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banked up witli earth above the foundations,
the cracks and intersections of windows and
dooid filled with cloth from the village looms •

and wood was for the chopping far and near.'
Within those air-tight cubes these simple folk
baked and were happy, content if now and
then the housewife opened the one pane of
glass which hung on a hinge, or the slit in
the sash, to let in the cold air. As a i-ule,

the occasional opening of the outer door te
admit some one sufficed, for out rushed the
bot blaat, and in came the dry, frosty air
to brace to their tasks the cheerful story-
teller and singer.

In summer the little fields were broken
With wooden ploughs, followed by the limb
of a tree for harrow, and the sickle, the
scythe, and the flail to do their office in due
course; and if the man were well-to-do he
swung the cradle in his rye and wheat,' re-
joicing m the sweep of the knife and the
fulness of the swathe. Then, too, there was
the driving of the rivers, when the young
men ran the logs from the backwoods to
the great mills near and far: red-shirted


