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THE UNPRESENTABLE APPEARANCE OF COLONEL CRANE

These tal es concern the doing of things recognized as

i mpossible to do; inpossible to believe; and, as the weary reader

may well cry aloud, inpossible to read about. Did the narrator
nmerely say that they happened, w thout saying how they happened,

they could easily be classified with the cow who junped over the noon
or the nore introspective individual who junped down his own throat.
In short, they are all tall stories; and though tall stories may al so
be true stories, there is sonething in the very phrase appropriate

to such a topsy-turvydom for the logician will presumably class
atall story with a corpulent epigramor a |ong-Iegged essay.

It is only proper that such inpossible incidents should begin

in the nost primand prosaic of all places, and apparently wth

the nost primand prosaic of all human bei ngs.

The place was a strai ght suburban road of strictly-fenced suburban
houses on the outskirts of a nodern town. The tinme was about twenty
m nutes to el even on Sunday norning, when a procession of suburban
fam lies in Sunday cl othes were passing decorously up the road

to church. And the man was a very respectable retired mlitary

man naned Col onel Crane, who was al so going to church, as he had
done every Sunday at the same hour for a long stretch of years.
There was no obvious difference between him and his nei ghbours,
except that he was a little | ess obvious. H's house was only call ed
VWi te Lodge, and was, therefore, less alluring to the romantic
passer-by than Rowannmere on the one side or Heatherbrae on the other
He turned out spick and span for church as if for parade; but he

was much too well dressed to be pointed out as a well-dressed nan.
He was quite handsone in a dry, sun-baked style; but his bleached

bl ond hair was a colourless sort that could | ook either |ight brown
or pale grey; and though his blue eyes were clear, they | ooked out



alittle heavily under lowered lids. Colonel Crane was somrething of
a survival. He was not really old; indeed he was barely ni ddl e-aged;
and had gained his last distinctions in the great war. But a variety
of causes had kept himtrue to the traditional type of the old
professional soldier, as it had existed before 1914; when a snall
pari sh woul d have only one colonel as it had only one curate.

It would be quite unjust to call hima dug-out; indeed, it would be
much truer to call hima dug-in. For he had remained in the traditions
as firmy and patiently as he had rermained in the trenches.

He was sinply a man who had no taste for changing his habits,

and had never worried about conventions enough to alter them

One of his excellent habits was to go to church at el even o' cl ock

and he therefore went there; and did not know that there went

with himsonething of an old-world air and a passage in the history
of Engl and.

As he canme out of his front door, however, on that particul ar norning,
he was twisting a scrap of paper in his fingers and frowning with
somewhat unusual perplexity. Instead of wal king straight to his
garden gate he wal ked once or tw ce up and down his front garden

swi ngi ng his black wal ki ng-cane. The note had been handed to him

at breakfast, and it evidently called for sone practical problemcalling
for immediate solution. He stood a few mnutes with his eye riveted
on a red daisy at the corner of the nearest flower-bed; and then

a new expression began to work in the nuscles of his bronzed face,
giving a slightly grimhint of humour, of which few except his
intimates were aware. Folding up the paper and putting it into his
wai st coat pocket, he strolled round the house to the back garden
behi nd whi ch was the kitchen-garden, in which an old servant, a sort

of factotum or handy-nan, named Archer, was acting as kitchen-gardener.

Archer was also a survival. |Indeed, the two had survived together

had survived a nunber of things that had killed a good many ot her people.
But though they had been together through the war that was al so

a revolution, and had a conplete confidence in each other, the nman Archer
had never been able to | ose the oppressive manners of a manservant.

He performed the duties of a gardener with the air of a butler.

He really performed the duties very well and enjoyed them very nuch;

per haps he enjoyed themall the nore because he was a cl ever Cockney,

to whomthe country crafts were a new hobby. But sonehow

whenever he said, "l have put in the seeds, sir," it always
sounded like, "I have put the sherry on the table, sir"; and he
could not say "Shall | pull the carrots?" w thout seem ng to say,

"Wul d you be requiring the claret?"

"I hope you're not working on Sunday," said the Col onel

with a nuch nore pleasant snile than nost people got from him

t hough he was always polite to everybody. "You're getting

too fond of these rural pursuits. You've becone a rustic yokel."
"I was venturing to exam ne the cabbages, sir," replied the rustic
yokel, with a painful precision of articulation. "Their condition
yesterday evening did not strike nme as satisfactory."

"dad you didn't sit up with them" answered the Col onel
"But it's lucky you're interested in cabbages. | want to talk
to you about cabbages."

"About cabbages, sir?" inquired the other respectfully.



But the Colonel did not appear to pursue the topic, for he was gazing

i n sudden abstraction at another object in the vegetable plots in front
of him The Colonel's garden, like the Colonel's house, hat, coat,

and deneanour, was wel | -appointed in an unobtrusive fashion; and in
the part of it devoted to flowers there dwelt sonething indefinable
that seemed ol der that the suburbs. The hedges, even, in being

as neat as Surbiton managed to | ook as nellow as Hanpton Court,

as if their very artificiality bel onged rather to Queen Anne than
Queen Victoria; and the stone-rinmed pond with a ring of irises sonmehow
| ooked like a classic pool and not nerely an artificial puddle.

It is idle to analyse how a man's soul and social type will sonmehow
soak into his surroundings; anyhow, the soul of M. Archer had sunk
into the kitchen-garden so as to give it a fine shade of difference.

He was after all a practical man, and the practice of his new trade
was much nore of a real appetite with himthan words woul d suggest.
Hence the kitchen-garden was not artificial, but autochthonous;

it really looked like the corner of a farmin the country; and al

sorts of practical devices were set up there. Strawberries were
netted-in against the birds; strings were stretched across with
feathers fluttering fromthem and in the mddle of the principa

bed stood an ancient and authentic scarecrow. Perhaps the only

i ncongruous intruder, capable of disputing with the scarecrowin his
rural reign, was the curious boundary-stone which marked the edge

of his domai n; and which was, in fact, a shapel ess South Sea i dol

pl anted there with no nore appropriateness than a door-scraper. But

Col onel Crane woul d not have been so conplete a type of the old

arnmy man if he had not hi dden sonewhere a hobby connected with

his travels. Hi s hobby had at one tine been savage fol kl ore;

and he had the relic of it on the edge of the kitchen-garden. At

the nonent, however, he was not |ooking at the idol, but at the scarecrow

"By the way, Archer," he said, "don't you think the scarecrow wants
a new hat ?"

"I should hardly think it would be necessary, sir," said the
gardener gravely.

"But |look here," said the Colonel, "you nust consider the phil osophy
of scarecrows. |In theory, that is supposed to convince sone rather
sinple-mnded bird that | amwalking in nmy garden. That thing

with the unnentionable hat is Me. A trifle sketchy, perhaps.

Sort of inpressionist portrait; but hardly likely to inpress.

Man with a hat |ike that would never be really firmw th a sparrow.
Conflict of wills, and all that, and | bet the sparrow would cone
out on top. By the way, what's that stick tied on to it?"

"I believe, sir," said Archer, "that it is supposed to represent
a gun.”

"Held at a highly unconvincing angle," observed Crane. "Man with
a hat like that would be sure to nmiss."”

"Wul d you desire nme to procure another hat?" inquired the patient Archer.
"No, no," answered his master carelessly. "As the poor fellow s got

such a rotten hat, I'Il give himmne. Like the scene of St. Martin

and t he beggar."

"Gve himyours," repeated Archer respectfully, but faintly.



The Col onel took off his burnished top-hat and gravely pl aced
it on the head of the South Sea idol at his feet. It had a
gueer effect of bringing the grotesque |unp of stone to life,
as if a goblinin a top-hat was grinning at the garden

"You think the hat shouldn't be quite new?" he inquired al nost anxiously.
"Not done anpbng the best scarecrows, perhaps. Well, let's see
what we can do to nellowit a little."

He whirled up his wal ki ng-stick over his head and laid a smacki ng
stroke across the silk hat, smashing it over the holl ow eyes

of the idol

"Softened with the touch of tine now, | think," he remarked, holding out
the silken remants to the gardener. "Put it on the scarecrow,

my friend; | don't want it. You can bear witness it's no use to ne."
Archer obeyed |i ke an automaton, an automaton with rather round eyes.

"We must hurry up," said the Colonel cheerfully. "I was early
for church, but I'mafraid I'ma bit |ate now. "

"Did you propose to attend church without a hat, sir?" asked the other

"Certainly not. Most irreverent," said the Colonel. "Nobody shoul d
negl ect to renove his hat on entering church. Well, if | haven't
got a hat, | shall neglect to renove it. Were is your reasoning

power this norning? No, no, just dig up one of your cabbages."

Once nore the well-trai ned servant managed to repeat the word
"Cabbages"” with his own strict accent; but in its constriction
there was a hint of strangul ati on.

"Yes, go and pull up a cabbage, there's a good fellow, " said the Col onel
"I nmust really be getting along; | believe | heard it strike eleven."

M. Archer noved heavily in the direction of a plot of cabbages,

which swelled with nonstrous contours and nany col ours; objects, perhaps,
nmore worthy of the philosophic eye than is taken into account by

the nore flippant of tongue. Vegetables are curious-1ooking things

and | ess commonpl ace than they sound. |If we called a cabbage a cactus,
or some such queer nane, we night see it as an equally queer thing.

These phil osophical truths did the Colonel reveal by anticipating

t he dubi ous Archer, and dragging a great, green cabbage with

its trailing root out of the earth. He then picked up a sort

of pruning-knife and cut short the long tail of the root;

scooped out the inside | eaves so as to nmake a sort of hollow,

and gravely reversing it, placed it on his head. Napol eon and ot her
mlitary princes have crowned thensel ves; and he, |ike the Caesars,

wore a weath that was, after all, nmade of green |eaves

or vegetation. Doubtless there are other conparisons that m ght

occur to any philosophical historian who should ook at it in the abstract.

The people going to church certainly | ooked at it; but they did not
look at it in the abstract. To themit appeared singularly concrete;
and i ndeed incredibly solid. The inhabitants of Rowannere and
Heat her brae foll owed the Col onel as he strode alnbst jauntily up

the road, with feelings that no philosophy could for the nmonent neet.
There seenmed to be nothing to be said, except that one of the nost



respectabl e and respected of their neighbours, one who m ght even
be called in a quiet way a pattern of good formif not a | eader
of fashion, was wal king solemmly up to church with a cabbage

on the top of his head.

There was indeed no corporate action to neet the crisis. Their world was
not one in which a crowd can collect to shout, and still less to jeer

No rotten eggs could be collected fromtheir tidy breakfast-tables;

and they were not of the sort to throw cabbage-stal ks at the cabbage.

Per haps there was just that amount of truth in the pathetically

pi cturesque nanmes on their front gates, names suggestive of

nmount ai ns and ni ghty | akes conceal ed somewhere on the prem ses.

It was true that in one sense such a house was a hernitage.

Each of these nmen |lived al one and they could not be nade into a nob.

For miles around there was not public house and no public opinion

As the Col onel approached the church porch and prepared reverently to
renove his vegetarian headgear, he was hailed in a tone a little nore
hearty than the humane civility that was the sl ender bond of that society.
He returned the greeting w thout enbarrassnment, and paused a nonment

as the man who had spoken to himplunged into further speech

He was a young doctor naned Horace Hunter, tall, handsonely dressed,

and confident in nmanner; and though his features were rather plain

and his hair rather red, he was considered to have a certain fascination

"Good norning, Colonel,"” said the doctor in his resoundi ng tones,
"what a f--what a fine day it is."

Stars turned fromtheir courses |like conets, so to speak

and the world swerved into wilder possibilities, at that crucial
nmonent when Dr. Hunter corrected hinself and said, "Wat a fine day!"
i nstead of "What a funny hat!"

As to why he corrected hinself, a true picture of what passed through

his mind mght sound rather fanciful in itself. It would be |ess
than explicit to say he did so because of a long grey car waiting
outside the Wiite Lodge. It might not be a conplete explanation

to say it was due to a lady wal king on stilts at a garden party.
Some obscurity might remain, even if we said that it had sonething
to do with a soft shirt and a ni cknanme; neverthel ess all these
things mngled in the nedical gentleman's m nd when he nmade his
hurried decision. Above all, it nmight or might not be sufficient
expl anation to say that Horace Hunter was a very anbitious

young man, that the ring in his voice and the confidence in his
manner canme froma very sinple resolution to rise in the world

and that the world in question was rather worldly.

He liked to be seen talking so confidently to Col onel Crane on that
Sunday parade. Crane was conparatively poor, but he knew Peopl e.

And peopl e who knew Peopl e knew what Peopl e were doi ng now,

wher eas peopl e who didn't know People could only wonder what in the world
Peopl e woul d do next. A lady who cane with the Duchess when she
opened the Bazaar had nodded to Crane and said, "Hullo, Stork,"

and the doctor had deduced that it was a sort of famly joke and

not a nonentary ornithol ogical confusion. And it was the Duchess
who had started all that racing on stilts, which the Vernon-Smths
had introduced at Heatherbrae. But it would have been devilish
awkward not to have known what Ms. Vernon-Smth neant when she said,
"OF course you stilt." You never knew what they would start next.

He remenbered how he hinmself had thought the first man in a soft



shirt-front was sone funny fell ow from nowhere; and then he had begun
to see others here and there, and had found that it was not a faux pas,
but a fashion. It was odd to imagine that he woul d ever begin

to see vegetable hats here and there, but you never could tell

and he wasn't going to make the same nistake again. H's first

nmedi cal inpul se had been to add to the Col onel's fancy costune

with a strait-wai stcoat. But Crane did not | ook |like a lunatic,

and certainly did not look like a man playing a practical joke.

He had not the stiff and self-conscious solemity of the joker

He took it quite naturally. And one thing was certain: if it

really was the latest thing, the doctor nmust take it as naturally

as the Colonel did. So he said it was a fine day, and was gratified
to learn that there was no di sagreenment on that question

The doctor's dilemma, if we may apply the phrase, had been the whole
nei ghbourhood' s dil emma. The doctor's decision was al so the whol e
nei ghbour hood' s decision. It was not so nmuch that nost of the good
peopl e there shared in Hunter's serious social anmbitions, but rather
that they were naturally prone to negative and cautious deci sions.
They lived in a delicate dread of being interfered with; and they
were just enough to apply the principle by not interfering with

ot her people. They had al so a subconsci ous sense that the nmld

and respectable mlitary gentleman woul d not be altogether an easy
person to interfere with. The consequence was that the Col one
carried his nonstrous green headgear about the streets of that suburb
for nearly a week, and nobody ever nentioned the subject to him

It was about the end of that tinme (while the doctor had been scanni ng
the horizon for aristocrats crowned with cabbage, and, not seeing any,
was sumoni ng his courage to speak) that the final interruption cane;
and with the interruption the explanation.

