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sides helping herself toit? Do you know that
the old man—1I won’t call him her father—
confronted her with that information you have
been collecting, and accused her of helping you
to get it, and of being your ¢ wile accomplish’
generally ? — on the word of Abby !”

“ Don't makeit any worse, doctor ! ” pleaded
Darcie, humbly. “I know she can never forgive
thatshadow ofa thoughtinme. Yetitseemed,as
she putit,a simple statement of the fact.”

“Of what fact?”

“That she had read my letter. I’m not de-
fending myself—"

“1 should hope not,” the doctor coincided,
while Darcie was realizing that he had pur-
chased a great relief at the expense of a deeper
despair. “Suppose she had read it? She was
the judge whether she could read it or not;
women seem to be able to do things that men
can’t do, and vice versa,if you've noticed. Any-
how, when a fact about a girl you believe in,
rather, is impossible on the face ofit, I would n’t
meddle with it; especially if she furnished the
fact herself. Women and facts are the queerest
things when they get thoroughly mixed; you
have simply to choose between your woman
and your facts. In your case, Darcie, I need n't
say I 'd take the woman every time.”

(To be concluded.)
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“You would if it was n’t too late,” said
Darcie. “Itall comes to the same thing; she
will never go with me. But if she must go,
perhaps she will go with Mike. Tell her, doc-
tor, that T 'm not going. I am no/ going. T'm
going to stay and finish my work. I came here
to do it, and I shuffled out of it for a selfish
reason ; now I intend to see it through. T was
aspy ; she believes that T am one still. If need-
ful, T will meet the fate of a spy; it seems to
be meant for me.”

“Oh, come off the roof, and do as you are
told! The orders are, Women and wounded
to the rear. You will meet all the ¢ fate’ you
want between here and the Old Mission to-
morrow night. Now you need n’t stand there
looking as pale as Mike’s new pipe, disputing
what a girl will do or what she will not do.
I will answer for the girl ; she will be on hand,
mind you, to start when you start. You are
to deliver her to my wife, Mrs. William Simp-
son, at Spokane, and telegraph me directly
you arrive. I 'll be in to shake hands by
and by.

“ Mike, see that you cover up all that fresh
earth in the corner with ashes: it ’s less con-
spicuous in case they get on to your trail while
it is hot.”

Mary Hallock Foote.

AT BARBIZON.!

DESCRIBED BY HIS YOUNGER BROTHER.

"HILE studying with my brother
Frangois in his studio at Bar-
bizon, I became familiar with
painting as well as with draw-
ing and modeling. We worked
in the studio from eight in the
morning till six in the evening, the only inter-
ruption being for dinner. At six o’clock in the
evening we were called to supper.

His plan for me was to draw and model al-
ternately. I had clay at my disposal, and when
fatigued with the crayon I took the clay. Fran-
¢ois made me understand that the study of form
is accomplished quite as well with crayon as
with clay or any other material. With crayon
one makes a semblance of the form by light and
shade ; with clay is made a reality, a true re-
lief. The end is the same — the study of form.
It is the means only which differ.

After supper Francois often went to take
a walk on the plain or in the forest. He was
fond of watching the beautiful evening effects
which are produced on the plain, and although

he greatly admired the forest, his preference
was for the plain, There he found himself con-
stantly ex rapport with the subjects which he
treated. Whether he saw fields of wheat or of
clover; a woman leading her cows by a rope
to pasture them in the fields; a herd of cows
belonging to a large farm; a shepherd keep-
ing his sheep with the aid of his dogs, or put-
ting himself at the head of the flock, and the
dogs keeping the procession in order, watching
meanwhile to see that none remained behind
or went astray from the others—all these sub-
jects fascinated him, and kept him constantly
in an attitude of observation, of which he
never tired. Usually I accompanied him in
his rambles.

When it was harvest-time, he would often
lead the way to the places where he hoped to
see the harvesters at work. When we were at
a little distance from them, he would stop.
“See,” he would say: “all their movements
count. There is nothing done uselessly. No-
tice, too, how well the light strikes them, and

1See “The Story of Millet’s Early Life,” by his brother, in THE CENTURY for January, 1893.
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absorbs all the little details, till there remain
only the stronger accents of shade which define
here and there the luminous masses. The light
of the plain is entirely different from that of the
studio, where it enters only by a window. It is
something of which a good many painters who
never go out of Paris have no idea.”

