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HINK me not unkind and rude,
That I walk alone in grove and glen;
I go to the god of the wood
To fetch his word to men.

Tax not my sloth that 1

Fold my arms beside the brook;
Each cloud that floated in the sky
Writes a letter in my book.

There was never mystery,

But ’tis figured in the flowers,

Was never secret history,

But birds tell it in the bowers.
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12 Nature Notes at Netop

A short distance down the road was a clear,
cold spring which was deeded to us with the land.
This spring bubbled from beneath the shrubbery
which lined an old stone wall.

Three years ago a fine new piece of hard sur-
faced state road was completed, leading past
Netop and up through the Notch to Ambherst.

Just where the Granby road runs into the Am-
herst highway, there is a sharp curve. In widen-
ing the road at this curve, at the time the state
road was built, our spring was buried beneath
four or five feet of sand. Now we have to de-
pend upon a big bottle of Mt. Holyoke spring
water to quench our thirst. This we take out
from the city.

Nearby the spring a little brook gurgles merrily
down through a rocky glen and on into Aldrich
lake.

There have been no fish in the brook for many
years, but this spring it looked so suggestive of
trout that Chester dug three worms in the gar-
den one night (while he was waiting for me to
plant the morning glories), baited an old rusty
fish hook of mine, cut a crooked little sapling
and started down toward the Winchester camp
to fish. In about fifteen minutes he returned
triumphant with two of the finest trout of the
season. He made desperate attempts to break
all records by getting a third fish with the third
worm, but couldn’t quite accomplish it.
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A RED squirrel makes his home very near our
Netop cabin, and is often on hand to greet us
upon our arrival. He runs up the hemlock tree
by the garden for a few feet, and then stops to
peer curiously around the trunk at us, chatter-
ing a streak of squirrel talk meanwhile. Two
chipmunks have their holes almost at our back
door, and we do not seem to cause them much
worry. A phoebe built her nest under the eaves
of the cabin last year, and came back again this
spring to raise another brood. One day I noticed
three little gray-breasted birds looking over the
edge of the nest, probably trying to screw their
courage up to the point of flying.

One summer we took enough time off from plant-
ing beans, squashes, cucumbers, etc.,—and writ-
ing articles for Nautilus— to make what Elizabeth
calls a rockery. I never heard of one before, nor
saw one to my knowledge, but Elizabeth knows
all about ’em. You’d think she was born and
brought up with them to hear her talk, ’though
I believe this is the first one she ever helped to
make.

To start with we had a nice pile of dead leaves
lying by the side of the path that leads down to
the railway. These we bunched well together
in the shape of a lump of sugar — brown sugar
you know, not the square white lumps. The pile
of leaves was situated in a shady place, which is
only touched by the sun’s rays for a little while
at high noon, and consequently is nice and damp.
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The next step was for me to shoulder my spade,
take the wheelbarrow and transport five or six
loads of nice leaf mold to the rockery. This earth
was piled on top of the leaves, making a cone-
shaped mound.

THEN one warm, sunshiny Sunday morning
when Elizabeth was feeling quite ambitious, and
I wanted to go blackberrying, she picked up all
the loose stones adjacent to the — as yet — em-
bryo rockery, and piled several wriggly rows
about the base of the pyramid, until perhaps
one-half the surface was covered with them.

Everything was now ready for the transplanting
of the growing things which were to constitute
the chief attraction of this rockery. We couldn’t
get anything suitable at the greenhouse, for
which I was rather thankful, as I prefer the wild
things anyhow.

On another Sunday morning we transplanted
sweet-smelling pennyroyal, with its tiny blue
flowers in full bloom, which we found growing
in abundance in a mossy place by the brook. We
also found several varieties of moss, the partridge
berry vine, and two kinds of fern. Somewhat
to our surprise, all of these things have seemed
to take to the rockery, so far, and all are alive
and looking green and healthy.

Then, one beautiful, warm September after-
noon, when the hills and fields smelled fresh from
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The Cabin in the Woods 15

a recent rain and the first touches of fall were
in the air, we walked up the railway track about
half a mile from Netop, turned into the woods
and followed an old wood road nearly to the top
of the Notch where the Ambherst car line cuts
through the rugged Mt. Holyoke range.

On the hillsides we secured plenty of rich
material for our rockery, including ground pine,
several handsome specimens of fern, wild clematis
and another vine the name of which is unknown
to us.

Close by Netop there i1s a wonderful swamp
where all manner of sweet-smelling herbs and
flowers grow. The flowers bloom from early
spring until late fall —always something in
blossom. Here in this swamp the catbird’s plain-
tive cry may be heard at almost any hour of the
day. When evening comes you may hear the
whippoorwill calling to his mate. When the sun
rises a dozen varieties of bird voices greet our
ears.

We have named our nature home, “Netop.”
It is an Indian name signifying ‘“‘friend” or
“friendly.” It was used by the Indians as a word
of greeting.

In the following chapters I will give you some
of the annals of our adventures in this secluded
corner where nature holds almost undisputed
sway. These annals cover a period of several
years.
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CHAPTER 11
NETOP IN MARCH

HE warm, soft, showery, sunshiny April
T days which we have been having (albeit
the calendar says it is still March) have

been drawing us to the country.

Every morning as we listened to the robins
singing “hurry up, hurry up,” and looked forth
upon our lawn at the green springing grass and
the tulip bed, where the tulips seemed to have
grown an inch during the night, we felt that we
could not put off “going to Netop” for very
much longer.

So one afternoon we went down town and
bought a gallon of olive green paint, to be used
in freshening the Netop cabin, and took the three
o’clock car for Amherst.

When we got as far as Byron Smith’s Maple
brook farm, we looked to see if he had tapped his
sugar maple trees and was perchance boiling sap.
We were disappointed to find that he was not
doing anything in that line this year.

At Netop we found a few stray snowbanks in
the woods, where the ground sloped to the north,
and a little ice along the north side of the cabin,
but aside from this everything wore a cheerful,
spring-like aspect.
~ We had been reading about half a dozen sum-
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mer camps that recently had been broken into
and rifled of everything movable. Netop cabin
has twice been through the experience, in a modest
way, and so we wondered a little as to just what
we might find.

Everything was shipshape. My cruiser pacs
(lumbermen’s shoes) were just where I left them,
under the dry goods box, used as a wash stand.
There were the scraps of wrapping paper left
from our last big hike of last fall, when all the
Nautilus office force picnicked at Netop and sang
songs and played games in the evening around an
open camp fire. (I remember Mildred had just
been married and her husband was the guest of
honor.) There were the rain water barrels, just
as I stored them for winter. There were the
shotgun shells in the center of the table, the fish
lines, the axes and garden tools. There were a
pint or two of lethargic wasps on the floor, wait-
ing for the resurrection of spring!

