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PREFACE

A FRIEND asks,—“Are you not tired, then, of
that fancy of Farming? Is it not an expensive
amusement ; is it not a stupefying business?

“Do you find your brain taking breadth or
color out of Carrot-raising, or Pumpkins?
Poultry is a pretty thing, between Tumblers,
and Muscovy ducks; but can you not buy
cheaper than you raise,—without the fret of
foxes and vermin,—in any city market?

“Shall I sell out and join you? Shall I
teach this boy of mine (you know his physique
and that gray eye of his, looking after some
eidolon) to love the country—so far as to
plant himself there, and grow into the trade
of farming? A victory over the forces of na-
ture, and of the seasons,—compelling them to
abundance,—is no doubt large; but is not a
victory over the forces of mind, which can only
come out of sharp contact with the world, im-
mensely larger ?”

In my reply,—loving the country as I do,
and wishing to set forth its praises; and be-



PREFACE

lieving as I do, in the God-appointed duty of
working land to its top limit of producing
power,—I said a great deal that looked like
a mild Georgic.

And yet, with a feeling for his poor boy, and
a remembrance of what crisp salads I had
found in the city markets, after mine were all
mined and devoured by the field-mice,—1I wrote
a great deal that had the twang of Melibceus in
the eclogue,

——EN IPSE CAPELLAS
PROTENUS ZGER AGO

In short, in my reply, I beat about the bush :—
so much about the bush in fact, that this book
came of it.

EpceEwoobp, 1863.
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THE SEARCH AND FINDING

what long and vagabond homelessness,

during which I had tossed some half a
dozen times across the Atlantic,—partly from
health-seeking, in part out of pure vagrancy,
and partly (me tedet meminisse) upon official
errand—I determined to seek the quiet of a
homestead.

There were tender memories of old farm
days in my mind; and these were kindled to a
fresh exuberance and lustiness by the recent
hospitalities of a green English home, with its
banks of Laurestina, its broad-leaved Rhodo-
dendrons, and its careless wealth of primroses.
Of course the decision was for the country;
and I had no sooner scented the land, after the
always dismal sail across the fog banks of
Georges’ shoal, than I drew up an advertise-
ment for the morning papers, running, so
nearly as I can recall it, thus:—

“Wanted—A Farm, of not less than one

3

I'r was in June, 18—, that, weary. of a some-
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hundred acres, and within three hours of the
city. It must have a running stream, a south-
ern or eastern slope, not less than twenty acres
in wood, and a water view.”

To this skeleton shape, it was easy, with
only a moderately active fancy, to supply the
details of a charming country home. Indeed,
no kind of farm-work is more engaging, as I
am led to believe, than the imaginative labor
of filling out a pleasant rural picture, where
the meadows are all lush with verdure, the
brooks murmuring with a contented babble,
cattle lazily grouped, that need no care, and
flowers opening that know no culture. This
kind of farm work is not, to be sure, very prof-
itable; and yet, as compared with a great deal
of the gentleman-farming which I have had
occasion to observe, I should not regard it as
extravagant. Perhaps it would not be rash to
put down here some of the pictures which I
conjured out of the advertisement.

At times, it seemed to me that an answer
might come from some Arcadia lying upon the
cove banks of an inland river: the cove so
land-bound as to seem like a bit of Loch Lo-
mond, into which the north shores sunk with
an easy slope, whose green turf reached to the

4
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margin, and was 'spotted here and there with
old and mossy orcharding; the west shore
rose in a stiff bluff that was packed close with
hemlocks and maples; while beyond the bluff
a rattling stream came down over mill dykes
and through swift sluices, and sent its whirl-
ing bubbles far out into the bosom of the little
bay. West of the bluff lay the level farm
lands; and northward of the green slope which
formed the northern shore, it seemed to me
that wooded hills would rise steep and ragged,
with such wildness in them as would make ad-
mirable setting for the sloping grass land be-
low, and the Sunday quiet of the cove. It
seemed to me that possibly there might be an
oyster bed planted along the shore, which
would help out the salads that should be
planted above; and, possibly, a miniature dock
might be thrust out into the water, at which
some little pinnace might float, with a gay
pennant at her truck.

Possibly it does; possibly there is such a
place; but for me it was only a picture.

Again, it seemed to me that the farm house
would nestle in some little glen upon the banks
of a river, where every day crowded boats
passed, surging up against the current, or glid-
ing down with a meteor-like swiftness.

5
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In this)case, the slopes were many: a slope
eastward from the house-door to the banks of
a little brook that came sauntering leisurely
out from the wood, at the bottom of the glen;
a slope from the house up to the hills piling
westward ; slopes on either margin of the glen;
and above them, upon higher ground, pasture
lands dotted with stately trees; while a fat
meadow seemed to lie by the river bank, where
the little brook came sauntering in. There,
and thereabout, whisking their sides, stood the
cattle, as in a Flemish picture—as true, as still,
and just as real. There may be such cattle
whisking their tails, but they are none of mine.

Then,—it seemed the home should be upon
an island, looking down and off to the sea,
where ships shortened sail, and bore up for the
channel buoys, which lay bobbing on the water.
There, the farm land ended in a pebbly beach,
on which should lie a great drift of sea-weed
after every southeaster. The wood was a
stately grove of oaks, taking the brunt of the
northwesters that roared around the house in
autumn, and making grateful lee for the
pigeons that dashed in and about the gables of
the barn. The brook seemed here a mere
creek, which at high water should be flooded
even with the banks of sedge; and when the

6
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tide'/was 'out,showing half a dozen gushing
springs which plied their work jauntily till the
ebb came, and then, after coquetting and toy-
ing with their lover, the sea—were lost in his
embrace. - "

——Only a fancy! If there be such a look-
out from farm windows, the ships come and
go without my knowledge; and the springs
gush, and die in the flow of the tide, unknown
to me.

Again, it seemed that answer would come
from some remote valley side, away from the
great highways of travel, where neither sail
nor steamer obtruded on the eye;—where in-
deed a sight of the sea only came to one who
climbed the tallest of the hills which sheltered
the valley. Half down the hills an old farm
house, with mossy porch, seemed to rest upon
a shelf of the land. A cackling, self-satisfied,
eager brood of fowls were in a party-colored
cloud about the big barn doors; a burly mastiff
loitered in the sun by the house-steps; mild-
eyed cows were feeding beyond the pasture
gate; a brook that was half a river, came
sweeping down the meadows in full sight—
curving and turning upon itself, and fretting
over bits of stony bottom, and loitering in
deep places under alluvial banks, where I knew

7
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trout must lie—then losing itself, upon the
rim of the farm, in tangled swamp lands,
where, in autumn, I knew, if the farm should
be mine, I could see the maples all turned into
feathery plumes of crimson. But I did not;
plumes of crimson I see indeed each autumn,
but they are at my door; and a great reach of
water—on which ships tack, and tack again—
comes streaming to my eye as I sit quietly in
my chair.

It was not from mere caprice that my adver-
tisement had been worded as it was. For the
mere establishment of a country home, one
hundred acres might seem an unnecessarily
large number, as indeed it is. But I must con-
fess to having felt an anxiety to test the ques-
tion, as to whether a country liver was really
made the poorer by all the acres he possessed
beyond the one or two immediately about his
homestead. Indeed I may say that I felt a
somewhat enthusiastic curiosity to know, and
to determine by actual experiment, if farm
lands were simply a cost and an annoyance to
any one who would not wholly forswear books,
enter the mud trenches valorously, and take
the pig by the ears, with his own hands.

A half dozen acres, which a man looks after
in the intervals of other business, and sets

8
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thick with his fancies, in the shape of orchard
houses, or dwarf pear trees, or glazed grap-
eries, offer no solution. All this is, in most
instances, only the expression of an individual-
ism of taste, entered upon with no thought of
those economies which Xenophon has illus-
trated in his treatise, and worse than useless
as a guide to any one who would make a pro-
fession of agricultural pursuits.

With fifty or a hundred acres, however,
steaming under the plough and with crops
opening successively into waving fields of
green—into feathery blossom,—into full ma-
turity; too large for waste; too considerable
for home consumption ; enough, in short, to be
brought to that last test of profit—a market,
and a price; then the culture and its costs have
a plain story to tell. The basis will not be
wanting for an intelligent decision of the
question—whether a man is richer in the culti-
vation of a hundred acres, or of ten; whether,
in short, farming is a mere gross employment,
remunerative, like other manual trades, to
those immediately concerned; or whether it is
a pursuit subject to the rules of an intelligent
direction, and will pay the cost of such direc-
tion, without everyday occupancy of the field.

My advertisement named three hours’ dis-

9
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tance from the city, as one not to be exceeded.
Three hours in our time means eighty miles;
beyond that distance from a great city, one
may be out of the eddies of its influence;
within it, if upon the line of some important
railway, he is fairly in a suburb. Three hours
to come, and three to go, if the necessity
arise, leave four hours of the pith of the day,
and of its best sunshine, for the usurers of the
town. Double four hours of distance, and you
have a journey that is exhausting and fatigu-
ing; double two hours, or less, and you have
an ease of transit that leads into temptation.
If a man then honestly determines to be a
country liver, I hardly know a happier mean of
distance than three hours from the city. If,
indeed, he enters upon that ambiguous mode
of life which is neither city nor country, which
knows of gardens only in the night time, and
takes all its sunshine from the pavements,
which flits between the two without tasting
the full zest of either—of course, for this mode
of life, three hours is too great a distance.
The man who is content to live in grooves on
which he is shot back and forth year after year
—the merest shuttle of a commuter—will
naturally be anxious to make the grooves short,
and the commutation small.

10
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I bespoke in my advertisement no less than
twenty acres of woodland. The days of wood
fires are not utterly gone; as long as I live,
they never will be gone. Coal indeed may
have its uses in the furnace which takes off the
sharp edge of winter from the whole interior
of the house, and keeps up a night and day
struggle with Boreas for the mastery. Coal
may belong in the kitchens of winter; I do not
say nay to this: but I do say that a country
home without some one open chimney, around
which in time of winter twilight, when snows
are beating against the panes, the family may
gather, and watch the fire flashing and crack-
ling and flaming and waving, until the girls
clap their hands, and the boys shout, in a kind
of exultant thankfulness, is not worthy the
name.

And if such a fiery thanksgiving is to
crackle out its praises—why not from a man’s
own ground? There is no farmer but feels a
commendable pride in feeding his own grain,
in luxuriating upon his own poultry, in con-
suming his own hay—why not burn wood of
his own growing? It is not an extravagant
crop. Thirty years on rocky, wild land, else
unserviceable, will mature a good fire-crop;
and if there be chestnut growth, will ensure

I1
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sufficient ' size for farm repairs and fencing
material. A half acre of average growth will
supply at least one roaring winter’s fire, be-
side the chestnut for farm purposes. And thus
with twenty acres of wood, cut over each year,
half acre by half acre, I have forty years for
harvesting my crop; and then, the point where
I entered upon my wood field is more than
ready for the axe again. Indeed, considering
that thirty years are ample for the growth of
good-sized fire wood, I have a margin of ten
years’ extra growth, which may go to pin
money ; or may be credited to some few favor-
ite timber trees that stand upon the edge of the
pasture, and pay rental in the picture they
give of patriarchal grace—to say nothing of
an annual harvest of chestnuts.

Woodland, again, gives dignity to a country
place; it shows a crop that wants a man’s age
to ripen it; a company of hoary elders—con-
servatives, if you will—to preside amid the
lesser harvests, and to parry the rage of tem-
pests. Mosses plant their white blight, as gray
hairs come to a man; but the core is sound, and
the life sap swift, and in it are the juices of a
thousand leaves.

A wood, too, for a contemplative mind is
always suggestive. Its aisles swarm with

12
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memories; the sighing of the boughs in the
wind brings a tender murmur from the farthest
days of childhood, when leaves rustled all the
long summer at the nurse’s window. Bird-
nesting boyhood comes again to sit astride the
limbs—to hunt for slippery elm, or the fra-
grant leaves of young wintergreen, or the aro-
matic roots of sassafras.

This scarred bole, so straight and true, re-
minds of still larger ones in the forest of Fon-
tainebleau; the chestnuts recall the broad-
leaved ones of the Apennines; the hemlocks
bring to memory the kindred sapin of the
Juras, under whose shade I sat upon an August
day, years ago, panting with the heat, and
looking off upon the yellow plains which
stretch beyond the old French town of Poligny,
and upon the shadows of clouds, that flitted
over the far and “golden-sided” Burgundy.

Next, the coveted place was to have its quota
of running water. It would be a very absurd
thing to go far to find reasons for the love of
a brook. There are practical ones of which
every farmer knows the force; and of which
every farmer’s boy, who has ever driven a cow
to water, or wet a line in the eddies, could be
exponent.

And in the romantic aspect of the matter, I

13
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believe there'is nothing in nature which so en-
laces one’s love for the country, and binds it
with willing fetters, as the silver meshes of a
brook. Not for its beauty only, but for its
changes; it is the warbler; it is the silent
muser ; it is the loiterer; it is the noisy brawler,
and like all brawlers beats itself into angry
foam, and turns in the eddies demurely pen-
itent, and runs away to sulk under the bush.
A brook, too, piques terribly a man’s audacity,
if he have any eye for landscape gardening.
It seems so manageable, in all its wildness.
Here in the glen a bit of dam will give a white
gush of waterfall, and a pouring sluice to some
overshot wheel; and the wheel shall have its
connecting shaft and whirl of labors. Of
course there shall be a little scape-way for the
trout to pass up and down; a rustic bridge shall
spring across somewhere below, and the stream
shall be coaxed into loitering where you will
—under the roots of a beech that leans over the
water—into a broad pool of the pasture close,
where the cattle may cool themselves in
August. In short, it is easy to see how a brook
may be held in leash, and made to play the
wanton for you, summer after summer. I do
not forget that poor Shenstone ruined himself
by his coquetries with the trees and brooks at

14
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Leasowes. I commend the story of the bank-
rupt poet to those who are about laying out
country places.

Meantime our eye shall run where the brooks
are running—to the sea. It must be admitted
that a sea view gives the final and the kingly
grace to a country home. A lake view and a
river view are well in their way, but the hills
hem them; the great reach which is a type,
and, as it were, a vision of the future, does not
belong to them. There is none of that joyous
strain to the eye in looking on them which a
sea view provokes. The ocean seems to absorb
all narrowness, and tides it away, and dashes
it into yeasty multiple of its own illimitable
width. A man may be small by birth, but he
cannot grow smaller with the sea always in his
eye.

It is a bond with other worlds and people:
the sail you watch has come from Biscay;
yesterday it was white for the eye of a
Biscayan; your sympathies touch by the glitter
of a sail.

The raft of smoke drifting from some
steamer in the offing is as humanizing, though
it be ten miles away, as the rattle of your
neighbor’s wagon by the door.

You live near a highroad to take off the edge

I5
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from 'loneliness ‘and isolation; but a travelled
sea, where all day long white specks come and
go, is the highway of the world; and though
you do not see these neighbors’ faces, or catch
their words, the drifted vapor, and the sheen
of the sails, and the streaming pennants yield
a sense of nearness and companionship that
gives rein and verge to a man’s humanity.