The Col onel had every appearance of having forgotten all about

the hat. He took it off and on |ike any other hat; he hung it

on the hat-peg in his narrow front hall where there was nothing

el se but his sword hung on two hooks and an old brown map of

the seventeenth century. He handed it to Archer when that correct
character seemed to insist on his official right to hold it;

he did not insist on his official right to brush it, for fear it
should fall to pieces; but he occasionally gave it a cautious shake,
acconpani ed by a | ook of restrai ned distaste. But the Col one

hi nsel f never had any appearance of either liking or disliking it.
The unconventional thing had al ready beconme one of his conventions--
t he conventions which he never considered enough to violate.

It is probable, therefore, that what ultimately took place was as
much of a surprise to himas to anybody. Anyhow, the expl anation

or explosion, canme in the follow ng fashion

M. Vernon-Smth, the nountaineer whose foot was on his native heath

at Heat herbrae, was a small, dapper gentleman which a big-bridged nose,
dark moustache, and dark eyes with a settled expression of anxiety,

t hough nobody knew what there was to be anxious about in his very solid
social existence. He was a friend of Dr. Hunter; one m ght al nost

say a hunmble friend. For he had the negative snobbi shness that coul d
only admire the positive and progressive snobbi shness of that soaring
and social figure. A man like Dr. Hunter likes to have a man like

M. Smth, before whom he can pose as a perfect nan of the world.

VWhat appears nore extraordinary, a man like M. Smth really likes

to have a man |ike Dr. Hunter to pose at himand swagger over him

and snub him Anyhow, Vernon-Smith had ventured to hint that the new
hat of his neighbour Crane was not of a pattern famliar in every



fashion-plate. And Dr. Hunter, bursting with the secret of his own
ori gi nal diplomacy, had snubbed the suggestion and snowed it under
with frosty scorn. Wth shrewd, resolute gestures, with |arge

al l usive phrases, he had left on his friend' s mnd the inpression
that the whole social world would dissolve if a word were said

on so delicate a topic. M. Vernon-Snith forned a general idea
that the Col onel would explode with a | oud bang at the very vaguest
allusion to vegetables, or the nost harnl ess adunbrati on or verba
shadow of a hat. As usually happens in such cases, the words he
was forbidden to say repeated thensel ves perpetually in his mnd
with the rhythmc pressure of a pulse. It was his tenptation

at the nonment to call all houses hats and all visitors vegetables.

When Crane cane out of his front gate that norning he found his

nei ghbour Vernon-Snith standi ng outside, between the spreading

| abur num and t he | anp-post, talking to a young | ady, a distant
cousin of his famly. This girl was an art student on her own--
alittle too much on her own for the standards of Heatherbrae, and,
therefore (some would infer), yet further beyond those of Wite Lodge.
Her brown hair was bobbed, and the Colonel did not adnire

bobbed hair. On the other hand, she had a rather attractive face,
wi th honest brown eyes a little too wide apart, which dinmnished
the inpression of beauty but increased the inpression of honesty.
She al so had a very fresh and unaffected voice, and the Col onel

had often heard it calling out scores at tennis on the other side

of the garden wall. In sone vague sort of way it nade himfeel old;
at |l east, he was not sure whether he felt ol der than he was,

or younger than he ought to be. It was not until they met under

t he | anp-post that he knew her name was Audrey Smith; and he was
faintly thankful for the single nonosyllable. M. Vernon-Snmith
presented her, and very nearly said: "My | introduce ny cabbage?"
i nstead of "ny cousin."

The Colonel, with unaffected dullness, said it was a fine day;

and his neighbour, rallying fromhis |ast narrow escape,

continued the talk with animation. H s manner, as when he poked

his big nose and beady bl ack eyes into |ocal neetings and committees,
was at once hesitating and enphatic.

"This young lady is going in for Art," he said; "a poor | ook-out,

isn't it? | expect we shall see her drawing in chalk on the paving
stones and expecting us to throw a penny into the--into a tray,
or sonmething." Here he dodged anot her danger. "But of course,

she thinks she's going to be an R A"

"I hope not," said the young wonman hotly. "Pavenment artists are
much nmore honest than npst of the R A 's."

"I wish those friends of yours didn't give you such revol utionary
i deas," said M. Vernon-Smith. "My cousin knows the nost

dreadful cranks, vegetarians and--and Socialists." He chanced it,
feeling that vegetarians were not quite the sane as veget abl es;
and he felt sure the Col onel would share his horror of Socialists.
"Peopl e who want to be equal, and all that. Wat | say is--
we're not equal and we never can be. As | always say to Audrey--
if all the property were divided to-norrow, it would go back into
the same hands. It's a law of nature, and if a nman thinks he can
get round a | aw of nature, why, he's tal king through his--I nean,
he's as mad as a--"



Recoi ling fromthe omipresent imge, he groped madly in his mnd
for the alternative of a March hare. But before he could find it,
the girl had cut in and conpleted his sentence. She sniled serenely,
and said in her clear and ringing tones:

"As mad as Col onel Crane's hatter."

It is not unjust to M. Vernon-Snith to say that he fled as from

a dynanite explosion. It would be unjust to say that he deserted
alady in distress, for she did not look in the least like a

di stressed | ady, and he hinself was a very distressed gentl eman.

He attenpted to wave her indoors with some wild pretext,

and eventual ly vani shed there hinself with an equally random apol ogy.
But the other two took no notice of him they continued to confront
each other, and both were smling.

"I think you nmust be the bravest man in England," she said.

"I don't nmean anything about the war, or the D.S.O and all that;
| nmean about this. GCh, yes, | do know a little about this,

but there's one thing | don't know. Wy do you do it?"

"I think it is you who are the bravest wonan in England," he answered,
"or, at any rate, the bravest person in these parts. |'ve wal ked
about this town for a week, feeling like the last fool in creation
and expecting sonebody to say sonething. And not a soul has said

a word. They all seemto be afraid of saying the wong thing."

"I think they're deadly," observed Mss Snith. "And if they
don't have cabbages for hats, it's only because they have turnips
for heads."

"No," said the Colonel gently; "I have many generous and friendly

nei ghbours here, including your cousin. Believe nme, there is

a case for conventions, and the world is wi ser than you know.

You are too young not to be intolerant. But | can see you' ve got

the fighting spirit; that is the best part of youth and intol erance.
When you said that word just now, by Jove you | ooked |ike Britomart."

"She is the Mlitant Suffragette in the Faerie Queene, isn't she?"
answered the girl. "I'mafraid | don't know ny English literature
so well as you do. You see, |I'man artist, or trying to be one;

and sone people say that narrows a person. But | can't help getting
cross with all the varnished vulgarity they tal k about everything--

| ook at what he said about Socialism"

"It was a little superficial," said Crane with a snile.
"And that," she concluded, "is why | adnire your hat, though
don't know why you wear it."

This trivial conversation had a curious effect on the Col onel.

There went with it a sort of warmth and a sense of crisis that he had
not known since the war. A sudden purpose forned itself in his nind
and he spoke |i ke one stepping across a frontier

"Mss Smith," he said, "I wonder if | mght ask you to pay ne

a further conplinment. It may be unconventional, but | believe you
do not stand on these conventions. An old friend of nmine wll

be calling on ne shortly, to wind up the rather unusual business
or cerenoni al of which you have chanced to see a part. |If you



woul d do ne the honour to lunch with me to-norrow at hal f - past one,

the true story of the cabbage awaits you. | pronise that you shall hear
the real reason. | might even say | prom se you shall SEE the rea
reason. "

"Way, of course | wll,’
"Thanks awful ly."

sai d the unconventional one heartily.

The Col onel took an intense interest in the appointnents of the

| uncheon next day. W th subconscious surprise he found hinsel f

not only interested, but excited. Like many of his type, he took

a pleasure in doing such things well, and knew his way about in w ne
and cookery. But that would not al one explain his pleasure.

For he knew that young wonen generally know very little about w ne,
and emanci pat ed young wonen possibly least of all. And though he
meant the cookery to be good, he knew that in one feature it would
appear rather fantastic. Again, he was a good-natured gentl eman

who woul d al ways have |i ked young people to enjoy a |luncheon party,
as he would have liked a child to enjoy a Christnmas tree. But there
seened no reason why he shoul d have a sort of happy insomnia,

like a child on Christnas Eve. There was really no excuse for his
paci ng up and down the garden with his cigar, snmoking furiously far
into the night. For as he gazed at the purple irises and the grey poo
in the faint noonshine, sonething in his feelings passed as if from
the one tint to the other; he had a new and unexpected reaction

For the first time he really hated the masquerade he had nade

hi nsel f endure. He wi shed he could snash the cabbage as he had
smashed the top-hat. He was little nore than forty years ol d;

but he had never realized how nmuch there was of what was dried

and faded about his flippancy, till he felt unexpectedly swelling

wi thin himthe nonstrous and sol etm vanity of a young man.

Sonetinmes he | ooked up at the picturesque, the too picturesque,
outline of the house next door, dark agai nst the noonrise, and thought
he heard faint voices in it, and sonething like a | augh

The visitor who called on the Col onel next mnorning nmay have been

an old friend, but he was certainly an odd contrast. He was a

very abstracted, rather untidy man in a rusty kni ckerbocker suit;

he had a I ong head with straight hair of the dark red called auburn,
one or two w sps of which stood on end however he brushed it,

and a |l ong face, clean-shaven and heavy about the jaw and chin,

whi ch he had a way of sinking and settling squarely into his cravat.
H s nanme was Hood, and he was apparently a | awer, though he had not
come on strictly | egal business. Anyhow, he exchanged greetings
with Crane with a quiet warnth and gratification, snmled at the old
manservant as if he were an old joke, and showed every sign of an
appetite for his |uncheon

The appoi nted day was singularly warm and bright and everything

in the garden seened to glitter; the goblin god of the South Seas
seened really to grin; and the scarecrowreally to have a new hat.

The irises round the pool were swinging and flapping in a |ight breeze;
and he renenbered they were called "flags" and thought of purple
banners going into battle.

She had cone suddenly round the corner of the house. Her dress was
of a dark but vivid blue, very plain and angular in outline, but not
outrageously artistic; and in the norning light she | ooked I ess like
a schoolgirl and nore |ike a serious woman of twenty-five or thirty;
alittle older and a great deal nore interesting. And sonething in



this norning seriousness increased the reaction of the night before.
One single wave of thanksgiving went up fromCrane to think that at
| east his grotesque green hat was gone and done with for ever.

He had worn it for a week without caring a curse for anybody;

but during that ten mnutes' trivial talk under the |anp-post, he
felt as if he had suddenly grown donkey's ears in the street.

He had been induced by the sunny weather to have a little

table laid for three in a sort of veranda open to the garden

VWhen the three sat down to it, he | ooked across at the |ady and said:

"I fear | nust exhibit nyself as a crank; one of those cranks your
cousi n disapproves of, Mss Smith. | hope it won't spoil this little

l unch than for anybody else. But | amgoing to have a vegetarian neal."

"Are you?" she said. "I should never have said you | ooked Iike
a vegetarian."

"Just lately | have only looked like a fool," he said di spassionately;
"but | think I'd sooner | ook a fool than a vegetarian in the

ordinary way. This is rather a special occasion. Perhaps ny

friend Hood had better begin; it's really his story nore than mne."

"My nane is Robert Omnen Hood," said that gentleman, rather sardonically.
"That's how i nprobabl e rem ni scences often begin; but the only point
now is that nmy old friend here insulted me horribly by calling

me Robin Hood."

"I should have called it a conplinment," answered Audrey Smith.
"Buy why did he call you Robin Hood?"

"Because | drew the long bow, " said the | awer.

"But to do you justice," said the Colonel, "it seens that you hit
the bull's eye."

As he spoke Archer came in bearing a dish which he placed before

his nmaster. He had already served the others with the earlier courses,
but he carried this one with the ponp of one bringing the boar's

head at Christrmas. It consisted of a plain boiled cabbage.

"I was challenged to do sonething," went on Hood, "which ny friend
here declared to be inpossible. In fact, any sane man woul d

have declared it to be inpossible. But | did it for all that.
Only ny friend, in the heat of rejecting and ridiculing the notion

made use of a hasty expression. | night al nbst say he nade a
rash vow. "

"My exact words were," said Colonel Crane solemmly: "'If you can
do that, I'Il eat nmy hat."'"

He | eaned forward thoughtfully and began to eat it. Then he resuned
in the same reflective way:

"You see, all rash vows are verbal or nothing. There mght be a
debat e about the logical and literary way in which ny friend Hood
fulfilled HS rash vow. But | put it to nyself in the sanme pedantic
sort of way. It wasn't possible to eat any hat that | wore.

But it might be possible to wear a hat that | could eat.

Articles of dress could hardly be used for diet; but articles of
diet could really be used for dress. It seened to nme that | m ght



fairly be said to have nade it ny hat, if | wore it systematically
as a hat and had no other, putting up with all the disadvantages.
Maki ng a bl asted fool of nyself was the fair price to be paid for

the vow or wager; for one ought always to | ose sonething on a wager."

And he rose fromthe table with a gesture of apol ogy.

The girl stood up. "I think it's perfectly splendid," she said.
"It's as wild as one of those stories about |ooking for the Holy Gail."

The |l awyer also had risen, rather abruptly, and stood stroking
his long chin with his thunb and | ooking at his old friend under
bent brows in a rather reflective manner.

"Well, you've subpoena'd nme as a witness all right," he said, "and now,
with the perm ssion of the court, I'll |leave the witness-box. |'m
afraid | nmust be going. |'ve got inportant business at hone.

Good-bye, Mss Smith."

The girl returned his farewell a little nmechanically; and Crane
seened to recover froma simlar trance as he stepped after
the retreating figure of his friend.

"I say, Omen," he said hastily, "lI'msorry you're |eaving so early.
Must you really go?"

"Yes," replied Onen Hood gravely. "M private affairs are quite
real and practical, | assure you." H's grave nouth worked a little
hunourously at the corners as he added: "The truth is, | don't
think I nmentioned it, but |I'mthinking of getting married."

“"Married!" repeated the Colonel, as if thunderstruck

"Thanks for your conplinments and congratul ations, old fellow, "

said the satiric M. Hood. "Yes, it's all been thought out.

|'ve even decided whom | amgoing to marry. She knows about it herself.
She has been warned. "

"I really beg your pardon," said the Colonel in great distress,

"of course | congratulate you nost heartily; and her even nore heartily.
O course I'mdelighted to hear it. The truth is, | was surprised...
not so much in that way..."