It sometimes happened that these harvesters
would notice that we were observing them, and
some of the band would say to the others: “ See
these Parisians who are looking at us, I should
like to see them do our work. It is another
thing to hold pencils, hey ? ”

Frangois once said to them, “Ah, what you
do is very difficult, is it not? ”

“1If you wish to try it, you will find out,”
replied one. “ Here, take my scythe.”

This did not disturb Frangois.” He took the
scythe,and began to cut the wheat with an ease
and skill superior to theirs. They did not watch
him long before they exclaimed: “ Ah, mon-
sieur, it 1s not the first time you have done this
work! You do it better than we.”

Continuing our walk, we came upon other
objects of artistic interest. These were people
binding the wheat into sheaves, and othersload-
ing the carts, and transporting the sheaves to
the place where they were piling them in huge
stacks. Frangois watched thiswith greateager-
ness, saying to me : “ See the grand movements
of the men who lift the sheaves on their pitch-
forks, to give them to those who are on the
stacks. Itis astonishing, toward the approach
of night, how grand everything on the plain
appears, especially when we see figures thrown
out against the sky. Thentheylook like giants.”

As we went on, the sun began to descend
below the horizon, and the whole extent of
the plain was plunged into that vague light
which follows the setting sun, and all became
mysterious.

We heard sounds where we saw nothing;
at a little distance we could see unaccountable
forms moving in the darkness. All this pro-
foundly impressed Frangois, and he drew my
attention to these mysterious evening effects
that I might share his sensations. Then we
turned about, and, once at home, Francois em-
ployed his time in reading. Sometimes he
would read till eleven o'clock or even later.
He was not an early riser. Generally it was
eight or half-past eight before he breakfasted.
Immediately after, he went to his easel, and
worked until called to dinner,

All his pictures or drawings were made at
the studio. His imagination answered to all
his needs. Sometimes he would go out for an
instant to observe certain effects, either of the
clouds, or of light on some object in regard to
which he felt the necessity of informing him-
sclf. Returning to the studio, he would exe-
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cute from memory what he had learned and
appropriated from nature.

He was often in the habit of looking at na-
ture with a little black glass which he carried
with him. In this way he obtained many valu-
able hints, for the black glass represents objects
in a gamut, or scale, a little darker than they
naturally are, and this is what one is obliged to
do in painting, because, with the colors at one's
disposal, actual light cannot be rendered ex-
actly as it is in nature. The artist can produce
an equivalent, but only in a darker scale, and,
in accomplishing this, the black glass gives him
very excellent assistance.

Our little excursions were not always di-
rected toward the plain. We often went into
the forest, our house being only five minutes’
walk from the entrance-gate. This enabled us,
in a very short time, to reach the localities of
greatest interest.

This grand old forest of Fontainebleau is
everywhere very beautiful, and, far from being
monotonous in character and simply a forest
of trees, it has a great variety of other natural
beauties. Certain parts contain rocky hills,
enriched here and there by thick heath grow-
ing on a sandy soil. In places one sees great
heaps of rocks of sandstone formation piled
one above the other on the slope of the hills,
asif large masses of water formerly had rushed
through all this country,loosening the immense
rocks, and heaping them one upon the other.
One peculiarity of these rocks is that many
of them are formed like great living monsters.
When we went into the forest toward night-
fall Frangois was always deeply moved. It
secemed to him as though we were amid a
crowd of antediluvian monsters, and he enjoyed
pointing out to me the semblance to living
forms of these mysterious shapes.

When we went in another direction, as in
that of the Bas Bréau, we found an entirely dif-
ferent aspect. Here stood oaks of gigantic di-
mensions, showing the characteristics of great
antiquity ; some of them having trunks so hol-
lowed by age that we could easily enter them,
Some of the branches of others were dead and
broken, and had become closely interlaced with
creeping vines, thus forming a thicket which
was nearly impenetrable. We were able to go
through these thickets only by little paths which
had been opened by the cows, as they were led
day by day to pasture.

Lately, the Department of the Forests has
opened roads through all these thick woods, to
enable carriages to pass into regions heretofore
unexplored, and names have been given to
certain trees and rocks which serve as guides
to the explorers of the forest.

Here one finds a tree called “La Reine
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Blanche,” there is the “ Charlemagne”; here
the “Rousseau Rock,’ there the ¢ Millet
Rock,” ete.

While we loitered in this wilderness, so fas-
cinated with its weird beauty that we could
scarcely leave it, we sometimes perceived in
certain gaps through the trees the beautiful
red tints of the setting sun, and Frangois would
say: “How suggestive that is of ideas for
beautiful cathedral windows! And notice how
these great trunks form columns, such as cathe-
drals have to sustain their domes. Evidently
the ancients were struck by the aspects of for-
ests, and many of their architectural inventions
have thus been suggested.”