Then, physically,—what reach! Heaven and
earth touch their great circles in your eye; the
touch that bounds human vision wherever you
may go. No height can lift you to a grander
touch, or alter one iota its magnificent propor-
tions. With a land horizon, it may be an occa-
sional hill that conceals the outmost bound,—
a temple or a tree; it is various and uncertain;
even upon the prairie a harvest of flowers may
fringe it with an edge that the autumn fires
consume, or which a trampling herd may beat
down; but where sea touches sky, there, for-
ever, is the line immutable, which runs be-
tween our home and the spacious heaven, that
buoys, and bears us. And thence, with every
noontide, the sun pours a fiery profusion of
gold up to your feet; and there, every full
moon paves a broad path with silver.

So, with each of the features I have claimed,
come kingly pictures;—not least of all to the

16
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gentle slope south or eastward, which should
catch the first beams of the morning, and the
first warmth of every recurring spring.

In a mere economic point of view, such slope
is commended in every northern latitude by
the best of agricultural reasons. In all tem-
perate zones two hours of morning are worth
three of the afternoon. I do not know an old
author upon husbandry who does not affirm
my choice, with respect to all temperate re-
gions. If this be true of European countries,
it must be doubly true of America, where the
most trying winds for fruit, or for frail tem-
pers, drive from the northwest.

And with the slope, as with the wood and
with the sea, come visions ;—visions of sloping
shores of bays, into whose waters the land
dips with every recurring tide; and where, as
the gentlest of tides fall (so upon the Adriatic
coast), an empurpled line of fine sea mosses
lies crimped upon white sand, and pearly shells
glitter in the sun. Or—of lake shores, gentle
as Idyls (so of Windermere), with grassy

"slopes so near and neighborly to the water,
that the mower, as he clips the last sentinels in
green, sweeps his blade with a bubbling swirl
of sound, quite into the margin of the lake,

Southern slopes, again, suggest luscious

17



MY FARM OF EDGEWOOD

ripeness. The first figs I ever gathered, were
gathered on such a slope in a dreamy atmos-
phere of Southern France, with the blue of
the Mediterranean in reach of the eye, and the
sweetest roses of Provence lending a balmy
fragrance to the air.

Sheltered slopes recall too, always, what is
most captivating in rural life. You never see
them or look for them even, in Dutch-land—
in Poland, never; in Prussia, or on the high-
ways of travel in France, never. And few
rural poems, or pictures that haunt the memory,
were ever rhymed or sketched in those regions.
Theocritus lived where lie the sweetest of val-
leys; Tibullus and Horace both knew the pur-
ple shadows that lay in the clefts of the Latian
hills. Delille chased his rural phantoms be-
yond the Burgundian mountains, before they
had taken their best form.

But in the English Isle—by Abergavenny,
by Merthyr, under the Tors of Derbyshire, in
the lea of the Dartmoor hills,—abreast of
Snowdon—what sheltered greenness and
bloom! What nestling homesteads!

I must not forget to give a sequence to my

story. I had entered my advertisement. Was

- it possible that any one in the possession of
18
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such 4 'place @s/'I’had roughly indicated, would
be willing to sell?

For twenty-four hours I was in a state of
doubt; after that time, I may say the doubt
was removed. I must frankly confess that I
was astounded to find what a number of per-
sons, counting not by tens, but by fifties, and
even hundreds, were anxious to dispose of a
. “situation in the country” which fully corre-
sponded to my wishes (as advertised).

Were the people mad, that they showed
such eagerness to divest themselves of charm-
ing places? Or were my fine pictures possibly
overdrawn. And yet, who could gainsay
them; are not trees, trees—and brooks, brooks
—and the sea, always itself?

I think my New York friend, to whom I had
ordered all replies to be addressed, may have
handed me a peck of letters;—blue letters,
square letters, triangular letters, pink letters
(in femalehand), and soberly brown letters.

Not a few of the propositions contained in
these letters were, at first sight, plainly inad-
missible; as where a sanguine gentleman sug-
gested that I should make a slight change of pro-
gramme, so far as to plant myself on the shores
of the Great Lakes, or in a pretty retiracy,
among the fine forests along the Erie Railroad.

19
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Another, “in‘case I found nothing to suit
elsewhere,” could recommend “a small place
of ten acres, in a thriving country town, two
minutes’ walk from the post-office, house forty
by thirty-five, and ten feet between joints,
stages passing the door three times a day, large
apple trees in the yard newly grafted, and the
good will of a small grocery, upon the corner,
to be sold, if desired, with the goods, and
healthy.”

Inadmissible, of course; and the letter passed
over into the hat of my friend. Another let-
ter, from a widow lady, invited attention to
the admired place of her late husband: he had
“an unusual taste for country life, and had
expended large sums in beautifying the farm;
marble mantels throughout the house, Gothic
porticos, and some statuary about the grounds.
There was a gardener’s cottage, and a farmer’s
house, as well as another small tenement for
an under-gardener, and twenty acres of land
of which six in shrubbery and lawns.” The
architecture seemed to me rather dispropor-
tionate to the land; inadmissible upon the
whole, as a desirable place on which to test
the economies of a quiet farm-life.

I can conceive of nothing so shocking to a
hearty lover of the country, as to live in the

20
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glare of another man’s architectural taste. In
the city or the town there are conventional
laws of building, established by custom, and
by limitations of space, to which all must in
a large measure conform; but with the width
of broad acres around one, I should chafe as
much at living in the pretentious house of an-
other man’s ordering and building, as I should
chafe at living in another man’s coat. Coun-
try architecture, whose simplicity or rudeness
is so far subordinated to the main features of
the landscape as not to provoke special men-
tion, may be of any man’s building; but
wherever the house becomes the salient feature
of the place, and challenges criticism by an
engrossing importance as compared with its
rural surroundings, then it must be in agree-
ment with the tastes and character of the occu-
pant, or it is a pretentious falsehood.

Perhaps I ought to beg the reader’s pardon
for this interpolation here, of a law of adjust-
ment in respect to the country and country
houses, which would have more perfect place
in what I may have to say upon the general
subject of rural architecture.

At present I return to my stock of pleasant
advisory letters:

A tasteful gentleman, of active habits, calls

21
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my attentionto'a park of which he is the pro-
jector, and within which several desirable
places, with admirable views, remain unsold;
while land in the neighborhood might be se-
cured at a reasonable valuation, for such farm
experiments as I might be tempted to enter
upon. Attention is particularly called to the
social advantages of such a neighborhood,
where none but gentlemen of character would
be permitted to purchase, and where the re-
finements of city intercourse would be, &c., &c.

Now it so happens that I never heard of a
park upon this mutual method, where there did
not arise within a few years a smart quarrel
between two or more of the refined occupants.
The cows, or the goats, or the adjustment of
water privileges, are sure to form the bases of
noisy differences, in the management of which,
I am sorry to say, the amenities of the town
are not greatly superior to the amenities of
the country. Aside from this danger, I have
not much faith in the marketable coherence of
those rural tastes which would belong to a
promiscuous circle of buyers. A community
of cooks, or of coal-heavers, I can conceive of,
but a community of ruralists, or of amateur
farmers, quite passes my comprehension. I
say amateur farming, for I know of no farm-
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ing''which 'is"$0 amatory in the beginning, and
so damnatory in the end, as that which de-
lights in a suburban house, and in a sufficient
quantity of ground a few miles away, where,
under the wary eye of some sagacious Dutch-
man or Irishman, the cows are to be fed, the
weeds pulled, the chickens plucked, and the
new industry and profit developed generally.
It is very much as if a man were to enter upon
" the business of whaling by taking rooms at
the Pequod House, and negotiating with some
enterprising skipper to tow a few tame whales
into harbor, to be slashed up, and tried, and
put into clean casks, on some mild afternoon
of June.

In the latter case, we should probably have
the oil and the bone; and in the other, we
should perhaps have the butter and the eggs; in
both, we certainly should have the bills to pay.

If a man would enter upon country life in
earnest, and test thoroughly its aptitudes and
royalties, he must not toy with it at a town
distance; he must brush the dews away with
his own feet. He must bring the front of his
head to the business, and not the back side
of it; or, as Cato put the same matter to the
Romans, near two thousand years ago, Frons
occipitio prior est.
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But while I was thus compelled to discard
certain propositions at their first suggestion,
there were others which wore such a roseate
hue as challenged scrutiny and compelled a
visit. Thus, a very straightforward and busi-
ness-like letter from a Wall-street agent in-
formed me that his esteemed client, Mr. Van
Heine, “was willing to dispose of a consid-
erable country property thirty miles from the
city, in a favorable location. The house was
not large or expensive, possibly not extensive
enough; there was old wood upen the place,
the surface charmingly diversified, and in ad-
dition to other requisites, it possessed a mill
site, mill, and small body of water, which, in
the hands of taste, he had no doubt,” &c., &c.

The agent regretted that he could give me
no definite information in regard to the exact
size of the property, or terms of sale, but
begged me to pay a visit to the place before
deciding.

The description, though not particularly
definite, was yet sufficiently piquant and sug-
gestive to induce me to comply with the hint
of the agent. I liked the man’s nomenclature
—*“a considerable country property”; it con-
veyed an impression of dignified quiet and re-
tirement. The dwelling was probably a mod-
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est farmhouse, grown mossy under the shade
of the old wood; possibly some Dutch affair
of stone, with Van Heine gables, which it
would be hardly decorous to pull down. I
might add a little to its size, and so make it
habitable; or, if well placed, it might—who
knew—be turned into a cottage for the miller.
There remained, after all this agreeable color-
ing, the small body of water and the diversified
surface, which were enough in themselves to
form the outlines of a very captivating picture.

I determined to pay Mr. Van Heine a visit.
Obtaining all needed information from his
agent, in regard to the locality and its ap-
proaches from the city, I set off upon a charm-
ing morning of June by one of the northern
railways, and after an hour’s ride, was put
down at a station some five miles distant from
the property. I drove across the country at
a leisurely pace, stopping here and there upon
a hilltop to admire the far-off views, and specu-
lating upon possible improvements that might
be made in the badly conditioned road. The
neighborhood was not populous: indeed, it
was only after having measured, as I fancied,
the fifth mile, that I for the first time saw a
party from whom I might ask special direc-
tions. I may describe this party as a tall man
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in red beard and red fur cap, with a black-
stemmed porcelain pipe in his mouth, and
trousers thrust into stout cowhide boots. He
was striding forward in the same direction
with me, and at nearly an equal pace.

“Did he possibly know of a Mr. Van Heine
in this region?”

“Yah—yah,” and the man, who may have
been an emigrant of only four of five years
of American nationality, pointed toward him-
self with a pleased and grim complacency.

“This was Mr. Van Heine, then, who has
a country property to sell ?”

“Yah—yah,” and his smile has now grown
eager and familiar.

His place is a little farther on; and I ask
him to a seat beside me.

“It is a farm he has to sell ?”

“Yah—yah, farm.”

I ask if the view is good.

“Yah_ g‘OOd—ya.h.”

I venture a question in regard to the mill.

“Yah—mill—yah.”

“Grist mill?” T ask.

“Yah—mill.”

“For sawing?” I add, thinking possibly he
might misunderstand me.

“Yah—sawing.”
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I venture to inquire after his crops.
. “Crops—yah.”

The conversation was not satisfactory: we
were driving along a dusty highway, and had
entered upon a sombre valley, where there was
no sign of cultivation, and where the only
dwelling to be seen, was one of those exces-
sively new houses of matched boards, perched
immediately upon the side of the high-road,
and with its pert and rectangular “joinery”
offending every rural sentiment that might
have grown out of the blithe atmosphere and .
the morning drive. '

“Dish is de place,” said my friend of the red
beard and porcelain pipe; and I could not
doubt it; there was a poetic agreement be-
tween man and house; but the mill remained—
where was the mill?

Van Heine was only too happy: across the
way—only at a distance of a few rods, not
removed from the dust of the high-road, was
the mill, and the “body of water.” The new
scars in the hillsides, from which the earth
had been taken to dam the brook, were
odiously apparent: but the investment had
clearly not proven a profitable one: the capacity
of the brook had been measured at its winter
stage; even now, the millpond at its upper
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end'showed ‘a’ broad, slimy flat, which was
alive with frogs and mudpouts. A few scat-
tered clumps of dead and seared alders broke
the level, and a dozen or more of tall and
limbless trees that had been drowned by the
new lake, rose stragglingly from the water—
making, with the dead bushes, and the lone-
liness of the place, a skeleton and ghostly as-
semblage.

Mr. Van Heine had newly filled his pipe,
and was puffing amiably, as I stood looking at
the property, and at the sandy hills which rolled
up from the further side of the pond, tufted
with here and there a spreading juniper. The
whole aspect of the property was so curiously
and amazingly repugnant to all the rural fan-
cies I had ever entertained, whether zsthetic,
or purely agricultural, that I was excessively
interested. My red-bearded entertainer clearly
saw as much, and with violent and persuasive
puffs at his porcelain pipe, and occasional itera-
tive “dams” in his talk (which had very likely
sprung of unpleasant familiarity with the dam
actual) he became explosively demonstrative
and earnest.

I hinted at the shortness of the water; there
was no denial on his part; on the contrary,
frank avowal.
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“Yah—dam—short,” said he; ‘“dat ish—
enough for der farm—yah; but for der mill—
dam—nichts (puff).”

I spoke in an apologetic way of the adver-
tisement, and of certain requisites insisted
upon ; he had perhaps seen it?

“Advertisement—yah (puff) —yah.”

I hinted at the slope.

“Yah—der slope.”

“The slope to the south?”

“Oh yah—south (puff)—yah.”

I explained by a little interpolation of his
own tongue.

“Dam—yah—dish ish it; der is de pond;
dish is south; dat ish der slope—to der pond—
dam—y.

“And the lands opposite?”

“Oh, dat ish not mine; der mill, der house,
der pond, der land, vat you call der slope—dis
ish mine.”

I suggested the mention of a water view in
the advertisement.

“View,” said my red-bearded friend; “vat
you call view?”

I explained as I could, teutonically.

“Dam! der vater view! (with emphasis) ;
dish is it; der pond, ish it no vater > —hein—
dam (puff).”
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Even now I look back with a good deal of
self-applause upon my success in extricating
myself from the merciless and magnetic ear-
nestness of the red-bearded Mr. Van Heine;
I think of my escape from the dusty high-road,
the angular joinery of the house, the bloated
hills, blotched with junipers, the straggling
trunks of the drowned trees, and the imper-
turbable insistence of the German, with his
expletive dam and his black-stemmed porcelain
pipe as I think of escapes from some threat-
ening pestilence.