The clover about the east and south of the
cabin is beginning to look quite green, with leaves
the size of peas. At the back of the cabin the
maple buds are swelling fast with the joyousness
of spring.

We found wintergreen berries within two or
three feet of our door, and the green leaves of the
mountain laurel looked forth from beneath the
foundation of the cabin.

The laurel leaves are evergreen, and the woods
at the back of the cabin are full of it. Later on
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the laurel will present a wonderful mass of pink-
white blossoms.

Around Netop cabin the earliest flower of
spring is the blue hepatica. On this, our first
visit, there were only yellowish green leaves with
sturdy buds lifting their short heads amidst the
brown grass. Too early yet for any color to show.

Out in the garden we uncovered our Luther
Burbank rhubarb, which was already sending
up a few red, tender looking shoots beneath its
winter covering of hay and leaves.

After working all winter in a steamheated office
(with a few days off in New York and Boston),
the thought of spading up fresh, moist earth,
raking it into a fine seed bed, making it rich with
fertilizer and planting the first row of peas, or
sowing the first lettuce and radishes, gives glad-
ness to the heart and puts energy into the step.

Late last fall, on account of chestnut blight,
we had all the chestnut trees on Netop reduced
to logs and four-foot wood. The logs were
sawed into railway ties at a nearby sawmill.
The wood, in half cord and cord piles, is still
scattered over the Netop acre. Some of our
exercise this spring will come from reducing these
piles to stove wood length by the use of a
buck saw.

Tomorrow, if Providence gives us a pleasant
day, I am planning to buy a new buck saw and
saw horse for the editor-in-chief’s own personal
use — a light saw that will run easily through
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those chestnut logs. She doesn’t want me to
monopolize all the joys of Netop, and, of course,
this particular pleasure is one I am willing to
share. Elizabeth is strong on cutting down trees,
but has never yet tried sawing them into stove
wood length — which is a somewhat less exciting
sport.

We wandered up the Amherst road toward the
Notch. Where the little creek crosses and re-
crosses the road three times in the space of a
quarter of a mile, and close up under the foot of
the mountain (we call it a mountain here in
Massachusetts), we found a few little cottony
looking pussy willows.

Perched on a large rock I saw a gorgeous yel-
low and black butterfly. He seemed remarkably
lively, too. And the birds on every side were
announcing the advent of spring. Crows were
cawing, in lazy spring voices, phoebes were
singing their cheerful, sweet, energetic song,
robins were occasionally voicing a few notes In
their modulated afternoon tones, very different
from their robust, optimistic morning melodies.
And there were other birds whose tones we
recognized, but whose family names we are not
familiar with.

Down across the railway track we could hear
the soft, musical gurgle of Maple brook falling
over the rocks. It was enough to inspire a poet
or a painter — even a house painter like myself!
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THREE YEARS LATER

ON Sunday morning, March 31, 1918, a light
pall of smoke softened the sunlight and reminded
one of Indian Summer. Everyone was burning
weeds and rubbish in his garden the previous
afternoon, which, perhaps, accounted for the
smoke. The daylight saving went into effect
early on the morning of the first, and we break-
fasted at 6.45, old time, which gave us an early
start.

Elizabeth had to arrange for a family Easter
dinner, and I had to meet part of the guests at
church, after the service, at 12.30. In the mean-
time I could sneak out to Netop for the first
time this spring!

I could hardly believe that it was not October
instead of April. The air was cool, but not cold.
The sun shone through a magic haze. The
robins and other birds sang merrily. At 9.30,
when I started for Netop, it was really only 8.30,
old time, so the freshness of the morning still
lingered.

About a mile this side of Netop I left the main
highway and took the little earth road that passes
by Bourbonnais’ sawmill. Just above the mill
I left the car by the side of the road and went
up into the pine woods to look for arbutus.
Among the pines the snow still lingered in spots,
and the arbutus blossoms were tightly curled.
A few days of warm sun is needed before the
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pink and white blossoms will really begin to show.
I did find a few pussy willows, rather over ripe,
and carried some back to the car.

Past the mill, over the bridge, up the hill and
to the left I went, until, just ahead, where big
pines shaded the road, the road bed became a
mass of snow and mud. I recalled an hour spent
in passing through a similar place while we were
on a hunting trip last fall, and decided to back
up a few rods to the fork in the road and go back
to the main highway.

The cabin looked peaceful and undisturbed.
The porch was littered with pine twigs and cones.
Robins and phoebes were singing in the trees.
But when I unlocked the door, what a litter I
beheld! Someone had broken into the cabin
during the winter and turned things topsy turvy.
He had used one of our tin pails for a coffee pot
and left the smoke-blackened pail and a dirty
pitcher in the center of the table. Crumbs and
bits of paper were scattered over the table and
floor. My carefully blacked stove was a rusty
red on top and the hearth had been knocked off.

Well, a half hour’s work made the cabin look
quite respectable, and I could not find that any-
thing of value was missing. I swept up the rub-
bish, including one or two pints of dead wasps.
Not being quite sure that the wasps might not
come to life when the weather grew a little warmer,
I put all the rubbish, including the wasps, in the
stove and burned it.
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Then I went out on the porch to investigate
the robins’ nest which was built last year under
the eaves. It looked as if it had been freshly
lined with grass, and contained a bit of blue
eggshell, left from last year, and a broken frag-
ment of walnut.

Next I gave the stove a thorough dressing
with coal oil and, as soon as it was dry, the rusty
red top became an attractive gray.

On the north side of the cabin a little patch
of ice still lingers, but elsewhere it is very dry and
a deep carpet of dead leaves covers the earth.
It seems to me I never saw so many dead leaves.
They completely cover the hepatica leaves. A
little later the earth will be carpeted with purple
hepatica blossoms on each side of the path to
the garden. Just now you have to look sharp
to even see the green leaves. But the bright
red partridge berries stand out like gems among
the dead leaves. The evergreen mountain laurel
makes the woods cheerful at a time when all the
prevailing colors are drab and brown. The few
hemlock trees also make a beautiful bit of green
color wherever they stand.