"Not so nuch in what way?" asked Hood. "I suppose you mean

somre would say | amon the way to be an old bachelor. But |'ve

di scovered it isn't half so nuch a matter of years as of ways.

Men |ike me get elderly nore by choice than chance; and there's
much nore choice and |l ess chance in |life than your nodern fatalists
make out. For such people fatalismfalsifies even chronol ogy.
They're not unnarried because they're old. They're old because
they're unmarried."”

"Indeed you are mstaken," said Crane earnestly. "As | say,

| was surprised, but ny surprise was not so rude as you think

It wasn't that | thought there was anything unfitting about..
sonmehow it was rather the other way... as if things could fit better
than one thought... as if--but anyhow, little as |I know about it,

| really do congratul ate you."

"I''"l'l tell you all about it before long," replied his friend.



"I't's enough to say just nowthat it was all bound up with ny succeedi ng
after all in doing--what | did. She was the inspiration, you know.

| have done what is called an inpossible thing; but believe ne,

she is really the inpossible part of it."

"Well, | nmust not keep you from such an inpossi bl e engagenent, "
said Crane sniling. "Really, I'mconfoundedly glad to hear about
all this. Wll, good-bye for the present."

Col onel Crane stood watching the square shoul ders and russet nane
of his old friend, as they disappeared down the road, in a rather

i ndescri bable state of mind. As he turned hastily back towards

his garden and his other guest, he was consci ous of a change;
things seenmed different in sone |ight-headed and illogical fashion
He could not hinself trace the connexion; indeed, he did not know
whether it was a connexion or a disconnexion. He was very far from
being a fool; but his brains were of the sort that are directed
outwards to things; the brains of the soldier or the scientific man
and he had no practice in analysing his own mnd. He did not

gui te understand why the news about Oaen Hood shoul d give himthat
dazed sense of a difference in things in general. Doubtless he

was very fond of Oaen Hood; but he had been fond of other people
who had got married without especially disturbing the atnobsphere

of his own back-garden. He even dimy felt that nere affection

m ght have worked the other way; that it mght have nmade hi mworry
about Hood, and wonder whet her Hood was making a fool of hinself,

or even feel suspicious or jealous of Ms. Hood--if there had

not been sonething el se that made himfeel quite the other way.

He could not quite understand it; there seenmed to be an increasing
nunber of things that he could not understand. This world in which he
hi nsel f wore garl ands of green cabbage and in which his old friend
the lawer got married suddenly Iike a man going nad--this world
was a new world, at once fresh and frightening, in which he could
hardly understand the figures that were wal ki ng about, even his own.
The flowers in the flower-pots had a new | ook about them at once
bri ght and nanel ess; and even the line of vegetables beyond could
not altogether depress himwith the nmenories of recent levity.

Had he i ndeed been a prophet, or a visionary seeing the future,

he mi ght have seen that green |line of cabbages extending infinitely
like a green sea to the horizon. For he stood at the beginning

of a story which was not to termnate until his incongruous

cabbage had cone to nmean sonething that he had never nmeant by it.
That green patch was to spread |like a great green conflagration

al nrost to the ends of the earth. But he was a practical person and
the very reverse of a prophet; and |like many ot her practical persons,
he often did things without very clearly knowi ng what he was doi ng.
He had the innocence of sone patriarch or primtive hero in

the norning of the world, founding nore than he could hinself
realize of his legend and his line. |Indeed he felt very nuch

i ke sonmeone in the norning of the world; but beyond that he could
grasp not hi ng.

Audrey Smith was standing not so very nany yards away; for it

was only for a few strides that he had followed his el der guest

towards the gate. Yet her figure had fallen far enough back out

of the foreground to take on the green framework of the garden

so that her dress m ght al nost have been blue with a shade of distance.
And when she spoke to him even fromthat little way off, her voice
took on inevitably a new suggestion of one calling out famliarly

and fromafar, as one calls to an old conpanion. It noved him



in a disproportionate fashion, though all that she said was:
"What becane of your old hat?"

"I lost it," he replied gravely, "obviously | had to lose it.
| believe the scarecrow found it."

"Ch, do let's go and | ook at the scarecrow," she cried.

He led her without a word to the kitchen-garden and gravely expl ai ned
each of its outstanding features; fromthe serious M. Archer

resting on his spade to the grotesque South Sea Island god grinning

at the corner of the plot. He spoke as with an increasing solemity
and verbosity, and all the tinme knew little or nothing of what he said.

At | ast she cut into his nonologue with an abstraction that was
al nost rude; yet her brown eyes were bright and her synpathy undi sgui sed.

"Don't talk about it," she cried with illogical enthusiasm
"It looks as if we were really right in the nmddle of the country.
It's as unique as the Garden of Eden. |It's sinply the nost

del i ghtful place--"

It was at this nonent, for sone unaccountable reason, that the
Col onel who had lost his hat suddenly proceeded to | ose his head.
Standing in that grotesque vegetable scenery, a black and stiff
yet sonmehow stately figure, he proceeded in the nost traditiona
manner to offer the | ady everything he possessed, not forgetting
the scarecrow or the cabbages; a hal f-hunourous nmenory of which
returned to himw th the boonerang of bat hos.

“"When | think of the encunbrances on the estate--" he concluded gloonily.
"Well, there they are; a scarecrow and a canni bal fetish and a stupid
man who has stuck in a rut of respectability and conventional ways."

"Very conventional," she said, "especially in his taste in hats."
"That was the exception, I'"'mafraid," he said earnestly.

"You'd find those things very rare and nost things very dull

| can't help having fallen in love with you; but for all that we
are in different worlds; and you belong in a younger world,

whi ch says what it thinks, and cannot see what nost of our silences
and scrupl es neant."

"I suppose we are very rude," she said thoughtfully, "and you nust
certainly excuse ne if | do say what | think."

"I deserve no better," he replied mournfully.

"Well, | think I nust be in love with you too," she replied calnly.
"I don't see what tinme has to do with being fond of people.
You are the nost original person | ever knew. "

"My dear, ny dear," he protested al nbost brokenly, "I fear you are
maki ng a m stake. \Whatever else | am | never set up to be original."

"You nmust renenber," she replied, "that | have known a good many
people who did set up to be original. An Art School swarns with them
and there are any nunber anong those socialist and vegetarian friends
of mne you were tal king about. They would think nothing of wearing



cabbages on their heads, of course. Any one of them would be capable
of getting inside a punpkin if he could. Any one of them ni ght appear
in public dressed entirely in watercress. But that's just it.

They m ght well wear watercress for they are water-creatures;

they go with the stream They do those things because those things
are done; because they are done in their own Bohem an set.
Unconventionality is their convention. | don't mind it nyself;

| think it's great fun; but that doesn't mean that | don't know real
strength or independence when | see it. Al that is just nolten

and formess; but the really strong man i s one who can nmake a noul d
and then break it. Wen a man |like you can suddenly do a thing

like that, after twenty years of habit, for the sake of his word,

t hen sonehow one really does feel that man is man and naster of

his fate."

"I doubt if | amnaster of ny fate," replied Crane, "and | do not
know whet her | ceased to be yesterday or two m nutes ago."

He stood there for a nmonent like a man in heavy arnour. | ndeed,
the antiquated inage is not inappropriate in nore ways than one.
The new world within himwas so alien fromthe whole habit in
which he lived, fromthe very gait and gestures of his daily life,
conduct ed t hrough countl ess days, that his spirit had striven
before it broke its shell. But it was also true that even if he
coul d have done what every man w shes to do at such a nonent,
somet hi ng suprene and satisfying, it would have been sonet hi ng

in a sense formal or it would not have satisfied him

he was one of those to whomit is natural to be cerenonial

Even the nmusic in his nind, too deep and distant for himto catch
and echo, was the nusic of old and ritual dance and not of revelry;
and it was not for nothing that he had built gradually about him
that garden of the grey stone fountain and the great hedge of yew.
He bent suddenly and ki ssed her hand.

"I like that," she said. "You ought to have powdered hair and a sword."
"I apologize," he said gravely, "no nodern man is worthy of you
But indeed | fear, in every sense | amnot a very nodern nan."

"You nmust never wear that hat again," she said, indicating the
battered original topper

"To tell the truth," he observed nmldly, "I had not any intention
of resum ng that one."

"Silly," she said briefly, "I don't nmean that hat; | nean that sort
of hat. As a matter of fact, there couldn't be a finer hat than
t he cabbage."

"My dear--" he protested; but she was |ooking at himaquite seriously.

"I told you | was an artist, and didn't know nuch about literature,"”
she said. "Well, do you know, it really does nmake a difference.
Literary people let words get between themand things. W do

at least look at the things and not the names of the things.

You think a cabbage is com c because the nane sound conic and

even vul gar; sonething between 'cab' and 'garbage,' | suppose.

But a cabbage isn't really comc or vulgar. You wouldn't think

so if you sinply had to paint it. Haven't you seen Dutch and

Fl emish galleries, and don't you know what great men pai nted cabbages?



VWhat they saw was certain lines and colours; very wonderful [|ines
and colours."

"I't may be all very well in a picture," he began doubtfully.
She suddenly | aughed al oud.

"You idiot," she cried; "don't you know you | ooked perfectly splendid?
The curves were |ike a great turban of | eaves and the root rose

like the spike of a helnmet; it was rather Iike the turbaned

hel mets on sone of Renbrandt's figures, with the face |ike bronze

in the shadows of green and purple. That's the sort of thing

artists can see, who keep their eyes and heads cl ear of words!

And then you want to apol ogi ze for not wearing that stupid stove-pipe
covered with blacking, when you went about wearing a col oured

crown like a king. And you were like a king in this country;

for they were all afraid of you."

As he continued a faint protest, her laughter took on a nore

m schi evous side. "If you'd stuck to it alittle |onger

| swear they'd all have been wearing vegetables for hats.

| swear | saw nmy cousin the other day standing with a sort of trowel,
and | ooking irresolutely at a cabbage."

Then, after a pause, she said with a beautiful irrelevancy:
"What was it M. Hood did that you said he couldn't do?"

But these are tales of topsy-turvydomeven in the sense that they
have to be told tail-forenpbst. And he who woul d know t he answer

to that question nust deliver hinself up to the intolerable tedium
of reading the story of The | nprobable Success of M. Omnen Hood,

and an interval nust be allowed himbefore such tornments are renewed.

Chapter 11

THE | MPROBABLE SUCCESS OF MR OWEN HOOD

Her oes who have endured the heavy | abour of reading to the end the story
of The Unpresent abl e Appearance of Colonel Crane are aware that his

achi evenrent was the first of a series of feats counted inpossible,

like the quests of the Arthurian knights. For the purpose of this tale,
in which the Colonel is but a secondary figure, it is enough to say

that he was | ong known and respected, before his | ast escapade, as a
respectable and retired nilitary nan in a residential part of Surrey,
with a sunburnt conpl exion and an interest in savage nythol ogy.

As a fact, however, he had gathered the sunburn and the savage

myt hs sone tine before he had managed to collect the respectability

and the suburban nyths. |In his early youth he had been a traveller

of the adventurous and even restless sort; and he only concerns

this story because he was a nenber of a sort of club or clique

of young nmen whose advent urousness verged on extravagance.

They were all eccentrics of one kind or another, sone professing
extreme revol uti onary and sone extrene reactionary opinions,



and sone both. Anobng the latter may be classed M. Robert Oanen Hood,
t he somewhat unlegal |awer who is the hero of this tale.

Robert Owen Hood was Crane's nost intinmate and i ncongruous friend.
Hood was fromthe first as sedentary as Crane was advent urous.

Hood was to the end as casual as Crane was conventional. The prefix
of Robert Omen was a relic of a vague revolutionary tradition in

his famly; but he inherited along with it a little noney that allowed
himto neglect the law and to cultivate a taste for liberty and for
drifting and dreaning in |lost corners of the country, especially in
the little hills between the Severn and the Thanes. In the upper
reaches of the latter river is an islet in which he especially |oved
to sit fishing, a shabby but not commonpl ace figure clad in grey,

with a nane of rust-coloured hair and a long face with a large chin
rat her |ike Napoleon. Beside him on the occasion now in question,
stood the striking contrast of his alert mlitary friend in ful
travelling kit; being on the point of starting for one of his odysseys
in the South Seas.

"Wl | ," denmanded the inpatient traveller in a tone of renobnstrance,
"have you caught anyt hi ng?"

"You once asked nme," replied the angler placidly, "what | neant

by calling you a materialist. That is what | neant by calling you
a materialist."

"I'f one nust be a materialist or a madman,"
"give ne materialism"”

snorted the sol dier

"On the contrary," replied his friend, "your fad is far nadder

than mine. And | doubt if it's any nore fruitful. The nonent men
like you see a nman sitting by a river with a rod, they are insanely

i mpel led to ask hi mwhat he has caught. But when you go off to shoot

big gane, as you call it, nobody ask you what you have caught.
Nobody expects you to bring hone a hi ppopotamnus for supper
Nobody has ever seen you wal king up Pall Mll, followed respectfully

by a captive giraffe. Your bag of el ephants, though enornous,

seens singularly unobtrusive; left in the cloak-room no doubt.
Personally, | doubt if you ever catch anything. It's all decorously
hi dden in desert sand and doubt and di stance. But what | catch

is sonething far nore elusive, and as slippery as any fish

It is the soul of England."

"I should think you'd catch a cold if not a fish," answered Crane,
"sitting dangling your feet in a pool like that. | like to nove
about a little nore. Dreamng is all very well inits way."

At this point a synbolic cloud ought to have conme across the sun

and a certain shadow of mystery and silence nust rest for a nonent
upon the narrative. For it was at this nonment that Janmes Crane,
being blind with inspiration, uttered his cel ebrated Prophecy,

upon which this inprobable narrative turns. As was comonly the case
with men uttering onmens, he was utterly unconsci ous of anything

om nous about what he said. A nonent after he woul d probably not
know that he had said it. A nmonent after, it was as if a cloud

of strange shape had i ndeed passed fromthe face of the sun

The prophecy has taken the formof a proverb. 1In due tine the patient,
all -suffering reader, may | earn what proverb. As it happened,
i ndeed, the conversation had |argely consisted of proverbs;



as is often the case with nmen |i ke Hood, whose hearts are with
that old English country life fromwhich all the proverbs cane.
But it was Crane who said:

"I't's all very well to be fond of England; but a man who wants
to help England nustn't let the grass grow under his feet."

"And that's just what | want to do," answered Hood. "That's exactly
what even your poor tired people in big towns really want to do.
When a wetched clerk wal ks down Threadneedl e Street, wouldn't he
really be delighted if he could | ook down and see the grass grow ng
under his feet; a magic green carpet in the niddl e of the pavenent?
It would be like a fairy-tale."

