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Do you remember the Old Lot and how
big we used to think it was,and the look
we gave Dad when he said it was only
an eighth of an acre ?

Standing on the bars we could see over
a wide farm across the road. Down in the
field was a great stone to which we some-
for a wulk onSunday even-

gometimes went
and there was a

ings just to look at;
railway bridge in the distance clasped in
maple trees and a track that the trains
came ramping down. The Old Lot went
hand-in-hand with the village gardens,
and behind it was another field that
geemed more mysterious and lonely, and
ran away out of sight to a rough little
gswale threaded by cattle tracks where we
went for the cows at nights, or to fetch
home ferns for mother’s garden. Not so
tar off, but still with a touch of the
remote and foreign was a hawthorn tree,
andwhen we stole away to get the red haws
that decked its thorny branches, all the
houses watched us from their back doors
and windows. Beyond the field was an-
other field, and beyond that was a dis-
tant road, and beyond the road was the
corner of a pond that sometimes loeoked
as blue as the blueing water mother used
on washday.

Perhaps our new domain was cherishad
all the more because the title was dis-
puted. Mrs. Meyers claimed she needed
the Old Lot as much as anyone, although
she had a finer house than ours, Wwith
red glass in the front door, and her hue-

band wore a white waistcoat on Sun-
days. Do you remember how terrible
but interesting it was the night Hugh
and Joel Henry nearly had a fight be-

side the cherry tree (because Joel Henry
belonged to Mrs. Meyers), only we ancd
Dad went out and stopped them, an

how darkly from her baeck stoop Mrs.
Meyers overlooked the field ? But afiec-
wards she was sick and died, and we

have the 0ld Lot
was

would have let her
then, I think, for pity’s sake. 1t
the first we knew of death.

At least, of death. But one
day a man .had with a gun and
called Old Ken down the sunny road with

human
come

him, and we thought of no guile until
he returned alone. For many Yyears
there was a little mound on the road-
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With v dark hair blowing round
and your stockings always

coming down."’
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side, just a faint ripple among the stumps
and stones, that we called Ken's grave,
and used to go there often on summer
evenings to keep his memory green. And
after the grave had lost its identity
under the softening touch of Nature and
the recollection of our blind old [rierd
had become obscured by the charms of
a merry and captivating successor, a
more lasting souvenir remained. ITugh
was not at home the day they killed
Ken, and when we broke the news to
him he turned his back accusingly on the
carved the date, ‘‘June 3,
a reproach on the

world and
as a memorial and
gside of the Old House.

Do you remember the 0ld
the first time we climbed into
doorway—for there were no

Ilouse, and
its sunny
steps—and

«We cherished a secret passion for

gazed with pleasant awe
echoing rooms with the
‘ them ?
those beautiful
on thiir nec

How

other days 1n

we were with
the pencilled 1. nes
the fallen

with
picking among
broken door-knolbs.

The white hens were only an entranc-
ing vision; somchow they vanished mnever

g H
years we had

to return. But in after

hens of our own—brown
hens, whose nests gave
we found them in the hay.
pigeons, too, that billed
the long, low roof, and the
slept \\ilrh a haughty cow in one
chambers within. Then, when
James and Aunt
Sundays in the doul.le
exalted seats, and the
of the whip, the
all day in the
we marvelled at
and listened half-envious to
rhythne of thelr jaws among the

There

bugey,
delicious

th.ir strance

r”;lﬁ(xlx((‘r our hearts were more <;mvi.m~.\ hole, and the c¢ld gray stone that grew
¢ tt 0ld House, I guess, tor thcy near the tree 9 And once we found
. . ] 1 It always gave us a bird's-ncst in the cherry tree, low dowr
i A L ' whun‘ the wob'ly and friendly—a little brown falry cup

senge of bereavement '
little calf was gold and we ch: ri-hed

gecret passion for a goose

isfi .o when an insciut
gatisfied. Once W : :
H?)lbel creo forbade us to buy borrow little picce of Heaven had dropped a
able decree 2 § Y ;
i 30851 . epecies of fuwl our feet
ve in possesslon the spt v ‘ .
ey I either singly or In There were eight cherry & trees alvo

known a8 “‘hanties,”’
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into the bare,
smell of lime and
fascinated
white hens
B

jlaster and

hens and gray
us raptures when
were
and cooed on
new hup
of the
John,
Alice drove over 0D
with its
dignlty
vast farm horses 1 o
dusk of the st 11s, ani
contours
the jpleasant
rustl' nz Do you

a

that was nover

palrs, we wondered how Muffie and Stlia
could go on playing crogquet as if there
were no troubles in the world. We had
one exquisite glimpse of Arcadia when
Hugh brought home a sheep to pasture
on our dandclions and clover, and eat
from our hands and let us te its gentle
shepherds. But Hugh had bought tho
sheep without asking leave. When he
had to sell it again, in his bitterncss, he
let the money blow We thought
that was a fine rebuke to the gods.

