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ened to the hue of steel. His nose was aquiline,
with the little flattened plateau on the bridge
that we call “Spanish.” His chin was strong—
the chin of a man who “ manlike, would have
his way.”

Mother Nature must laugh in her sleeve at
the descriptive names we tack to her models.
This man so completely satisfied the appellation
“ aristocratie,” that, with the stubbornness of a
much-humoured word, it persists in suggesting
itself as the best vehicle to describe this young
farmer, and indeed the combination would be
entirely to the advantage of the adjective, which
is often seen in poor company. A veritable
rustic Antinous he was, with broad chest, slim,
lithe loins, and muscles strong as steel. Slung
athwart his shoulder was a sack of coarse brown
canvas that bulged with a heavy load; but he
strode on, his balance undisturbed, and presently
he stood upon the verge of the clearing. This
was simply a part of the woodland that Andrew
was taking under cultivation. A somewhat
unpromising piece it looked, with its stubborn
stumps standing irregularly amid the broken
furrows—(for it had been ploughed, in such
fashion as ploughing may be done when one has
to twist around stumps, over stones, and tear
through long strong roots).



