay,

Pour forth their jocund roundelay?



Till Cowslips wan and Daisies pied

Broider the hillock's side,

And opening Hawthorn buds are seen

Decking the hedge-row screen?




What though the Primrose, drest

In her pure modest vest,

Came rashly forth

To brave the biting North,

Did ye not see her fall

Straight 'neath his snowy pall?

And heard ye not the West Wind sigh

Her requiem as he hurried by?




Go hide ye, then, till groves are green

And April's clouded bow is seen,

Till suns are bright, and skies are clear,

And every flower that doth appear

Proclaims the birthday of the year.

—C. P. T.






PLATE II.
[image: PLATE II.]
1. Wood Anemone (Anemone Nemorosa). P. 20.

2. Sharp-lobed Hepatica (Hepatica acutiloba). P. 8.

3. Spring Beauty (Claytonia Virginica). P. 24.

4. Large-flowered Bellwort (Uvularia grandiflora). P. 32.



Liver-Leaf—Wind-Flower—Hepatica
acutiloba (DC.).

(PLATE II.)


"Lodged in sunny clefts,

Where the cold breeze comes not, blooms alone

The little Wind-flower,[4]
whose just opened eye

Is blue as the spring heaven it gazes at."

—Bryant.




The American poet Bryant has many happy allusions to the Hepatica under the
name of "Wind-flower." The more common name among our Canadian settlers is
"Snow-flower," it being the first blossom that appears directly after the
melting of the winter snows.

In the forest—in open, grassy woods, on banks and upturned roots of
trees—this sweet flower gladdens the eye with its cheerful starry
blossoms; every child knows it and fills its hands and pinafore with its
flowers—pink, blue, deep azure and pure white. What the daisy is to
England the
Snow-flower or Liver-leaf is to Canada. It lingers long within the forest
shade, coyly retreating within its sheltering glades from the open glare of
the sun, though for a time it will not refuse to bloom within the garden
borders, when transplanted early in spring. Doubtless, if properly supplied
with black mould from the woods, and partially sheltered by shrubs, it
would continue to grow and flourish with us constantly.

We have two sorts, H. acutiloba and H. triloba. A large variety was
found on Long Island in Rice Lake, the leaves of which are five lobed;
the lobes are much rounded, the leaf stalks stout, densely silky, the
flowers large, of a deep purple blue. This handsome plant throve under
careful cultivation, and proved highly ornamental.

The small round closely-folded buds of the Hepatica appear before the
white silky leaves unfold themselves, though many of the old leaves of
the former year remain persistent through the winter. The buds rise from
the centre of a silken bed of soft sheaths and young leaves, as if
Nature kindly provided for the warmth and protection of these early
flowers with parental care.

Later in the season the young leaves expand, just before the flowers
drop off. The white flowered is the most common among our Hepaticas, but
varieties may be seen of many hues—waxen pink, pale blue and azure
blue, with intermediate shades and tints.

This pretty native flower improves under garden culture, forming a
lovely flowery border, giving us the very earliest blossoms of April and
May to gladden us before any of our garden flowers open. The colors of
the pink and the blue deepen in open sunny borders.

The Hepatica belongs to the Nat. Ord. Ranunculaceæ, the Crowfoot family, but
possesses none of the acrid and poisonous qualities of the Ranunculus
proper, being used in medicine, as a mild tonic, by the American herb
doctors in fevers and disorders of the liver.

It is very probable that its healing virtues in complaints of the liver
gave rise to its common name in old times; some assign the name,
"Liver-leaf," to the form of the lobed leaf.

Blue Cohosh, Papoose Root—Caulophyllum
thalictroides (Michx.).

(PLATE IV.)

Though bearing the same Indian name, "Cohosh," our plant has been
removed by botanists to another family than the red and white
Baneberries, or Cohoshes, which are members of the Ranunculaceæ or
Crowfoot family. There is no beauty in the blossoms of the Blue Cohosh,
yet the plant is remarkable for its medicinal uses, which are well known
among the Indians and the herbalists of the United States medical
schools.

