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ROW ON THE LAKE. 89

which three men, who went upon Tongue Mountain, on Lake
George, for the purpose of hunting rattlesnakes, destroyed in
two days eleven hundred and four of these venomous creatures !
They are taken for their fat, which is sold at a good price.

We found this afternoon a very pretty little butterfly, pink and
yellow ; it seemed to be quite young, and scarcely in full posses-
sion of its powers yet ; we thought it a pity to interfere with its
happy career, but just begun, and left it unharmed as we found it.

¢ Thus the fresh clarion, being readie dight,
Unto his journey did himself addresse,
And with good speed began to take his flight
Over the fields in his frank lustinesse ;
And all the champaine o’er he soared light,
And all the country wide he did possesse ;
Feeding upon his pleasures bounteouslie,
That none gainsaid, nor none did him envie.”

Monday, 28th—Cloudy day. Pleasant row on the lake. The
country, as seen from the water, looked charmingly, decked in
the flowery trophies of May. Many of the fruit-trees are still
in blossom in the orchards and gardens, while the wild cherries
and plums were drooping over the water in many spots. The
evening was perfectly still, not a breath to ruffle the lake, and
the soft spring character of the hills and fields, bright with their
young verdure, had stolen over the waters. Swallows were skim-
ming about busily. We met several boats; one of them, filled
with little girls in their colored sun-bonnets, and rowed by an
clder boy, looked gayly as it passed. We landed and gathered
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WRENS.—MANDRAKES. 91

He is a very great builder, also, is the wren. He seems to
think, like that famous old Countess of yore, Bess of Shrewsbury,
that he is doomed to build for his life. Frequently while his mate
is sitting, he will build you several useless nests, just for his own
gratification ; singing away all the time, and telling his more
patient mate, perhaps, what straws he picks up, and where he
finds them. Sometimes, when he first arrives, if not already
mated, he will build his house, and then look out for a wife after-
wards. It is a pity they should not stay with us all winter, these
pleasant little friends of ours, like the European wren, who never
migrdtes, and sings all the year round. It is true, among the
half dozen varieties which visit us, there is the winter wren, who
remains during the cold weather in some parts of the State; but
we do not see him here after the snow has fallen, and at best he
appears much less musical than the summer bird. Our common
house-wren is a finer singer than the European bird ; but he flies
far to the southward, in winter, and sings Spanish in Mexico and
South America. It is quite remarkable that this common bird,
the house-wren, though passing North and South every year,
should be unknown in Louisiana ; yet Mr. Audubon tells us such
is the case.

The mandrakes, or May-apples, are in flower. They are cer-
tainly a handsome plant, as their showy white flower is not unlike
the water-lily. Some people eat their fruit—boys especially—but
most persons find it insipid. This common showy plant growing
along our fences, and in many meadows, is said also to be found
under a different variety in the hilly countries of Central Asia. One
likes to trace these links, connecting lands and races, so far apart,
reminding us, as they do, that the earth is the common home of all.
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THE BEAUTY OF THE ROSE. 95

shut within their fringed cups. Later in the season, we become
critical —we reject the full-blown flower for the half-open bud,
but just now we are eager to feast our eyes upon a rose—a true,
perfect rose—with all her beauties opening to the light, all hex
silken petals unfolding in rich profusion about her fragrant heart.
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were seldom out of sight of one. We counted more than a dozen
distinet fountain-heads within a distance of a mile. One filled a
clear, sandy pool, on level grassy ground, near the bank of the
river ; another, within the forest, lay in a little rocky basin, lined
with last year’s leaves; another fell in full measure over a dark
2liff, moistening a broad space of the rock, which, in winter, it
never fails to cover with a sheet of frost-work. More than one
lay among the roots of the forest trees; and others, again, kept us
company on the highway, running clear and bubbling through the
ditches by the road-side. There is a quiet beauty about them all
which never fails to give pleasure. There is a grace in their
purity—in their simplicity—which is soothing to the spirit; and,
perhaps among earth’s thousand voices, there is none other so
sweetly humble, so lowly, yet so cheerful, as the voice of the
gentle springs, passing on their way to fill our daily cup.

