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of the Liliweerr — the pretty clintonia,
now a little out of season, or even the
[ndian  cucomber-root — would — eome
fairly within the spirit of the text ; while,
if worst came to worst, there would cer-
tainly be no scarcity of grass, itself noth-
ing but a kind of degenerate lily, if
somwe recent theories may be trasted.

I followed the highway for a mile or
twor, and then took a wood-road {a “ eart-
path™ 1 should eall it, if T dared to
speak in my own tongue, wherein T was
born} running into the forest on the left.
This hl'uugh: me Before h:ug b s "P'.Lir
of bars,” over which I clambered into a
grassy field, the first of the two ancient
tl{’:ﬂl‘ii‘]gs 1 had come out to see. The
seanty aeres must have been wrested
trom the Em:umimﬁﬁiug forest st no smnall
cost of patience and hard labor.  And
after all, the farm I_,In'[‘{}'I.'E{I not to pay for
its tillage. A waste of energy, as things
now looked ; but who is to judge of such
matters? It is not given to every man
to see the work of hizs hands established.
A pood many of us, [ suspect, might be
thankful to know that anything we have
ever dene would be found worthy of
mention fifty years from now, though
the mention were only by way of point-
ing a moral.

The old barn was long ago blown
down, amd as I mounted the fenee a
wosdehuck went scampering out of sight
among the timbers. The place was not
entively uninhabited, as it seemed, in
spite of appearances; and as 1 turned
toward the hoase, the door of which
stood uninvitingly open, there sat a
second woodehuek in the doorway, fae-
ing me, intent and motionless, full of
wonderment, no doubt, at the unspeak-
able impertinence of such an intrusion.
I was glad to see fim, at any rate,
and made haste to tell him =0; preet-
ing him in the rather unceremonious
language wherewith the now famous tit-
mouse is said to have addressed oo
foremost American gentleman and phi-
losopher: —
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Y iGoowd day, good sir !
Fine afternoon, old pussengper !
Happy to meet vou in these places,"

But the churlish fellow had no notion of
dﬂillg thie hv;mur:j, atwl 1:_1,' the time I had
advanced two or three puces he whisked
albout, and vanished nside the door.
“Well dope ™ 1 tlmught. “igreat s
evolution. Woodchucks wsed to be cave-
dwellers, but they are getting to live
above ground, like the rest of us. So
does history repeat itself.
how spon they may be putting up cot-
tages on their own acconnt 77 Perhaps
I gave the creature more eredit than
really belonged to him. 1 followed him
into the house, but he was nowhere to
be seem, and it i3 not onlikely that he
lived in a eave, after all.  Nearly half
thue Ill‘mrillg b voteed AWRY, and there
was nothing to hinder lus getting into
the cellar.  He may have taken the old
farmhouse as a convenient portico for
his burrow, a sort of storm-poreh, as it
were.  In his eyes this may be the final
end and aim, the teleologieal purpose, of
all such board-amd-shingle edifices.  Mr.
Ruskin seems to hold that a house falls
short of its highest uvsefulness until it
has become a ruin ; and who knows but
wondchucks may be of the same opin-
fon ¥

This particalar house was in two
parts, one of them considerably more
ancient than the other. This older por-
tion it was, of which the floor had so
badly {or so well} fallen into deeay ;
while the ceiling, as if in a spirit of em-
ulation, had settled tll it deseribed al-
most i semicivele of econvexity. To
look at it, one felt as if the law of grav-
iy were actually being imposed upon.

It must have marked an epoch in the
history of the household, this doubling
of its quarters. Things were looking
well with the man. His crops were
good, his family increasing ; his wife
had begun to find the house uncomfort-
ably small; they could afford to enlarge
it.  Henece this addition, this * new

Who knows