The round, rather large blue berries are not the portion of the plant
that is used, but the thick-knotted root-stock. The leaves are of a dull
bluish green, the flowers dark purplish green, lurid in color; the
leaves are closely folded about the thick fleshy stem when they first
appear. The whole plant impresses one with the conviction that it is
poisonous in its nature; there is something that looks uncanny about
it. Nature stamps a warning on many of our herbs by unmistakable tokens:
the glaring inharmonious coloring of some; the rank odors exhaled by
others; the acrid, biting taste in the leaves and juices—all these are
safeguards if we would but heed them as warnings. The compound leafage of the Blue
Cohosh breaks the ground in April with the immature flowers; after a while
the leaf spreads out and the lurid blossoms expand. The berries are set
upon short thick fleshy foot-stalks, and the round hard fruit forms a loose
panicle of drupe-like naked seeds of horny texture.

The plant may be found in open woods and grassy plain-lands, known by
its large bluish green leafage and the dark blue berries.[5]

Blood-Root.—Sanguinaria
Canadensis (L.).

(PLATE IV.)


"Here the quick-footed wolf,

Pausing to lap thy waters, crushed the flower

Of Sanguinaria, from whose brittle stem

The red drops fell like blood."




Just at the margin of the forest, and in newly-cleared ground among the
rich black leaf mould, may be seen late in April and May the
closely-folded vine-shaped leaf of the Blood-root, enclosing in its fold
one pure white bud.

The leaf is strongly veined beneath with pale orange veins. The simple
semi-transparent round leaf stalk, as well as the flower scape, is
filled with a liquor of a bright orange red color: break the thick
fleshy tuberous root and a red fluid drops from every wounded pore,
whence its local name "Blood-root."[6]

This juice is used largely by the Indian women in their various manufactures. With
it they dye the porcupine quills and moose-hair both red and orange, and
also stain the baskets of a better sort that they offer for sale in the
stores. Nor is this the only use to which it is applied: they use the juice
both externally in curing cutaneous eruptions of the skin, and internally
in other diseases. Latterly its medicinal qualities have been acknowledged
by the American Eclectic School of Pharmacy as valuable in many forms of
disease, so that we find our beautiful plant to be both useful and
ornamental.

The Blood-root grows in large beds; each knob of the root sends up one
leaf and its accompanying flower bud, which it kindly enfolds as if to
protect the fair, frail blossom from the chilling winds and showers of
hail and sleet. The leaf is of a grayish or bluish green; at first the
underside, which is the part exposed to view, is salmon colored veined
with red, but as it expands and enlarges the outer surface darkens into
deeper green. The blossom is composed of many petals, varying from eight
to twelve.[7] The many stamens are of a bright orange yellow.
The stigma is two-lobed, and the style short or sessile. The seed is
contained in an oblong pod of two valves. The seeds are of a bright red
brown color. The ivory white petals are oblong, blunt, or sometimes
pointed; the outer ones larger than the inner, at first concave, but
opening out as the flower matures. Under cultivation the blossom of the
Blood-root increases in size, but the plant does not seem to spread and multiply
as freely as in its native soil. It is one of our most lovely native
Spring flowers. It is a pity that, with the march of civilization, we
shall soon lose its fair pure blossoms. It is easily cultivated, and
repays care by the increase in size of the flowers, ripening the seeds
perfectly and freely.

Tall Buttercup—Ranunculus
acris (L.).

We see in Canada this old familiar meadow-flower of our childhood bright
and gay, growing abundantly in low wet pasture lands, where it becomes
to the eye of the farmer a troublesome, unprofitable weed, rejected by
the cattle for its bitter, acrid qualities. Yet it is pleasant to meet
its old familiar face in a foreign land, where often the sight of some
simple flower will awaken tender recollections of early scenes of sunny
grassy meadows, where we wandered in days of thoughtless childhood, free
of care as the lark that carolled above our heads in the glad sunshine;
happy days brought back to memory in all their freshness by the sight of
a simple yellow Buttercup blossoming in Canadian wilds and wastes,
despised and rejected by others but precious to the heart of the lonely
immigrant, who hails it as a tiny link between himself and his early
home life.

Early Crowfoot—Ranunculus
fascicularis (Muhl.).