Monday afternoon I sharpened the scythe and
cut .all the dead weeds in the garden. Then
I raked the weeds and leaves into the center and
meditated on whether or not it was safe to burn
them. A stiff breeze was blowing, and the woods
were dry as tinder. Ever since the woods be-
tween the highway and railroad were swept by a
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forest fire some years ago I have been rather cau-
tious about starting a blaze. I finally divided the
leaves into four small piles, placed a pail of water
and an old gunny sack handy, and then lighted
a pile whenever the wind died down for a moment.
The leaves and weeds burned so rapidly that all
danger of the fire spreading by the wind was past
in a few seconds. The four or five feet of bare
earth on each side was not apt to be crossed by
the fire even if the wind did fan it fiercely at times.

Poor Oscar was left out all winter, and he did
look decidedly the worse for it! Oscar is the
garden mascot and scarecrow, made in the image
of a man and wearing one of my cast-off suits.

Just to get a little additional exercise I cut
two large logs from the dead pine which was
felled last year, and then it was time to start
for home.

I SAT on the doorstep to write notes for Nauttlus.
The hemlocks gently soo-0o-ed in the thin March
south wind and sunshine, the dead leaves stirred
with the moving of life coming forth from the
earth. My muse moved in this unaccustomed

measure:
Turn up the corners of yer mouth
An’ smile awhile.
Lay yer winter’s grouch away.
Ain’t no use to nurse a grouch
When the wind is in the south,
An’ spring’s a comin’,
An’ brooks is runnin’ —
It doesn’t pay!
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CHAPTER 111
NETOP IN APRIL

WO slender gray brown birds, with long
tails and black and brown bars run-
ning lengthwise over the crowns of their

heads, are searching industriously in the dry
grass near the porch for material suitable for
their dinner. When I came up the path to the
cabin one of the birds was creeping over the porch
and steps and finally disappeared beneath the
cabin. Not a sound do they make except for the
rustling of the dried leaves. I wonder if these
can be our phoebes who for several years nested
under the eaves back of the cabin? They seem
very much at home, and evidently intend to
settle here.

What a change one short week can make!
Just one week ago the day was raw and cold.
A chill wind blew out of the west and an overcoat
and gloves were not uncomfortable. The hepatica
blossoms were still tightly folded in almost in-
visible little buds. Not a sign of color did they
reveal, and only the most careful searching among
the dried leaves and grass revealed the brown
leaves of hepatica. Here and there a leaf showed
bright green if it had been specially well pro-
tected with a covering of fallen leaves or over-
grown with grass, so the winter’s snow and ice
could not touch it.
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Today, between the cabin and garden, there
are myriads of the bluish purple flowers in full
bloom. Down beyond the garden, close to the
edge of the woods, there are more of the flowers.
There they grow with longer stems and are a
trifle larger. The hand of man has not come quite
so close to them, and the more primeval environ-
ment makes them thrive.

I just noticed that the patch of mountain
laurel which grows about fifteen feet from the
front door is less than half as large as it was a few
years ago. Civilization has crowded it out.
Picnics and camp fires and cutting the grass
about the patch each summer have discouraged
the sturdy little shrubs. Down in the hollow
where Elizabeth sawed wood two years ago, the
laurel thrives and increases from year to year,
because it is undisturbed.

Down toward Netop brook (or, properly,
Meadow brook) the robins are softly singing a
few notes from time to time. An endless pro-
cession of automobiles whirs busily along the
highway. The occupants of these motors are
gaily decked in coats of many colors and hats
ditto. (Aren’t women’s coats gay this spring?)

There! I just heard the chickadees, whom we
have always with us. And there are many more
birds about, whose names I have not yet recalled.

I am writing this while sitting on the steps, and
am comfortable without an overcoat.

I stopped a moment to look at the vines we
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started growing about the cabin and porch last
year. Only one of them seems certainly to have
lived through the winter, but others will doubt-
less come to life a little later.

There goes one of those ubiquitous crows with
his raucous call. And those little gray and
brown birds are still rustling about in the leaves,
very close to the porch.

What a combination of nature and man is
here. The wind sighs through the pine tree over
my head the same song it sang when the Indians
gathered near this little hill, and automobiles
and cement roads were far in the future. The
damp earth gives forth the same sweet odor it did
two hundred years ago. The sun gives to this
corner of old New England the same warm April
days that it did in the days of the Puritans. And
I suppose that two hundred years ago there were
dreamers, philosophers, poets and nature lovers
who sometimes walked near this very spot and
watched for the first hepatica blossoms, thrilled
at the sight of the green laurel leaves among the
brown wastes of grass and leaves, which winter
had left behind, admired the sturdy evergreen
hemlocks, the slender, graceful young white
birches, and listened with pleasure to the musi-
cal gurgle of Netop brook as it rushed over the
rocks and through the little glen down by the
Granby road.
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A YEAR EARLIER

OUR pleasant, warm March weather gave
place to a cold and cloudy “spell” for April, so
we couldn’t go ahead very rapidly with our Netop
garden. Everything was backward.

Then suddenly, near the end of April, we had
a few warm days and everything burst forth as
if spring had been bottled up as long as she could
stand it, and the creative leaven must now express
itself in leaf and blade.

The cool weather helped the grass to thicken
up, and our lawn here at home looks much nicer
than it did last year.

The first gardening we did at Netop was to
reset some of our Burbank Everbearing Crimson
Rhubarb, which was too thick for its own good
health.

Then last Saturday afternoon Elizabeth and
I went out to Netop and took our supper along.
I planted some early peas and Elizabeth set out
a woodbine, an ampelopsis, some golden glow, a
peony and sundry other things.

Then she decided that the trees, or bushes, in
front of the cabin were too thick, and started in
with the axe to thin them out.

When I came up from the garden she had some
of the bushes laid out flat on the earth and was
cutting the tops off. At every stroke the axe
penetrated the earth about half an inch. I told
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her it was evident she was brought up in the
city, as she had so little respect for the keen edge
of my axe. I reminded her of Emerson, who was
so little of a practical agriculturist that when he
started in to spade his garden his small son
shouted, “Look out, papa, you’ll dig your leg!”

This week I have extended the garden a little
on one side, by the addition of a few wheelbarrow
loads of earth, and by spading up a grassy bank.
On this new made land I planted three rows of
early beets. A little later in the season we shall
plant corn, pole beans, wax beans and other
vegetables.

There is a large herd of deer (numbering a
dozen or so) roaming about in the vicinity of
Netop. Mr. Byron Smith told me the other day
that he saw one in his pasture just across the road
from our cabin, and also that he saw their tracks
by the brook, up above the railway.

