
It was not the time of year for flowers, and Sarah knew better than to look for 
any. They had drooped and died long ago; but some of the leaves were turning 
on the trees, and they gave a peculiar beauty to the autumnal forest.

At intervals she caught sight of the maple, with some of its leaves turning a fiery 
red and looking like flecks of flame through the vegetation. At the least rustling 
of the wind some of the leaves came fluttering downward as lightly as flakes of 
snow; the little brown squirrel scampered up the shaggy trunks and out upon the 
limbs, where, perching on his hind legs, he peeped mischievously down at the 
girl, as if inviting her to play hide-and-seek with him; now and then a rabbit, fat 
and awkward from his gluttony on the richness around him, jumped softly a few 
steps, then munched rapidly with his jaws, flapped his long silken ears, looked 
slyly around with his big, pretty eyes, and, as the girl made a rush toward him, 
he was off like a shot.

The woods were fragrant with ripening grapes and 
decaying vegetation, and were putting on a garb whose 
flaming splendour surpassed the hues of spring.

Sarah forgot for a time everything else except her own 
enjoyment. The first view which stopped her was that 
of a large vine of wild grapes. Some of them were green, 
some turning, while others were a dark purple, showing 
they were fully ripe.

These wild grapes were small and tart, inferior to those which grew in her garden 
at home; but they seemed to be trying to hide in the woods, and they were hard 
to get, therefore they were more to be desired.

The main vine, where it started from the ground, was as 
thick as a man’s wrist, and it twisted and wound about 
an oak sapling as if it were a great African constrictor 
seeking to strangle the young tree. Other vines branched 
out from the sides until not only was the particular 
sapling enfolded and smothered, but the greedy vine 
reached out and grasped others growing near it.

Woodland Walk