This native species of Ranunculus is one of our earliest spring flowers.
It grows low and spreading to the ground, the hairy foliage giving a
hoary tint to the divided coarsely-cut leaves; the blossoms are of a
pale yellow color, not as large as the common Buttercup. The root is a
cluster of thick fleshy fibres.

One of the prettiest of the Ranunculus family is the

Creeping Spearwort—Ranunculus
reptans (Gray),

a tiny, delicate plant, with slender thready stems rooting from beneath
the joints. The leaves are very narrow and pointed, those nearest to the
root a little lobed or eared. The little bright golden shining flowers
only a few lines broad, are borne in the axils of the leaves of the
prostrate creeping stems, and peep out from the sandy soil among tufts
of minute hairy sedges (Eleocharis acicularis) that clothe the damp
low-lying shores of rivers or lakes. There are several Water Crowfoots,
some with white flowers, others with yellow. These latter flowers float
upon the surface of slow-flowing rivers or lakes, gently rising or
falling with the motion of the waters. The beautiful adaptation of
plants to soil and circumstances may be noticed in these and some other
aquatic plants which have their foliage dissected into narrow segments,
so that the water may freely flow through them. Of the water Ranunculi,
we may mention White Water Crowfoot (R. aquatilis) and Yellow Water
Crowfoot (R. multifidus).

There are among our native Ranunculus flowers a few plants of which the
outward beauties of their blossoms are better known to us than their
useful qualities, though doubtless even the lowliest among them has a
part to perform, not for man's sole benefit, but for the support or
shelter of some of God's creation among the insect tribes or smaller
animals or birds which find nourishment in their seeds, leaves or roots.
It is a remarkable fact that rarely, if ever, is the flower of any plant
selected for food by bird or beast.

There are many native plants of the order Ranunculaceæ,—too many to be
here described. Gray describes nineteen species of Ranunculi proper,
only a part of the plants described being found with us, and there are
doubtless many others found in our extensive Dominion not at present
named.

The large deep golden, abundant flowers of the

Marsh Marigold—Caltha
palustris (L.),

(PLATE V.)

are too well known to need any minute description. It is, indeed, a
splendid flower, and can hardly fail of being admired when seen, like a
"field of cloth of gold," covering the low, wet ground with its large
leaves of a deep refreshing green and its rich golden cups—a pleasant
sight to the eye in May. The leaves were used as a pot-herb by the early
backwoods settlers, before gardens were planted; but, through
carelessness or ignorance, accidents of a fatal nature are known to have
occurred through mistaking the leaves of the Arisæma triphyllum for
those of the more innocent herb, the Marsh Marigold, or Water Cowslip,
as this plant is often called.

Mitrewort, Bishop's Cap—Mitella
diphylla (L.).

This elegant forest flower is found in moist, rich soil, among beech,
maple, and other hardwood trees.

We have two species of these plants: one, Mitella nuda (L.), rather
creeping, with green blossoms, only a few inches in height, and the
flowers larger and fewer on the slender scape, the bright green lobed
leaves spreading on the ground. The taller Mitrewort has elegant fringed
cups, greenish white, many flowers arranged in a long slender spike. The
term "diphylla" distinguishes it from the low dwarf species, there being two opposite
pointed leafy bracts about the middle of the long slender scape. Not only
are the fringed cap-like flowers worthy of minute attention, but the
boat-shaped two-valved capsules of the seed vessels form a pretty feature
in the plant. At an early stage of ripeness the shining jet black seeds
appear; these are scarcely less attractive than the delicate fringed
flowers, and have given rise to the local name in some places of
"Gem-flower."

Nearly allied to the above is the woodland flower,

False Mitrewort—Tiarella
cordifolia (L.),

(PLATE VIII.)

to which the name of "Wood Mignonette" is often given, not on account of
its scent—for there is no particularly agreeable odor in the flower,
and the leaves are somewhat coarse and pungent in quality—but for the
beauty of the light graceful blossoms, which are white with orange
tipped or light tawny brown anthers. The petals are pointed and five in
number; stamens ten, long and slender; styles two; seed vessels
two-valved; the base of the pistil is thickened, forming a turban-like
pod.

There are two forms of our pretty "Wood Mignonette"—one with closer,
more globular, heads of flowers, the other with the flowers looser and
more scattered. Both affect the rich black mould and shade of the forest
trees.