"Well, but he wouldn't sit like a stone as you do," replied the other
"A man mght et the grass grow under his feet wi thout actually
letting the ivy grow up his legs. That sounds like a fairy-tale, too,
if you like, but there's no proverb to recomend it."

"Ch, there are proverbs on ny side, if you cone to that,"
answered Hood | aughing. "I might rem nd you about the rolling
stone that gathers no nobss."

"Well, who wants to gather noss except a few fussy old | adi es?"
demanded Crane. "Yes, |I'ma rolling stone, | suppose; and | go
rolling round the earth as the earth goes rolling round the sun
But I'lIl tell you what; there's only one kind of stone that does really

gat her noss."
"And what is that, ny ranbling geol ogi st ?"
"A gravestone," said Crane.

There was a silence, and Hood sat gazing with his owish face at
the di mpools in which the dark woods were nmirrored. At last he said:

"Moss isn't the only thing found on that. Sonetinmes there
is the word ' Resurgani . "
"Well, | hope you will," said Crane genially. "But the trunpet
will have to be pretty loud to wake you up. It's ny opinion you'l
be too late for the Day of Judgenent."

"Now if this were a true dranmatic dial ogue,"” remarked Hood,

"I should answer that it would be better for you if you were.

But it hardly seens a Christian sentinent for a parting. Are you
really off to-day?"

"Yes, off to-night," replied his friend. "Sure you won't cone
with me to the Canni bal |slands?"

"I prefer ny own island,"” said M. Owen Hood.

When his friend had gone he continued to gaze abstractedly at

the tranquil topsy-turvydomin the green mrror of the pool

nor did he change his posture and hardly noved his head.

This m ght be partly explained by the still habits of a fisherman;
but to tell the truth, it was not easy to di scover whether

the solitary lawer really wanted to catch any fish. He would
often carry a volunme of Isaac Walton in his pocket, having a | ove



of the old English literature as of the old English | andscape.
But if he was an angler, he certainly was not a very conpl ete angler

But the truth is that Omen Hood had not been quite candid with his
friend about the spell that held himto that particular islet

in the Upper Thanmes. |If he had said, as he was quite capable

of saying, that he expected to catch the mracul ous draught of fishes
or the whale that swall owed Jonah, or even the great sea-serpent,

hi s expressions woul d have been nerely synbolical. But they would
have been the synbol of sonething as uni que and unattai nabl e.

For M. Omen Hood was really fishing for something that very few

fi shermen ever catch; and that was a dream of his boyhood,

and sonet hing that had happened on that |onely spot |ong ago.

Years before, when he was a very young man, he had sat fishing

on that island one evening as the twilight bands turned to dark,
and two or three broad bands of silver were all that was |eft

of the sunset behind the darkening trees. The birds were

droppi ng out of the sky and there was no noi se except the soft

noi ses of the river. Suddenly, and w thout a sound, as comnes

a veritable vision, a girl had conme out of the woods opposite.

She spoke to himacross the stream asking himhe hardly knew what,
whi ch he answered he hardly knew how. She was dressed in white
and carried a bunch of bluebells |Ioose in her hand; her hair

in a straight fringe of gold was | ow on her forehead; she was pal e
like ivory, and her pale eyelids had a sort of flutter as of
nervous enotion. There cane on hima strangling sense of stupidity.
But he nmust have managed to speak civilly, for she lingered;

and he nust have said sonething to anmuse her, for she | aughed.
Then foll owed the incident he could never anal yse, though he

was an introspective person. Mking a gesture towards sonething,
she managed to drop her | oose blue flowers in the water. He knew
not what sort of whirlwind was in his head, but it seened to him

t hat prodi gi ous things were happening, as in an epic of the gods,
of which all visible things were but the small signs. Before he
knew where he was he was standing dripping on the other bank

for he had splashed in sonehow and saved the bunch as if it had
been a baby drowning. O all the things she said he could recal
one sentence, that repeated itself perpetually in his nind

"You'll catch your death of cold."

He only caught the cold and not the death; yet even the notion

of the latter did not somehow seem di sproportionate. The doctor
to whom he was forced to give sone sort of explanation of his inmersion
was much interested in the story, or what he heard of it, having a
pl easure in working out the pedigrees of the county fanmilies

and the rel ati onshi ps of the best houses in the nei ghbourhood.

By sone rich process of elimnation he deduced that the | ady nust
be Mss Elizabeth Seymour from Marley Court. The doctor spoke
with a respectful relish of such things; he was a rising young
practitioner naned Hunter, afterwards a nei ghbour of Col onel Crane.
He shared Hood's admiration for the | ocal |andscape, and said it
was owing to the beautiful way in which Marley Court was kept up

"It's land-owners like that," he said, "who have made Engl and.
It's all very well for Radicals to talk; but where should we be
wi t hout the | and-owners?"

"Ch, I"'mall for l|and-owners," said Hood rather wearily.
"I like themso much | should |like nore of them Mdre and nore



| and- owners. Hundreds and t housands of them"

It is doubtful whether Dr. Hunter quite followed his enthusiasm
or even his neaning; but Hood had reason later to renenber this
little conversation; so far as he was in a nmood to renenber any
conversati ons except one.

Anyhow, it were vain to disguise fromthe intelligent though exhausted
reader that this was probably the true origin of M. Hood's habit of
sitting solidly on that island and gazing abstractedly at that bank
Al'l through the years when he felt his first youth was passing,

and even when he seened to be drifting towards m ddl e age, he haunted
that valley like a ghost, waiting for sonmething that never came again.
It is by no neans certain, in the |last and nost subtle anal ysis,

that he even expected it to cone again. Sonehow it seemed too

like a mracle for that. Only this place had becone the shrine

of the miracle; and he felt that if anything ever did happen there,

he nmust be there to see. And so it came about that he was there

to see when things did happen; and rather queer things had happened
before the end.

One norning he saw an extraordinary thing. That indeed would not have
seened extraordinary to nost people; but it was quite apocalyptic to him
A dusty man came out of the woods carrying what | ooked |ike dusty

pi eces of tinmber, and proceeded to erect on the bank what turned

out to be a sort of hoarding, a very |arge wooden notice-board on
which was witten in enornmous letters: "To Be Sold," with remarks

in smaller letters about the I and and the nane of the |and agents.

For the first time for years Oanen Hood stood up in his place

and left his fishing, and shouted questions across the river.

The man answered with the greatest patience and good- hunour;

but it is probable that he went away convinced that he had been
talking to a wandering lunatic.

That was the begi nning of what was for Oamen Hood a craw i ng ni ghtnare.
The change advanced slowy, by a process covering years, but it

seened to himthat he was hel pl ess and paralysed in its presence,
precisely as a nman is paralysed in an actual nightnare. He |aughed
with an al nost horrible laughter to think that a man in a nodern society
i s supposed to be master of his fate and free to pursue his pleasures;
when he had not power to prevent the daylight he | ooks on from

bei ng darkened, or the air he breathes from being turned to poi son

or the silence that is his full possession from being shaken with

t he cacophony of hell. There was sonething, he thought grimy

in Dr. Hunter's sinple admration for agricultural aristocracy.

There was sonething in quite primtive and even barbarous aristocracy.
Feudal lords went in fitfully for fights and forays; they put collars
round the necks of sonme serfs; they occasionally put halters round
the necks of a few of them But they did not wage war day and ni ght
agai nst the five senses of man

There had appeared first on the river-bank small sheds and shanti es,
for workmen who seenmed to be rather lengthily occupied in putting
up larger sheds and shanties. To the very last, when the factory
was finished, it was not easy for the traditional eye to

di sti ngui sh bet ween what was tenporary and what was pernanent.

It did not look as if any of it could be permanent, if there

were anything natural in the nature of things, so to speak

But what ever was the name and nature of that anorphous thing,

it swelled and increased and even nultiplied wthout clear division



until there stood on the river bank a great black patchwork bl ock

of buildings terminating in a tall brick factory chimey from which

a stream of smoke nmounted into the silent sky. A heap of sone sort

of debris, scrapped iron and sinilar things, lay in the foreground;
and a broken bar, red with rust, had fallen on the spot where the girl
had been standi ng when she brought bl uebells out of the wood.

He did not leave his island. Rural and romantic and sedentary as he
may have seened, he was not the son of an old revolutionist for nothing.
It was not altogether in vain that his father had call ed hi m Robert
Ownen or that his friends had sonmeti nes called hi m Robi n Hood.

Soneti nes, indeed, his soul sank within himwith a nortal sickness
that was near suicide, but nore often he marched up and down in a
mlitant fashion, being delighted to see the tall wild-flowers waving
on the banks like flags within a stone's-throw of all he hated,

and nmuttering, "Throw out the banners on the outward wall."

He had al ready, when the estate of Marley Court was broken up

for building, taken sonme steps to establish hinself on the island,
had built a sort of hut there, in which it was possible to picnic

for considerabl e peri ods.

One norni ng when dawn was still radiant behind the dark factory

and light lay in a satin sheen upon the water, there crept out upon
that satin sonmething Iike a thickening thread of a different col our

and material. It was a thin ribbon of sone liquid that did not mngle
with the water, but lay on top of it wavering like a wornt and Oaen
Hood watched it as a man watches a snake. It |ooked |ike a snake,
havi ng opal escent col ours not without intrinsic beauty; but to him

it was a very synbolic snake; like the serpent that destroyed Eden

A few days afterward there were a score of snakes covering the surface;
little crawing rivers that noved on the river but did not mx with it,
being as alien as witch's oils. Later there cane darker |iquids

with no pretensions to beauty, black and brown fl akes of grease

that floated heavily.

It was highly characteristic of Hood that to the | ast he was rather
hazy about the nature and purpose of the factory; and therefore about
the ingredients of the chemicals that were flowing into the river
beyond the fact that they were nostly of the oily sort and fl oated
on the water in flakes and lunps, and that sonething resenbling
petrol seemed to predoninate, used perhaps rather for power than

raw material. He had heard a rustic rumour that the enterprise

was devoted to hair-dye. It snelled rather |ike a soap factory.

So far as he ever understood it, he gathered that it was devoted to
what m ght be considered as a gol den nean between hair-dye and soap
some kind of new and highly hygienic cosnetics. There had been a yet
nore feverish fashion in these things, since Professor Hake had witten
hi s book proving that cosnetics were of all things the nbst hygienic.
And Hood had seen nany of the neadows of his chil dhood now

bri ghtened and adorned by | arge notices inscribed "Wy Gow A d?"
with the portrait of a young wonman grinning in a regrettabl e manner
The appropriate name on the notices was Bliss, and he gathered
that it all had sonmething to do with the great factory.

Resolved to know a little nore than this about the matter, he began to nake
i nquiries and conplaints, and engaged in a correspondence which ended

in an actual interview with some of the principal persons involved.

The correspondence had gone on for a long tine before it came anywhere

near to anything so natural as that. |ndeed, the correspondence

for along time was entirely on his side. For the big businesses



are quite as unbusinesslike as the Governnent departnents; they are
no better in efficiency and nuch worse in manners. But he obtained
his interview at last, and it was with a sense of sour anusenent
that he canme face to face with four people whom he wanted to neet.

One was Sir Sanuel Bliss, for he had not yet performed those party
services which led to his being known to us all as Lord Normant owers.
He was a small, alert nan like a ferret, with bristles of grey beard
and hair, and active or even agitated novenents. The second was

his nmanager, M. Low, a stout, dark man with a thick nose and thick rings,
who eyed strangers with a curious heavy suspicion |like a congested
sense of injury. It is believed that he expected to be persecuted.
The third man was sonewhat of a surprise, for he was no other than
his old friend Dr. Horace Hunter, as healthy and hearty as ever

but even better dressed; as he now had a great official appointnment
as sonme kind of nedical inspector of the sanitary conditions of

the district. But the fourth man was the greatest surprise of all
For it appeared that their conference was honoured by so great

a figure in the scientific world as Professor Hake hinsel f,

who had revol utionized the nodern mind with his new di scoveries about
the conplexion in relation to health. Wen Hood realized who he was,
a light of somewhat sinister understandi ng dawned on his |ong face.

On this occasion the Professor advanced an even nore interesting theory.
He was a big, blond man with blinking eyes and a bull neck;

and doubtless there was nore in himthan net the eye, as is the way
with great nen. He spoke last, and his theory was expounded

with a certain air of finality. The manager had al ready stated

that it was quite inpossible for large quantities of petro

to have escaped, as only a given anount was used in the factory.

Sir Sanmuel had explained, in what seened an irascible and even

irrel evant manner, that he had presented several parks to the public,
and had the dornmitories of his work-people decorated in the sinplest
and best taste, and nobody coul d accuse hi mvandalismor not caring
for beauty and all that. Then it was that Professor Hake expl ai ned
the theory of the Protective Screen. Even if it were possible,

he said, for sone thin filmof petrol to appear on the water

as it would not mix with the water the latter would actually be

kept in a clearer condition. It would act, as it were, as a Cap

as does the gelatinous Cap upon certain preserved foods.

"That is a very interesting view," observed Hood; "l suppose you
will wite another book about that?"

"I think we are all the nore privileged," remarked Bliss, "in hearing
of the discovery in this personal fashion, before our expert has

laid it before the public."

"Yes," said Hood, "your expert is very expert, isn't he--

in witing books?"

Sir Samuel Bliss stiffened in all his bristles. "I trust," he said,
"you are not inplying any doubt that our expert is an expert."
"I have no doubt of your expert," answered Hood gravely.
"I do not doubt either that he is expert or that he is yours."

"Really, gentlenen," cried Bliss in a sort of radiance of protest,
"I think such an insinuation about a nan in Professor Hake's position--"



"Not at all, not at all," said Hood soothingly, "I"'msure it's
a nost confortable position.”

The Professor blinked at him but a light burned in the eyeballs
under the heavy eyeli ds.

"If you cone here talking like that--" he began, when Hood cut off
his speech by speaking across himto sonebody el se, with a cheerful
rudeness that was like a kick inits contenpt.

"And what do you say, my dear doctor?" he observed, addressing Hunter
"You used to be alnost as ronmantic as nyself about the anenities

of this place. Do you renenber how nmuch you admnired the | andl ords
for keeping the place quiet and select; and how you said the old

fam lies preserved the beauty of old Engl and?"

There was a silence, and then the young doctor spoke.

"Well, it doesn't follow a fellow can't believe in progress.

That's what's the matter with you, Hood; you don't believe in progress.
W nust nove with the tinmes; and sonebody always has to suffer

Besides, it doesn't matter so nuch about river-water nowadays.

It doesn't even matter so nuch about the main water-supply. Wen

the new Bill is passed, people will be obliged to use the Bulton
Filter in any case."

"I see," said Hood reflectively, "You first nmake a nmess of the water
for noney, and then make a virtue of forcing people to clean
it thenmsel ves."