A little later it would become very dark,
and this was the hour when the deer began to
venture out of their lairs. Sometimes, as we ar-
rived at the turning of a thicket, a stag, surprised,
sprang from his covert, and like a flash darted
through the bushes, making their branches
crack.

Frangois always went home full of these
impressions, and during the evening the mem-
ory of what we had seen would suggest to
him some composition for a picture. Taking
his pencil, on the first piece of paper that came
to his hand he would sketch an idea, then
seek to find the clearest way of presenting i,
that it might be intelligible.

If any one came to pass the evening with
him, it was usually another artist, or some
one fond of talking about art. Long conver-
sations, sometimes controversies, would then
ensue,

When he met those who were congenial, and
who sympathized with his ideas, Frangois liked
much to express his thoughts on art; but he
seldom met any one with whom he could talk
with an open heart—that is to say, by whom
he felt himself sufficiently understood to dare
tell all that he felt. In order the more clearly
to express his thought, he had the habit, while
talking on art, of using his pencil. On any bit
of paper he would make an offhand sketch,
showing how he understood the subject under
discussion. By the end of the evening he would
have made several sketches, to which, however,
he attached no importance whatever. But they
often showed a very original composition, and
certain persons did not scruple to carry them
away as souvenirs. This was observed, and
later it was not easy to secure these sketches.
During the long evenings of winter Frangois
wasaccustomed toread a great deal, oftenhours
at a time. Sometimes he would read aloud.
This instructed the children, and interested
every one. Hisreading was very enjoyable, for
he enunciated with distinctness, and with an
intonation very easily caught by the ear. Al-
though he stammered in conversation, his read-
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ing was quite natural, and never fatiguing to
the listener, For a while he was obliged to
abstain from reading in the evening. It was
too fatiguing for his eyes, the service of which
was demanded first of all by his work.

It was at Barbizon that Frangois first met
Théodore Rousseau, and they became intimate
friends, exchanging frequent visits both at their
studios and at their homes.

When Rousseau desired to take a walk, it
was generally in the afternoon. He would
come to the studio, and after having asked
to see what Frangois was doing, freely giving
his opinion and his own ideas, would say :

«Well, Millet, you have worked enough for
to-day ; what do you say to taking a walk?”

The invitation was usually accepted. T had
the honor of being included, and we would set
out, usually in the direction of the forest.

« Al 1 Rousseau would exclaim when he
found himself facing an old oak-tree, “see,
Millet, what a grand, beautiful character this
old oak has, and how well placed is the rock
behind it! How well all that is arranged ! ”

From the height called Point-de-vue du
Champ de Chailly we could see an immense
panorama. On one side the view commanded
the whole of that part of the forest called Bas
Bréau. The foliage of the tree-tops was so
abundant that it seemed to afford a solid sur-
face, on which one could walk. On the other
side was seen the plain of Chailly in immense
extent, and with all its varied colors.

«See, Rousseau, how grand, how immense!
See how the wind makes those fields of wheat
undulate like the waves of the sea!”

Rousseau and Millet were very unlike, as one
may infer from their work. Rousseau was es-
sentially a landscape-painter, and it was in
the woods that he found his favorite themes.
The splendor of the setting sun, or a sheltered
nook in the woods, were subjects he was fond
of painting. Beautiful effects like these enrap-
tured him, and naturally he sought toreproduce
them. Millet, like Rousseau, was an admirer
of the grandeur and richness of nature, but he
was more deeply moved by another sentiment.
In his mind it was ez who played the prin-
cipal part, and to his eyes the landscape was
the stage on which the drama of humanity was
represented. The continued labor which the
life of man demands, his sufferings, his pains
as well as his joys, his pleasures, his weariness,
his rest, his peace— these were the conditions
that appealed most strongly to Frangois’s im-
agination,and it was these which he felt himself
driven to paint.

Because he chose his subjects among the
workers, and showed them in their natural
ways and work, political motives have some-
times been aftributed to him. It has been
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said that he wished to show the miseries of the
poor and to excite hatred toward the rich. For
this reason the government authorities for a
long time suspected him, and set him aside.
But I can attest that such an idea never en-
tered his head, and that politics never once
suggested to him the subject of a picture or its
composition. He did not even read the polit-
ical newspapers, and knew nothing of the in-
triguing movements of the day, which every
one else was discussing.

