
4 FARM OF Tin: i)ag(ji:r

into tii.it uiounifiii, uiiIovlIv, and (l,c;u,..l ^k..l(..ton

still standincr between river und Iilll.

'I'lic n.'of .,f thatch has loiirr si,uv fallen and van-
islud, \nA a I'himney rLiiiaiiis. The wooduork has
rotted away, and the windows in.i d.,<.r. are mere
n-n-,ilar holes that leer and gniu, like blind evrs and
H toothless mouth, upon the beholder. One wall, fall-

in f- out, has disidayed the interior, md the M.ulless

house lies in this lonely region like a erackrd nut,
whose kernel has lonir .in,.,, been extract,,!, uhoso
broken shell endures. Around about streteh shattered
"alls, and on them ^rli„„,ier wond.rf.il fabric > of moss
and lichen interwoven. Here duells the eladonia—
its chrysoprasc verretation splashed with M'arlet, and
other lichens arc in form of ar^ate sections, or like

the clanmiy gills of water-breathing Ijeasts. Reindeer
moss makes grey huvwork in the heathy fields, and
other mosses thrust their ir];„„nerln^ and dewy fingers

into the herbage. A seedling rowan has rooted up
aloft, :'v.(] ivy struggles over one wall, but there is no
inHJcsty or grandeur in this ruin. In prosperity it was
hut a mean abode, and now it perishes meanly, and
Iricks alike the dignity of hlstonV age and the beauty
of worthy architecture. Yc^t the solemnity that
marks any human achievement of the past it pos-
sesses.

Now the ruin fades back into nature like a cloud.