"I don't know what you're tal king about,"” said Hunter angrily.
"Well, | was thinking at the nonment," said Hood in his rather cryptic way.
"I was thinking about M. Bulton. The nman who owns the filters.

I was wondering whether he night join us. W seem such a happy

famly party."

"I cannot see the use of prolonging this preposterous conversation,"
said Sir Sanuel .

"Don't call the poor Professor's theory preposterous," renonstrated Hood.
"Alittle fanciful, perhaps. And as for the doctor's view,

surely there's nothing preposterous in that. You don't think

the chemicals will poison all the fish | catch, do you, Doctor?"

"No, of course not," replied Hunter curtly.

"They will adapt thenselves by natural selection," said Hood dreamly
"They will devel op organs suitable to an oily environnent--
will learn to | ove petrol."

"Ch, | have no tinme for this nonsense," said Hunter, and he was
turning to go, when Hood stepped in front of himand | ooked at him
very steadily.

"You nmustn't call natural selection nonsense,"” he said.

"I know all about that, at any rate. | can't tell whether |iquids
ti pped off the shore will fall into the river, because | don't
understand hydraulics. | don't know whet her your nachi nery nakes

a hell of a noise every norning, for |'ve never studied acoustics.



| don't know whether it stinks or not, because | haven't read

your expert's book on 'The Nose.' But | know all about adaptation
to environment. | know that sonme of the |ower organisns do really
change with their changing conditions. | know there are creatures

so |low that they do survive by surrendering to every succession of nud
and slinme; and when things are slow they are slow, and when things

are fast they are fast, and when things are filthy they are filthy.

| thank you for convincing nme of that."

He did not wait for a reply, but wal ked out of the roomafter bow ng
curtly to the rest; and that was the end of the great conference
on the question of riparian rights and perhaps the end of Thanes
Conservancy and of the old aristocracy, with all its good and ill

The general public never heard very nuch about it; at |east unti

one cat astrophic scene which was to follow. There was sone faint
ripple of the question sonme nonths |ater, when Dr. Horace Hunter

was standing for Parliament in that division. One or two questions
wer e asked about his duties in relation to river pollution

but it was soon apparent that no party particularly wi shed to force
t he i ssue agai nst the best opinions advanced on the ot her side.

The greatest living authority on hygi ene, Professor Hake,

had actually witten to The Tinmes (in the interests of science)

to say that in such a hypothetical case as that nentioned,

a nmedical man could only do what Dr. Hunter had apparently done

It so happened that the chief captain of industry in that part

of the Thanes Valley, Sir Sanuel Bliss, had hinself, after gravely
wei ghing the rival policies, decided to Vote for Hunter. The great
organi zer's own m nd was detached and phil osophical in the matter
but it seenms that his nanager, a M. Low, was of the sane politics
and a nore practical and pushful spirit; warmy urging the clains

of Hunter on his work-people; pointing out the many practica

advant ages they woul d gain by voting for that physician, and the stil
nore practical disadvantages they m ght suffer by not doing so.
Hence it followed that the blue ribbons, which were the | ocal badges
of the Hunterians, were not only to be found attached to the iron
railings and wooden posts of the factory, but to various human figures,
known as "hands,"” which nmoved to and fro in it.

Hood took no interest in the election; but while it was proceedi ng

he followed the matter a little further in another form He was

a lawer, a lazy, but in some ways a |l earned one; for, his tastes
bei ng studi ous, he had originally learned the trade he had never used.
More in defiance than in hope, he once carried the matter into

the Courts, pleading his owmn cause on the basis of a |aw of Henry

the Third against frightening the fish of the King's |liege

subjects in the Thames Valley. The judge, in giving judgenent,
conplinmented himon the ability and plausibility of his contention,
but ultimately rejected it on grounds equally historic and renote.
Hi s | ordship argued that no test seened to be provided for ascertaining
the degree of fear in the fish, or whether it anpbunted to that bodily
fear of which the | aw took cognizance. But the |earned judge pointed
out the precedent of a law of Richard the Second agai nst certain

wi tches who had frightened children; which had been interpreted

by so great an authority as Coke in the sense that the child "nust
return and of his own will testify to his fear." It did not seem

to be alleged that any one of the fish in question had returned

and | aid any such testinony before any proper authority; and he

t heref ore gave judgenent for the defendants. And when the |earned

j udge happened to nmeet Lord Normantowers (as he was by this tine)



out at dinner that evening, he was gaily rallied and congratul at ed
by that new nobleman on the lucidity and finality of his judgenent.
I ndeed, the | earned judge had really relished the logic both of his
own and Hood's contention; but the concl usi on was what he woul d
have cone to in any case. For our judges are not hanpered by any
hi de- bound code; they are progressive, like Dr. Hunter, and ally

t hensel ves on principle with the progressive forces of the age,
especially those they are likely to nmeet out at dinner.

But it was this abortive |law case that led up to sonething that
altogether obliterated it in a blaze of glory, so far as M. Onen
Hood was concerned. He had just left the courts, and turning

down the streets that led in the direction of the station, he made
his way thither in sonmething of a brown study, as was his wont.

The streets were filled with faces; it struck himfor the first tine
that there were thousands and t housands of people in the world.
There were nore faces at the railway station, and then, when he

had glanced idly at four or five of them he saw one that was to him
as incredible as the face of the dead.

She was com ng casually out of the tea-room carrying a handbag,
just like anybody el se. That nystical perversity of his mnd

whi ch had insisted on sealing up the sacred nenory |ike something
hardly to be sought in nmere curiosity, had fixed it in its original
colours and setting, |ike sonething of which no detail could be
changed wi t hout the vision dissolving. He would have conceived it
al nost inpossible that she coul d appear in anything but white or out
of anything but a wood. And he found hinmself turned topsy-turvy by
an old and common incredulity of men in his condition; being startled
by the coincidence that blue suited her as well as white; and that
in what he renenbered of that woodl and there was sonething el se;
something to be said even for teashops and railway stations.

She stopped in front of himand her pale, fluttering eyelids lifted
from her blue-grey eyes.

"Why," she said, "you are the boy that junped in the river!"

"I'"'mno |onger a boy," answered Hood, "but I'mready to junp
in the river again."

"Well, don't junp on the railway-line," she said, as he turned
with a swi ftness suggestive of sonething of the kind.

"To tell you the truth,"” he said, "I was thinking of junping into
arailway-train. Do you mind if | junp into your railway-train?"

"Well, I'mgoing to Birkstead," she said rather doubtfully.

M. Onen Hood did not in the | east care where she was going, as he

had resolved to go there; but as a matter of fact, he renmenbered a
waysi de station on that line that lay very near to what he had in view,
so he tunbled into the carriage if possible with nore alacrity;

and | andscapes shot by themas they sat |ooking in a dazed and al npst
foolish fashion at each other. At last the girl smled with a sense

of the absurdity of the thing.

"I heard about you froma friend of yours," she said; "he cane to cal
on us soon after it happened; at |east that was when he first cane.
You know Dr. Hunter, don't you?"



"Yes," replied Onven, a shadow com ng over his shining hour. "Do you--
do you know hi mwel | ?"

"I know himpretty well now " said Mss Elizabeth Seynour.

The shadow on his spirit blackened swiftly; he suspected sonething
gui te suddenly and savagely. Hunter, in Crane's old phrase, was not
a man who let the grass grow under his feet. It was so |ike him

to have sonehow used the incident as an introduction to the Seynours.
Thi ngs were al ways steppi ng-stones for Hunter, and the little rock
in the river had been a stepping-stone to the country-house. But was
t he country-house a stepping-stone to sonething el se? Suddenly Hood
realized that all his angers had been very abstracted angers.

He had never hated a man before.

At that nonment the train stopped at the station of Cowford.

"I wish you'd get out here with ne," he said abruptly, "only for
alittle--and it mght be the last tine. | want you to do sonething."

She | ooked at himwi th a curious expression and said in a rather
| ow voi ce, "What do you want ne to do?"

"I want you to cone and pick bluebells," he said harshly.

She stepped out of the train, and they went up a wi nding country
road wi thout a word.

"I remenber!" she said suddenly. "Wen you get to the top of this
hill you see the wood where the bluebells were, and your little
i sl and beyond. "

"Cone on and see it," said Onen.
They stepped on the crest of the hill and stood. Below themthe black

factory belched its livid snoke into the air; and where the wood had
been were rows of little houses |ike boxes, built of dirty yellow brick.

Hood spoke. "And when you shall see the abonination of desol ation
sitting in the Holy of Holies--isn't that when the world i s supposed
to end? | wish the world would end now, with you and ne standi ng
ona hill."

She was staring at the place with parted |ips and nore than her
ordinary pallor; he knew she understood sonethi ng nonstrous and
synmbolic in the scene; yet her first remark was jerky and trivi al

On the nearest of the yellow brick boxes were visible the cheap

col ours of various advertisenents; and |arger than the rest a blue
poster proclaimng "Vote for Hunter." Wth a final touch of bathos,
Hood remenbered that it was the |last and nost sensational day

of the election. But the girl had already found her voi ce.

"I's that Dr. Hunter?" she asked with comonpl ace curiosity;
"is he standing for parlianent?"

A load that lay on Hood's mind |like a rock suddenly rose |ike an eagl e;
and he felt as if the hill he stood on were higher than Everest.

By the insight of his own insanity, he knew well enough that SHE

woul d have known well enough whether Hunter was standing, if--



if there had been anything |ike what he supposed. The renpva
of the steadyi ng wei ght staggered him and he had said somet hi ng
gui te indefensible.

"I thought you would know. | thought you and he were probably--
well, the truth is | thought you were engaged, though | really
don't know why."

"I can't inmagine why," said Elizabeth Seynour. "I heard he was engaged
to Lord Normantower's daughter. They've got our old place now,
you know. "

There was a silence and then Hood spoke suddenly in a | oud
and cheerful voice.

"Well, what | say is, 'Vote for Hunter,'" he said heartily.
"After all, why not vote for Hunter? Good old Hunter! | hope
he'll be a nenber of Parliament. | hope he'll be Prine Mnister

| hope he'll be President of the Wirld State that Wells tal ks about.
By CGeorge, he deserves to be Enperor of the Solar System™

"But why," she protested, "why should he deserve all that?"
"For not being engaged to you, of course,"” he replied.

"Oh!" she said, and something of a secret shiver in her voice went
through himlike a silver bell.

Abruptly, all of a sudden, the rage of raillery seened to have |eft
his voice and his face, so that his Napol eonic profile | ooked earnest
and eager and nmuch younger, like the profile of the young Napol eon
Hi s wi de shoulders lost the slight stoop that books had given them
and his rather wild red hair fell away fromhis lifted head.

"There is one thing | nmust tell you about him" he said, "and one
thing you nust hear about me. M friends tell ne | ama drifter

and a dreaner; that | let the grass grow under ny feet; | nust tel
you at |east how and why | once let it grow Three days after that
day by the river, | talked to Hunter; he was attending nme and he

tal ked about it and you. O course he knew nothi ng about either

But he is a practical nan; a very practical nman; he does not dream
or drift. Fromthe way he talked I knew he was consi dering even

t hen how the accident could be turned to account; to his account

and perhaps to nmine too; for he is good-natured; yes, he is quite
good-natured. | think that if | had taken his hint and formed a sort
of social partnership, | mght have known you six years sooner

not as a nmenory, but--an acquaintance. And | could not do it.

Judge nme how you will, | could not bring nyself to do it.

That is what is neant by being born with a bee in the bonnet,

with an inpedinment in the speech, with a stunbling-block in the path,
with a skulky scruple in the soul. | could not bear to approach you
by that door, with that gross and grinning flunky holding it open

| could not bear that suffocatingly substantial snob to bulk so big
inm story or know so nmuch of nmy secret. A revulsion | could

never utter made ne feel that the vision should remain ny own even
by remai ning unfulfilled; but it should not be vulgarized. That is
what is neant by being a failure inlife. And when ny best friend nmade
a prophecy about ne, and said there was sonmething | should never do,
| thought he was right."



"Why, what do you nmean?" she asked rather faintly, "what was it
you woul d never do?"

"Never mind that now," he said, with the shadow of a returning snile
"Rat her strange things are stirring in ne just now, and who knows

but I may attenpt sonething yet? But before all else, |I nust nake
clear for once what | amand for what | lived. There are nen
like me in the world; | amfar fromthinking they are the best

or the nost val uable; but they exist, to confound all the clever
people and the realists and the new novelists. There has been
and there is only one thing for nme; something that in the nornal

sense | never even knew. | wal ked about the world blind, with ny
eyes turned inward, |ooking at you. For days after a night when |
had dreaned of you, | was broken; like a man who had seen a ghost.

I read over and over the great and grave lines of the old poets,
because they al one were worthy of you. And when | saw you again
by chance, | thought the world had already ended; and it was that
return and tryst beyond the grave that is too good to be true."

"l do not think," said answered in a |ow voice, "that the belief
is too good to be true."

As he |l ooked at her a thrill went through himlike a nessage

too swift to be understood; and at the back of his m nd sonething
awoke that repeated again and again |like a song the sane words,

"too good to be true." There was always sonet hing pathetic,

even in her days of pride, about the short-sighted | ook of her

hal f-cl osed eyes; but it was for other reasons that they were now
blinking in the strong white sunlight, alnost as if they were blind.
They were blind and bright with tears: she mastered her voice

and it was steady.

"You tal k about failures," she said. "I suppose nost people would cal
me a failure and all ny people failures now, except those who woul d say
we never failed, because we never had to try. Anyhow, we're all poor
enough now, | don't know whet her you know that |'ve been teaching nusic.
| dare say we deserved to go. | dare say we were usel ess.

Some of us tried to be harmess. But--but now | MJST say sonet hing,
about sone of us who tried rather hard to be harnl ess--in that way.

The new people will tell you those ideals were Victorian and Tennysoni an
and all the rest of it--well, it doesn't natter what they say.

They know quite as little about us as we about them But to you

when you talk Iike that... what can | do, but tell you that you that if

we were stiff, if we were cold, if we were careful and conservati ve,

it was because deep down in our souls some of us DID believe that there
m ght be loyalty and love |ike that, for which a woman m ght wel

wait even to the end of the world. What is it to these people if we
chose not to be drugged or distracted with anything | ess worthy?

But it would be hard indeed if when | find it DOES exist after all..
hard on you, harder on ne, if when | had really found it at last..."
The catch in her voice cane again and sil ence caught and hel d her

He took one stride forward as into the heart of a whirlw nd;
and they net on the top of that windy hill as if they had cone
fromthe ends of the earth.

"This is an epic," he said, "which is rather an action than a word.
| have lived with words too long."

"What do you mean?"