When standing beside these unfettered springs in the shady
wood, one seems naturally to remember the red man ; recollec-
tions of his vanished race linger there in a more definite form
than elsewhere ; we feel assured that by every fountain among
these hills, the Indian brave, on the hunt or the war-path, must
have knelt ten thousand times, to slake his thirst, and the wild
creatures, alike his foes and his companions, the tawny panther,
the clumsy bear, the timid deer and the barking wolf, have all
lapped these limpid waters during the changing seasons of past
ages. Nay, it is quite possible there may still be springs in re-
mote spots among the hills of this region, yet untasted by the
white man and his flocks, where the savage and the beast of prey

were the last who drank. And while these recollections press

upon us, the flickering shadows of the wood seem to assume the
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THE COTTAGE GARDEN. 127

Even the narrowest cottage patch looks pleasantly to those who
come and go along the highway ; it is well to stop now and then
when walking, and look over the paling of such little gardens, and
note what is going on there,

Potatoes, cabbages, and onions are grown here by every family as
first requisites. Indian corn and cucumbers are also thought in-
dispensable, for Americans of all classes eat as much maize as
their Indian predecessors. And as for cucumbers, they are re-
quired at every meal of which a thorough-going Yankee partakes,
either as salad in summer, or pickled in winter. We sometimes
see men about the villages eating them unseasoned like apples.
Peas and beans rank next in favor; some of each are generally
found in the smallest gardens. Beets, turnips, and carrots are
not so very common ; they are not thought absolutely necessary ;
one sees gardens without them. Radishes do not thrive well in
this soil, but the light green leaves of the lettuce are seen every-
where. There is usually a pumpkin-vine running about the corn-
hills, its large yellow flowers and golden fruit showing, as a
matter of course, below the glossy leaves of the maize; a part
of the fruit is made into pies, the rest goes to the cow or pig.
Sometimes you find squashes, also, in these small gardens, with
a few tomatoes, perhaps; but these last are difficult to raise here,
on account of the occasional frosts of May.

Flowers are seldom forgotten in the cottage garden ; the widest
walk is lined with them, and there are others beneath the low
windows of the house. You have rose-bushes, sun-flowers, and
holly-hocks, as a matter of course; generally a cluster of pinks,
bachelor’s buttons, also, and a sweet pea, which is a great favor-
ite ; plenty of marigolds, a few poppies, large purple china asters,






EPUB/image_0144_00.jpeg
A N wuRgrd d Y

T N AANT SHOIIPUT

TIIMMEMO0ddTHM






EPUB/image_0143_00.jpeg





EPUB/image_0124_00.jpeg





EPUB/image_0175_00.jpeg
WILD FRUITS. 143

varieties marked by our botanists are both found about our
lake.

This wild harvest of fruit, a blessing to all, is an especial ad-
vantage to the poor; from the first strawberries in June, there is
a constant succession until the middle of September. In a week
or two we shall have raspberrics: both the red and the black
varieties are very abundant, and remarkably good. Then come
the blackberries—plenty here as in the neighborhood of Falstaff;
the running kind, or vine-blackberry, bearing the finest fruit of all
its tribe, and growing abundantly on Long Island and in West-
chester, is not, however, found in our hills. Whortleberries
abound in our woods, and on every waste hill-side. Wild goose-
berries are common, and last summer we met a man with a pail
of them, which he was carrying to the village for sale. Wild
plums are also common, and frequently brought to market. The
~ large purple flower of the rose-raspberry yields a fruit of a beau-
tiful color and pleasant, acid taste, but it is seldom eaten in quan-
tities. 'Wild grape-vines are very common, and formerly the fruit
used to be gathered for sale, but of late years we have not seen
any. All these lesser kinds of wild fruits, strawberries, raspberries,
blackberries, and whortleberries, are gathered, to a very great
extent, for sale; women, children, and occasionzlly men also, find
it a profitable employment to bring them to market; an industri-
ous woman has made in this way, during the fruit season, thirty
dollars, without neglecting her family, and we have known an old
man who made forty dollars in one summer; children also, if
well disposed, can easily support themselves by the same means.
Strawberries sell in the village at a shilling a quart ; blackberries
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and squire bore its fame over the sea to merry England, over
Alps and Pyrenees also; in Spain it is still /e Margarita ; in
Italy, la Margherettina. 'The Italians, by-the-by, have also a pret-
ty rustic name of their own for it, la praotellina, the little fielding.
And now, when the old towers of feudal castles are falling to
the ground, when even the monumental statues of knight and
dame are crumbling into dust where they lie in the churches, now
at this very day, you may still find the name of la Marguerite upon
the lips of the peasant girls of France; you may see them meas-
uring the love of th_eir swains by the petals of these flowers, pull-
ing them, one after another, and repeating, as each falls, un pew,
beaucoup, passionément, pas du tout ; the last leaflet deciding the
all-important question by the word that accompanies it ; alas!
that it must sometimes prove pes du tout! Oddly enough, in
Germany, the land of sentiment and Vergiessmeinnicht, this flower