We are going to take what precaution we can
to keep them from breakfasting off our garden.
As the railway is on one side of our land and the
highway on two sides, we think there is little
danger of the deer coming around, but we are
contemplating a small wooden, home-made wind-
mill such as we used to have up in New Hampshire
for keeping the crows out of the cornfield.

By tying colored rags to the arms of the wind-
mill, and possibly by attaching small bells, we
can make it quite awe-inspiring to the innocent
and uninitiated deer.
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Then the windmill will serve another purpose,
we hope, and that is to frighten away the wood-
chucks until the garden sass gets a start. We
are also going to construct a scarecrow, of the
orthodox type, for the benefit of the chucks.

An old woodchuck is a canny fellow, and
becomes accustomed to almost anything in time.
I was reading an article in Country Life recently
which said the only way to exterminate a seasoned
old woodchuck was by use the of simon pure
dachshunds. These little short-legged pups work
in pairs, and burrow right into Mr. Woodchuck’s
hole. One dachshund lies on his back and digs
and the other keeps watch outside, for the wood-
chuck always has two outlets to his burrow.
If the dog who is doing the digging gets tired,
the other relieves him. They never quit until
they get the chuck. Sometimes they stay under-
ground for hours.

However, we don’t care to do more than frighten
the chucks away, and we are not going to invest
$100 or so in stubby-legged little pups for the
sake of one or two woodchucks.

One afternoon of this week I went out alone,
and Elizabeth failed to come when I expected
her. Being in doubt as to whether she might
not come on the next car, I waited at the cabin
until nearly dark. And such a chorus as I
enjoyed for the last half hour. The phoebes
and several other birds started up their evening
songs, the frogs peeped, and a specially fat robin
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perched on a low limb near the foot of the garden
and nearly split his throat with song.

I surmised that he might be giving thanks for
such a nice, wormy garden, all freshly spaded
and near at hand.

We have had some of our back lawn spaded
up here at home, and intend to raise a few vege-
tables on it. Have already put in peas, bush
beans, onions, lettuce and radishes.

CHAPTER IV
FLOWERS, SHOWERS AND WASPS

T is May 12th, but here I am sitting close
by the Netop stove, in which is burning a
brisk fire of dry walnut and chestnut sticks.

A cold shower mixed with hail blew out of the
northeast just as I got here. I had only time
to put up the automobile top and get under
cover. No work in the garden today. The
garden is spaded and ready to plant, but the
weather man won’t give me a chance to put in
the seed.

The purple hepatica blossoms have mostly
turned a pale gray, and there are only a few left.
Down in the hollow back of the cabin the dainty
white anemones are beginning to bloom. They
look a little discouraged on account of the cold
weather. These are not the true wood anemone,
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but a cousin known as rue-anemone. They are
distinguishable from the “real thing’ by the
fact that they usually bear three pinkish white
blossoms to a cluster, whereas the true anemone
has but one.

A halo of romance has been created by the
poets about the anemone. The very name is
of romantic origin. It comes from a Greek word,
Anemos, meaning the wind. According to the
tradition the wind employs these dainty, star-
like flowers to herald his coming in early spring.

Another legend attributes the flowers to the
tears of Adonis, springing up and blossoming
as a wind-flower.

“Where streams his blood, there blushing springs the rose;
And where a tear has dropped, a wind-flower blows.”

The Romans used to pick the first anemone
of the season and go through a ceremony in con-
nection therewith, which was supposed to guard
them from fever. The Chinese plant the anemone
on the graves of their ancestors and call it the
“death flower.” The same modest little star-
like blossoms which brighten the woods about
Netop are also found in Europe and Asia.

Yesterday I found one solitary gay wings or
fringed milkwort just back of the cabin. The
Smith pasture down beyond the brook is white
with bluets. A nature writer says of these tiny
flowers: “Where the white variety grows one
might think a light snowfall had powdered the
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grass, or a milky way of tiny floral stars had
streaked a terrestrial path.”

A pair of robins have built their nest just
under the eaves of the cabin. The mother is
occupying the nest this very minute — sitting
on three blue eggs. The nest is made of twigs,
strips of bark and strings, and is not more than
eight feet from the door.

It looks as if most of the perennial plants and
shrubs we set out last winter have survived.
The white clematis vine at the south end of the
cabin is putting out green leaves, and the buds on
the polygonum baldschuanicum at the north end
are beginning to swell. The ampelopsis, which
is climbing the pine tree by the porch, is showing
signs of life.

A delicate cloud of green is beginning to show
in the tops of the white birches down by the gar-
den, and the pig walnut buds are beginning to
start.

LAST fall Elizabeth stuck a small pig walnut
branch in the earth by one of the perennials and
the branch has taken root and is putting out buds
as big as any of its fellow walnuts. It sounds
almost like a miracle, but I remember hearing
an old woodsman say that a branch of pig walnut
would live and grow anywhere you stuck it into

the soil.
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I find quite a good deal of enjoyment as I sit
here in regarding the shining surface of Netop
stove. There is a leak in the roof, exactly over
one corner of the stove, and every spring that
part of it is coated with rust. The other day I
gave the stove two or three coats of polish and
now it looks as good as new. Spring never seems
to have really arrived until I get the cabin floor
swept and that stove polished.

A few dozen wasps have crawled lazily out
of the cracks in the cabin and now and then butt
against the screen door in lumbering flight. They
are harmless enough so long as you don’t try to
become too familiar with them. Most of the
wasps seem to have been winter killed, judging
from the dead ones lying around the cross
studding and in the corners of the cabin.

It has stopped raining and partly cleared.
The sun shines half-heartedly, smothered with
gray clouds. Its light over on the pine covered
hillside is like the pale light of the moon. The
water drips gently from the eaves onto the porch
with a soothing rhythmic sound. Then there is
the subdued music of the brook falling over the
rocks in the little glen nearby. Just at present
not a breath of air is stirring, but it is cold, cold.
From up toward the mountain comes the distant
musical tinkle of a cow bell.

The birds don’t seem to mind the cold. En-
couraged by the clearing weather they are singing
everywhere. The crows call to each other over
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in the pines. I can hear the phoebes, the blue
jays and the robins. They are all reminding me
that it is way after six o’clock and time to go
home.

CHAPTER V
A WALK AT NETOP

‘ N 7E have staid overnight at Netop just

once this season. That was along about

the middle of May, and on Saturday

night. It proved to be almost the only real

warm night in the month. On Sunday morning
it was slightly foggy and very balmy.