Another country place was brought to my
attention, under circumstances that forbade any
doubt of its positive attractions. There was
wood in abundance, dotted here and there with
a profuse and careless luxuriance; there were
rounded banks of hills, and meadows through
which an ample stream came flowing with a
queenly sweep, and with a sheen that caught
every noontide, and repeated it in a glorious
blazon of gold. It skirted the hills, it skirted
the wood, and came with a gushing fulness
upon the very margin of the quiet little house-
yard that compassed the dwelling. And from
the door, underneath cherry trees, one could
catch glimpses of the great stretch of the Hud-
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son''into' “which “the-'brook passed; and the
farther shores were so distant, that the Hudson
looked like a bay of the sea. A gaunt Ameri-
can who was in charge of the premises did
the honors of the place, and in the intervals
of expressing the juices from a huge quid of
tobacco that lay in his cheek, he enlarged upon
the qualities of the soil.

To him the view or situation was nothing,
but the capacity for corn or rye was the main
“p’int.”

“Ef yer want a farm, Mister, yer want sile;
now this ’ere (turning up a turf with a back
thrust of his heel) is what I call sile; none o’
yer dum leachy stuff ; you put manure into this
’ere, and it stays ‘put.’ ”’

“Grows good crops, then,” I threw in, by
way of interlude.

“I guess it dooz, Mister. Corn, potatoes,
garden sass—why, only look at this ’ere turf;
see them clovers, and this blue grass. Ef you
was a farmer—doan’t know but you be, but
doan’t look jist like one—you ’d know that
’t ain’t every farm can scare up such a turf as-
that.”

“Very true,” I remark; while my lank friend
adjusts his quid for a new bit of comment.

“Now here ’s Simmons on the hill—smart
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man enough, but doan’t know nothing ’bout
farmin’—them hills he ’s bought doan’t bear
nothin’ but pennyrial; ten acres on’t would n’t
keep a good cosset sheep.” And my friend
expectorates with a good deal of emphasis.

I suggested that many came into the coun-
try for good views and a fine situation.

“I know it, sir,” said my lank friend; “this
’s a free country, and a man can do as he likes,
leastwise we used to think so; but as for me,
give me a good black sile ’bout seven inches
thick, and good turf top on’t, and a good smart
team, and I take out my views, along in the
fall o’ the year, in the corn crib. Them ’s my
sentiments.”

I think I won upon my tall friend by ex-
pressing my approval of so sound opinions;
and in the course of talk, we found ourselves
again upon the dainty lawn by the doorstep,
near to which the brook surged along, brim-
ful and deep, to the river. Over-deep, indeed,
it seemed, for so near neighborhood to the
house. An expression of mine to this effect
was amply confirmed by the tall farmer. Only
a year or so gone, a little child had tumbled in,
and was “drownded.”

And this was perhaps the reason why the
family left so attractive a place, I suggested.
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“Oh Lord, no, sir; 't was a pesky little thing,
belonged down to the landin’. Fever-'nager ’s
what driv the folks off, in my ’pinion.”

“Ah, they do have the fever about here,
then ?”

“Gosh—Smithers here—p’raps you doan’t
know Smithers—no; waal, he ’s got it, got it
bad; that ’s so; and what ’s wus, his chil’en
’s got it, and his wife ’s had it; and my wife
here, a spell ago, what does she do, but up
and takes it, ’s bad ’s enny on ’em; 't ’s a dum
curi’skeind o’ thing. Youdoan’t know nothin’
when ’t ’s comin’; and you doan’t know no
more when ’t ’s goin’ ; and arter ’t’s dun, 't ain’t
no small shakes of a thing; a feller keeps
keinder ailin’.”

Upon a sudden the place took on a new as-
pect for me; its cool shade seemed the murky
parent of miasma; the wind sighed through
the leaves with a sickly sound, and the brook,
that gave out a little while before a roistering
cheerfulness in its dash, now surged along with
only a quick succession of sullen plashes.

I must recur to one other disappointment in
respect of a country place, which possessed
every one of the features I had desired in
unmistakable type; and yet all these so curi-
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ously 'distraught/that they possessed no har-
mony or charm. I ought perhaps to except
the sea view, which was wide to a fault, and
so near that on turbulent days of storm, it
must have created the illusion that you were
fairly afloat.

A sight of the sea, to temper a fair land-
scape, and lend it ravishing reach to a far-off
line of glistening horizon, is a very different
thing from that bold, broadside, every-day
nearness, which outroars all the pleasant land
sounds, making your country quietude a mere
_ fiction, and the broad presence of ocean the
engrossing reality. So it was with the place
of which I speak; beside this, the slope was
slight and gradual—only one billowy lift—as
if the land had some time caught the undula-
tions of the sea after some heavy ground swell,
and kept the uplift after the sea had settled to its
fair-weather proportions. Thebrook was of an
unnoticeable flow, that idled from a neighbor’s
grounds; and the wood, such as it was, only a
spur of silver poplars that had stolen through
from the same neighbor’s territory, and had
shot up into a white and tangled wilderness.

The occupant and owner of the place—of
may be seventy acres—was one of those wiry,
energetic, restless young men of New Eng-
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land stock, thrifty, shrewd, spurning all cour-
tesies, bound to push on in life; a type of that
nervous unrest by which God has peopled the
West and California. Never gaining, but al-
ways despising, the calm that comes of satisfied
endeavor, whether in the establishment of a
home, or the accumulation of money, these
fast ones are very confident in their ability
withal, and in their judgment; making light
of difficulties, full of contempt for all know-
ledge which has not shown practical and palpa-
ble conquests. The owner had planted his
farm to vegetables—not an acre of it but
bristled with some marketable crop; nearness
to the city had warranted it, and “there was
money in the business.” To talk with such a
man about comparative views, or situations,
would have been to talk French with him. An
unknown advertiser had demanded the very
features embraced in his farm; there they were
—the sea, the brook, the wood, and slope. If
I wished them enough to pay his price, I could
have them. He felt quite sure that I should
find nothing that came nearer the mark, and
he argued the matter with a strenuous, earnest
vehemence, that fairly enchained my atten-
tion; and while my admiring aspect seemed to
yield assent to every presentation he made of
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the 'subject, and while, as in the case of the
red-bearded German, there was a sort of mag-
netism that bound me to outer acquiescence,
at the same time all my inner feeling was
kindled into open revolt against the man’s pre-
sumption, and his turnips, and his lines of cab-
‘bages, and his poplars, and near breadth of sea.

He did not sell to me; but I have no doubt
that he sold; I have no doubt that he made
money by his turnips, and more money by the
sale of his land; and it would not surprise me
to see him some day, if I go in that direction,
speaker of the house of representatives in the
State of Iowa, or Minnesota. There are men
who carry in their presuming, restless energy
the brand of success—not always an enviable
one, still less frequently a moral one, but al-
ways palpable and noisy. Such a man makes
capital fight with danger of all sorts; he knows
no yielding to fatigues—to any natural obsta-
cles, or to conscience. It is hard to conceive
of him as dying, without a sharp and nervous
protest, which seems conclusive to his own
judgment, against the absurd dispensations of
Providencee. 'Who does not see faces every
day, whose eager, impassioned unrest is ut-
terly irreconcilable with the calm long sleep
we must all fall to at last?
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But this story of unsuccessful experiences
grows wearisome to me, and, I doubt not, to
the reader. One after another the hopes I had
built upon my hatful of responses, failed me.
June was bursting every day into fuller and
more tempting leafiness. The stifling corri-
dors of city hotels, the mouldy smell of coun-
try taverns, the dependence upon testy Jehus,
who plundered and piloted me through all
manner of out-of-the-way places, became
fatiguing beyond measure.

And it was precisely at this stage of my
inquiry, that I happened accidentally to be
passing a day at the Tontine inn, of the charm-
ing city of N—h—. (I use initials only, in
way of respectful courtesy for the home of my
adoption.) The old drowsy quietude of the
place which I had known in other days, still
lingered upon the broad green, while the mimic
difi of trade rattled down the tidy streets, or gave
tongue in the shrill whistle of an engine. The
college still seemed dreaming out its classic
beatitudes, and the staring rectangularity of its
enclosures and buildings and paths appeared
to me only a proper expression of its old geo-
metric and educational traditions.

Most people know this town of which I
speak, only as a scudding whirl of white
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houses, 'succéededCby a foul sluiceway, that
runs along the reeking backs of shops, and
ends presently in gloom. A stranger might
consider it the darkness of a tunnel, if he did
not perceive that the railway train had stopped ;
and presently catch faint images of a sooty.
stairway, begrimed with smoke—up and down
which dim figures pass to and fro, and from
the foot of which, and the side of which, and
all around which, a score of belching voices
break out in a passionate chorus of shouts; as
-the eye gains upon the sootiness and gloom,
it makes out the wispy, wavy lines of a few
whips moving back and forth amid the uproar
of voices; it-lights presently upon the star of
a policeman, who seems altogether in his ele-
ment in the midst of the hurly-burly. Be-
cloaked and shawled figures enter and pass
through the carriages; they may be black, or
white, or gray, or kinsfolk—you see nothing
but becloaked figures passing through; port-
manteaus fall with a slump, and huge dressing
cases fall with a slam, upon what seems, by
the ear, to be pavement; luggage trucks keep
up an uneasy rattle; brakemen somewhere in
still lower depths strike dinning blows upon the
wheels, to test their soundness; newsboys,
moving about the murky shades like piebald
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imps, lend a shrill treble to the uproar; the
policeman’s star twinkles somewhere in the
foreground; upon the begrimed stairway,
figures flit mysteriously up and down; there
is the shriek of a steam whistle somewhere in
the front; a shock to the train; a new deluge
of smoke rolls back and around newsboys,
police, cabmen, stairway, and all; there is a
crazy shout of some official, a jerk, a dash—
figures still flitting up and down the sooty
stairway—and so, a progress into day (which
seemed never more welcome). Again the
backs of shops, of houses, heaps of debris, as
if all the shop people and all the dwellers in
all the houses were fed only on lobsters and
other shellfish; a widening of the sluice, a
gradual recovery of position to the surface of
the ground—in time to see a few ‘tall chim-
neys, a great hulk of rock, with something
glistening on its summit, a turbid river bor-
dered with sedges, a clump of coquettish pine
trees—and the conductor tells you all this is
the beautiful city of N—h—.

11t is perhaps needless to say that the lapse of twenty
years has made a change in the approaches; and the
traveller is now set down at a station which is flanked
on one side by full sweep of the harbor waters and

which should (and might) be flanked on the other by
a City Green, with its trees and fountain.
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A 'friend called upon me shortly after my
arrival, and learning the errand upon which I
had been scouring no inconsiderable tract of
country, proposed to me to linger a day more,
and take a drive about the suburbs. I will-
ingly complied with his invitation; though I
must confess that my idea of the suburbs, col-
ored as it was by old recollections of college
walks over dead stretches of level, in order
to find some quiet copse, where I might bandy
screams with a bluejay, in rehearsal of some
college theme—all this, I say, moderated my
expectations.

It seems but yesterday that I drove from
among the tasteful houses of the town, which
since my boy time had crept far out upon the
margin of the plain. It seems to me that I can
recall the note of an oriole, that sang gush-
ingly from the limbs of an over-reaching elm
as we passed. I know I remember the stately
broad road we took, and its smooth, firm mac-
adam. I have a fancy that I compared it in
my own mind, and not unfavorably, with the
metal of a road, which I had driven over only
two months before in the environs of Liver-
pool. I remember a somewhat stately country
house that we passed, whose architecture dis-
solved any illusions I might have been under,
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in regard to my whereabouts. I remember
turning slightly, perhaps to the right, and
threading the ways of a neat little manufac-
turing village,—catching views of waterfalls,
of tall chimneys, of open pasture grounds; and
remember bridges, and other bridges, and how
the village straggled on with its neat white
palings, and whiter houses, with honeysuckles
at the doors; and how we skirted a pond,
where the pads of lilies lay all idly afloat; and
how a great hulk of rock loomed up suddenly
near a thousand feet, with dwarfed cedars and
oaks tufting its crevices—tufting its top, and
how we drove almost beneath it, so that I
seemed to be in Meyringen again, and to hear
the dash of the foaming Reichenbach; and
how we ascended again, drifting through an-
other limb of the village, where the little
churches stood ; and how we sped on past neat
white houses,—rising gently,—skirted by
hedgerows of tangled cedars, and presently
stopped before a grayish-white farmhouse,
where the air was all aflow with the perfume
of great purple spikes of lilacs. And thence,
though we had risen so little I had scarce no-
ticed a hill, we saw all the spires of the city
we had left, two miles away as a bird flies,
and they seemed to stand cushioned on a broad
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bower of leaves; and to the right of them,
where they straggled and faded, there came to
the eye a white burst of water which was an
arm of the sea; beyond the harbor and town
was a purple hazy range of hills,—in the fore-
ground a little declivity, and then a wide
plateau of level land, green and lusty, with all
the wealth of June sunshine. I had excuse to
be fastidious in the matter of landscape, for
within three months I had driven on Rich-
mond hill, and had luxuriated in the valley
scene from the cdte of St. Cloud. But neither
one nor the other forbade my open and out-
spoken admiration of the view before me.

I have a recollection of making my way
through the hedging lilacs, and ringing with
nervous haste at the door bell ; and as I turned,
the view from the step seemed to me even
wider and more enchanting than from the car-
riage. I have a fancy that a middle-aged man,
with iron-gray whiskers, answered my sum-
mons in his shirt sleeves, and proposed joining
me directly under some trees which stood a
little way to the north. I recollect dimly a
little country coquetry of his, about unwill-
ingness to sell, or to name a price; and yet
how he kindly pointed out to me the farm-
lands, which lay below upon the flat, and the
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valley where his cows were feeding just south-
ward, and how the hills rolled up grandly
westward, and were hemmed in to the north
by a heavy belt of timber.

I think we are all hypocrites at a bargain.
I suspect I threw out casual objections to the
house, and the distance, and the roughness;
and yet have an uneasy recollection of thank-
ing my friend for having brought to my notice
the most charming spot I had yet seen, and one
which met my wish in nearly every particular.

It seems to me that the ride to town must
have been very short, and my dinner a hasty
one: I know I have a clear recollection of wan-
dering over those hills, and that plateau of
farm-land, afoot, that very afternoon. I re-
member tramping through the wood, and test-
ing the turf after the manner of my lank friend
upon the Hudson. I can recall distinctly the
aspect of house, and hills, as they came into
view on my second drive from the town; how
a great stretch of forest, which lay in common,
flanked the whole, so that the farm could be
best and most intelligently described as—lying
on the edge of the wood ; and it seemed to me,
that if it should be mine, it should wear the
name of —Edgewood.

It is the name it bears now. I will not de-
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tail the means by which the coyness of my
iron-gray-haired friend was won over to a
sale; it is enough to tell that within six weeks
from the day on which I had first sighted the
view, and brushed through the lilac hedge at
the door, the place, from having been the
home of another, had become a home of mine,
and a new stock of Lares was blooming in the
Atrium.