He chose the subjects of his pictures from

g1z
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among the familiar objects of the life in which
he had been brought up, and from the work
that he himself had performed; not that he

wished to delineate misery, but that he sym-
pathized with the laborious peasant life. To
him it seemed the most natural condition of
man, and he knew by experience that the
workers of the fields do not continually grum-
ble at their occupation; that even in many
instances they enjoy it, and know how to min-
gle amusements with their labor. His subjects
always impress one with his great love for hu-
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manity, and are not presented to excite pity
on the part of the beholder. If he represents
a mother showing her daughter how to sew or
knit, it is always with the affection and ten-
derness of a mother. Or he represents a new-
born lamb, which the shepherdess carries in
her apron, the legs of the newly born being still
too weak to walk to the sheepfold. The ewe
follows her lamb, never taking her eyes from
it, and has the anxious air of a mother trem-
bling with love and tenderness for the safety
of her little one. Thus he shows us the senti-
ment of love as it exists in nature, even among
the animals.

He admired order and care in the mother
of a family. He has never painted a peasant
with clothes torn. He sometimes painted one
with patched clothes; but surely this spoke of
order in the home. He had a horror of people
who went with clothes torn and unsewed, show-
ing the want of neatness and care.

His peasant is always honest and respect-
able in his rustic but orderly ways, and never
has a wicked or trivial air. He never made a
portrait of an individual peasant. He tried to
paint a type which would characterize the man
of the fields.

I have often heard him criticized for invari-
ably choosing plain people as the subjects of
his pictures, when he could just as well have
selected pretty faces, and thus have given his
works a better chance of selling. From a com-
mercial point of view such criticisms, perhaps,
were correct, but he chose above all to make
a work of art. He felt that only by giving to
his figures the expression and character which
belonged to their condition could he obey the
laws of beauty in art; for he knew that a work
of art is beautiful only when it is homogen-
eous. This is why Frangois was so long unap-
preciated by the public, and why many, even
now, do not understand him.

During the summer Rousseau lived at Bar-
bizon, but when winter came he went back to
Paris, to pass the gloomy season, and to escape
the solitude to which one was forcibly con-
demned in spending the winter at Barbizon.
Rousseau was brought up in the city, and had
heen accustomed from childhood to enjoy the
amusements in which Paris abounds during the
winter. For this reason he dreaded an isolation
of four or five months’ duration in that lonely
village. Frangois did not thus dread the ap-
proach of winter, for he was familiarized at a
tender age with all its severity; yet when it was
said that Rousseau was about to leave for Paris,
it created a sensation. We felt that it would
again be necessary to find resourcesin ourselves,
and that we should now be deprived of all those
agreeable reunions to which Rousseau had ac-
customed us; for he was very hospitable, call-
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ing about him every summer anumber of friends
who came to pass that season in the country,
and accommodating as many as his house would
hold. There we met every year M. Diaz and
his family, and many others who came to en-
joy themselves in the country,

During this period, the afternoon of every
Sunday was devoted to pleasant walks in which
we all joined ; in the evening, on returning to
the village, we were generally invited to spend
a few hours at Rousseau’s. These were sim-
ple, and at the same time distinguished, soirées
where gaiety and good humor always had their
place. They were also of the deepest interest
to those who could enjoy artistic and intellec-
tual conversations. At times some of the guests
would give us excellent music. All felt at ease
at Rousseau’s home, he was so affable and kind
to every one. One could not be near him and
not grow fond of him. After his departure we
found it indeed very lonely, and Barbizon then
resumed its true rustic character. No more
city people, no more artists ; we saw henceforth
only peasants. But Frangois did not wholly re-
gret this isolation of several months.

On the plain, which sometimes was covered
with snow,—and even before the snow fell,
when the trees began to lose their leaves, and
especially after the first frost, which hastened
their fall,—there were sad and gloomy days. At
such times we used to make excursions through
the forest roads, and watch the continual rain of
leaves, whichan occasional stormybreeze would
convert into an avalanche, thus deepening the
impression of profound desolation which we ex-
perienced. Then would come an unavoidable
sense of sadness, which we felt and confessed
to each other, as we continued our course. I
once said to Frangois, “ It would be very pleas-
ant to be able to pass the winter in a warmer
climate, where one could continue to enjoy the
verdureand the flowers.” “Idonotthinkso,” he
replied. I shouldnot like to be deprived of the
impressions which winter gives me, nor would
[ care to live in a country that has no winter.”

