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the wheelbarrow, cherished and indispensable accessory

of French country life. They take what with us would be

a " walk in the country," and as they pass they levy toll

on every sod beside the road, or in a corner of a wall;

on the fresh green leaves and twigs of neglected thickets;

on brambles ; i weeds—rabbits adore weeds!—on un-

derbrush and vines. Since seeing these patient, ruddy,

vigorous, white-capped old women at their work I have

made another guess at the cause of the miraculously neat

and ordered aspect of French landscapes. It is an effect

not wholly due to the esthetic sense of the nation. To-
ward twilight, the procession of old women and chil-

dren, red-cheeked and hungry, turns back to the village,

with wheelbarrows loaded and sacks bursting with food

which otherwise would have served no human purpose.

No need to give the rabbit, as we do the hog, expensive

golden corn, fit for our own food, and which takes the

heart out of the soil which produces it. The rabbit lives,

and lives well, on the unconsidered and unmissed crumbs
from Mother Nature's table.

The rabbit-hutches being near the kitchen, we usually

went next into that red-and-white-tiled room, with the

tiny coal-range (concession to the twentieth century)

with the immense open hearth (heritage of the past) and
the portable charcoal-stove, primitive, universal imple-

ment.

" But you can't bake your bread in such a play-stove

as that," commented the American.

And with that we were launched into a new phase of
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