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grain after the wooden ploughs on the Swiss hill-
sides; as Ulysses sowed the salt upon the ses-
shore; as the sowers sowed the seed in the
far-oft East, as has been handed down to us in 8
matchless allegory.

He began his task, hand and foot moving in
rhythm, and cadenced by the sharp swish, swish
of the grain as it left his hand, spreading fan-
wise over the soil. It takes a strong wrist and
a peculiar “ knack ” to sow grain well by hand;
he had both.

The dog followed him for a couple of ridges
but, besides the ploughed ground being distaste-
ful to him (for he was a dainty dog and fas-
tidious), the buckwheat hit him in the eyes, and
his master paid no heed to him, a combination
of circumstances not be borne ; hence, he shortly
betook himself to the woodland, where he raised
a beautiful little wild rabbit and coursed after its
until with a final kick of its furry heels it landed
safe beneath a great pile of black walnut logs
built up eriss-cross fashion to mellow for the
market. Rufus (named from “ William the Reds
surnamed Rufus”) returned to his master, not
dejectedly, but with a melancholy contempt for
rabbits that would not “run it out,” but took
shelter in a sneaking way where they could nob
be come at.



