
In Pastures Green
a year—until another harvest—and that is not a small matter 
at a time when our world is in ruins. When you understand my 
purpose you will absolve me from any suspicion of boasting 
when I tell you what I have on the farm. I have four milch 
cows, two heifers, a steer that is fattening for winter beef, and 
three calves; over twenty tons of hay; stacks of mixed oats 
and barley that if threshed would probably yield from two 
to three hundred bushels; a field of corn that will probably 
yield five hundred bushels; a well-loaded orchard and a 
plentiful supply of home-preserved fruit; a good patch of 
potatoes, and a garden with a winter’s supply of such staple 
vegetables as celery, tomatoes, cabbage, beets, carrots, and 
onions. I also have an interest in a flock of poultry that insures 
a plentiful supply of fresh eggs at all times, as well as fat hens 
for the pot, and just now plump broilers are practising crowing 
all over the place. I also have ducks, turkeys, and guinea- 
fowl to provide for feast days that may be allowed to come 
oftener than they ever came in the city. The expenditure of 
less than $50 would provide us with supplies of flour, sugar, 
tea, salt, and other necessaries that would enable us to live in 
comfort for a year, even if we were entirely cut off from the 
rest of the world.

Just what the farm has meant to me in the past five years 
I cannot tell, for things did not work out as I had planned. 
Instead of applying myself wholly to farming, like Zangwill 
“ I returned to my inky vomit,” and depended on my pen 
for a living. While doing this I farmed in “ a rambling, 
desultory way,” and had more fun with my farming operations 
than an active pup ever had with an old shoe. I did what I 
liked, and did it as I liked. At no time did I attempt to farm 
for profit. Everything was raised for our own use, and if there 
was a surplus of anything it was sold. No attempt was made 
to run a model farm—I was simply a poor farmer of the kind 
that make a bare living from the land. While doing this I 
kept up a constant roar about my farm work. I issued more 
bulletins than the Department of Agriculture, and I am
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