The fog soon lifted from the hills and we started
out for a two-mile walk. The apple blossoms
were just coming into full bloom, and their fra-
grance filled the air as we strolled down the road
past the Winchester cabin (which looks like a
New Hampshire sugar-house) and towards Mr.
Smith’s farm. Near the top of the hill we turned
into the pasture and started “cross lots,” intend-
ing to strike a road which branched off at right
angles to the one we had been following. We
had gone but a short distance when we came upon
masses of large sand violets.

From this point we had a beautiful view,
taking in the white, gleaming Granby church
spire, a green meadow with a winding brook and

many wooded hills interspersed with cultivated
land.
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A little farther along, down in a hollow where
flowed a tiny, softly-gurgling brook, we found
a barefooted youngster amusing himself with a
water-wheel. The water-wheel was apparently
made from a small wheelbarrow wheel with floats
nailed to each spoke, and it was set where the
force of a miniature Niagara, about eighteen
inches high and twelve inches wide, would catch
the floats. The power was hardly sufficient,
or not well enough utilized to run even this small
wheel. A Scotch collie, who was looking on at
the proceeding, came forward to greet us and
waved his plumy tail good-naturedly.

On the farther side of the brook we came to
quite an abrupt and rocky bank along which
we found quantities of wild columbine, commonly
called honeysuckle.

WE now found ourselves close by the road
we had been aiming for, and after climbing the
fence we found growing by the roadside a small,
magenta colored flower which seemed to be
related to the orchid family, but which we were
unfamiliar with. It seemed to thrive in rocky
ground, and we saw one of these plants, in full
bloom, growing out of a cleft in a rock where it
seemed impossible that any living thing could
gain a foothold. We have noticed the same
flower this year close to our cabin.

We soon came to a wood road, branching off
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from the main road, and down this we strolled
in search of adventure. We found some very
large anemones, which we left growing, as they
droop almost immediately if picked.

We descended a sandy hillside, clothed with
scattered sumach and white birch, and there,
spread out before us, was our broad, green
meadow, backed by a wooded hill and intersected
by the brook —a broad, deep, swift-flowing stream,
almost entitled to the dignity of being called
a river. Just at this time it was so high as to
overflow its banks, and portions of the meadow
were under water. Elizabeth sat down on a
bank and refreshed herself with a banana, while
I went down near the stream to investigate it
at close range, and got wet feet for my pains.

By this time the sun was high and warm, and
we started on our return trip. On our way we
noted many wild flowers, including Johnny-
jump-ups, violets and a yellow flower by the
banks of Maple brook, which might belong to
the cress family.

On arriving at the cabin we found that a saucy
robin had eaten part of a banana which we left
on the threshold. Everything else was undis-
turbed. The windmill in the corner of the garden
turned lazily, the scarecrow in the opposite
corner kept his silent vigil. At the back of the
cabin, on the hillside which slopes up towards
Mount Holyoke, the red maples waved their
gorgeous blooms and thousands of poplars reared
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their silver-gray heads, rustling gently in the
breeze, while the soft, hazy light of the May sun
shone at high noon. All was still, calm and
peaceful as could be.

At this writing (June 5) the June pinks (a
species of wild azalea) are beginning to bloom
at Netop. They have beautiful pink blooms
with a very sweet, spicy smell.

CHAPTER VI
ELIZABETH CUTS BEANPOLES

T was Saturday afternoon and we were com-
I ing home from a fishing trip.

No, we didn’t get any fish, even though
we followed a game warden’s advice as to where
to go. But we had a delightful ride over beyond
Belchertown and Enfield to the west branch of
the Swift river. The west branch is a beautiful
little stream that flows through stately forests,
tumbles over masses of rocks, passes under a
little wooden bridge and winds peacefully through
a cow pasture to the main stream. In one place
I found the remains of an old log dam and the
foundations of a little grist mill that must have
dated from the early days. While I was explor-
ing the stream, Elizabeth lay across the front seat
of the automobile and took an after-dinner nap,
and then read the morning paper (the New York
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Tribune), which she never has time to do until
afternoon.

Well, as I was saying, we were returning home
along about six o’clock by way of Ambherst,
Mount Holyoke Notch and Netop. I hadn’t
been at Netop for a number of days, so I stopped
a minute to see how things were coming on. Just
as I came up to the end of the porch I heard a
rustle in the underbrush down toward the railway
track, and there in the dim half light, under a
bush, was an animal the size of a very large cat.
It stopped only long enough to allow me a hasty
glimpse, but I guessed it to be a large rabbit.
It seemed to be too tall and was too agile for a
woodchuck. At any rate the clover around the
porch was sadly trampled and mauled, and the
turnips in the garden had been nearly all devoured.

Since then I have made several trips to Netop
accompanied by my 32 Winchester repeating
rifle, loaded with flat-nosed bullets, but so far
have not caught a glimpse of the rabbit, or what-
ever the animal may be. There has been plenty
of evidence of his continued visits to the garden.
Recently he has been living on the cucumber
vines, which had grown nearly large enough to
blossom.

There are seven or eight rows of asparagus
beet which is big enough to use. The rabbit ate
the leaves to the ground for three or four feet on
the end of one row, but he evidently much pre-
ferred the flavor of turnips or even cucumbers.



Elizabeth Cuts Beanpoles 39

The large rainfall in June has caused all the
wild plants and the undergrowth of small trees
to grow wonderfully fast. There is a wild grape
vine on one end of the garden fence that seems
to have about doubled in size every time I see it.

The little crimson rambler that Elizabeth set
out in the garden two years ago, just about holds
‘its own. It bore a dozen or so blossoms this
year. The young wintergreen leaves are large
and tender. Several varieties of star grass of dif-
ferent colors grow around the cabin, also a few
wild geraniums.

Elizabeth has kept at the work of cutting
small trees until she has cleared what she calls
a “vista” in front of the porch. You can see the
white meeting house at Granby by looking
through this vista, but that’s about all.

ONE afternoon Elizabeth cut 22 beanpoles
for use in our war garden here at home. When
it was time to go home that night, she came up
to the cabin with the perspiration dripping from
her face and looking as if she had just been taking
a trench single-handed, and asked me to guess
how many beanpoles she had cut. I knew from
her looks that she had cut the full number needed,
but realizing the susceptibility of womankind to
flattery, I said, “Oh, maybe 15!”

Down in the hollow, where the anemone and
mountain laurel grow, there is still quite a pile of
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wood left from that which Elizabeth sawed into
stove lengths two years ago. We bring in a
couple of big baskets full in the back of the car
on nearly every trip to Netop.

CHAPTER VII
A TRAGEDY AT NETOP

TRAGEDY occurred at Netop in con-
A_ nection with the robin family who built
their nest over the porch!