In the disposition of the landscape, and in
the breadth of the land, there was all, and
more than I had desired. There was an east-
ern slope where the orchard lay, which took
the first burst of the morning, and the first
warmth of Spring; there was another valley
slope southward from the door, which took
the warmth of the morning, and which keeps
the sun till night. There was a wood, in
which now the little ones gather anemones in
spring, and in autumn, heaping baskets of
nuts. There was a strip of sea in sight, on
which I can trace the white sails, as they come
and go, without leaving my library chair; and
each night I see the flame of a lighthouse kin-
dled, and its reflection dimpled on the water.
If the brook is out of sight, beyond the hills, it
has its representative in the fountain that is
gurgling and plashing at my door.
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And 1t is in full sight of that sea, where
even now the smoky banner of a steamer trails
along the sky, and in the hearing of the dash
of that very fountain, and with the fragrance
of those lilacs around me, that I close this
initial chapter of my book, and lay down my
pen.
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AROUND THE HOUSE

quisites of which I had been in search,

yet the farm was by no means without
its inaptitudes and roughnesses. There was
an accumulation of half-decayed logs in one
quarter, of mouldering chips in another,—be-
ing monumental of the choppings and hewings
of half a score of years. OId iron had its
establishment in this spot; cast-away carts
and sleds in that; walls which had bulged out
with the upheaval of —I know not how many
—frosts, had been ingeniously mended with
discarded harrows or axles; there was the
usual debris of clam shells, and there were old
outbuildings standing awry, and showing
rhomboidal angles in their outline. These
approached the house very nearly,—so nearly,
in fact, that in one direction at least, it was
difficult to say where the province of the poul-
try and calves ended, and where the human
occupancy began.

ELTHOUGH possessing all the special re-
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There 'was'a 'monstrous growth of dock and
burdock about the outer doors, and not a few
rank shoots of that valuable medicinal herb—
Stramonium.  There' were the invariable
clumps of purple lilacs, in most unmanageable
positions; a few straggling bunches of daf-
fodils; an ancient garden with its measly look-
ing, mossy gooseberries; a few strawberry
plants, and currant bushes keeping up inter-
ruptedly the pleasant formality of having once
been set in rows, and of having nodded their
crimson tassels at each other across the walk.
There were some half dozen huge old pear
trees, immediately in the rear of the house,
mossy, and promising inferior native fruit;
but full of a vigor that I have since had the
pleasure of transmuting into golden Bartletts.
There were a few plum trees, loaded with
black knot; a score of peach trees in out of
the way places, all showing unfortunate marks
of that vegetable jaundice, the yellows, which
throughout New England has proven in so
many instances the bane of this delicious fruit.

There was the usual huge barn, a little
wavy in its ridge, and with an aged settle to
its big doors; while under the eaves were
jagged pigeon holes, cut by adventurous boys,
ignorant of curvilinear harmonies. Upon the
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peak was a lively weathercock of shingle,
most preposterously active in its motions, and
trimming to every flaw of wind with a nervous
rapidity, that reminded me of nothing so much
as of the alacrity of a small newspaper editor.
There was the attendant company of farm
sheds,—low sheds, high sheds, tumble-down
sheds, one with a motley array of seasoned
lumber, well dappled over with such domestic
coloring as barn-yard fowls are in the habit
of administering; another, with sleds and
sleighs,—looking out of place in June—and
submitted to the same domestic garniture.
There was the cider mill with its old casks,
and press, seamy and mildewed, both having
musty taint. A convenient mossy cherry tree
was hung over with last year’s scythes and
bush-hooks, while two or three broken ox
chains trailed from the stump of a limb, which
had suffered amputation. Nor must I forget
the shop, half home-made, half remnant of
something better, with an old hat or two thrust
into the broken sashes—with its unhelved,
gone-by axes, its hoes with half their blade
gone, its dozen of infirm rakes, its hospital
shelf for broken swivels, heel-wedges and
dried balls of putty.

I remember passing a discriminating eye

51



MY FARM OF EDGEWOOD

over' the tools, bethinking me how I would
swing the broad axe, or put the saws to sharp
service; for in bargaining for the farm, I had
also bargained for the implements of which
there might be immediate need.

Directly upon the roadway, before the
house, rose a high wall, supporting the little
terrace that formed the front yard; the ter-
race was a wilderness of roses, syringas, and
unclipped box. The entrance way was by a
flight of stone steps which led through the
middle of the terrace, and of the wall; while
over the steps hung the remnants of an an-
cient archway, which had once supported a
gilded lantern; and I was told with an air
of due reverence, that this gilded spangle of
the town life, was a memento of the hospi-
talities of a certain warm-blooded West In-
dian, who in gone-by years had lighted up
the country home with cheery festivities. I
would have cherished the lantern if it had
not long before disappeared; and the steps
that may have once thronged under it, must
be all of them heavy with years now, if they
have not rested from their weary beat alto-
gether. Both wall and terrace are now gone,
and a gentle swell of green turf is in their
place, skirted by a hedge and low rustic pal-
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ing, and crowned by a gaunt pine tree, and a
bowering elm.

The same hospitable occupant, to whom I
have referred, had made additions to the home
itself, so as to divest it of the usual, stereo-
typed farm-house look, by a certain quaintness
of outline. This he had done by extending
the area of the lower story some ten feet, in
both front and rear, while the roof of this
annex was concealed by a heavy balustrade,
perched upon its eaves; thus giving the effect
of one large cube, surmounted by a lesser one;
the uppermost was topped with a roof of sharp
pitch, through whose ridge protruded two
enormous chimney stacks. But this altera-
tion was of so old a date as not to detract
from the venerable air of the house. Even
the jaunty porch which jutted in front of all,
showed gaping seams, and stains of ancient
leakage, that forbade any suspicion of new-
ness.

Within, the rooms had that low-browed
look which belongs to country farm-houses;
and I will not disguise the matter by pretend-
ing that they are any higher now. I have
occasional visitors whom I find it necessary to
caution as they pass under the doorways; and
the stray wasps that will float into the open
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casements of so old a country house, in the
first warm days of Spring, are not out of
reach of my boy, (just turned of five,) as he
mounts a chair, and makes a cut at them with
his dog-whip, upon the ceiling.

I must confess that I do not dislike this old
humility of house-building; if windows, open
chimney-places, and situation give good air,
what matters it that your quarters by night are
three or four feet nearer to your quarters by
day? In summer, if some simple trellised
pattern of paper cover the ceiling, you enjoy
the illusion of a low branching bower; and of
a winter evening, the play of the firelight on the
hearth flashes over it, with a kindly nearness.

I know the outgoing parties found no
pleasant task in the leave-taking. I am sure
the old lady who was its mistress felt a pang
that was but poorly concealed; I have a recol-
lection that on one of my furtive visits of
observation, 1 unwittingly came upon her—
at a stand-still over some bit of furniture that
was to be prepared for the cart,—with her
handkerchief fast to her eyes. It cannot be
otherwise at parting with even the lowliest
homes, where we have known of deaths, and
births, and pleasures, and little storms that
have had their sweep and lull; and where
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slow-pacing age has declared itself in gray
hair, and the bent figure. It is tearing leaf
on leaf out of the thin book where our lives
are written.

Even the farmer’s dog slipped around the
angles of the house, as the change was going
forward, with a fitful, frequent, uneasy trot,
as if he were disposed to make the most of
the last privileges of his home. The cat alone,
" of all the living occupants, took matters com-
posedly, and paced eagerly about from one
to another of her disturbed haunts in buttery
and kitchen, with a philosophic indifference.
I should not wonder indeed if she indulged
in a little riotous exultation at finding access
to nooks which had been hitherto cumbered
with assemblages of firkins and casks. I
have no faith in cats: they are a cold-blooded
race; they are the politicians among domestic
animals; they care little who is master, or
what are the overturnings, if their pickings
are secure; and what are their midnight cau-
cuses but primary meetings?

MY BEES

A sHELF, on which stood five bee-hives with
their buzzing swarms, stood beside a clump
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of lilacs, not far from one of the side doors
of the farm-house. These the outgoing oc-
cupant was indisposed to sell; it was “un-
lucky,” he said, to give up ownership of an
old-established colony. The idea was new to
me, and I was doubly anxious to buy, that I
might give his whimsey a fair test. So I
" overruled his scruples at length, moved the
‘ bees only a distance of a few yards, gave
them a warm shelter of thatch, and strange
to say, they all died within a year.

I restocked the thatched house several times
afterward; and there was plenty of marjoram
and sweet clover to delight them; whether it
was that the misfortunes of the first colony
haunted the place, I know not, but they did
not thrive. Sometimes, I was told, it was
the moth that found its way into their hives;
sometimes it was an invasion of piratical ants;
and every summer I observed that a few gal-
lant king birds take up their station near by,
and pounce upon the flying scouts, as they go
back with their golden booty.

I have not the heart to shoot the king birds;
nor do I enter very actively into the battle
of the bees against the moths, or the ants;
least of all, do I interfere in the wars of the
bees among themselves, which I have found,
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after' 'some ‘observation, to be more destruc-
tive and ruinous, than any war with foreign
foes.* I give them fair play, good lodging,
limitless flowers, willows bending (as Virgil
advises) into the quiet water of a near pool;
I have even read up the stories of poor blind
Huber, who so loved the bees, and the poem
of Giovanni Rucellai, for their benefit: if they
cannot hold their sceptre against the tender-
winged moths, who have no cruel stings, or
against the ants, or the wasps, or give over
their satanic quarrels with their kindred, let
them bide the consequences. I will not say,
however, but that the recollection of the sharp
screams of a little “curl pate” that have once
or twice pierced my ears, as she ventured into
too close companionship, has indisposed me
to any strong advocacy of the bees.

My experience enables me to say that hives
should not be placed too near each other; the
bees have, as I have said, a very human pro-
pensity to quarrel, and their quarrels are ruin-

1The Rev. Charles Butler, in his “Feminine Mon-
archie” (London, 1609), after speaking in Chapter VII.
of “Deir Enemies,” continues: “But not any one of dese,
nor all dese togeder, doo half so muc harm to de Bees,
as de Bees. Apis api, ut homo homini, Lupus. Dey
mak de greatest spoil bot of bees and of hoonie. Dis
robbing is practised all de year.”
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ous. They blunder into each other’s homes,
if near together, with a most wanton affecta-
tion of forgetfulness; and they steal honey
that has been carefully stored away in the
cells of sister swarms, with a vicious energy
that they rarely bestow upon a flower. In
their field forays, I believe they are respectful
of each other’s rights; but at home, if only
the order is once disturbed, and a neighbor
swarm shows signs of weakness, they are the
most malignant pirates it is possible to con-
ceive of.

Again, let no one hope for success in their
treatment, unless he is disposed to cultivate
familiarity; a successful bee-keeper loves his
bees, and has a way of fondling them, and
pushing his intimacy about the swarming
time, which I would not counsel an inapt or a
nervous person to imitate.

Gélieu, a Swiss authority, and a rival of Hu-
ber in his enthusiasm, says: “Beaucoup de gens
aiment les abeilles; je n’ai vu personne qui les
aimit médiocrement; on se passionne pour
elles.”

I have a neighbor, a quiet old gentleman,
who is possessed of this passion; his swarms
multiply indefinitely; I see him holding fre-
quent conversations with them through the

58



TAKING REINS IN HAND

backs of their hives; all the stores of my little
colony would be absorbed in a day, if they
were brought into contact with his lusty
swarms.

Many of the old writers tell pleasant sto-
ries of the amiable submission of their favor-
ites to gentle handling; but I have never had
the curiosity to put this submission to the
test. I remember that Van Amburgh tells
tender stories of the tigers.

I have observed, however, that little people
listen with an amused interest to those tales of
the bees, and I have sometimes availed myself
of a curious bit of old narrative, to staunch
the pain of a sting.

“Who will listen,” I say, “to a story of M.
Lombard’s about a little girl, on whose hand
a whole swarm of bees once alighted ?”

And all say “I”’—save the sobbing one, who
looks consent.

M. Lombard was a French lawyer, who
was for a long time imprisoned in the dun-
geons of Robespierre; and when that tyrant
reformer was beheaded, this prisoner gained
his liberty, and went into the country, where he
became a farmer, and wrote three or four books
about the bees: among other things he says,

“A young girl of my acquaintance was
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greatly afraid of bees, but was completely
cured of her fear by the following incident.
A swarm having left a hive, I observed the
queen alight by herself, at a little distance
from the apiary. I immediately called my
little friend, that I might show her this im-
portant personage; she was anxious to have
a nearer view of her majesty, and therefore,
having first caused her to draw on her gloves,
I gave the queen into her hand. Scarcely
had I done so, when we were surrounded by
the whole bees of the swarm. In this emergency
I encouraged the trembling girl to be steady,
and to fear nothing, remaining myself close
by her, and covering her head and shoulders
with a thin handkerchief. I then made her
stretch out the hand that held the queen, and
the bees instantly alighted on it, and hung
from her fingers as from the branch of a tree.
The little girl, experiencing no injury, was
delighted above measure at the novel sight,
and so entirely freed from all fear, that she
bade me uncover her face. The spectators
were charmed at the interesting spectacle. 1
at length brought a hive, and shaking the
swarm from the child’s hand, it was lodged in
safety without inflicting a single sting.”

As I begin the story, there is a tear in the
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eye of the sobbing one, but as I read on, the
tear is gone, and the eye dilates; and when I
have done, the sting is forgotten.

I have written thus at length, at the sug-
gestion of my thatch of a bee house, because
I shall have nothing to say of my bees again,
as co-partners with me in the flowers, and in
the farm. I have to charge to their account
a snug sum for purchase money, and for their
straw housing—a good many hours of bad
humor, and the recollection of those little
screams to which I have already alluded.
Thus far, I can only credit them with one or
two moderately sized jars of honey, and a pleas-
ant concerted buzzing with which they wel-
come the first warm weather of the Spring:
Even as I write, I observe that a few of my
winged workers are alight upon the mossy
stones that lie half covered in the basin of the
‘fountain, and are sedulously exploring the
water.

CLEARING UP

OF course one of the first aims, in taking pos-
session of such a homestead as I have par-
tially described, was to make a clearance of
debris, of unnecessary palings, of luxuriant
corner crops of nettles and burdocks, of
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ture, | with! .its/Tblotches of mulleins, thistles,
wax myrtles, and the ill-shapen yard, strag-
gling peach orchard (long since gone by),
have made my best grass field, which needs
only an occasional top dressing of ashes or
compost, and a biennial scratching with a fine-
toothed harrow, to yield me two tons to the
acre of sweet-scented hay.