The winter days were too short for much
work, and especially for Frangois, who never
painted by the evening light. Whennight came,
he would quit the studio and go home. The
distance was not very great, the house being
separated from the studio only by a small gar-
den about twenty-five or thirty meters in length
(ninety feet). As he entered the house his chil-
dren sprang forward to meet him. He would
then sit down by the fire, and, taking them on
his knee, frolic with them, singing comic songs,
and telling fantastic stories, Sometimes he
would imitate the gendarme who laughs or the
gendarme who cries. He greatly enjoyed these
childish amusements, and entered into them
with as much zest as the children themselves.
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He was fond of staying at home, and rarely
made visits to any one excepting Rousseau when
thelatter wasat Barbizon. One trouble—head-
ache — followed him throughout his life, caus-
ing him many interruptions and much suffering.
The pain was often so severe as to forbid work-
ing at least one or two days of each week. It
was painful to watch his struggles against this
frightful headache at a moment when he was
actually obliged to finish his work. He would
try to resist the evil, and forced himself to con-
tinue in order to complete a painting; for the
end of the month approached, and he knew that
certain bills would surely be presented, and it
was absolutely necessary to pay them.

Notwithstanding this, he was often obliged
to yield to the illness and to go to bed, to allow
the most acute pain and the crisis to pass, and
it was only on the next day, or the day after,
that he could gather up his strength and re-
sume his work. But not many days elapsed be-
fore pain returned anew,and thus the difficulty
went on. His whole life was disturbed, and his
work interrupted, by these headaches, which
never permanently left him. During his later
yearsthe painbecame less acute, but gave place
to a dull, heavy feeling which allowed him very
little time for work. Had he not been obliged
tosuccumb to this cruel affliction, he would have
been able to produce at least double the work
that he has done. “Ah,” he sometimes said to
me, “if I had never quitted the open-air life of
the fields, and its work, I should not have had
to suffer all these terrible headaches!”

Besides depriving him of so much time, and
causing such suffering, destroying his consti-
tution, and being a detriment to him in every
way, this trouble also cost him large sums of
money ; for several physicians successively ex-
hausted all their science on him, and made him
take frightful quantities of medicine, which did
not cure him, yet were very expensive. Strange
to say, they all forbade him to drink coffee,and
coffee was the only thing that gave him any
relief! He would return to it after trying every-
thing that was prescribed. Very strong black
coffee, free from adulteration, was a necessity
" to him.

He never could get such coffee except at
home or at the houses of his friends. If taken
ill when in Paris, he would try to get a cup of
coffee at those places which made a specialty
of it; but he never could find a place where it
was pure. There was always chicory or some-
thing else mixed with it, and it would not pro-
duce the desired effect. Then he had to go
about suffering from headache, and it often
happened that he was obliged to return to his
quarters and to go to bed till the next day. This
harassed him much, for when he went to Paris
it was always on business at the end of the
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month, and he knew that he must return in
time to face the notes due on the first. Under
such circumstances, when I was settled in Paris
he often had recourse to me.

Below I give a few letters received from him
on the subject. I have in my possession many
others bearing on the same::

MY DEAR PIERRE: As usual T am detained
here by my headache. I need you at once at
Barbizon, Come immediately if it is possible.

FRANGOIS,

Sunday morning.

MY DEAR PIERRE: A severe and entirely un-
usual sickness has come upon me. In addition to
a painful headache, I have sore throat and a
high fever. It was necessary that I should be
bled, so that, although I am again on my feet, I
have been terribly shaken.

All this has forbidden work, and prevents my
going to Paris for my /in di mois [monthly pay-
ment|. Ihave notthestrength to doit. Carefully
observe, then, what I ask of you for me: Go to
Rousseau’s on Tuesday morning, and there you
will find a sum of money, four hundred and fifty
francs, I think. Bring it to me the same day. Go
to Rousseau’s before noon, in order to be here
at dinner-time. If you cannot do this, tell me
quickly, so that I can devise some other means
to get this money, for Wednesday is the end of
the month. You clearly understand how impor-
tant it is that you should be here Tuesday even-
ing with the four hundred and fifty francs which
you will find at Rousseau’s. You may say to him
that I did not have the strength to go to Paris. I
shall try to be there in the early part of next
month, and shall doubtless set out on Monday of
Easter week, for it is absolutely necessary that I
should go then.

Good-by, and good health to you. Except
myself, every one is all right here. Your brother,

FraNcgors.

Monday evening.