Just what happened we shall never know, but
one day I found the nest deserted and the robins
gone. Fragments of blue eggshell were scattered
about the porch and nest. Whether it was a
crow or some other bird, or some animal that
descended upon the nest and wrought swift de-
struction, I know not. Perhaps it was some
human animal, for on the same day there were
signs which indicated that a party of picnickers
had invaded the woods and dumped their waste
papers in the rain barrel.

Two phoebes come every pleasant afternoon
and perch on a tree back of the cabin where they
sing for an hour or so with great gusto. They
take the place of the departed robins so far as
company is concerned.

The season’s changes are being recorded at
Netop in the endless procession of wild flowers.
The hepaticas were in blossom for several weeks.
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At their best they made a purple carpet over
many square yards of ground between the cabin
and the garden.

Then came the fringed milkwort or gay wings
(known also as flowering wintergreen). These
brilliant purplish rose-colored flowers clustered
thickly in the open spaces back of the cabin,
but they do not last as long as the hepatica.

About the same time the milkwort was in
blossom, the snow-white flowers of the blood
root began to appear around the rocky knolls and
between the crevices of outcropping ledges. It
almost seems as if some of the plants were rooted
in stone. The stems appear in crevices where it
does not seem possible there could be soil enough
to nourish any living thing. The blood root
opens its immaculate petals to the sun for a short
time only. No flower is more evanescent. If
you do not look for it often, you will miss it.
Whenever the stem is broken the orange colored
sap flows freely. In the olden times good mothers
used to drop the juice on lumps of sugar and give
it to the children for coughs and colds.

For some reason we missed the dogwood blos-
soms this year. Possibly Elizabeth’s activity
with the axe is responsible for this. She finds
her chief source of entertainment now, whenever
she goes to Netop, in cutting small trees, those
from one to four inches in diameter. When it
came to a dead pine, about eighteen inches in
diameter, she passed the buck up to me.
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One afternoon I made a new windmill for the
garden and painted it a gorgeous scarlet. Per-
haps it will cause woodchucks to hesitate before
entering to make a meal from the tender vege-
tables.

The steady rains have caused all the young
vegetables to shoot up in abnormal fashion.
The five rows of young turnips in the Netop
garden fairly lifted the top of the earth, like mini-
ature mines exploding, in their eagerness to get
up to the light and air. I sowed the seed much
more thickly than was necessary, which partially
accounted for their superactivity. In one row,
however, there was an abrupt break and on one
" end of the row nary a turnip showed its head.
The succeeding four rows were likewise blank.
The cause was some left-over turnip seed that had
either lost its vitality or was never any good.
I have now replanted these rows and the turnips
will ripen in instalments as they should.

Two years in succession I started some healthy
morning-glories at the south end of the cabin, and
each time some human or animal marauder cut
off the plants in their prime before they came
to the blossoming point. So this year I substi-
tuted turnips.

Five rows of Swiss chard and six hills of cucum-
bers in Netop garden are also doing their share
towards releasing food for the allies.

The grass around the cabin is growing thick
and rank, spurred on by the unusually heavy



Elizabeth Saws Wood 43

rains. Two years ago I covered several bald
spots near the porch with a sprinkling of clover
seed, and this year it has produced enough clover
for a dozen woodchucks. For some reason neither
woodchucks nor rabbits seem to be living in the
neighborhood now. I shall have to get out
my trusty, rusty old scythe in a day or two and
trim up the yard. I hate to cut the clover, it
looks so green and vigorous. Looking at the
small sample growing by the porch steps, I can
easily visualize the big, sunny meadows filled
with clover, waving timothy, and buttercups with
which I was familiar as a boy. I can almost
hear the steady purr of the mowing machine and
feel the hot sun upon my back, just as I used to
feel it when, all through the long summer morn-
ing, I swung the scythe in the fence corners and
stony places where the mowing machine could
not be used.

CHAPTER VIII
ELIZABETH SAWS WO00D

VERY afternoon about 3.30 or 4 o’clock
(when Elizabeth doesn’t have a suffrage
committee meeting or a Hampden County

Progressive Women’s League meeting, or some-
thing similar to attend) we slip into the car and
glide through South Hadley Falls, out over the
state road and under the grand old elms of South
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Hadley Center, past Mount Holyoke College
with its beautiful campus of green lawn and
stately trees, past the Skinner summer home with
its quarter mile of crimson ramblers, which will
soon be in bloom, across the sandy plains just
this side of the Granby line, up a steep hill,
through the woods toward the Notch — and there
we are at Netop, just eight and one-tenth miles
from home.

I recently bought a saw and made a saw horse
especially for Elizabeth’s use. Now we have one
apiece. But she has taken such a fancy to sawing
wood that she can’t spare any of our five or six
cords for me. As nearly as I can find out she
likes to saw it just to see the pile grow! We bring
in two big market baskets full every trip, but do
not touch her pile. That we preserve, so far,
to look at, and take the small limbs cut up by the
woodchoppers last fall.

Down in the warm, sunny hollow, where Eliz-
abeth works, the white anemones have, for days,
been dotting the hillside. Indian pipe is plentiful
and shad blooms make the woods white in several
spots.

About five o’clock the robins and phoebes
begin to make their presence known. The two
phoebes that, for several seasons, made their
home under the eaves of the cabin, seem to have
deserted us. They came to see us one afternoon,
but their home is somewhere down across the
brook in Smith’s pasture.
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A friendly chipmunk comes out occasionally
to watch the work and, when we look at him too
closely, scurries under one of the big chestnut
stumps that the roadbuilders tore out last fall.

WE are doing quite a bit of gardening this
year. I have radishes, lettuce, parsley, lima
beans and fennel here at the house besides half
a dozen rows of peas up in Chester’s garden that
I am looking after. The afternoon I planted
the peas little Catharine assisted me. She
dropped peas gravely for a time and then looked
up at me and asked, “Did Garga tell you you
could come over here this afternoon?”

We are planning to dig a trench across the
south side of the cabin (where the soil is very poor
and thin and stony), fill it with clear soil and
humus and plant vines that will cover the end of
the cabin. We bought four tons of humus this
year, and over one ton is to be scattered about
Netop (aside from what was used in the
garden) to stimulate the grass crop and make the
plants grow.