I may remark here, in way of warning to
those who undertake the renovation of slat-
ternly country places, with exuberant spirits,
that it is a task which often seems easier than
it proves. More especially is this the case
where there is an accumulation of old walls,
and of unsightly, clumsy-shaped rocks to be
dealt with. They may indeed be transferred
to new walls; but this involves an expendi-
ture, oftentimes, which no legitimate estimate
of a farm revenue will warrant; and I propose
to illustrate in this book no theories of im-
provement, whether as regards ornamentation
or increased productiveness, which a sound
economy will not authorize. Agricultural
successes which are the result of simple, lavish
expenditure, without reference to agricultural
returns, are but empty triumphs; no success
in any method of culture is thoroughly sound
and praiseworthy, except it be imitable, to the
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extent of his means, by the smallest farmer.
The crop that is grown at twice its market
value to the bushel, may possibly suggest a
hint to the scientific theorist; but it will never
be emulated by the man whose livelihood de-
pends upon the product of his farm. Those
who transfer the accumulated fortunes of the
city to the country, for the encouragement of
agriculture, should bear in mind, first of all,
that their endeavors will have healthy influ-
ence, only so far as they are imitable; and
they will be imitable only so far as they are
subordinated to the trade laws of profit and
loss. Farming is not a fanciful pursuit; its
aim is not to produce the largest possible crop
at whatever cost; but its aim is, or should be,
taking a series of years together, to produce
the largest crops at the least possible cost.

If my neighbor, by an expenditure of three
or four hundred dollars to the acre in the re-
moval of rocks and other impedimenta, ren-
ders his field equal to an adjoining smooth one,
which will pay a fair farm rental on a valuation
of only two hundred dollars per acre, he may
be congratulated upon having extended his
available agricultural area, but he cannot surely
be congratulated on having made a profitable
transaction.
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The 'weazen-faced old gentlemen who drive
by in their shirt sleeves, and call attention to
the matter with a gracious wave of their
hickory whipstocks, allow that— “it looks hand-
some; but don’t pay.” Such observers—and
they make up the bulk of those who have the
country in their keeping—must be addressed
through their notions of economy, or they
will not be reached at all.

In the case supposed, I have, of course, as-
sumed that only ordinary farm culture was to
be bestowed: although there may be condi-
tions of high tillage, extraordinary nicety of
culture, and nearness to a large market, which
would warrant the expenditure of even a
thousand dollars per acre with profitable re-
sults.

But rocky farms, even away from markets,
are not without their profits, and a certain
wild, yet subdued order of their own. I have
never seen sweeter or warmer pasture ground,
than upon certain hill-sides strown thick with
great granite boulders spangled with mica,
and green-gray mosses; nor was the view un-
thrifty, with its fat, ruffle-necked merino ewes
grazing in company; nor yet unattractive to
other than farm-eyes—with its brook burst-
ing from under some ledge that is overhung
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with gnarled birches, and illuminated with
nodding, crimson columbines—then yawing
away between its green banks, with a new
song for every stone that tripped its flow.

One of the daintiest and most productive
fruit gardens it was ever my pleasure to see,
was in the midst of other gray rocks; the
grapevines so trained as to receive the full
reflection of the sun from the surface of the
boulders, and the intervals occupied with rank
growing gooseberries and plums, all faithfully
subject to spade culture. The expense of the
removal of the rocks would have been enor-
mous; and I doubt very seriously if the pro-
ductive capacity would have been increased.
Again, I have seen a ridge of cliff with its
outlying slaty debris, in the very centre of a
garden, which many a booby leveller would
have been disposed to blast away, and trans-
mute into walls,—yet under the hand of taste,
so tressed over with delicate trailing plants,
and so kindled up with flaming spikes of Sal-
via, and masses of scarlet geranium, as to
make it the crowning attraction of the place.
All clearance is not judicious clearance.

But I have not yet cleared the way to my
own back door: though at a distance of only
a few rods from the highway, I could reach it,
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on taking occupancy, only by skirting a dan-
gerous-looking shed, and passing through two
dropsical gates that were heavy with a mass
of mouldy lumber.

These gates opened upon a straggling cattle
yard, whose surface was so high and dense,
as to distribute a powerful flow of yellow
streamlets in very awkward directions after
every shower. One angle of this yard it was
necessary to traverse before reaching my door.
My clearance here was decisive and prompt.
The threatening shed came down upon the
run; the mouldering gates and fences were
splintered into kindling wood; the convexity
of the cattle yard was scooped into a dish,
with provision for possible overflow in safe
directions. A snug compact fence blinded it
all, and confined it within reasonable limits.
A broad, free, gravelly yard; with occasional
obtrusive stones, now lay open, through which
I ordered a loaded team to be driven by the
easiest track from the highway to the door,
and thence to make an easy and natural turn,
and pass on to the stable-court. This line of
transit marked out my road: what was easiest
for the cattle once, would be easiest always.
There is no better rule for laying down an
approach over rolling ground—none so sim-
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ple; 'none ‘which,' in' one instance out of six,
will show more grace of outline. The ob-
trusive stones were removed; the elliptical
spaces described by the inner line of track,
which were untouched, and which would need
never to be touched by any passage of teams,
were dug over and stocked with evergreens,
lilacs, and azaleas.

These are now well established clumps, in
which wild vines have intruded, and under
which the brood of summer chickens find shel-
ter from the sun, and the children a pretty
cover for their hoydenish “hide and go seek.”

Thus far I have anticipated those changes
and improvements which immediately con-
cerned the comfort and the order of the home.
With these provided, and the paperers and
painters all fairly turned adrift, and the newly
planted flowers abloom, the question occurs—
What shall be done with the Farm?

WHAT TO DO, WITH THE FARM

THERB are not a few entertaining people of
the cities, who imagine that a farm of one or
two hundred acres has a way of managing
itself; and that it works out crops and cattle
from time to time, very much as small beer
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works 'into' 2 foamy ripeness, by a law of its
own necessity.

I wish with all my heart that it were true;
but it is not. For successful farming, there
must be a well digested plan of operations,
and the faithful execution of that plan. It
is possible, indeed, to secure the services of an
intelligent manager, upon whom shall devolve
all the details of the business, and who shall
shape all the agricultural operations, by the
rules of his own experience; but however ex-
tended this experience may have been, the re-
sult will be, in nine cases out of ten, most un-
satisfactory to one who wishes to have a clear
and intimate knowledge of the capabilities of
his land; and very disagreeably unsatisfactory
to one who has entertained the pleasing illu-
sion that farm lands should not only be capa-
ble of paying their own way, but of making
respectable return upon the capital invested.
Your accomplished farm manager—usually of
British birth and schooling, but of a later
American finish,—is apt to entertain the con-
viction that an employer who gives over farm
land to his control, regards such farm land
only as a pleasant parade ground for fine cat-
tle and luxuriant crops, which are to be placed
on show without much regard to cost. And if
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he can establish the owner in a conspicuous
position on the prize lists of the County or
State Societies, and excite the gaping won-
derment of old-fashioned neighbors by the
luxuriance of his crops, he is led to believe
that he has achieved the desired success.

The end of it is, that the owner enjoys the
honors of official mention, without the fatigue
of relieving himself of ignorance ; the manager
is doubly sure of his stipend; and the inordi-
nate expense under a direction that is not
limited by commercial properties or propor-
tions, weakens the faith of all onlookers in
“improved farming.”

I am satisfied that a great deal of hindrance
is done in this way to agricultural progress,
by those who have only the best intentions in
the matter. My friend, Mr. Tallweed, for in-
stance, after accumulating a fortune in the
city, is disposed to put on the dignity of coun-
try pursuits, and advance the interests of agri-
culture. He purchases a valuable place, builds
his villa, plants, refits, exhausts architectural
resources in his outbuildings, all under the ad-
vice of a shrewd Scotchman recommended by
Thorburn, and can presently make such show
of dainty cattle, and of mammoth vegetables,
as excites the stare of the neighborhood, and
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leads to his enrolment among the dignitaries
of the County Society.

But the neighbors who stare, have their oc-
casional chat with the canny Scot, from whom
they learn that the expenses of the business
are ‘“gay large”; they pass a quiet side wink
from one to the other, as they look at the
vaulted cellars, and the cumbrous machinery;
they remark quietly that the multitude of im-
plements does not forbid the employment of
a multitude of farm “hands” ; they shake their
heads ominously at the extraordinary pur-
chases of grain; they observe that the pet
calves are usually indulged with a wet nurse,
in the shape of some rawboned native cow,
bought specially to add to the resources of the
fine-blooded dam; and with these things in
their mind—they reflect.

If the results are large, it seems to them
that the means are still more extraordinary; if
they wonder at the size of the crops, they won-
der still more at the liberality of the expendi-
ture; it seems to them, after full comparison
of notes with the “braw’ Scot, that even their
own stinted crops would show a better balance
sheet for the farm. It appears to them that
if premium crops and straight-backed animals
can only be had by such prodigious appliances
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of men and money, that fine farming is not a
profession to grow rich by. And yet, our
doubtful friends of the homespun will enjoy
the neighborhood of such a farmer, and profit
by it; they love to sell him “likely young
colts”; they eagerly furnish him with butter
(at the town price), and possibly with eggs,—
his own fowls being mostly fancy ones, bred
for premiums, and indisposed to lay largely;
in short, they like to tap his superfluities in a
hundred ways. They admire Mr. Tallweed,
particularly upon Fair days, when he appears
in the dignity of manager for some special
interest; and remark, among themselves, that
“the Squire makes a thunderin’ better com-
mittee-man, than he does farmer.” And when
they read of him in their agricultural journal—
if they take one—as a progressive, and suc-
cessful agriculturist, they laugh a little in their
sleeves in a quiet way, and conceive, I am
afraid, the same unfortunate distrust of the
farm journal, which we all entertain—of the
political ones.

Yet the Squire is as innocent of all decep-
tion, and of all ill intent in the matter, as he is
of thrift in his farming. Whoever brings to
so practical a business the ambition to astonish
by the enormity of his crops, at whatever cost,
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is unwittingly doing discredit to those laws
of economy, which alone justify and commend
the craft to a thoroughly earnest worker.
Having brought no ambition of this sort
to my trial of country life, even if I had pos-
sessed the means to give it expression, I had
also no desire to give over all plans of man-
agement to a bailiff, however shrewd. The
greatest charm of a country life seems to me to
spring from that familiarity with the land,
and its capabilities, which can come only from
minute personal observation, or the successive
development of one’s own methods of culture.
I can admire a stately crop wherever I see it;
but if I have directed the planting, and myself
applied the dressing, and am testing my own
method of tillage, I look upon it with a far
keener relish. Every week it unfolds a charm;
if it puts on a lusty dark green, I see that it is
taking hold upon the fertilizers; if it yellows
in the cool nights, and grows pale, I bethink
me if I will not put off the planting for a week
in the season to come; if it curl overmuch in
the heats of later June, I reckon up the depth
of my ploughing; and when the spindles begin
to peep out from their green sheaths day after
day, and lift up, and finally from their feathery
fingers shake down pollen upon the silk nest-
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ling coyly below, I seein it all a modest prom-

ise to me—repeated in every shower—of the

golden ears that shall by and by stand blazing

in the October sunshine.

. But all this only answers negatively my
question of —What to do with the Farm?

At least, it shall not be handed over abso-
lutely to the control of a manager, no matter
what good character he may bring; and I will
aim at a system of cropping, which shall make
some measurable return for the cost of pro-
duction.

DAIRYING

ANY judicious farm-system must be governed
in a large degree by the character of the soil,
and by the nearest available market. It is
not easy to create a demand for what is not
wanted ; nor is it much easier so to transmute
soils by culture or by dressings, as to produce
profitably those crops to which the soils do
not naturally incline. I am fully aware that
in saying this, I shall start an angry buzz
about my ears, of those progressive agricul-
turists, who allege that skilful tillage will en-
able a man to produce any crop he chooses: I
am perfectly aware that Tull, who was the
great farm reformer of his day, ridiculed with
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unction ‘what he ‘regarded as those antiquated
notions of Virgil, that soils had their antipa-
thies and their likings, and that a farmer could
not profitably impress ground to carry a crop
against its inclination. But I strongly sus-
pect that Tull, like a great many earnest re-
formers, in his advocacy of the supreme benefit
of tillage, shot beyond the mark, and assumed
for his doctrine a universality of application
which practice will not warrant. My observa-
tion warrants me in believing that no light
and friable soil will carry permanent pasture
or meadow, with the same profit which belongs
to the old grass bottoms of the Hartford
meadows, of the blue-grass region, and of
Somersetshire. I am equally confident that
no stiff clayey soil will pay so well for the fre-
quent workings which vegetable culture in-
volves, as a light loam.

Travellers who are trustworthy, tell us that
the grape from which the famous Constantia
wine is made, at the Cape of Good Hope, is
grown from the identical stock which on the
Rhine banks, makes an inferior and totally dif-
ferent wine: and my own observation has
shown me that the grapes which on the Lafitte
estate make that ruby vintage whose aroma
alone is equal to a draught of ordinary Medoc
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—only across the highway, and within gun-
shot, produce a wine for which the proprietor
would be glad to receive a fourth only of the
Lafitte price.

Lands have their likings then, though Mr.
Tull be of the contrary opinion. Any crop
may indeed be grown wherever we supply the
requisite conditions of warmth, moisture,
depth of soil, and appropriate dressings; but
just in the proportion that we find these con-
ditions absent in any given soil, and are com-
pelled to supply them artificially, we diminish
the chances of profit.

My own soil was of a light loamy character,
and the farm lay within two miles of a town
of forty thousand inhabitants.

. Such being the facts, what should be the
general manner of treatment?

Grazing, which is in many respects the most
inviting of all modes of farming, was out of
the question, for the reason that the soil did
not incline to that firm, close turf-surface,
which invites grazing, and renders it profit-
able. Nor do I mean to admit, what many
old-fashioned gentlemen are disposed to af-
firm, that all land which does not so incline, is
necessarily inferior to that which does. If
grazing were the chiefest of agricultural in-

77



MY FARM OF EDGEWOOD

terests, 'it'might ‘be true. But it must be ob-
served that strong grass lands have generally
a tenacity and a retentiveness of moisture,
which forbid that frequent and early tillage,
that is essential to other growths; and upon
careful reckoning, I doubt very much, if it
would not appear that some of the very light
lands in the neighborhood of cities, pay a
larger percentage upon the agricultural capi-
tal invested, than any purely grazing lands in
the country. Again, even supposing that the
soil were adapted to grazing, it is quite doubt-
ful if the best of grazing lands will prove
profitable in the neighborhood of large towns;
doubtful if beef and mutton cannot be made
cheaper in out-of-the-way districts, where by
reason of distance from an everyday mar-
ket, lands command a low price.

For kindred reasons, no farm, so near a
large town of the East, invites the growth of
grain: on this score there can be no competi-
tion with the West, except in retired parts of the
country, where land is of little marketable value.

What then? Grazing does not promise
well; nor does grain-growing. Shall I stock
my land with grass, and sell the hay? Unfor-
tunately, this experiment has been carried too
far already. A near market, and the small
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amount 'of ‘labor’involved, always encourage
it. But I am of opinion that no light land will
warrant this strain, except where manures
from outside sources are easily available, and
are applied with a generous hand. Such, for
instance, is the immediate neighborhood of the
sea-shore, where fish and rockweed are access-
ible; or, what amounts to the same thing, such
disposition of the land as admits of thorough
irrigation. In my case, both these were want-
ing. I must depend for manurial resources
upon the consumption of the grasses at home.

