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"Nothing," said the notary, "except a great u..i ofhuman hfe.

'

" Gee! what a lot o' that! " ,„unnurecl the thoughtful
boy from Virginia, his eyes widening imaginatively.
After the fact that it had been there so long, they were

astonished by the fact that it was there at all, existing
as far as they could see, with no visible means of sup-
port beyond a casual sawmill or two. " How do all
hese people earn their living? " they always asked, put-
ting the question in the same breath with the other in-
evitable oue:"mere do the people live who care for
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in the fields, these superb wheat-fields, or harvesting the
oats, but you can drive your car for mile after mile and
never see a human habitation. We thought Europe wasa thickly populated place!"
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Of course you know the obvious answer. The peoplewho till the fields all live in the villages. If you inhabi
such a settlement you hear every morning, very verv
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the rumble of the huge two-wheeled carts going out towork, and one of the picturesque sights of the sunset hour
IS the procession of the powerful Percherons, their driv-
ers sitting sideways on their broad backs, plodding into
the vilUge. both horses and farmers with an inimitable
a.r of leisurely philosophy; of having done a good day'swork and letting it go at that; of attempting no las
nervous whack at the accumulated pile of things to bedone which always lies before every one; with an unem-