THE other afternoon we heard a tremendous
rattling among the dry leaves over on the hill
across the road. Being curious, I quietly crept
toward the noise and, peering through the under-
growth, saw half a dozen small brownish birds
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(probably field sparrows) scratching among the
dead leaves like diminutive hens, and making the
leaves and twigs fly at a prodigious rate. After
each one or two scratches they paused and quickly
searched the ground to see if they had uncovered
anything in the line of insect eatables. They
were quite timid and, under inspection, became
restless and flew up into neighboring shrubs, from
whence they gazed with an inquisitive air at the
intruder, giving the impression all the while that
they were poised for instant further flight.

Now and then as we are at work a flock of
crows will fly high over our heads, cawing their
lazy, easy-going spring song. Several times on
our way to Netop we have seen three or four
of these big, black, brilliant fellows close by the
road, walking about with their inexpressibly
impudent swagger. (They always remind me of
little Gavroche in “Les Misérables.”) And they
would not even take the trouble to fly away,
evidently deciding that the big black bugs with
white eyes, which travel at such a terrific pace,
are harmless so long as you do not get in their
way. That is about the way an automobile
must look to a crow.

Every afternoon we are at Netop we start
home at six o’clock almost on the minute. As
we come out on top of the first steep hill and look
out through the woods toward Holyoke, we never
fail (on a pleasant day) to witness a beautiful
sunset and cloud effect. The combination of
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colors in clouds and hills is different each time.
One night the sun will show blood red and the
clouds will be streaked with red, while the hills
are almost hidden with gray haze. Another
night the whole western sky will be shot with
streaks of burnished gold and the hills will
show a most beautiful soft blue in the gathering
twilight.

CHAPTER 1X

A WOODCHUCK COMES TO NETOP
OVER Sunday a woodchuck came along and

cleaned out the old burrow which has an

exit right in the center of the garden. A
day later I took out a hunter’s license and pur-
chased a Winchester repeating rifle. Perhaps
the woodchuck heard the news and took the hint,
as I have seen no sign of him since.

You have, perhaps, heard the story of the ox
who worked daily with a horse. One day the ox
conceived the idea of pretending to be sick, so he
could loaf. It worked so well that he soon tried
it again, and that night recommended the idea
to his mate, the horse. For a third time the ox
played sick and loafed, but the horse distrusted
the scheme and went to work as usual. That
night the ox said to the horse, “Did the farmer
say anything today about my not working?”
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“No,” replied the horse, “but I noticed that he
stopped on his way home from the village and had
a long talk with the butcher.”

Saturday afternoon little Catharine and I
went out to Netop all by ourselves. The after-
noon wasn’t nearly long enough for all the things
we wanted to do. There was a row of corn to
plant in the garden, Catharine dropping the
kernels “almost better’’ than I could do it, as she
expressed it. Then we walked down the road
toward the Winchester camp and turned into the
pasture after sand violets.

Out on the warm, sunny hillside, by a llttle
juniper tree, we took turns at taking snapshots of
each other.

On the Ambherst road, which is being rebuilt,
a big steam roller was standing quietly (it being
Saturday afternoon), sending out clouds of steam.
This was such a powerful attraction that we had
to pay it a visit and have a little talk with the
engineer.

On the way home Catharine remembered that
on a back road which we used to sometimes
travel over last summer there was a farm house,
where two baby goats could be seen in the yard.
I explained that the goats would probably be
nearly full grown by this time, but that only
increased her desire to see them. So we left the
state road and drove up over the hills until we
came to the home of the goats and, sure enough,
there they were in the identical place where we
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saw them last year, but grown so large as to be
hardly recognizable.

YESTERDAY afternoon Elizabeth consented
to make one of her rare trips to Netop. We had
to come home early because we were all going to
Mountain Park in the evening to see Priscilla
act in the Holyoke Dramatic Club’s presentation
of “The Road to Yesterday,” so there was only
about an hour to spend at Netop. Elizabeth sat
in the automobile and read the New York T7:b-
une (which we think is the best daily in America)
all the time we were there. I carried a volume
of Russian plays (Tchekoff’s) but did not open
the book. There were a few extra hills of squashes
and cucumbers to put in and the stove to black
(I take a very special pride in keeping it bright
and shining), and the rest of the time was oc-
cupied in trying to wash the blacking off my
hands and getting two baskets of wood loaded
into the car. :

ALTHOUGH no tramps visited Netop last
winter — so far as we could discover — there were
some other unwelcome visitors who evidently
made quite an extended stop, and helped them-
selves freely to everything in the cabin. They
not only took everything in the eatable line that
suited their fancy, but investigated about every
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package of any sort in the place, apparently out
of sheer curiosity.

These visitors were mice, and we have never
seen traces of them at Netop before this spring.
They tested every package of vegetable soup in
the place, pried into the Postum box, gnawed a
hole into each box and package of seeds (eating
all the seeds that suited their taste and strewing
the others about), and gnawed two large holes in
our sofa pillows. Cucumber seeds seemed to
suit them exactly. Beans and corn were too hard
for their teeth, or not palatable enough. Sofa
pillow covers and an old gunny sack pleased their
taste, or offered suitable material for a warm bed.
In future we will not tempt these little visitors
by leaving eatables lying around loose.

If you have lived in the country you know how
wasps often gather in the gable end of a barn,
on a southern exposure, in the warm, sunny days
of May and June, and build their nests and carry
on their business in life. 'Well, they seem to be
pleased with our cabin as a location, and they
gather close up under the rafters in considerable
numbers on every warm day. As soon as the
doors or windows are opened, they begin to fly
down against the wire screens. Then I throw a
handkerchief over them and put them outside.
But the more I put out, the greater number there
seems to be inside. They are getting very wise,
too, for they often fly away as soon as they see
me start for the window or door, whereas at first
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they would let me approach without stirring.
We have about made up our minds to let them
live with us in the cabin without trying further
to dispossess them.

CHAPTER X
THE FOREST FIRE

M slicking up .the cabin, getting ready for
I company. Just grabbed my fountain pen a
moment to start in on these notes.

You’ll please excuse me now, while I black the
stove. It has a rusty shelf where the rain beat
in upon it last winter. ‘

After I had finished blacking the stove, I took
down the long ladder, climbed up to the gable
on the south end of the cabin and brushed down
three or four good sized wasp nests with the end
of a rake.

After giving my attention to the south end
I repeated the process at the north end of the
cabin.

There were many wasps on the inside, too.
I put on the two screen doors and opened the
inside doors. The shutters were tightly closed,
so there was no light visible save at the doors.
The wasps on the inside would make for the
doors every few minutes and strike the screen
with a thud. It kept me busy opening the screen
doors to let them out. I got rid of twenty-eight
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in the course of the afternoon, and am giving them
Christian Science treatment to stay away.
- I’ll not give them exactly the same kind of
treatment that a lady in Los Angeles gave to
the rats which were overrunning her flat. She
told a friend that she treated the rats to go away,
and in a day or two they all left and went into the
flat downstairs!