And this suggests dairying: dairying in its
ordinary sense, indeed, as implying butter and
cheese-making, involves grazing; and can be
most profitably conducted on natural grass
lands, and at a large distance from market,
since the transport of these commodities is
easy. But there remains another branch of
dairying—milk supply—which demands near-
ness to market, which is even more profitable,
and which does not involve necessarily a large
reach of grazing land : the most successful milk
dairies in this country, as in Great Britain,
being now conducted upon the soiling prin-
ciple—that is, the supply of green food to the
cows, in their enclosures or stalls.

What plan then could be better than this?

79



MY FARM OF EDGEWOOD

Transportation 'to 'market was small; the de-
mand constant; the thorough tillage which
the condition of the soil required, was en-
couraged ; an accumulation of fertilizing mate-
rial secured.

The near vicinity of a town suggests also to
a good husbandman, the growth of those per-
ishable products which will not bear distant
transportation, such as the summer fruits and
vegetables. These demand also a thorough
system of tillage, and a light friable soil is, of
all others, best adapted to their successful cul-
ture. But on the other hand, they do not in
themselves furnish the means of recuperating
lands which have suffered from injudicious
overcropping. Their cultivation, unless upon
fields which are already in a high state of tilth,
involves a large outlay for fertilizing materials
and for labor—which at certain seasons must
be at absolute command.

In view of these considerations, which I
commend to the attention and to the criticism
of the Agricultural Journals, I determined
that I would have my herd of milch cows, and
commence professional life as milkman; keep-
ing, however, the small fruits and the vege-
tables in reserve, against the time when the
land by an effective recuperative system, should
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be able to produce whatever the market might
demand.

Happily, too, a country liver is not bound
to a single farm adventure. If the cows stand
sweltering in the reeking stables, it shall not
forbid a combing down of the ancient pear
trees, and the tufting of all their tops with an
abounding growth of new wood, that shall
presently be aglow with the Bonne de Jersey,
or with luscious Bartletts.

If there is a rattle of tins in the dairy, the
bluebirds are singing in the maples. If an
uneasy milker kicks over the pail, there is a
patch of “Jenny Linds” that makes a fragrant
recompense. If the thunder sours the milk,
the nodding flowers and the rejoicing grass
give the shower a welcome.

LABORERS

Having decided upon a plan, the next thing
to be considered is the personal agency for its
administration.

There was once a time, if we may believe a
great many tender pastorals and madrigals
such as Kit Marlowe sang, when there were
milkmaids: and the sweetest of Overbury’s
“Characters” is his little sketch of the “faire
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damsel,” who hath such fingers “that in milk-
ing a cow, it seemes that so sweet a milk-
presse makes the milk the whiter, or sweeter.”
But milkmaids nowadays are mostly Con-
naughtmen, in cowhide boots and black satin
waistcoats, who say “begorra,” and beat the
cows with the milking-stool.

Overbury says of the ancient British type—
“Her breath is her own, which sents all the
yeare long of June, like a newmade haycock.”

And I may say of the present representative
—His breath is his own, which “sents all the
yeare long” of proof spirits, like a newmade
still.

Overbury tenderly says—“Thus lives she,
and all her care is she may die in the spring
time, to have store of flowers stucke upon her
winding sheet.”

And I, as pathetically :—Thus fares he, and
all his care is he may get his full wage, and a
good jollification “nixt St. Parthrick’s day.”

This is only my way of introducing the
labor question, which, in every aspect, is a
serious one to a party entering upon the man-
agement of country property. If such party
is anticipating the employment of one of Sir
‘Thomas Overbury’s milk-maydes, or of the
pretty damsel who sang Marlowe’s song to
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Izaak Walton, let him disabuse his mind. In
place of it all, he will sniff boots that remind
of a damp cattle yard, and listen to sharp
brogue that will be a souvenir of Donnybrook
Fair. In briefest possible terms, the inferior
but necessary labor of a farm must be per-
formed now, in the majority of cases, by the
most inefficient of Americans, or by the rawest
and most uncouth of Irish or Germans.

There lived some twenty or thirty years ago
in New England, a race of men, American
born, and who, having gone through a two
winters’ course of district school ciphering and
reading, with cropped tow heads, became the
most indefatigable and ingenious of farm
workers. Their hoeing was a sleight of hand;
they could make an ox yoke, or an axe helve on
rainy days; by adroit manipulation, they could
relieve a choking cow, or as deftly, hive a
swarm of bees. Their furrows indeed were
not of the straightest; but their control of a
long team of oxen was a miracle of guidance.
They may have carried a bit of Cavendish
twist in their waistcoat pockets; they certainly
did not waste time at lavations; but as farm
workers they had rare aptitude; no tool came
amiss to them; they cradled; they churned, if
need were; they chopped and piled their three
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cords of wood between sun and sun. With
bare feet, and a keen-whetted six-pound
Blanchard, they laid such clean and broad
swathes through the fields of dewy herds-
grass, as made “old-country-men” stare. By
a kind of intuition, they knew the locality of
every tree, and of every medicinal herb that
grew in the woods. Rarest of all which they
possessed, was an acuteness of understanding,
which enabled them to comprehend an order
before it was half uttered, and to meet occa-
sional and unforeseen difficulties, with a steady
assurance, as if these had been an accepted part
of the problem. It was possible to send a man
of this sort into a wood with his team, to
select a stick of timber, of chestnut or oak,
that should measure a given amount; he could
be trusted to find such,—to cut it, to score it,
to load it; if the gearing broke, he could be
trusted to mend it; if the tree lodged, he could
be trusted to devise some artifice for bringing
it down; and finally,—for its sure and prompt
delivery at the point indicated. Your Irish-
man, on the other hand, balks at the first turn;
he must have a multitude of chains; he needs
a boy to aid him with the team, and another
to carry a bar; he spends an hour in his doubt-
ful estimate of dimensions; but “begorra it ’s
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a lumpish tree,” and he thwacks into the rind
a foot or two from the ground, so as to leave
a “nate” Irish stump. Half through the bole,
he begins to doubt if it be indeed a chestnut or
a poplar; and casting his eye aloft to measure
it anew, an ancient woodpecker drops some-
thing smarting in his eye; and his howl starts
the ruminating team into a confused entangle-
ment among the young wood. Having eased
his pain, and extricated his cattle, he pushes
on with his axe, and presently, with a light
crash of pliant boughs, his timber is lodged in
the top of an adjoining tree. He tugs, and
strains, and swears, and splits the helve of
his axe in adapting it for a lever, and presently,
near to noon, comes back for three or four
hands to give him a boost with the tree. You
return—to find the team strayed through a
gate left open, into a thriving cornfield, and
one of your pet tulip trees lodged in a lithe
young hickory.

“Och! and it ’s a toolip—it is! and I was
thinkin’ ’t was niver a chistnut; begorra, it ’s
lucky thin, it did n’t come down intirely.”

These and other such, replace the New Eng-
lander born, who long ago was paid off,
wrapped his savings in a dingy piece of sheep-
skin, scratched his head reflectingly, and dis-
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appeared from the stage. He has become the
father of a race that is hewing its way in
Oregon, or he is a dignitary in Wisconsin, or
thwacking terribly among the foremost fight-
ers of the war (1862).

Here and there remains an aged representa-
tive of the class, with all his nasal twang and
his aptitude for a score of different services;
but the chances are, if he has failed of placing
himself in the legislative chambers of the
West, or of holding ownership of some rough
farm of his own, that he has some moral ob-
liquity which makes him an outcast.

Certain it is, that very few native Americans
of activity and of energy are to be decoyed
into the traces of farm labor, unless they can
assume the full direction. American blood is
fast, and fast blood is impatient with a hoe
among small carrots. It is well, perhaps, that
blood is so fast, and hopes so tall. These tell
grandly in certain directions, but they are not
available for working over a heap of compost.
The American eagle is a fine bird, but he does
not consume grasshoppers like a turkey.

In view of the fact that dexterous labor is
not now available, there is a satisfaction in
knowing that the necessity for it is year by
year diminishing. Under the old system of
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growing all that a man might need within his
own grounds, a proper farm education em-
braced a considerable knowledge of a score of
different crops and avocations. The tendency
is now, however, to centralize attention upon
that line of cropping which is best suited to
the land; this limits the range of labor, while
the improved mechanical appliances fill a thou-
sand wants, which were once only to be met
by a dexterous handicraft at home. None but
a few sharp-faced old gentlemen of a very
ancient school, think nowadays of making
their own ox yokes or their own cheese
presses; or, if their crop be large, of pounding
out their grain with a flail. And it is notice-
able in this connection that the implements in
the use of which the native workers were most
unmatchable, are precisely the ones which in
practical farming are growing less and less
important every year,—to wit, the axe and
the scythe: the first being now confined mostly
to clearings of timber, and the second is fast
" becoming merely a garden implement for the
dressing of lawns.

I perceive, very clearly, from all this, that I
am not to be brought in contact with a race of
Arcadians. Melibceus will not do the milking,
nor Tityrus,—though there shall be plenty of
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snoozing under the beech trees. It is also
lamentably true that the uncouth and unkempt
Irish or Germans, whom it becomes necessary
to employ, place no pride or love in their call-
ing like the English farm laborers, or like that
gone-by stock of New England farm workers
at whom I have hinted.

Your Irish friend may be a good reaper, he
may possibly be a respectable ploughman
(though it is quite doubtful) ; but in no event
will he cherish any engrossing attachment to
country labors; nor will he come to have any
pride in the successes that may grow out of
them. '

Every month he is ready to drift away to-
ward any employment which will bring in-
crease of pay. He is your factotum to-day,
and to-morrow may be shouldering a hod, or
scraping hides for a soap boiler. The German,
too, however accomplished a worker he may
become, falls straightway into the same Ameri-
can passion of unrest, and becomes presently
the dispenser of lager bier, or a forager “mit
Sigel.”

There is then no American class of farm
workers in the market—certainly not in the
Eastern markets. The native, if he possess
rural instincts, is engrossed, as I have said,
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with some homestead of his own, or is trying
his seed-cast among the Mormons, or on the
prairies. All other parties bring only a
divided allegiance, and a kind 6f makeshift ad-
hesion to the business; in addition to which,
they bring an innocency that demands the
supervision of a good farm teacher.

Such a teacher your foreman may be, or he
may not be; if the latter, and he have no
capacity to convert into available workers, such
motley materials, the sooner you discharge him
the better; but if he have this capacity, and is,
besides, so far cognizant of your ownership,
as not to take offence at your presence, and to
permit of your suggestions—cherish him; he
has rare virtues.

From the hints I have already dropped in
regard to the qualities and characteristics of
the available “milkmaids” and ploughmen, it
will naturally be inferred that I would not be
anxious to entertain a large squad of such,
under the low-browed ceilings of the country
home I have described.

And here comes under observation that ro-
manticism about equality of condition and of
tastes, which many kindly and poetically-dis-
posed persons are inclined to engraft upon
their ideal of the farm life. There is, indeed,
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a current misjudgment on this head, which is
quite common, and which the exaggerated tone
of rural literature generally, from Virgil down,
has greatly encouraged. The rural writers
dodge all the dirty work of the farm, and re-
gale us with the odors of the new-mown hay.
The plain truth is, however, that if a man
perspires largely in a cornfield of a dusty day,
and washes hastily in the horse trough, and
eats in shirt sleeves that date their cleanliness
three days back, and loves fat pork and cab-
bage “neat,” he will not prove the Arcadian
companion at dinner, which readers of Somer-
ville imagine,—neither on the score of con-
versation, or of transpiration. Active, every-
day farm labor is-certainly not congruous with
a great many of those cleanly prejudices which
grow out of the refinements of civilization.
We must face the bald truth in this matter; a
man who has only an hour to his nooning, will
not squander it upon toilet labors; and a long
day of close field-work leaves one in very
unfit mood for appreciative study of either
poetry or the natural sciences.

The pastoral idea,—set off with fancies of
earthen bowls, tables under trees, and appetites
that are sated with bread and milk, or crushed
berries and sugar, and with the kindred fancies
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of 'rural swains, who'can do a good day’s work
and keep their linen clean,—is all a most
wretched phantasm. Pork, and cabbage, and
dirty wristbands, are the facts.

Plainly, the milkmaids must have a home
to themselves, where no dreary etiquette shall
oppress them. This home, which is properly
the farmer’s, lies some eighth of a mile south-
ward, upon the same highway that passes my
door. For a few rods the road keeps upon a
gravelly ridge, from which, eastward, stretches
away the wide-reaching view I have already
noted; and westward, in as full sight, is the
little valley lawn, where the shadows of the
copses lie splintered on the green. So it is,
for a breathing space of level ; then the gravelly
road makes sudden plunge under a thicket of
trees; a rustic culvert is crossed, which is the
wasteway of the pool at the foot of the lawn;
and opposite on a gentle lift of turf, all over-
shadowed with trees, is the farmery. Here, as
before described, were outlying sheds, and
leaning gables, and a wreck of castaway
ploughs and carts; and the scene alive with
the cluck of matronly hens, conducting broods
of gleesome chickens, and with the sidelong
waddle of a bevy of ducks. I have a recollec-
tion, too, of certain long-necked turkeys, who

91



MY FARM OF EDGEWOOD

eyed me curiously on my first visit, with an
oblique twist of their heads, and of a red-
tasselled Tom, who sounded a gobble of alarm,
as I marched upon the premises, and met me
with a formidable strut. These birds are very
human. I never go to the town but I see men
who remind me of the gobblers; and I never
see my gobblers but they remind me pleasantly
of men in the town.

Immediately beyond the gates, which opened
upon the farmery, was a quaint square box of
red trimmed off with white (whose old-fash-
ioned coloring I maintain), being a tenant
house of most venerable age, and standing in
the middle of a wild and ragged garden. The
road has made two easy curves up to this point,
and skirts a great hill that rises boldly on the
right; on the left, and beyond the red tenant
house with its clustering lilacs, and shading
maples, is a mossy orchard; and with the
mossy orchard on the left, and the sudden hills
piling to the right, the border of the land is
reached.

The wooden farmhouse, which lay so quietly
under the trees, at the foot of the hill, when I
first saw the place, is long since burned and
gone. It was the old story of ashes in a
wooden kit—very lively ashes, that one night
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kindled' the kit, and thence spread to the shed,
and in a moment half the house was in flame.
It was a picturesque sight from my window on
the hill; but not a pleasant one. A wild,
sweeping, gallant blaze, that wrapped old pow-
der-post timbers in its roar, and licked through
crashing sashes, and came crinkling through
the roof in a hundred wilful jets, and then
lashed and overlaid the whole with a tent of
vermilion, above which there streamed into
the night great, yellow, swaying pennants of
flame. But the burnt house is long since re-
placed by another. It would have been a sim-
ple and easy task to restore it as before; a few
loads of lumber, the scheme of some country
joiner, and the thing were done. But I was
anxious to determine by actual trial how far
the materials which nature had provided on
the farm itself, could be made available.

