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store, when your children can wait till the school-bcll is

ringing before snatching up their books to go to
school.

You do not have to wait for your mail till some one
can go to town or till the R. F. D. man brings it around
six hours after it has arrived in town. The village mail-
carrier brings it to you directly it arrives, just as though
you lived in a city. You do not have to wait for your
community news till it filters slowly to your remote door
by the inaccurate medium of the irresponsible grocerv-
boy. The moment anytliing of common interest happens,
the town crier walks up your street. At the sound of
his announcing drum or bell you drop your work, stick
your head out of your door, and hear at once, hot oflF the
griddle, as soon as any one, that there will be an auction
of cows at the Brissons on Saturday next, that poor sick
old Madame Mantier has at last passed away, or that
school reopens a week from Monday and all children
must be ready to go. And if one of the children breaks
his arm, or if a horse has the colic, or your chimney gets
on fire, you do not suffer the anguished isolation of
American country life. The whole town swarms in to
help you, in a twinkling of an eye. In fact, for my per-
sonal taste, I must confess that the whole town seemed
only too ready to swarm in, on any friendly pretext at
all But then, I have back of me many generations of
sohtary-minded farmer ancestors, living sternly and
grimly to themselves, and not a thousand years of really
sociable community life.