"I mean you have turned nme into a man of action," he repli ed.

"So long as you were in the past, nothing was better than the past.
So long as you were only a dream nothing was better than dreani ng.
But now | am going to do sonething that no man has ever done before."

He turned towards the valley and flung out his hand with a gesture,
alnost as if the hand had held a sword.

"I am going to break the Prophecy,” he cried in a |oud voi ce.
"I amgoing to defy the omens of nmy doom and make fun of ny evil star
Those who called ne a failure shall own | have succeeded where al
humanity has failed. The real hero is not he who is bold enough

to fulfil the predictions, but he who is bold enough to falsify them
And you shall see one falsified to-night."

"What in the world are you going to do?" she asked.

He | aughed suddenly. "The first thing to do," he cried,

swinging round with a new air of resolution and even cheerful ness,
"the very first thing to do is to Vote for Hunter. O, at any rate,
help to get himinto Parlianment."

"But why in the world," she asked wondering, "should you want
so nuch to get Dr. Hunter into Parlianent?"

"Wl I, one nust do sonething," he said with an appearance of
good sense, "to celebrate the occasion. W nust do sonething;
and after all he nust go somewhere, poor devil. You will say,

why not throw himinto the river? It would relieve the feelings

and make a splash. But |I'mgoing to nake somethi ng nuch bigger

than a splash. Besides, | don't want himin ny nice river

I'd much rather pick himup and throw himall the way to Westminster.
Much nore sensible and suitable. (Qbviously there ought to be

a brass band and a torchlight procession sonewhere to-night;

and why shoul dn't he have a bit of the fun?"

He stopped suddenly as if surprised at his own words; for indeed his
own phrase had fallen, for him wth the significance of a falling star

"OF course!" he nmuttered. "A torchlight procession! |'ve been
feeling that what | wanted was trunpets and what | really want

is torches. Yes, | believe it could be done! Yes, the hour is cone!
By stars and blazes, | will give hima torchlight procession!"

He had been al nost dancing with excitenment on the top of the ridge;
now he suddenly went boundi ng down the sl ope beyond, calling to

the girl to follow, as carelessly as if they had been two children

pl aying at hide and seek. Strangely enough, perhaps, she did follow
nore strangely still when we consider the extravagant scenes through
whi ch she all owed herself to be led. They were scenes nore insanely
i ncongruous with all her sensitive and even secretive dignity than
if she had been changing hats with a costernonger on a Bank Holi day.
For there the world would only be loud with vulgarity, and here

it was also loud with Iies. She could never have descri bed

that Saturnalia of a political election; but she did dimy feel

t he doubl e i npression of a harl equi nade at the end of a pantom nme
and of Hood's phrase about the end of the world. It was as if a Bank
Hol i day could al so be a Day of Judgenent. But as the farce could

no |l onger offend her, so the tragedy could no | onger terrify.



She went through it all with a wan smle, which perhaps nobody

in the world woul d have known her well enough to interpret.

It was not in the nornmal sense excitenent; yet it was something nuch
nore positive than patience. |In a sense perhaps, nore than ever
before in her lonely life, she was walled up in her ivory tower;

but it was all alight within, as if it were lit up with candl es

or lined with gol d.

Hood' s i npet uous novenents brought themto the bank of the river

and the outer offices of the factory, all of which were covered

with the col oured posters of the candi dature, and one of which was
obviously fitted up as a busy and bustling conmittee-room

Hood actually nmet M. Low comi ng out of it, buttoned up in

a fur coat and bursting with speechless efficiency. But M. Lows
beady bl ack eyes glistened with an astoni shnent bordering on
suspi ci on when Hood in the nost hearty fashion offered his synpathy
and co-operation. That strange subconscious fear, that underlay

all the wealthy manager's success and security in this country,

al ways cane to the surface at the sight of Omven Hood's ironical face.
Just at that nonent, however, one of the local agents rushed at him
in a distracted fashion, with telegrans in his hand. They were short
of canvassers; they were short of cars; they were short of speakers;
the crowd at Little Puddl eton had been waiting half an hour

Dr. Hunter could not get round to themtill ten past nine, and so on
The agent in his agony woul d probably have hailed a Margate ni gger
and entrusted himwith the cause of the great National Party,

wi thout any really philosophical inquiry into the nigger's theory

of citizenship. For all such over-practical push and bustle

inour time is always utterly unpractical at the last mnute

and in the long run. On that night Robert Omnen Hood woul d have

been encouraged to go anywhere and say anything; and he did.

It might be interesting to i magi ne what the | ady thought about it;
but it is possible that she did not think about it. She had

a radiantly abstracted sense of passing through a nunber of ugly roons
and sheds with flaring gas and stacks of |eaflets behi nd which
little irritable nen ran about like rabbits. The walls were covered with
| arge allegorical pictures printed in line or in a few bright col ours,
representing Dr. Hunter as clad in arnour, as slaying dragons,

as rescuing ladies rather like classical goddesses, and so on

Lest it should be too literally understood that Dr. Hunter was

in the habit of killing dragons in his daily round, as a form of
field-sport, the dragon was inscribed with its nane in large letters.
Apparently its name was "National Extravagance." Lest there should

be any doubt about the alternative which Dr. Hunter had di scovered
as a corrective to extravagance, the sword which he was thrusting
t hrough the dragon's body was inscribed with the word "Econony. "
El i zabeth Seynour, through whose happy but bew | dered mind these
pi ctures passed, could not but reflect vaguely that she herself
had |ately had to practise a good deal of econony and resist

a good many tenptations to extravagance; but it would never have
occurred to her unaided i magi nation to conceive of that action

as that of plunging a sword into a scaly nonster of i mense size.
In the central committee-roomthey actually came face to face

for a nonent with the candi date, who canme in very hot and
breathless with a silk hat on the back of his head; where he

had possibly forgotten it, for he certainly did not renove it.
She was a little ashaned of being sensitive about such trifles;
but she canme to the conclusion that she would not |ike to have

a husband standing for Parlianent.



"We've rounded up all those people down Bleak Row," said Dr. Hunter
"No good goi ng down The Hole and those filthy places. No vote there.
Streets ought to be abolished and the people too."

"Well, we've had a very good neeting in the Masonic Hall,"

said the agent cheerfully. "Lord Normantowers spoke, and really
he got through all right. Told sonme stories, you know, and they
stood it capitally."

"And now," said Omen Hood, slapping his hands together in an al npst
convi vial manner, "what about this torchlight procession?"

"Thi s what procession?" asked the agent.
"Do you nean to tell ne," said Hood sternly, "that arrangenents

are not conplete for the torchlight procession of Dr. Hunter?

That you are going to let this night of triunph pass wthout

kindling a hundred flanes to Iight the path of the conqueror?

Do you realize that the hearts of a whol e peopl e have spont aneously
stirred and chosen hin? That the suffering poor murnured in their
sleep 'Vote for Hunter' long before the Caucus cane by a providential
coi ncidence to the sane conclusion? Wuld not the people in The Hol e
set fire to their last poor sticks of furniture to do hi m honour?
Why, fromthis chair al one--"

He caught up the chair on which Hunter had been sitting and began

to break it enthusiastically. |In this he was hastily checked; but he
actual ly succeeded in carrying the conpany with himin his proposal
thus urged at the el eventh hour

By nightfall he had actually organi zed his torchlight procession
escorting the triunphant Hunter, covered with blue ribbons,

to the riverside, rather as if the worthy doctor were to be
baptized Ii ke a convert or drowned like a witch. For that matter
Hood mi ght possibly intend to burn the witch; for he brandi shed

the blazing torch he carried so as to make a sort of halo round
Hunter's astoni shed countenance. Then, springing on the scrap-heap
by the brink of the river, he addressed the crowd for the last tine.

"Fell owcitizens, we neet upon the shore of the Thanes, the Thanes
which is to Englishnmen all that the Tiber ever was to Romans.

W nmeet in a valley which has been al nost as much the haunt of
English poets as of English birds. Never was there an art so native
to our island as our old national tradition of |andscape-painting

in water-colour; never was that water-colour so |um nous or so
delicate as when dedicated to these holy waters. It was in such

a scene that one of the npbst exquisite of our elder poets repeated
as a burden to his neditations the single line, 'Sweet Thanes,

run softly till | end ny song.'

"Runpurs have been heard of sone intention to trouble these waters;
but we have been anply reassured. Nanes that now stand as high
as those of our national poets and painters are a warrant that

the streamis still as clear and pure and beneficent as of old.

We all know the beautiful work that M. Bulton has done in the matter
of filters. Dr. Hunter supports M. Bulton. | nmean M. Bulton
supports Dr. Hunter. | may also nmention no less a man than M. Low.
Sweet Thanes, run softly till | end ny song.

"But then, for that matter, we all support Dr. Hunter. | nyself have



al ways found himquite supportable; | should say quite satisfactory.
He is truly a progressive, and nothing gives ne greater pleasure

than to watch himprogress. As sonebody said, | |lie awake at night,
and in the silence of the whole universe, | seemto hear himclinbing,
climbing, clinbing. Al the nunerous patients anong whom he has

| aboured so successfully in this locality will joinin a heartfelt
expression of joy if he passes to the higher world of Westmnster

I trust | shall not be misunderstood. Sweet Thanmes, run softly till

I end ny song.

"My only purpose to-night is to express that unaninity. There nay
have been tinmes when | differed fromDr. Hunter; but |I am gl ad

to say that all that is passed, and | have now not hing but the nost
friendly feelings towards him for reasons which | will not nention,
though I have plenty to say. 1In token of this reconciliation

| here solemly cast fromnme this torch. As that firebrand

is quenched in the cool crystal waters of that sacred stream

so shall all such feuds perish in the heating pool of universal peace."

Bef ore anybody knew what he was doing, he had whirled his flanbeau
in a flam ng wheel round his head and sent it flying |ike a neteor
out into the dimeddies of the river

The next nmonment a short, sharp cry was uttered, and every face in that
crowd was staring at the river. Al the faces were visibly staring,
for they were all lit up as by a ghastly firelight by a w de wan
unnatural flane that |leapt up fromthe very surface of the stream

a flame that the cromd watched as it night have watched a conet.

"There," cried Onen Hood, turning suddenly on the girl and sei zing
her arm as if demanding congratul ations. "So nmuch for old
Crane's prophecy!"

"Who in the world is AOd Crane?" she asked, "and what did he prophesy?
Is he something Iike AOd More?"

"Only an old friend," said Hood hastily, "only an old friend of mnine.
It's what he said that's so inportant. He didn't like ny noping
about with books and a fishing-rod, and he said, standing on that
very island, 'You nmay know a lot; but I don't think you' Il ever set
the Thanes on fire. 1'll eat nmy hat if you do.'"

But the story of how Od Crane ate his hat is one upon which sonme readers
at | east can | ook back as on |abour and suffering bravely endured.

And if it be possible for any of themto desire to know any nore

either about M. Crane or M. Hood, then they nust gird thensel ves

for the ordeal of reading the story of The Unobtrusive Traffic

of Captain Pierce, and their trials are for a tinme deferred.

Chapter |11

THE UNOBTRUSI VE TRAFFI C OF CAPTAI N Pl ERCE

Those acquainted with Col onel Crane and M. Oaen Hood, the |awer



may or may not be concerned to know that they partook of an early lunch
of eggs and bacon and beer at the inn called the Blue Boar, which stands
at the turn of a steep road scaling a woded ridge in the Wst Country.
Those unacquainted with them may be content to know that the Col one

was a sunburnt, neatly-dressed gentl eman, who | ooked taciturn and was;
while the lawer was a nore rusty red-haired gentlenman with a | ong
Napol eoni ¢ face, who | ooked taciturn and was rather talkative.

Crane was fond of good cooking; and the cooking in that secluded

inn was better than that of a Soho restaurant and i mmeasurably

better than that of a fashionable restaurant. Hood was fond

of the |l egends and | ess-known aspects of the English country-side;

and that valley had a quality of repose with a stir of refreshment,

as if the west wind had been snared in it and tanmed into a sunmer air.
Both had a healthy admiration for beauty, in |ladies as well

as | andscapes; although (or nore probably because) both were quite
romantically attached to the wives they had married under rather
romanti ¢ circunstances, which are rel ated el sewhere for such as can
westle with so steep a narrative. And the girl who waited on them

t he daughter of the innkeeper, was herself a very agreeable thing

to look at; she was of a slimand quiet sort with a head that noved
like a brown bird, brightly and as it were unexpectedly. Her manners
were full of unconscious dignity, for her father, old John Hardy,

was the type of old innkeeper who had the status, if not of a gentleman
at |l east of a yeonan. He was not without education and ability;

a grizzled man with a keen, stubborn face that m ght have bel onged

to Cobbett, whose Register_he still read on winter's nights.

Hardy was well known to Hood, who had the sanme sort of antiquarian
taste in revol utions.

There was little sound in the valley or the brilliant void of sky;
the notes of birds fell only intermittently; a faint sound of tapping
canme fromthe hills opposite where the wooded sl ope was broken here
and there by the bare face of a quarry, and a di stant aeropl ane
passed and re-passed, leaving a trail of faint thunder. The two nen
at lunch took no nore notice of it than if it had been a buzzing fly;
but an attentive study of the girl m ght have suggested that she

was at |east conscious of the fly. GOccasionally she |ooked at it,
when no one was | ooking at her; for the rest, she had rather a marked
appearance of not looking at it.

"Good bacon you get here," remarked Col onel Crane.

"The best in England, and in the matter of breakfast England is

the Earthly Paradise," replied Hood readily. "I can't think why we
shoul d descend to boast of the British Enpire when we have bacon

and eggs to boast of. They ought to be quartered on the Royal Arns:
three pigs passant and three poached eggs on a chevron. |t was bacon
and eggs that gave all that norning glory to the English poets;

it nust have been a man who had a breakfast like this who could

rise with that giant gesture: 'N ght's candles are burnt out;

and jocund day--'"

"Bacon did wite Shakespeare, in fact," said the Col onel.
"This sort of bacon did," answered the other |aughing; then, noticing the
girl within earshot, he added: "W are saying how good your bacon is,
M ss Hardy."

"I't is supposed to be very good," she said with legitinate pride,
"but I amafraid you won't get much nore of it. People aren't going



to be allowed to keep pigs nmuch | onger."
"Not allowed to keep pigs!" ejacul ated the Col onel in astonishment.

"By the old regulations they had to be away fromthe house,

and we've got ground enough for that, though nost of the cottagers
hadn't. But now they say the law is evaded, and the county counci
are going to stop pig-keeping altogether."”