of love and chivalry has been degraded into

shall we say
it,— Giinseblume,—Goose-blossom !  Such, at least, is one of its
names ; we hasten, however, to call it, with others, Masliche, or
love-measure : probably from the same fancy of pulling the petals
to try lovers’ hearts by. In England, the Saxon daisy has always
been a great favorite with rural poets and country-folk, independ-
ently of its knightly honors, as la Marguerite. Chaucer, as we
all know, delighted in it ; he rose before the sun, he went a-field,
he threw himself on the ground to watch the daisy—

¢ To seen this flour so yong, so fresh of hew,
—— till it unclosed was
Upon the smal, soft, swete gras.”

Now can one believe that if the daisy, or the Marguerite, had
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things are but the free gifts of Providence to himself, and he
learns at last that it is a pleasure, as well as a duty, to give.
This head of cabbage shall be sent to a poor neighbor; that
basket of refreshing fruit is reserved for the sick ; he has pretty
nosegays for his female friends ; he has apples or peaches for lit-
tle people; nay, perhaps in the course of years, he at length
achieves the highest act of generosity—he bestows on some friendly
rival a portion of his rarest seed, a shoot from his most precious
root! Such deeds are done by gardeners.

Horticulture is not carried on upon a great scale anywhere in
this county. We regret that this should be so. A large gar-
den, where taste and knowledge have full scope, is indeed a noble
work, full of instruction and delight. The rare trees and plants
brought with toil, and cost, and patience, from distant regions;
the rich variety of fruits and vegetables; the charming array of
flowers, are among the most precious and the most graceful tro-
phies of commerce, and industry, and adventure. Such gardens,
whether public or private, are always desirable in a neighborhood.
They are among the best gifts of wealth, and scatter abroad too
many benefits to deserve the doubtful name of a luxury. If we have
none near enough to bring good to our own rural village, it is at
least pleasant to remember that other communities are more for-
tunate than ourselves. When one cannot enjoy some particular
good thing one’s self, a very little charity, and a very little phi-
losophy, lead one to be glad, at least, that others may profit by it.

A very striking proof of the civilizing effect of large gardens
may be seen any day in the great towns on the Continent of Eu-
rope, whether in France, Italy, Germany, &c., &e. In those old
countries, where grounds of this kind have been more or less open
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saying by your leave to the owner; having selected the flowers
most to his fancy, he arranged them tastefully, and then walked
off with a free and jaunty air, and an expression of satisfaction
and self-complacency truly ridiculous under the circumstances.
He had made up his nosegay with so much pains, eyed it so ten-
derly as he carried it before him, and moved along with such a
very mincing and dainty manner, that he was probably on the
way to present himself and his trophy to his sweetheart ; and we
can only hope that he met with just such a reception as was de-
served by a man who had been committing petty larceny. As if
to make the chapter complete, the very same afternoon, the vil-
lage being full of strangers, we saw several young girls, elegantly
flounced, put their hands through the railing of another garden,
facing the street, and help themselves in the same easy manner
to their neighbor’s prettiest flowers: what would they have
thought if some one had stepped up with a pair of scissors and
cut half a yard from the ribbon on their hats, merely because it
was pretty, and one had a fancy for it? Neither the little girl,
nor the strangers in broadcloth and flowers, seem to have learned
at common school, or at Sunday school, or at home, that respect
for the pleasures of others is simple good manners, regard for the
rights of others, common honesty.

No one who had a flower border of his own would be likely
to offend in this way; he would not do so unwittingly, at least ;
and if guilty of such an act, it would be premeditated pilfering.
When people take pains to cultivate fruits and flowers themselves,
they have some idea of their value, which can only be justly
measured by the owner’s regard for them. And then, moreover,
gardening is a civilizing and improving occupation in itself ; its in-
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