The plant might be called evergreen, as the leaves appear green and
fresh from beneath the covering of Winter's snow. The large flat
sharply-toothed, lobed leaves are shaded in the centre with purple; the
veinings also blackish purple, and the surface is beset with very short
appressed hairs. The leaf stalks of the young plants are of a reddish
pink, and are hairy at their junction with the root.

Wood Betony—Pedicularis Canadensis (L.).
[8]

This plant is commonly found in open grassy thickets and plainlands. Of
the two common species, we have one with dark dull red flowers and
another with yellow. It is a rather coarse flower; the spike leafy,
hairy and rough; the leaves are divided into many rounded lobes, toothed
at the margins and deeply cleft, nearly to the mid-rib, turning black in
drying. The yellow flowered is a smaller plant than the red; the foliage
is much more hairy, and the lipped blossoms are also hairy, the upper
lip arched over the lower lobes of the corolla. I think it must be a
distinct variety, or even species. Lindley remarks, in his "Natural
System," that the Betony is acrid in quality, but that it is eaten by
goats—unluckily we have few goats in Canada to benefit by the herbage
of this homely plant.[9]

Flowering Wintergreen—Polygala paucifolia (Willd.).

(PLATE IX.)

This is one of our early flowering plants distinguished by the common
name of "Wintergreen." It belongs to a family of well-known plants
called Milkworts—low bitter herbs—some of which are remarkable for
tonic properties, of which the Senega, or Snakeroot, is an example.

Some of the species are remarkable as bearing fertile flowers under
ground. The flowers of some are white, others red, and others again
purple or reddish lilac. The name Milkwort appears to have been adopted
without any foundation, from an imaginary idea that the herbage of some
of the species promoted the secretion of milk in cows. Several of the
milkworts are indigenous to Canada.



P. Senega is not evergreen in its habits; it flowers in May among
grasses on dry uplands; it is simple, slender, and not ungraceful, the
leafy stem terminating in a spike of greenish-white flowers. The wiry
root is said to possess medicinal qualities. The plant which merits our
attention more particularly for its beautiful flowers is P.
paucifolia, the beautiful fringed, or crested, Polygala. It is a
small-sized plant, about six to nine inches in height; the stem is
simple, rising from a running or creeping root-stock, often furnished
with subterranean imperfect leaflets and fertile flowers. The smooth
dark-green leaves, delicately fringed with soft silky hairs tinged with
a purplish hue, are persistent through the winter. The stem of the plant
is leafy, the lower leaves small and bract-like, the upper ones larger
and clustered round the summit; from amongst these appear from two to
four, and sometimes as many as five, elegantly winged purple-lilac
flowers. The two upper petals are long-ovate, the lower forming a
crested keel, finely tinged with deeper purple. The flowers of this
beautiful species are very graceful, slightly drooping from among the
shining leaves on thread-like pedicels. The stamens are six; sepals of
the calyx five; petals three. Some old writers have given the name of
"Fly-flower" to our pretty Polygala, and truly not an inappropriate
name, as one might not inaptly liken the opened blossom to some gay
purple-winged insect ready to take its flight from the bosom of the soft
silky leaves that form an involucre round it.


PLATE III.
[image: PLATE III.]
1. Large White Trillium (Trillium grandiflorum). P. 35.

2. Rock Columbine (Aquilegia Canadensis). P. 39.

3. Yellow Adder's Tongue (Erythronium Americanum). P. 33.



This Flowering Wintergreen is one of our earliest Spring flowers; in
fine warm seasons it appears in the latter end of April, continuing to
bloom on till the middle of May. The early flowering plants are not so
tall, neither are the flowers so large as those put forth later in the
season. On 
sunny spots, on moderately sandy soil, on open wastes by the wayside, or at
the edge of the partly cleared forest, it expands its soft
purple—sometimes rose-colored—flowers, often mingled
promiscuously with the white blossoms of the Wild Strawberry and creeping
Early Everlasting. The lovely winged flowers gladden the eye of the
traveller when as yet but few blossoms have ventured to brave the late
frosts that ofttimes nip the fair promise of the spring.
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