"Silly swine," snorted the Col onel

"The epithet is ill chosen," replied Hood. "Men are |ower

than swi ne when they do not appreciate swine. But really |

don't know what the world's coming to. What will the next
generation be |like w thout proper pork? And, talking about

t he next generation, what has becone of our young friend Pierce?
He said he was com ng down, but he can't have cone by that train."

"I think Captain Pierce is up there, sir," said Joan Hardy
in a correct voice, as she unobtrusively withdrew

Her tone m ght have indicated that the gentleman was upstairs, but her
nmonentary gl ance had been towards the blue enptiness of the sky.

Long after she was gone, Owen Hood renmained staring up into it,

until he saw the aeropl ane darting and wheeling |ike a swall ow

"Showi ng of f," said the Colonel shortly, and drained his pewter nug.
"But why shoul d he show of f to us?" asked Hood.

"He jolly well wouldn't,"” replied the Colonel. "Show ng off
to the girl, of course."

"A very good girl," said Owen Hood gravely. "If there's anything
goi ng on, you may be sure it's all straight and serious.”

The Col onel blinked a little. "Well, times change,” he said.
"l suppose |'m ol d-fashioned nysel f; but speaking as an old Tory,
I nust confess he night do worse."

"Yes," replied Hood, "and speaking as an old Radical, | should say
he could hardly do better."

VWil e they were speaking the erratic aviator had eventually swept
earthwards towards a flat field at the foot of the slope, and was

now comng towards them Hilary Pierce had rather the | ook of a

poet than a professional aviator; and though he had distingui shed
hinself in the war, he was very probably one of those whose natura
dream was rather of conquering the air than conquering the eneny.

H s yell ow hair was | onger and nore untidy than when he was in the arny;
and there was a touch of something irresponsible in his roving blue eye.
He had a vein of pugnacity in him however, as was soon apparent.

He had paused to speak to Joan Hardy by the rather tunble-down

pig-sty in the corner, and when he cane towards the breakfast-table

he seened transfigured as with flame.

"What's all this infernal insane fool ery?" he demanded. "Wo has
t he dammed i npudence to tell the Hardys they nmustn't keep pigs?
Look here, the tine is cone when we nust burst up all this sort
of thing. 1'mgoing to do sonething desperate.”



"You' ve been doi ng desperate things enough for this nmorning,"
said Hood. "I advise you to take a little desperate |uncheon
Do sit down, there's a good fellow, and don't stanp about like that."

"No, but |ook here--"

Pierce was interrupted by Joan Hardy, who appeared quietly at his
el bow and said denurely to the conpany: "There's a gentleman
here who asks if he may be pardoned for speaking to you."

The gentl eman in question stood sone little way behind in a posture that
was polite but so stiff and notionless as alnost to affect the nerves.
He was clad in so conplete and correct a version of English Iight
holiday attire that they felt quite certain he was a foreigner

But their imaginations ranged the Continent in vain in the attenpt

to i magi ne what sort of foreigner. By the immbility of his al nost
nmoonl i ke face, with its faintly bilious tinge, he m ght al nbst have been
a Chi naman. But when he spoke, they could instantly locate the alien
accent.

"Very much distressed to butt in, gentlenen," he said, "but this
young lady allows you are first-class acadenmi c authorities on

the sights of this locality. 1've been nmouching around trying
to hit the trail of an antiquity or two, but | don't seemto know
the way to pick it up. |If you'd be so kind as to put nme w se about

the principal architectural styles and historic itenms of this region,
I'd be under a great obligation."

As they were a little slowin recovering fromtheir first surprise
he added patiently:

"My nane is Enoch B. Cates, and I'mpretty well known in M chigan
but I've bought a little place near here; |'ve |ooked about this
little planet and |I've conme to think the safest and brightest place
for a man with a fewdollars is the place of a squire in your fine
old feudal |andscape. So the sooner |I'mintroduced to the nore

nmel | ow nmedi aeval buil dings the better."

In Hlary Pierce the astoni shnent had given place to an ardour
bordering on ecstasy.

"Medi aeval buildings! Architectural styles!" he cried enthusiastically.

"You've cone to the right shop, M. Cates. 1'Il show you an anci ent
buil ding, a sacred building, in an architectural style of such subline
antiquity that you'll want to cart it away to M chigan, as they

tried to do with d astonbury Abbey. You shall be privileged to see
one historic institution before you die or before all history is
forgotten.”

He was wal ki ng towards the corner of the little kitchen-garden attached
to the inn, waving his armwith wild gestures of encouragenent;

and the Anmerican was following himwith the same stiff politeness,

| ooking weirdly |like an autonaton

"Look on our architectural style before it perishes,"”

cried Pierce dramatically, pointing to the pig-sty, which | ooked
rat her a ranshackl e affair of |eaning and broken boards hung

| oosely together, though in practice it was practical enough
"This, the nost unmistakably nellow of all nediaeval buildings,



may soon be only a nenory. But when this edifice falls England
will fall, and the world will shake with the shock of doom™"

The Anerican had what he hinself mnight have described as a poker face;
it was inpossible to discover whether his utterances indicated
the extreme of innocence or of irony.

"And woul d you say," he asked, "that this nonunment exenplifies
t he nedi aeval or Gothic architectural school ?"

"I should hardly call it strictly Perpendicular,"”
"but there is no doubt that it is Early English."

answer ed Pierce,

"You would say it is antique, anyhow?" observed M. QCates.

"I have every reason to believe," affirmed Pierce sol emly,

"that Gurth the Swi neherd nade use of this identical building.

| have no doubt that it is in fact far older. The best authorities
believe that the Prodigal Son stayed here for sone tinme, and the pigs--
t hose nobl e and nmuch nmal i gned ani mal s--gave hi msuch excel | ent

advice that he returned to his famly. And now, M. QCates, they say
that all that nmagnificent heritage is to be swept away. But it shal
not be. W shall not so easily submt to all the vandals and vul gar
tyrants who would thus tear down our tenples and our holy places.

The pig-sty shall rise again in a nagnificent resurrection--

| arger pig-stys, loftier pig-stys, shall yet cover the land; the towers
and dones of statelier and nore ideal pig-stys, in the nost striking
architectural styles, shall again declare the victory of the holy

hog over his unholy oppressors.™

"And nmeanwhile," said Colonel Crane drily, "I think M. Cates
had nuch better begin with the church down by the river

Very fine Norman foundations and traces of Ronman brick

The vicar understands his church, too, and would give M. Qates
rather nore reliable informati on than you do."

Alittle while later, when M. GCates had passed on his way,
the Col onel curtly reproved his young friend.

"Bad form" he said, "making fun of a foreigner asking for information."
But Pierce turned on himw th the sanme heat on his face.

"But | wasn't making fun. | was quite serious."

They stared at himsteadily, and he | aughed slightly but went
on with undi m nished fire.

"Synbolical perhaps but serious," he said. "I may seemto have been
talking a bit wildly, but let me tell you the tinme has come to be wild.
We've all been a lot too tane. | do nean, as nuch as | ever neant

anything, to fight for the resurrection and the return of the pig;
and he shall yet return as a wild boar that shall rend the hunters.”

He | ooked up and his eye caught the blue heral di ¢ shape
on the sign-board of the inn

"And there is our wooden ensign!" he cried, pointing in the same
dramatic fashion. "W will go into battle under the banner
of the Blue Boar."



"Loud and prol onged cheers," said Crane politely, "and now cone
away and don't spoil the peroration. Owen wants to potter about
the local antiquities, like M. Cates. |'mnore interested

in novelties. Want to |look at that machine of yours."

They began to descend the zig-zag pebbled path fenced and enbanked

wi th hedges and flower-beds |ike a garden grown on a staircase,

and at every corner Hood had to renobnstrate with the loitering youth.
"Don't be for ever gazing back on the paradise of pigs," he said,
"or you'll be turned into a pillar of salt, or possibly of nmustard

as nore appropriate to such neat. They won't run away yet. There are
other creatures forned by the Creator for the contenplation of nan
there are other things nade by man after the pattern of the creatures,
fromthe great Wiite Horses of Wssex to that great white bird on

whi ch you yourself flew anong the birds. Fine subject for a poem

of the first and last things."

"Bird that |ays rather dreadful eggs," said Crane. "In the next war--
Wiy, where the deuce has he gone?"

"Pigs, pigs," said Hood sadly. "The overpowering charm which
pi gs exercise upon us at a certain tinme of life; when we hear
their trotters in our dreans and their little curly tails tw ne
about us like the tendrils of the vine--"

"Ch, bosh,"” said the Col onel

For indeed M. Hilary Pierce had vanished in a sonmewhat startling nanner
ducki ng under the corner of a hedge and darting up a steeper path,

over a gate and across the corner of a hayfield, where a final

bound through bursting bushes brought himon top of a | ow wall

| ooki ng down at the pig-sty and M ss Joan Hardy, who was calmy

wal king away fromit. He sprang down on to the path; the norning

sun picked out everything in clear colours Iike a child s toy-book

and standing with his hands spread out and his wi sps of yellow hair
brushed in all directions by the bushes, he recall ed an undignified
menory of Shock- Headed Peter.

"I felt | nmust speak to you before |I went," he said. "I'm going away,
not exactly on active service, but on business--on very active business.
| feel like the fellows did when they went to the war... and what they
wanted to do first... | amaware that a proposal over a pig-sty is

not so synbolical to sonme as to nme, but really and truly... | don't
know whet her | nentioned it, but you may be aware that | worship you."

Joan Hardy was quite aware of it; but the conventionalities in her
case were like concentric castle-walls; the world-old conventions

of the countryside. There was in themthe stiff beauty of old

country dances and the slow and delicate needl ework of a peasantry.

O all the | adies whose figures nust be faintly traced in the tapestry
of those frivolous tales of chivalry, the nost reticent and dignified
was the one who was not in the worldly sense a |lady at all

She stood |ooking at himin silence, and he at her; as the lift

of her head had sonme general suggestion of a bird, the line of her
profile had a delicate suggestion of a falcon, and her face was of

the fine tint that has no name, unless we could talk of a bright brown.



"Really, you seemin a terrible hurry," she said. "I don't want

to be talked to in a rush like this."

"I apologize," he said. "l can't help being in a rush, but I

didn't want you to be in a rush. | only wanted you to know.

I haven't done anything to deserve you, but I amgoing to try.
I"'mgoing off to work; | feel sure you believe in quiet steady work

for a young nman."

"Are you going into the bank?" she asked innocently. "You said
your uncle was in a bank."

"I hope all ny conversation was not on that level," he replied.
And i ndeed he woul d have been surprised if he had known how exactly she
renmenbered all such dull details he had ever nentioned about hinself,
and how little she knew in conpari son about his theories and fancies,
whi ch he thought so nuch nore inportant.

"Well," he said with engaging frankness, "it would be an exaggeration
to say | amgoing into a bank; though of course there are
banks and banks. Wy, | know a bank whereupon the wild thyne--

| beg your pardon, | nean | know a lot of nore rural and romantic
occupations that are really quite as safe as the bank. The truth is,
I think of going into the bacon trade. | think | see an opening

for a brisk young man in the ham and pork business. Wen you

see me next | shall be travelling in pork; an inpenetrable disguise."
"You nmustn't cone here, then," she answered. "It won't be all owed
here by that tine. The nei ghbours woul d--"

"Fear not," he said, "I should be a commercial traveller. ©Ch, such a
very conmercial traveller. As for not comng here, the thing seens
gui te unt hinkable. You nust at least let me wite to you every

hour or so. You nust let ne send you a few presents every norning."

"I"'msure ny father wouldn't like you to send nme presents,”
she said gravely.

"Ask your father to wait," said Pierce earnestly. "Ask himto
wait till he's seen the presents. You see, nine will be rather
curious presents. | don't think he'll disapprove of them

I think he'll approve of them | think he'll congratulate ne

on ny sinple tastes and sound busi ness principles. The truth is,
dear Joan, |'ve committed nyself to a rather inportant enterprise.
You needn't be frightened; | pronise | won't trouble you again
till it succeeds. | wll be content that you know it is for you

| do it; and shall continue to do it, if | defy the world."

He sprang up on the wall again and stood there staring down at her
al nost i ndi gnantly.

"That anybody should forbid YOU to keep pigs," he cried.
"That anybody should forbid YOU to do anything. That anybody
shoul d di spute YOUR right to keep pet crocodiles if you |ike!l

That is the unpardonable sin; that is the suprene bl aspheny and
crime against the nature of things, which shall not go unavenged.
You shall have pigs, | say, if the skies fall and the whole world
is whelnmed in war."

He di sappeared |i ke a flash behind the high bank and the wal |
and Joan went back in silence to the inn



The first incident of the war did not seem superficially encouraging,
t hough the hero of it seened by no means di scouraged by it.

As reported in the police news of various papers, Hilary Patrick Pierce,
fornmerly of the Flying Corps, was arrested for driving pigs into

the county of Bluntshire, in contravention of the regulations made
for the public health. He seenmed to have had al nost as nuch trouble
with the pigs as with the police; but he nmade a witty and el oquent
speech on being arrested, to which the police and the pigs appeared
to be equally unresponsive. The incident was considered trivial

and his punishnment was trifling; but the occasion was val ued

by sonme of the authorities as giving an opportunity for the fina

el uci dati on and establishment of the new rule.

For this purpose it was fortunate that the principal nmagistrate

of the bench was no |less a person than the cel ebrated hygi eni st,

Sir Horace Hunter, OB.E., MD., who had begun life, as sone

may renmenber, as a successful suburban doctor and had |ikew se

di stingui shed hinself as an officer of health in the Thanes Vall ey.
To himindeed had been | argely due the | ogical extension of the existing
precautions against infection fromthe pig; though he was fully
supported by his fellow nmagi strates, one being M. Rosenbaum Low,
mllionaire and formerly manager of Bliss and Co., and the other

t he young Socialist, M. Anyas Mnns, famous for his exposition of
Shaw on the Sinple Life, who sat on the bench as a Labour al dernan

Al'l concurred in the judgenent of Sir Horace, that just as all the
difficulties and doubtful cases raised by the practice of npderate

dri nki ng had been sinplified by the solution of Prohibition

so the various quarrels and evasi ons about swi ne-fever were best

met by a straightforward and sinple regul ati on agai nst sw ne.

In the very inproper remarks which he offered after the trial

the prisoner appears to have said that as his three judges were a Jew,
a vegetarian, and a quack doctor on the nmake, he was not surprised
that they did not appreciate pork

The next luncheon at which the three friends net was in a sufficiently
different setting; for the Colonel had invited the other two to

his club in London. It would have been al nost inpossible to have
been that sort of Col onel w thout having that sort of club

But as a matter of fact, he very seldomwent there. On this occasion
it was Onen Hood who arrived first and was by instructions escorted
by a waiter to a table in a bow wi ndow overl ooki ng the G een Park
Knowi ng Crane's military punctuality, Hood fancied that he m ght

have mi staken the tine; and while looking for the note of invitation
in his pocket-book, he paused for a nonment upon a newspaper

cutting that he had put aside as a curiosity sone days before.