I wonder if ghosts e.er fitted roind
the O!d Housz afier we had gone nome
to bed ? One day Hugh he:rd a nolse
upstairs—but when he looked it was only
the black - and - white heifer who had
climbed up the steps and didn’t know
how to get down again. In one room
there was a patch on the wall that
showed where the cupboard used to s'and
when real folk lived thcre, and some-
times in our careless ylay, made us sud-
denly aware that we micht not he with-
out our cloud of witnesses. But as for
Mrs. Prellis and Ann Gurest, they were
beings of a childish mythology, much too
gocial and worldly in their hatits to be
true ghosts. They cime to visit us in
broad daylight, and evcn had us rack to
tea and things at their place. What do
you think Mrs. Prel'is looked like ? It
seems to me she was a lonz, nNArrow
woman, in a dark coat and a bonnoet.
Mother wore bonnets then. Ann Guest
never had the dominant pers mnality Mrs
Prellis had.

The poplar trees by the f.nce must
have had a little gate be'ween then
when the Old House was young they were
sn opposite the front d~or—and perhaps
there had heen a little path to the gate
daisies and cowslips growing

away.

with

gatiglied.”

never to be

goose that was
But we had the

quaintly at each side.
with

ground trampled hard and smooth
our playful feet, and one of the poplars
helped to support the scantling from
which our swing was hung. How lcose
our hearts fclt when we went swift and
high !—and oh, do you rememlber the
we were standing up 1n the swinz

time

twisting the ropes round and round,
when your hair caught ! The more |1
tried to untwist them the more it hurt

you and the harder you pounded me

At last I had to leave you h:n:ing llke
Absalom while I flew for h:lp, and th
ran with the scissors and cut your thick
brown hair nearly all ofl.
We called Yyou “Pete’’
think.
Tulliver, it is you
hair blowing round your f:ce and yoil
gingham dress, and your stockings al
ways coming down.
worshipped me the
shipped Tom.
remember

after that, I

way Mag.ie

the little
cherry tree that grew near the biz picket

Aind oh, do you

rainy day—so blue and wonderful as if

When I am readinz atout Ma: gi:
I see with your dark

But I wi-h you had
wor-

wrinkl :d

remember the duck e:g

we found lying there on the ground one
a

gether, don’t you rememter, without
counting the old stump that was second
base the nights Wat and Ann came oVer
to play ball. The cherries must have
been very small and sour, judsed by
more Epicurean standards than ours, but
how luscious they looked glowing among
the green leaves. No matter how
closely we tried to watch them, some
happy day they would surprise us by be-
ing ripe all of a sudden, and then how
hard it was to decide whether to gorge
from the loaded bough or with glutton
fortitude wait to fill our pockets and
our hats before the feast be:an.

But the apple trees, I he'lave, were cur
dearest friends. One wotld think the)
had been more used to children than the
cherry trees; their bark was smoother,
and gentler slopes and more kindly foot-
holds were found among their tranches
The Duchess of Oldenburg, was, perhaps.
a shade austere—but huy proud we were
to have a tree with such a stutely name!
How large and luscious her apples were,
with their broad green and pinky
streaks ! There was a smooth, round
stone beneath on which we used to pound
them when they were tardy in ripening
in order to get a counterfcit mellowness
Do you remember ‘‘the wet, sweet cheek
of April,”” that evening long ago when
we wandered into the Old Lot among
the raindrops and heard a robin singing
in the Duchess tree ?

Do you remember—but how could you
forget 2—the harvest - apple trees that
came next, those darlings of the year,
the first to break the desert waste that
had intervened since we saw the bottom
of the apple barrel. The harvest trees
had their lean years, and the one next
the fence was not so fruitful as her com-
panion—but oh, the apples when they did
come ! It was worth waiting a whole
twelve-month just to smell them. We
rather favored worms; wcrms seemed to
hasten the ripening process. Sometimes,
“to gild refined gold,”” there was a
water-core.

Right in the corner above the old cans
stood the snow-apple tree. It had »
gister tree in the other lot, but this was
our favorite, and I'm afraid we rather
grudged the few boughs that overflowed
into the neighbor’s garden. How genor-
ous was the old tree to our sticks ' and
stones those autumn schooldays !|—snow-
apples and blue skies, and big, white
clouds, like feather beds ! The snow-
apple barrel lasted till after Christmas.
and on Sunday afternoons you had a
mysterious way of withdrawing to the
cellar alone, emerging in due season with
a cargo of apples that were intended to
startle us by their perfection into rap-
ture and applause. You always implant-
ed them with an air of patronage on the
green table-cloth, and they melted away
with the calm, still hours, and the ehap
ters of our story-books.

The crab-apple blossoms were the love
of spring—and oh, can’t you stil)
taste of those crab - apples !
the great, red, insipid

liest
taste the
They were not

things that Wat and Ann boasted, but
little pink-and-green fellows, crisp and
acid, that made our lirs curl in exqul-

site anticipation. One time Hugh filled
a basket with straw and put a layer of
crab-apples on top and took it to Mra
Meyers. I don't see how he could keep
from laughing. You and I couldn’t.
The crab-apple was the most mother)y

1

[ wish you had worshipped me the way
worshipped Tom."”

Mugyie
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