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child of lively fancy will. Childhood is poetic

and creative, and can make to itself toys out of

nothing. Dolly had the range of the great wood-

pile in the back yard, where, at the yearly *' wood-

spell," the farmers deposited the fuel needed for

the long, terrible winters, and that woodpile was

a world of treasure to her. She skipped, and

sung, and climbed among its intricacies and found

there treasures of wonder. Green velvet mosses,

little white trees of lichen that seemed to her to

have tiny apples upon them, long grey-bearded

mosses and fine scarlet cups and fairy caps she

coUect'^d and treasured. She arranged landscapes

of these, where green mosses made the fields,

and little sprigs c f spruce and ground-pine the

trees, and bits of broken glass imitated rivers

and lakes, reflecting the overshadowing banks.

She had, too, hoards of chestnuts and walnuts

which a squirrel might have envied, picked up

with her ovirn hands from under the yellow

autumn leaves; and she had—chief treasure of

all—a wooden doll, with staring glass eyes, that

had been sent her by her grandmother in Boston,

which doll was the central point in all her ar-

rangements. To her she showed the chestnuts

and walnuts; she gave to her the jay's feathers

and the bluebird's wing which the boys had

given to her ; she made her a bed of divers colors

and she made her a set of tea-cups out of the