The needed timber could, of course, be read-
ily obtained from the farm wood; and from
the same source might also be derived the saw
logs for exterior covering. But from the fact
that pine is very much more suitable and dur-
able for cover, than the ordinary timber of
New England woods, the economy of such a
procedure would be very doubtful ; nor would
it demonstrate so palpably and unmistakably,
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as''T 'was desirous of doing, that the building
was of home growth. I had seen very charm-
ing little farmhouses on the Downs of Hamp-
shire, made almost entirely from the flints of
the neighboring chalkbeds; and in Cumberland
and Westmoreland very substantial and ser-
viceable cottages are built out of the rudest
stones, the farm laborers assisting in the work.
Now, there were, scattered along the roadside,
as along most country roadsides of New Eng-
land, a great quantity of small, ill-shapen stones,
drawn thither in past years from the fields,
and serving only as the breeding ground for
pestilent briers. These stones I determined to
convert into a cottage.

Of course, if such an experiment should in-
volve a cost largely exceeding that of a simple
wooden house of ordinary construction, its
value would be partially negatived; since I
was particularly anxious to demonstrate not
only the possibility of employing the humblest
materials at hand, but also of securing dura-
bility and picturesqueness in conjunction with
a rigid economy.

I need not say to any one who has attempted
a similar task, that the builders discouraged
me: the stones were too round or too small;
they had no face; but I insisted upon my plan
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—'only’ yielding the use of bricks for the cor-
ners, and for the window jambs.

I further insisted that no stone should be
touched with a hammer; and that, so far as
feasible, the mossy or weather sides of the
stones should be exposed. The cementing
material was simple mortar, made of shell
lime and sharp sand; the only exception being
one course of five or six inches in depth, laid
in water cement, six inches above the ground,
and intended to prevent the ascent of moisture
through the mason work. The house walls
were of the uniform height of ten feet, covered
with a roof of sharp pitch. The gables were
carried up with plank laid on vertically, and
thoroughly battened; and to give picturesque
effect as well as added space upon the garret
floor, the gables overhang the walls by the
space of a foot, and are supported by the pro-
jecting floor beams, which are rounded at their
ends, but otherwise left rough. This feature,
as well as the sharp pent roof, was an English
one, and a pleasant reminder of old houses
I had seen in the neighborhood of Gloucester.

To avoid the expense of a great number of
window jambs, which, being of brick, were
not of home origin, I conceived the idea of
throwing two or three windows into one; thus
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giving,ofor-purely economic reasons, a certain
Swiss aspect to the building, and a pleasant
souvenir of a sunny Sunday in Meyringen.
These broad windows, it must be observed,
have no cumbrous lintels of stone—for none
such were to be found upon the farm; but the
superincumbent wall is supported by stanch
timbers of oak, and these disguised or con-
cealed by little projecting rooflets of plank.
Thus far, simple economy governed every part
of the design; but to give increased architec-
tural effect, as well as comfort, a porch, with
peak corresponding in shape to the gable, was
thrown out over the principal door to the
south ; and this porch was constructed entirely,
saving its roof, of cedar unstripped of its bark.
If it has not been removed, there is a parsonage
house at Ambleside in the lake country of West-
moreland, which shows very much such an-
other, even to the diamond loophole in its peak.

Again, the chimneys, of which there are
two, instead of being completed in staring red,
were carried up in alternate checkers of cob-
bles and brick, the whole surmounted by a
projecting coping of mossy stones. In view
of the fact that this architectural device de-
manded dexterous handling, I cannot allege
its economy ; but its extra cost was so trifling,
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and its pleasant juxtaposition of tints was so
suggestive of the particolored devices that I
had seen on the country houses of Lombardy,
that the chimneys have become cheap little
monuments of loiterings in Italy.

The plank of the gables, wholly unplaned,
has been painted a neutral tint to harmonize
with the stone, and the battens are white, to
accord with the lines of mortar in the wall
below ; the commingled brick and stone of the
house, are repeated in the chimneys above ; the
roof has now taken on a gray tint; the lichens
are fast forming on the lower stones; a few
vines,—the Virginia creeper chiefest (Ampel-
opsis Hederacea),—are fastening into the
crevices, making wreaths about the windows
all the summer through, and in autumn hang
flaming on the wall. There is a May crim-
son, too, from the rose-bushes that are trailed
upon the porch. It is all heavily shaded; a
long, low wall of gray, lighted with red-bor-
dered embrasures, taking mellowness from
every added year; there are no blinds to re-
pair; there is but little paint to renew; it is
warm in winter; it is cool in summer; vines
cling to it kindly; the lichens love it; I would
not replace its homeliness with the jauntiest
green-blinded house in the country.
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Of course so anomalous a structure called
out the witticisms of my country neighbors.
“Was it a blacksmith’s shop?” “Was it a
saw mill?” and with a loud appreciatory “guf-
faw” the critics pass by.

Our country tastes are as yet very ambi-
tious; homeliness and simplicity are not appe-
tizing enough. But in time we shall ripen into
a wholesome severity, in this matter. I am
gratified to perceive that the harshest observers
of my poor cottage in the beginning, have now
come to regard it with a kindly interest. It
mates so fairly with the landscape,—it mates
so fairly with its purpose; it is so resolutely
unpretending, and carries such air of perma-
nence and durability, that it wins and has won
upon the most arrant doubters.

The country neighbors were inclined to look
upon the affair as a piece of stupidity, not com-
parable with a fine white house, set off by
cupola, and green blinds. But it was presently
observed that cultivated people from the town,
in driving past, halted for a better view; the
halts became frequent; it was intimated that
So-and-so, of high repute, absolutely admired
the homeliness. Whereupon the country critics
undertook an inquiry into the causes of their
distaste, and queried if their judgment might
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not have need of revision. Did their opinion
spring from a discerning measurement of the
real fitness of a country house, or out of a cher-
ished,andtraditional regard for whiteandgreen?
The final question, however, in regard to it,
as a matter of practical interest, is one of econ-
omy. Can a house of the homely material
and character described be built cheaply? Un-
questionably. In my own case the cost of a
cottage fifty feet by twenty-six, and with ten-
feet walls—containing five serviceable rooms,
besides closets on its main floor, and two large
chambers of good height under the roof, as well
as dairy room in the east end of the cellar—
was between eleven and twelve hundred dollars.
The estimates given me for a wooden house, of
the stereotyped aspect and similar dimensions,
were within a few dollars of the same sum.
It must be remembered, however, that any
novelty of construction in a particular district,
costs by reason of its novelty ; the stone mason
charges for the possible difficulties of over-
coming his inexperience in the material. The
carpenter rates the rough joining at the same
figure with the old mouldings and finishing
boards to which he is accustomed, and of which
he may have a stock on hand. Yet, notwith-
standing these drawbacks, the work was ac-
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complished within the limits of cost which the
most economic would have reckoned essential
to a building of equal capacity.

It is further to be considered that while I
paid skilful masons for this rough work the
same price which they exacted for the nice
work of cities, it would have been quite possi-
ble for an intelligent proprietor to commit
very much of it to an ordinary farm laborer,
and so reduce the cost by at least one third.

I have dwelt at length upon this little archi-
tectural experience, because I believe that such
meagre details of construction as I have given
may be of service to those having occasion to
erect similar tenant houses; and again, because
in view of the fact that we must in time have
a race of farm laborers among us, who shall
also be householders, I count it a duty to make
such use of the homely materials at hand, as
shall insure durability and comfort, while the
simplicity of detail will allow the owner to
avail himself of his own labor and ingenuity
in the construction.

A SUNNY FRONTAGE

SucH a farmhouse as I have described, should
have, in all northern latitudes, a sheltered posi-
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tion and a sunny exposure. Of course, a situ-
ation convenient to the fields under tillage, and
to other farm buildings, is to be sought; but
beyond this, no law of propriety, of good taste,
or of comfort, is more imperative than shelter
from bleak winds, and a frontage to the south.
No neighbor can bring such cheer to a man’s
doorstep as the sun.

There are absurd ideas afloat in regard to
the front, and back side of a house, which in-
fect village morals and manners in a most base
and unmeaning way. In half the country
towns, and by half the farmers, it is consid-
ered necessary to retain a pretending front-side
upon some dusty street or highway, with tightly
closed blinds and bolted door; with parlors
. only ventured upon in an uneasy way from
month to month, to consult some gilt-bound
dictionary, or Museum, that lies there in state,
like a king’s coffin. The occupant, meantime,
will be living in some back corner,—slipping
in and out at back doors, never at ease save in
his most uninviting room, and as much a stran-
ger to the blinded parlor, which very likely en-
grosses the best half of his house, as his visitor,
the country parson. All this is asarrant a sham,
and affectation, as the worst ones of the cities.

It is true that every man will wish to set
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aside a certain portion of his house for the
offices of hospitality. But the easy and familiar
hospitalities of a country village, or of the
farmer, do not call for any exceptional state-
liness; the farmer invites his best friends to
his habitual living room; let him see to it then
that his living room be the sunniest, and most
cheerful of his house. So, his friends will
come to love it, and he, and his children—to
love it and to cherish it, so that it shall be the
rallying point of the household affections
through all time. No sea so distant, but the
memory of a cheery, sunlit home-room, with
its pictures on the wall, and its flame upon the
hearth, shall haunt the voyager’s thought; and
the flame upon the hearth, and the sunlit win-
dow, will pave a white path over the inter- -
vening waters, where tenderest fancies, like
angels, shall come and go. No soldier,
wounded on these battle-fields of ours, and
feeling the mists of death gathering round
him, but will call back with a gushing fond-
ness such glimpse of a cheery and cherished
hearthstone, and feel hope and heart lighted
by the vision—bringing to his last hold on
earth his most hallowed memories; and so,
binding by the tenderest of links, the heartiest
of the Old life, to the bloody dawn of the New.
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There is a deeper philosophy in this than
may at first sight appear. Who shall tell us
how many a breakdown of a wayward son, is
traceable to the cheerless aspect of his own
home, and fireside?

But just now I am no moralist—only house-
builder. In the farm cottage, whose principal
features I have detailed, I have given fifty
feet of frontage to the south, and only the
gable end, with its windows, to the street. As
I enter the white wicket by the corner, under
the elm tree which bowers it, the distribution
counts thus: a miniature parlor with its look-
out to the street, and a broad window to the
south; next is the rustic porch, and a door
opening upon the hall; next, a broad living-
room or kitchen, with its generous chimney,
and this flanked by a wash room, or scullery,
from which a second outer door opens upon
the southern front. To this latter door, which
may have its show of tubs, tins, and drying
mops, a screen of shrubbery gives all needed
privacy from the street, and separates by a
wall of flowering things from the modest pre-
tensions of the entrance by the porch. At
least, such was an available part of the de-
sign. If the good woman’s ‘poultry, loving so
sunny a spot, will worry away the rootlets of
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the lower flowering shrubs, and leave only a
tree or two for screen, it is an arrangement of
the leafy furniture, over which the successive
occupants have entire control. The noticeable
fact is, that the best face of the cottage, and
its most serviceable openings, whether of win-
dow or door, are given to the full flow of the
sun, and not to the roadside. What is the
road indeed, but a convenience? Why build
at it, or toward it, as if it were sovereign, or
as if we owed it a duty or a reverence? We
owe it none; indeed, under the ordering of
most highway surveyors, we owe it only con-
tempt. But the path of the sun, and of the
seasons, is of God’s ordering; and a south win-
dow will print on every winter’s morning a
golden prayer upon the floor; and every sum-
mer’s morning the birds and bees will repeat
it, among the flowers at the southern door.

FARM BUILDINGS

Having looked after the farm cottage, I come
now to speak of the equally homely subject of
barns and outhuildings. Of these, such as they
were, I found abundance upon the premises,
standing at all imaginable angles, and showing
that extraordinary confusion of arrangement

104



TAKING REINS IN HAND

for which many of our old-fashioned farmers
have a wonderful aptitude. Should they all be
swept away, and a new company of buildings
erected? The stanch timbers and the service-
able condition of many of them forbade this,
as well as considerations of prudence. Besides
which, I have no admiration for that incon-
gruity which often appears at the hands of
those who are suddenly smitten with a love
for the country—of expensive and jaunty farm
architecture in contrast with a dilapidated farm.
I believe in a well-conditioned harmony be-
tween farm products and the roofs that shelter
them, and that both should gain extent and
fulness, by orderly progression. It has chanced
to me to see here and there through the country
very admirable appliances of machinery and
buildings, which, on the score of both cost and
needfulness, were out of all proportion to the
fertility and the order of the fields. I see,
too, not unfrequently, very showy palings in
the neighborhood of a country house, which
are flanked by the craziest of slatternly fences;
whereat it always occurs to me, that the ex-
penditure would be far better distributed in
giving a general neatness and effectiveness to
all the enclosures, rather than lavished upon
a little spurt of white splendor about the house.
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A fertility too gross for the buildings, so as
to bubble over in ricks and temporary appli-
ances, is to me a far more cheery sight agri-
culturally, than buildings so grand as utterly
to outmatch and overshadow all productive
capacity of the land. A kernel too big for
the nut, promises to my taste a better relish
than a nut too big for the kernel.

These seem to me, at the worst, very plausi-
ble reasons, if there had been no final, pruden-
tial ones, for making the best of the old build-
ings at hand—by re-arrangement, new group-
ing, and by shutting up such gaps between the
disjointed parts, as should reduce the whole
to a quadrangular order, and offer sunny courts
for the cattle.

If a sunny exposure, and grateful shelter
from harsh winds be good for the temper of
the farm wife and her household, they are even
better for all the grosser domestic animals;
and it is an imperative condition of the ar-
rangement of all farm buildings in our climate
that they offer a sheltering lee, and have their
principal openings, specially of windows, to
the south. Protection against summer heats,
if needed for stalled animals, it is easy to sup-
ply; but an equivalent for the warmth of the
winter’s sun, I know no name for.
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Another condition of all judicious arrange-
ment, which is even more important, is such
disposition of the yards and cellars, as shall
prevent all waste of manurial resources of
whatever kind, whether by undue exposure, or
by leakage. And in this connection, I may
mention that it is a question seriously mooted,
and worthy of full investigation—if the fer-
tilizing material of a farm will not warrant
special shelter as fully as the crops. All ex-
perience certainly confirms the fact that such
as is taken from under cover, provided only
the moisture is sufficient, is worth the double
of that which has been exposed to storms.
What chemical laws relating to agriculture con-
firm this fact, I may.have occasion to speak of
in another chapter; at present I note only the
results of practical observation, without refer-
ence to underlying causes.

The books would have recommended me to
construct an expensive tank, to which drains
should conduct all the wash from the courts
and stables. But this would involve water
carts, and other appliances, liable to injury
under rough handling—besides demanding a .
nicety of tillage, and a regularity of distri-
bution which, at first, could not be depended
on. That the liquid form is the one, under
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which manurial material under a complete
system of culture, will work the most magical
results, I have no doubt. But until that system
is reached, very much can be done in the way
of economizing the fertilizing elements of the
farmyard, short of the tank and the water
cart; and this by modes so simple, and at an
expense so small, as to be within the reach of
every farmer.