My DEAR PIERRE: It is necessary that you
should come to Barbizon without fail to-morrow
evening.

You know that the train leaves at five o’clock
and something.

Go to Rousseau’s to-morrow afternoon at three
o’clock, in order that I may intrust you with what
you will have to bring. Your brother,

FRANGOIS MILLET.

I count on you, for it is absolutely necessary
that I remain here for important business.

Every time he went to Paris his headquarters
were at Rousseau’s. When he returned home
to Barbizon he was always very much fatigued,
and a day of rest was necessary before he could
resume his work.

Thus his life passed, divided almost equally
between work and suffering. When he waswell,
he seemed to be proof against everything. He
was built like a Hercules, and was sometimes
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glorious in his strength. When free from his
malady, he was a very pleasant companion, be-
ing fond of gaiety and wit, and provided he
found himself with people who sympathized
with his tastes, and quickly took the sense of his
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bons mots, he was often brilliant. One would
neverhave supposed, on seeing him thus joyous
in company, that perhaps the next day he would
be overcome by sickness, unable to stir, or to
raise his head from the pillow.

DLierre Millet.

% placesuit this man?” he would
ask,or,“Say, why wouldn’tthe
Bradstock place be exactlythe
thing for him ?

He would generally stand
! . with one foot on the hub of our
wheel, in a leisurely way. Sometimes he would
whittle while he talked, and he and my conduc-
tor would discuss the matter back and forth,
and endeavor to settle my destinies between
them with small interference on my part. In
the beginning, at least, I could not find it in
my heart to repine at these or any other de-
lays. The blessed peace of the country was all
around us ; it was the season of apple-blossoms
and lilacs ; an inclement winter was only lately
over, and I had left behind me, as the latest
reminiscence of New York, a journey on the
elevated railway, which, in its odious over-
crowding, was an epitome of all the false and
wearisome conditionsthatmade an escape from
life in the metropolis seem desirable.

I did not repine at New Canaan, forinstance,
the objective point of my first day’s journey.
It is a trim, thriving village of brick and wood
in the American way, an hour and three quar-
ters from New York, and even nearer when the
connection northward from Stamford is close.
My companion in that region was a poet and
ex-journalist, who had put into successful prac-
tice the theories of a healthful, natural, beau-
tiful rural life, which so many profess and so few
act upon. He was carrying on mixed farming
on twenty-five acres of well-improved land;
his farm-house scarcely differed from others of
the older sort except in its tone of yellow ocher,
and in the touches of a refined, highly civilized
taste within. He had restored an impaired
health, and he was cultivating the muse, I think,
with greater success than ever. I do not pre-
tend that he had found the secret of perfect
happiness,—for human life is everywhere, as
we know, a state in which much 1s to be en-
dured and little enjoyed,—but he certainly had
secured many of the rational essentials to it.

His home looked down from the top of one of
those characteristic ridges four or five hun-
dred feet in altitude which here run parallel
to the general formation of the State, and make
a succession of north and south valleys. Pleas-
ant maple-shaded roads followed most of their
crests, and these we proceeded to explore very
thoroughly.

It was an indication of a certain ambition
that a bare-looking house on the edge of the
village, with ten acres of land, was held at
$10,000. I could have taken with gusto the
very first country-place to which wecame. This
consisted of thirty-four acres of good land in
grass, and a very respectable suburban house,
with, behind it, the original one-story farm-
house. The modern house could have been re-
deemed from its Philistine effect by some deft
touches, and the other would have made acapi-
talstudio, work-shop, or play-room for children.
The buildings were a little sheltered from the
north by the crest of the hill and a charming
apple-orchard, and in the distant view one had
the white spire of a Norwalk church, and Long
Island Sound. This property, twelve minutes’
drive from the station, was held at $5000. One
could have sold off a number of other residence
sites from it, though, and thus brought one’s
friendsabout,a thing thatisalwaystobe thought
of in a practical way, considering the loneliness
which from first to last remains the most for-
midable objection to the whole experiment, and
perhaps really the only important one. I know
Thoreau has said, “Woe to that man whoneeds
a friend ! ” but I speak from the point of view
of a natural human craving for neighborly help
in need, and neighborly relaxation in time of
mental dearth, :

We saw a poor little house, with a wet cellar
and a moderate patch of ground, for $1800;
another better house, but no larger, with 75
acres, for $4000; and then a very attractive
fourteen-room house, with 6o acres, which
the owner had lately bought for $2000 and
would sell for $3000. This was the keynote
of an upward tendency in prices with which I





