109. Cedar-Apples

AS | journey’d to-day in alight wagon ten or twelve miles through the country, nothing pleas d me
more, in their homely beauty and novelty (I had either never seen the little things to such advantage, or
had never noticed them before) than that peculiar fruit, with its profuse clear-yellow dangles of inch-
long silk or yarn, in boundless profusion spotting the dark-green cedar bushes—contrasting well with
their bronze tufts—the flossy shreds covering the knobs all over, like a shock of wild hair on elfin
pates. On my ramble afterward down by the creek | pluck’d one from its bush, and shall keep it. These
cedar-apples last only alittle while however, and soon crumble and fade.
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