Let me illustrate, in the plainest possible
manner, by my own experience. The barn,
as' I have said, was slatternly; it had yielded
a little to the pinching northwesters, and by a
list (as seamen say) to the southeast, gave
threat of tumbling upon the cattle yard. This
yard lay easterly and southerly, in a ragged,
stony slope, ending on its eastern edge with
a quagmire, which was fed by the joint
wash of the yard and the leakage of a water
trough supplied from a spring upon the hills.
The flow from this quagmire, unctuous and
fattening, slid away down a long slope into
the meadow,—at first so strong, as to forbid
all growth; then feeding an army of gigantic
docks and burdocks; and after this giving lux-
uriant growth to a perch or two of stout Eng-
lish grass. But it was a waste of wealth; it
was like a private, staggering under the rations
of a major-general. I cut off the rations.
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With' the' stones which were in and about the
yard, I converted its lazy slope into two level
courts; and so arranged the surface, that the
flow from the upper should traverse the lower
one; from which, in turn, the joint flow of
fertilizing material fell through a few tiles in
the lower terrace wall, upon the head of a
long heap of compost, which was ordered to
be always replaced, as soon as removed. The
leakage of the water trough being cured, its
overflow was conducted to the pasture below,
where the second overflow,—for the stream was
constantly running,—would do no injury, and
would be available as a foraging mudpool for
the ducks. By this simple re-adjustment of
surface, and of the water flow, I have no
question but I fully doubled the yearly value
of the manures. ,

I still further mended matters by carrying
the cow stables along all the northern frontier
of the yard, in such scrt as to afford an ample
sunny lee; and extending this new pile of build-
ing over the eastern terrace wall, I gained
an open cellar below for my store pigs, who
range over the ground where the burdocks
so thrived before, with occasional furtive ex-
amination of the compost heap which receives
the flow from above.

I do not name this disposition of buildings
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and 'of ‘surfaces; 'as one to be copied, or as the
one which I should have chosen to make, in the
event of a thorough reconstruction; but only
as one of those simple, feasible improvements
of the old conditions which are met with every-
where ; improvements, moreover, which involve
little or no cost, beyond the farmer’s own labor,
and no commitment to the theories of Mechi
or of Liebig. A ragged-coated man should be
grateful for a tight bit of linsey-woolsey to
his back, until such time as he comes to the
dignity of broadcloth.

Four-fifths of those who undertake farming,
—not as an amusement or simply as an occu-
pation, but as the business of their life, and
upon whom we are dependent for our potatoes,
veal, and cider (to say nothing more),—are
compelled to do the best they can with exist-
ing buildings; and Stephens’ plans of a “farm-
steading” are as much Greek to them, as the
“Works and Days” of Hesiod. A hint, there-
fore, of judicious adaptation of old buildings,
may be all they can digest with that practical
relish with which a man accepts suggestions
that are within the compass of his means and
necessities.

Again, the British or Continental needs in
the matter of farm constructions, are totally
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different from American need, in all northern
latitudes. The British farmer can graze his
turnips into January; and I have seen a pretty
herd of Devon cows cropping a fair bite:of
grass, under the lee of the Devon Tors, into
February. We, on the contrary, have need to
store forage for at least six months in the year.
Hay begins to go out of the bays with the
first of November at the latest, and there is
rarely a good bite upon the pastures until the
tenth of May. For this reason there is re-
quired a great breadth of barn room.

The high cost of labor, too, forbids that dis-
tribution of the farm offices over a considerable
area of surface, which is characteristic of the
British steading. The tall buildings, which are
just now so much in vogue with enterprising
American farmers, situated by preference upon
swiftly sloping land, and giving an upper floor
for forage, a second and lower one for granary
and cattle, and a third for manure pit, have
been suggested and commended chiefly for
their great economy of labor; one man easily
caring for a herd, under these conditions of
lodgment, which upon the old system would de-
mand two or three.

Machinery, too, which must presently come
to do most of the indoor work upon a well-
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managed farm of any considerable size, will
require for its effective service compact build-
ings.

‘Let me repeat the conditions of good Ameri-
can barns. They must suffice for ample pro-
tection of the harvested crops ; ample and warm
shelter for the animals; security against waste
of manurial resources; and such compactness
of arrangement as shall warrant the fullest
economy of labor. With these ends reached,
they may be old or new, irregular or quad-
rangular—they are all that a good farmer
needs in the way of architecture, to command
success,

THE CATTLE

“WHAT sort o’ cattle d’ ye mean to keep,
Squire?” said one of my old-fashioned neigh-
bors, shortly after my establishment. “Squire”
used to be the New England title for whatever
man, not a clergyman or doctor, indulged in
the luxury of a black coat occasionally, upon
work days. But in these levelling times, I am
sorry to perceive that it is going by; and I
only wear the honor now, at a long distance
from home, in the “up-country.”

To return to the cattle; my neighbor’s ques-
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tion was a pertinent one. Not what cattle did
I admire most, or what cattle I thought the
finest ; but what cattle shall I keep?

In this, as in the matter of the house, of the
out-buildings and of the roadway, I believe
thoroughly in adaptation to ends in view. If
I had been undertaking the business of a cattle
breeder, I should have sought for those of the
‘purest blood, of whatever name; if I had
counted upon sales to the butcher, my choice
would have been different; if, again, butter had
been the aim, I am sure I should have made no
great mistake in deciding for the sleek Jersey
cattle. But for mere supply of milk, under
ordinary conditions of feeding, I do not know
that any breed has as yet established an un-
challenged claim to the front rank. The Dev-
ons, Ayrshires, and Shorthorns each have
their advocates; for the latitude and pas-
turage of New England, if I were com-
pelled to choose between the three, I
should certainly choose the Ayrshires; but I
am satisfied that a more successful milk dairy
can be secured by a motley herd of natives,
half-bloods, and animals of good promise for
the pail, than by limitation of stock to any one
breed. I am confirmed in this view by the
examples of most large dairies of this country,
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as well as by many in Great Britain. I par-
ticularly remember a nice little herd which I
had the pleasure of seeing, some years since,
at the excellently managed farm of Glas-Nevin
in the environs of Dublin: sleek animals all,
and thoroughly cared for; but showing a med-
ley of races; the queen milker of all—as it
chanced—having lineage in which the Ayr-
shire, the Shorthorn and Devon were all
blended.

I know there are very many cattle fanciers,
and stanch committee men, who will not ap-
prove this method of talking about mixed sta-
bles, and of a medley of different races,—as
if a farmer were at liberty to make his choice
of cattle, with the same coolness with which
he would make his choice of ploughs or
wagons, and to tie up together, if the humor
takes him, animals which the breeders have
been keeping religiously apart for a few score
of years.

But I do not share in this punctiliousness.
I believe that these animals all, whether of the
Herdbook or out of it, must be measured at
last, not by their pedigree or title, but by their
fitness for humble farm services. A family
name may be a good enough test of any ani-
mal—biped or other—from whom we look for

114



TAKING REINS IN HAND

no particular duty, save occasional exhibition
of his parts before public assemblages; but
when our exigencies demand special and im-
portant service, we are apt to measure fitness
by something more intrinsic.

The cattle breeders are unquestionably do-
ing great benefit to the agricultural interests
of the country; but the essential distinction be-
tween the aims of the breeder and farmer
should not be lost sight of. The first seeks to
develop, under the best possible conditions of
food and shelter, those points in the animal
which most of all make the distinction of the
race. The farmer seeks an animal, or should,
which in view of climate, soil, and his practice
of husbandry, shall return him the largest
profit, whether in the dairy, under the yoke, or
in the shambles. He has nothing to do with
points, but the points that shall meet these
ends. There is no reason why he should limit
himself to one strain of blood, unless that
strain meets and fills every office of his farm
economy, any more than he should narrow his
poultry range to peafowl, or to golden pheas-
ant.

I think I may have talked somewhat in this
strain to my old neighbor, who asked after the
“squire’s cattle”’—but not at such a length;
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and T'think ‘that he offered some such corollary
as this:

“Squire, them English cows is handsome
critturs enough to look at; but ye have to keep
a follerin’ on ’em up with a meal tub.”

It is very easy to lay down a charming set
of rules for the establishment of a good herd
(and for that matter—of a good life) ; but—
to follow them?

I will be bound to say that there was never
a prettier flock of milch cows gathered in any
man’s stables than the superior one which I
conjured up in my fancy, after an imaginative
foray about the neighborhood. But it was not
easy to make the fancy good. Mr. Flint, in
his very capital book upon milch cows and dairy
farming, gives a full elucidation of that theory
of M. Guénon, by which the milking proper-
ties of an animal can be determined by what
is called the escutcheon,—being certain natural
markings, around the udder upon the inner
parts of the thighs. It is perhaps needless to
say, that such minute observation as would
alone justify a decision based upon this theory,
might sometimes prove awkward, and embar-
rassing. Upon the whole, I should counsel
young farmers in summer clothing, and away
from home, to judge of a cow by other indicia.
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Still)' the' ‘theory''of ' M. Guénon' has its
value; and I am persuaded that he was worthily
adjudged the gold medal at the hands of the
Agricultural Society of Bordeaux. But with
this, and all other aids—among which I may
name the loose preémptory reflections and sug-
gestions of certain adjoining farmers—I was
by no means proud of the appearance of the
little herd of twelve or fourteen cows with
which operations were to commence.

The popular belief, that all jockeyism and
cheatery is confined to horse dealings, is too
limited. Whoever will visit the cow stables
in Robinson street, or near to Third avenue,
upon a market day, may observe a score or two
of animals with painfully distended udders (the
poor brutes have not been milked in the last
forty-eight hours), throwing appealing glances
about the enclosure, and eyeing askance cer-
tain bullet-headed calves, which are tied in ad-
joining stalls, but which have no more claim
upon the maternal instincts of the elder ani-
mals, than the drovers themselves. It is all a
bald fiction; the true offspring have gone to
" the butchers months ago; and if the poor, sur-

1The interested agricultural reader may consult
“Choix des Vaches Laitiéres, par M. Magne, Paris,” for
full exhibit of the system.
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charged brutes accept of the offices of the little
staggering foundlings, it is with a weary poke
of the head, that is damning to the brutality
of the drovers.

It would be too much to say that I have
never been deceived by these people; too much
to say that honest old gentlemen of innocent
proclivities did never pass upon me certain
venerable animals, with the tell-tale wrinkles
rasped out of their horns. One of this class,
of a really creditable figure, high hip bones,
heavy quarters, well marked milk veins, I was
incautious enough to test by a glance into her
mouth. Not a tooth in her old head.

I looked accusingly at the rural owner, who
was quietly cutting a notch in the top rail of
his fence.

“Waal, yes—kind o’ rubbed off; but she
bites pooty well with her gooms.”

Among the early purchases, and among the
animals that promised well, was a dun cow,
which it was found necessary, after a few weeks
of full feeding, to cumber with a complicated
piece of neck furniture, to forbid her filching
surreptitiously what properly belonged to the
pail. Self-milkers are not profitable. I have
faith in the doctrine of rotation, and the quick
reconversion of farm products into the elements
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of new growth. But here was a case of recon-
version so rapid, as to be fatal to all the laws
of economy. It suggested nothing so strongly,
as that rapid issue of government money, which
finds immediate absorption among the govern-
mental officials. Does the government really
milk itself; and can no preventive be found in
the way of neck machinery, or other?

Another animal was admirable in every
point of view; I found her upon one of the
North River wharves, and the perfect outline
of her form and high-bred action, induced a
purchase, even at a long figure; but the beast
proved an inveterate kicker.

The books recommend gentleness for the
cure of this propensity; so does humanity;
I concurred with both in suggesting that treat-
ment to Patrick.

“Gintle is it? And bedad, sir, she ’s too
ould for a cure. I ’m thinking we must tie
her legs, sir; but if ye orders it, bedad, it ’s
meself can be gintle.

“Soh, Moolly—soh—soh (and a kick) ; soh,
ye baste (a little livelier), soh (and a kick) —
soh, blast ye!—soh, Moolly—son, Katy—SOH
(and a crash); och, ye ould baste ye—take
that!” and there is a thud of the milking stool
in the ribs.
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The “gintleness”’ of Patrick is unavailing.
But the cow is an excellent animal, and not to
be hastily discarded. Milker after milker un-
dertook the conquest, but with no better suc-
cess. The task became the measure of a man’s
long-suffering disposition ; some gave over, and
lost their tempers before the first trial was fin-
ished; others conjured down the spirit by all
sorts of endearing epithets, and tenderness,
until the conquest seemed almost made; when
suddenly pail, stool, and man would lapse to-
gether, and a stream of curses carry away all
record of the tenderness. We came back at
last to Patrick’s original suggestion; the legs
must be tied. A short bit of thick rope passed
around one foot and loosely knotted, then
passed around the second and tied tightly in
double knot, rendered her powerless. There
was a slight struggle, but it was soon at an
end; and she made no opposition to the re-
moval of the thong after the milking was over.
With this simple provision, the trouble was all
done away; and for a whole year matters went
well. But after this, there came a reformer
into control of the dairy. The rope was bar-
barous; he did n’t believe in such things; he
had seen kicking cows before. A little firm-
ness and gentleness would accomplish the ob-
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ject'better’; ‘God 'did 'n’t make cows’ legs to be
tied. The position was a humane one, if not
logical. And the thong was discarded.

“Well, Patrick,” said I, two days after, “how
fares the cow?”

“And begorra, it ’s the same ould baste,
sir.”

A few days later I inquired again after the
new regimen of gentleness and firmness.

“Begorra,” said Patrick, “she ’s kicked him
again!”

A week passed ; and I repeated the inquiries.

“Begorra, she ’skicked him again!” screamed
Patrick; “and it ’s a divil’s own bating he ’s
been giving the ould baste.”

Sure enough, the poor cow was injured
sadly; her milking days were over; and in a
month she went to the butcher. And this ad-
vocate of gentleness and firmness was one of
the warmest and most impassioned philan-
thropists I ever met with.

The moral of the story is,—if a cow is an
inveterate kicker, tie her legs with a gentle
hand, or kill her. Beating will never cure,
whether it come in successive thuds, or in an
explosive outbreak of outrageous violence. I
suspect that the same ruling is applicable to a
great many disorderly members of society.
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Although the cases I have cited were ex-
ceptional, and although my little herd had its
quiet, docile, profit-giving representatives, yet
I cannot say that it was altogether even with
my hopes or intentions.

Two stout yoke ot those sleek red cattle,
for which southern New England is famous,
had their part to bear in the farm programme,
besides a sleek young Alderney bull, and a
pair of sturdy horses. There were pigs with
just enough of the Suffolk blood in them to
give a shapely outline, and not so much as to
develop that red scurfy baldness, which is to
my eye rather an objectionable feature of high
breeding and feeding— whether in men or pigs.

Ducks, turkeys, and hens, in a fluttering
brood, brought up the rear. With these all
safely bestowed about the farm buildings which
I have briefly indicated, and with a rosy-nosed,
dapper little Somersetshire man, who wore his
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