(Just laid down my trusty Automat to let
out the twenty-third wasp for today.)

I ’VE just been wondering whether those darned
wasps don’t go around the corner as fast as I let
them out and crawl into the cabin again through
a good wide crack that’s in the south end. Any-
way, they seem like the widow’s cruse of oil in
the way they hold out.

There’s a splendid group of young white
birches down at the end of the garden and two
smaller groups at the north end of the cabin.
Their bark looks as clean and white as newly-
drawn milk. The white birches always remind
me of the Indians who used to live about here and
use the bark of these trees for canoes and house-
hold dishes. The white birch is a handsome tree,
and the young saplings at the back door are like
slender, graceful girls.

The wind is giving a nature concert today.
It sighs loudly in the pines and rattles the last
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year’s leaves which persist in clinging to the
many scrub oaks about the place.

So far this spring the crows, the phoebes and
a chipmunk have been my only companions at the
cabin — except the ubiquitous wasps.

A_FTER writing the preceding lines yesterday,
I went out to the garden and began spading.
Happening to glance up toward the mountain
I noticed that there was a lot of smoke hanging
about. A little later a fresh breeze blew a cloud
of smoke directly over my head, and as I sniffed
the pungent odor of burning leaves it dawned
upon me that there must be a brush fire near.
The leaves and underbrush were as dry as tinder.
I started out to investigate. I followed the
highway down toward South Hadley, and less
than half a mile away, on a wooded hilltop, dense
clouds of smoke were rising. The wind was
blowing a gale and driving the smoke into the
northwest and across the highway.

It looked like a big fire, but as the wind was
not setting exactly towards the cabin, I thought
the fire might not reach that far.

I continued to work in the garden, but soon
heard excited voices down the railway track, and
two boys, sweaty, red faced, minus coats and
vests, came up to the garden. They said there
were several men fighting the fire, but that it
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had got beyond control and would surely sweep
over our land within a short time.

We went down the highway again to reconnoiter.
About ten rods below the cabin a frightened
rabbit scurried across the road. He seemed
dazed with fear, and let us approach within a
few feet.

The fire was coming in our direction. There
was no doubt of that. We could see the flames
and hear them crackle. They were less than
thirty rods away.

The young woodlot, of which our land is a part,
is shaped like a letter A. On one side and the
point it is bounded by the highway, and on the
opposite side by the railway. The fire had
started near the base of the A and now extended
clear across the lot, from the highway to the
railway, and was sweeping up toward the point
where our cabin is located.

We hurried back, dug a shallow trench around
the cabin and started a back fire. After burning
over six or seven square rods, I noticed that the
big fire, being partly held back by the wind, was
not approaching so rapidly as we had anticipated.
Not wishing to destroy any of the young trees
unnecessarily, I decided to wait again before
proceeding with the back fire.

In the meantime another man had arrived,
accompanied by his hired help, a husky Pole.
We cut off the back fire with a shallow trench,
and all hands went down the highway toward
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the big fire. We soon came upon several other
men. One of the men was experienced in fighting
fires, having once been fire warden. He sug-
gested that we had time to put a trench clear
across the lot, some fifteen rods in advance of the
flames, and start a back fire.

Selecting the narrowest place available, where
there were comparatively little leaves and under-
brush, the men started to work, and in less than
half an hour the trench was completed from the
highway to the railway. We started a back fire
all along the trench and had burned clean a strip
about a rod wide when the main fire reached us.

Night was beginning' to fall as the big fire
closed in upon us. There were many scrub oaks
in the woods, upon which thickly clustered, dry
as tinder, all of last year’s leaves. When the fire
came to these trees, the flames would shoot up-
ward, twenty feet or more, with a fierce hissing
and crackling. The heat was intense, and when-
ever a gust of wind came our way the smoke
drove us back.

A few small pine trees also furnished very
combustible fuel for the flames. Here and there
a pile of dry brush or an old stump made a bright
blaze.

At times the flames blew far out over the
highway, and there was some fear that they
would leap the road and reach the woods beyond,
where the fire would have a clean sweep to the
mountain.
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The Pole worked madly with his shovel for
a few minutes, throwing sand upon the fiercest
flames by the roadside. But as the fire came
up to our burned strip it found nothing to feed
upon.

All along the line the advancing flames died
out, and the great fire was no more. Our cabin
and most of our trees had escaped injury.

CHAPTER XI
CHESTER AND I GO A-FISHING

ERE in New England the weather is not
I I really suitable for planting even early
vegetables until May 1.

But I have a big package of seeds from Dreer’s
finely illustrated catalog — some of the seeds
being my selection and others representing Eliz-
abeth’s ideas of what will grow in New England.

The list includes golden wax beans (even
the sound of the name makes you hungry and
brings before the mind’s eye visions of robust
rows of plants loaded with long, tender yellow
pods), Chinese celery, lettuce, romaine, carrot,
beet and parsley.

Last year we had an almost endless succession
of string beans from three short rows of white
navy beans. They were prolific beyond any
beans I ever knew, and the pods were sweet and
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tender. The vines were so rank and the pods so
thick that many escaped notice, and this spring
the dead vines contained many well-filled pods
of white beans.

We had more string beans from these three
short rows than the family could use, and the
managing editor’s wife put up several quarts in
glass jars for us on shares. We served some of
these canned beans at a recent family reunion
dinner, and they could hardly be distinguished
from fresh beans.

We also raised some pole, beans that were
wonders for prolificness. The pods were eight or
ten inches long, and from the fifteen or sixteen
hills we had six pounds of dried beans left over,
in addition to those which were uséd as shelled
beans while fresh.

In addition to the beans and other fresh vege-
tables, our little garden plot here at the house
yielded nearly a barrel of nice, smooth Green
Mountain potatoes.

Joe has the garden all spaded, ready for fertiliz-
ing and planting. We have a barrel of humus —
which is nothing but rich swamp muck — which
we intend to work into the soil along with a thin
coat of wood ashes. Then, with a local appli-
cation of commercial fertilizer, the plants ought
to find plenty of food.
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MY own gardening so far this spring has been
confined to a hasty, almost frantic, search for angle
worms. The managing editor and I went trout
fishing the second day of the season, and although
I made elaborate preparations, including minute
directions to Mary about the lunch, the hot coffee
for the thermos bottle, etc., I completely forgot
the worms until we were ready to