It was a paragraph headed "A d Ladies as Mad Motorists," and ran

as foll ows:

"An unprecedented nunber of cases of notorists exceeding the speed limt
have lately occurred on the Bath Road and ot her western highways.

The extraordinary feature of the case is that in so | arge a nunber

of cases the offenders appeared to be old | adies of great wealth

and respectability who professed to be nerely taking their pugs

and other pet aninals for an airing. They professed that the health

of the animal required nmuch nore rapid transit through the air

than is the case with human beings."



He was gazing at this extract with as much perplexity as on his

first perusal, when the Colonel entered with a newspaper in his hand.
"I say," he said, "I think it is getting rather ridicul ous.

I"'mnot a revolutionist like you; quite the reverse. But all these
rules and regul ations are getting beyond all rational discipline.
Alittle while ago they started forbidding all travelling nenageri es;
not, mnd you, stipulating proper conditions for the aninmals,

but forbidding them altogether for sone nonsense about the safety

of the public. There was a travelling circus stopped near Acton

and another on the road to Reading. Crowds of village boys nust
never see a lion in their lives, because once in fifty years

a lion has escaped and been caught again. But that's nothing

to what has happened since. Now, if you please, there is such

nortal fear of infection that we are to |l eave the sick to suffer

just as if we were savages. You know those new hospital trains

that were started to take patients fromthe hospitals down to

the health resorts. Well, they're not to run after all, it seens,
| est by nerely taking an invalid of any sort through the open country
we shoul d poi son the four wi nds of heaven. |If this nonsense goes on

| shall go as mad as Hilary hinself."

Hilary Pierce had arrived during this conversation and sat |istening
toit with a rather curious smle. Sonehow the nore Hood | ooked

at that smle the nore it puzzled him it puzzled himas nuch as

t he newspaper cutting in his hand. He caught hinmself | ooking from
one to the other, and Pierce smled in a still nmore irritating manner

"You don't look so fierce and fanatical as when we | ast net,

my young friend," observed Oanen Hood. "Have you got tired of pigs
and police-courts? These coercion acts the Colonel's tal king about
woul d have roused you to lift the roof off at once."

"Ch, I"'mall against the new rules," answered the young nan coolly.
"I'"ve been very nmuch agai nst themy what you might call up against them
In fact, |'ve already broken all those new laws and a few nore.

Could you let me ook at that cutting for a noment?"

Hood handed it to himand he nodded, sayi ng:

Yes; | was arrested for that."
"Arrested for what?"

"Arrested for being a rich and respectable old | ady," answered
Hilary Pierce; "but | nanaged to escape that tine. It was a fine
sight to see the old | ady clear a hedge and skedaddl e across a neadow. "

Hood | ooked at hi munder bended brows and his nouth began to work.

"But what's all this about the old | ady having a pug or a pet
or sonet hi ng?"

"Well, it was very nearly a pug," said Pierce in a dispassionate nanner
"I pointed out to everybody that it was, as it were, an approxi nate pug.
| asked if it was just to punish ne for a small mistake in spelling.”

"I begin to understand," said Hood. "You were again snuggling
swi ne down to your precious Blue Boar, and thought you could rush
the frontier in very rapid cars."



"Yes," replied the smuggler placidly. "We were quite literally

Road- Hogs. | thought at first of dressing the pigs up as mllionaires
and menbers of Parlianent; but when you come to | ook cl ose,

there's nore difference than you woul d i magi ne to be possi bl e.

It was great fun when they forced ne to take my pet out of

the wapping of shawls, and they found what a large pet it was."

"And do | understand,' cut in the Colonel, "that it was something
like that--with the other |aws?"

"The other laws," said Pierce, "are certainly arbitrary, but you

do not altogether do themjustice. You do not quite appreciate

their notive. You do not fully allow for their origin. | may say,

| trust with nodesty, that | was their origin. | not only had

the pl easure of breaking those |laws, but the pleasure of nmaking them"

"More of your tricks, you nean," said the Colonel; "but why don't
t he papers say so?"

"The authorities don't want "emto," answered Pierce.

"The authorities won't advertise nme, you bet. |'ve got far too
much popul ar backing for that. When the real revol ution happens,
it won't be nmentioned in the newspapers.”

He paused a nmonent in neditation and then went on

"When the police searched for ny pug and found it was a pig,

| started wondering how they could be stopped fromdoing it again.

It occurred to me they mght be shy of a wild pig or a pug that

bit them So, of course, | travelled the next tinme with dreadfully
dangerous animals in cages, warning everybody of the fiercest

tigers and panthers that were ever known. Wen they found it

out and didn't want to let it out, they could only fall back on

their own tonfoolery of a prohibition wholesale. O course, it was
the same with ny other stunt, about the sick people going to health
resorts to be cured of various fashionable and refined nal adi es.

The pigs had a dignified, possibly a rather dull time, in elaborately
curtained railway carriages with hospital nurses to wait on them
while | stood outside and assured the railway officials that the cure
was a rest cure, and the invalids nust on no account be disturbed."”

"What a liar you are!" exclainmed Hood in sinple adniration

“"Not at all," said Pierce with dignity. "It was quite true
that they were going to be cured."

Crane, who had been gazing rather abstractedly out of the w ndow,
slowy turned his head and said abruptly: "And hows it going to end?
Do you propose to go on doing all these inpossible things?"

Pierce sprang to his feet with a resurrection of all the ronmantic
abandon of his vow over the pig-sty.

"I nmpossible!" he cried. "You don't know what you're saying or
how true it is. Al |'ve done so far was possi ble and prosaic.
But | will do an inpossible thing. | will do sonething that is

witten in all books and rhynmes as inpossible--sonething that has
passed into a proverb of the inpossible. The war is not ended yet;
and if you two fellows will post yourselves in the quarry opposite



the Blue Boar, on Thursday week at sunset, you will see sonething
so i npossi ble and so self-evident that even the organs of public
information will find it hard to hide it."

It was in that part of the steep fall of pinewcod where the quarry nade
a sort of |edge under a roof of pine that two gentlenen of sonething
nore than m ddl e age who had not altogether [ost the appetite of
adventure posted thenselves with all the preparations due to a picnic
or a practical joke. It was fromthat place, as froma w ndow | ooki ng
across the valley, that they saw what seened nore |ike a vision

what seened i ndeed rather like the parody of an apocal ypse.

The large clearance of the western sky was of a |luminous lenon tint,
as of pale yellow fading to pale green, while one or two | oose

cl ouds on the horizon were of a rose-red and yet richer col ours.

But the settling sun itself was a cloudless fire, so that a tawny
light lay over the whole |andscape; and the inn of the Bl ue Boar

st andi ng opposite | ooked alnost Iike a house of gold. Ownen Hood

was gazing in his dreany fashion, and said at |ast:

"There's an apocal yptic sign in heaven for you to start with.
It's a queer thing, but that cloud coming up the valley is uncomonly
i ke the shape of a pig."

"Very like a whale," said Colonel Crane, yawning slightly;

but when he turned his eyes in that direction, the eyes were keener
Artist have remarked that a cloud has perspective like anything el se;
but the perspective of the cloud coning up the valley was

curiously solid.

"That's not a cloud," he said sharply, "it's a Zeppelin or sonething."

The solid shape grew larger and larger; and as it grew nore obvi ous
it grew nore incredible.

"Saints and angel s!" cried Hood suddenly. "Wy, it IS a pig!"

"It's shaped like a pig all right,"” said the Colonel curtly; and indeed
as the great balloon-like form bul ked bi gger and bi gger above its

own reflection in the winding river, they could see that the |ong
sausage- shaped Zeppelin body of it had been fantastically decorated

wi th hanging ears and | egs, to conplete that pantom nmic resenbl ance.

"I suppose it's sonme nore of Hilary's skylarking," observed Hood;
"but what is he up to now?"

As the great aerial nonster noved up the valley it paused over
the inn of the Blue Boar, and sonething fell fluttering fromit
like a brightly col oured feather

"Peopl e are com ng down in parachutes," said the Colonel shortly.

"They' re queer-| ooki ng people," remarked his conpani on, peering under
frowning brows, for the level Iight was dazzling to the eyes.
"By George, they're not people at all! They're pigs!"”

From that distance, the objects in question had sonething of

t he appearance of cherubs in some gaily coloured Gothic picture,
with the yell ow sky for their gold-1eaf background. The parachute
appar at us from whi ch they hung and hovered was desi gned and col oured
wi th the appearance of a great wheel of gorgeously painted plunage,



| ooki ng nore gaudy than ever in the strong evening |ight

that lay over all. The nore the two nmen in the quarry stared

at these strange objects, the nore certain it seened that they

wer e i ndeed pigs; though whether the pigs were dead or alive it

was i npossible at that distance to say. They |ooked down into

the garden of the inn into which the feathered things were dropping,
and they could see the figure of Joan Hardy standing in front

of the old pig-sty, with her bird-like head lifted, |ooking up into
t he sky.

"Si ngul ar present for a young |ady," renmarked Crane, "but | suppose
when our nmad young friend does start |ove-naking, he would be likely
to give inpossible presents.™

The eyes of the nore poetical Hood were full of |arger visions,
and he hardly seened to be listening. But as the sentence ended he
seened to start froma trance and struck his hands together

"Yes!" he cried in a new voice, "we always cone back to that word!"
"Come back to what word?" asked his friend.

"I npossible,'" answered Omen Hood. "It's the word that runs
t hrough his whole life, and ours too for that matter. Don't you
see what he has done?"

"I see what he has done all right," answered the Colonel, "but |I'm
not at all sure | see what you're driving at."

"What we have seen is another inpossible thing," said Osmen Hood;

"a thing that common speech has set up as a challenge; a thing that
a thousand rhynes and j okes and phrases have call ed i npossi bl e.

W have seen pigs fly."

"It's pretty extraordinary," adnmitted Crane, "but it's not
so extraordinary as their not being allowed to wal k. "

And they gathered their travelling tackle together and began
to descend the steep hill.

In doing so, they descended into a deeper twlight between the stens

of the darkling trees; the walls of the valley began to cl ose over them
as it were, and they lost that sense of being in the upper air

in a radiant topsy-turvydom of clouds. It was alnost as if they

had really had a vision; and the voice of Crane cane abruptly out

of the dusk, alnpbst like that of a doubter when he speaks of a dream

"The thing | can't understand," he said abruptly, "is how Hilary
managed to DO all that by hinself."

"He really is a very wonderful fellow " said Hood. "You told ne
yourself he did wonders in the War. And though he turns it to these
fanatical ends now, it takes as nmuch trouble to do one as the other."

"Takes a devilish lot nore trouble to do it alone," said Crane.
“In the War there was a whol e organi zation."

"You nmean he must be nore than a remarkabl e person,"” suggested Hood,
"a sort of giant with a hundred hands or god with a hundred eyes.
Vll, a man will work frightfully hard when he wants sonet hi ng



very much; even a man who generally | ooks |ike a [ounging ninor poet.
And | think I know what it was he wanted. He deserves to get it.
It's certainly his hour of triunph.”

"Mystery to ne all the sane," said the Col onel frowning.
"Wonder whether he'll ever clear it up." But that part of the nystery
was not to be cleared up until many other curious things had cone to pass.

Away on another part of the slope Hilary Pierce, new |lighted upon
the earth Iike the herald Mercury, leapt down into a red holl ow
of the quarry and canme towards Joan Hardy with uplifted arms.

"This is no tinme for fal se nodesty,"” he said. "It is the hour
and | cone to you covered with glory--"

"You conme covered with nud," she said snling, "and it's that
horrible red nud that takes so long to dry. [It's no use trying
to brush it till--"

"I bring you the Golden Fleece, or at any rate the Gol den Pig-Skin,"
he cried in lyric ecstasy. "I have endured the | abours; | have

achi eved the quest. | have nade the Hanpshire Hog as | egendary

as the Cal ydonian Boar. They forbade me to drive it on foot,

and | drove it in a car, disguised as a pug. They forbade nme to

bring it in acar, and | brought it in a railway-train, disguised

as an invalid. They forbade ne to use a railway-train, and | took

to the wings of the norning and rose to the utternost parts of the air;
by a way secret and pathless and |lonely as the wlful way of |ove.

| have nade my romance immortal. | have nmade ny romance i nmortal
| have written your nane upon the sky. What do you say to me now?
I have turned a Pig into a Pegasus. | have done inpossible things."

"I know you have," she said, "but sonehow | can't help liking you
for all that."

"BUT you can't help liking nme," he repeated in a hollow voi ce.

"l have storned heaven, but still | amnot so bad. Hercul es can
be tolerated in spite of his Twelve Labours. St. George can
be forgiven for killing the Dragon. Wnman, is this the way I am

treated in the hour of victory;, and is this the graceful fashion
of an older world? Have you becone a New Wonman, by any chance?
VWhat has your father been doing? Wat does he say--about us?"

"My father says you are quite nad, of course," she replied, "but he
can't help liking you either. He says he doesn't believe in people
marrying out of their class; but that if | nmust marry a gentl eman

he'd rather it was sonebody |ike you, and not one of the new gentlenen."

"Wll, I'"'mglad I'man old gentleman, any how," he answered
somewhat mollified. "But really this preval ence of conmon

sense is getting quite dangerous. WIIl nothing rouse you al
toalittle unreality; to saying, so to speak, 'O for the w ngs
of a pig that | mght flee away and be at rest.' Wat would you
say if | turned the world upside down and set ny foot upon

t he sun and noon?"

"I should say," replied Joan Hardy, still smling, "that you wanted
sonmebody to | ook after you."

He stared at her for a nmonent in an al nbst abstracted fashi on



as if he had not fully understood; then he | aughed uncontrollably,
like a man who has seen sonething very close to hi mthat he knows he
is a fool not to have seen before. So a man will fall over something
in a ganme of hiding-and-seeking, and get shaken up with |aughter

"What a bunp your nother earth gives you when you fall out of an

aeropl ane," he said, "especially when your flying ship is only a flying
pig. The earth of the real peasants and the real pigs--don't be offended;
| assure you the confusion is a conplinent. Wat a thing is

horse-sense, and how nmuch finer really than the poetry of Pegasus!

And when there is everything else as well that nmakes the sky cl ean

and the earth kind, beauty and bravery and the lifting of the head--
wel I, you are right enough, Joan. WII you take care of ne?

WIIl you stop at hone and clip ny pig' s w ngs?"

He had caught hold of her by the hands; but she still |aughed
as she answered.

"Yes--1 told you | couldn't hel p--but you really nust let go, Hilary.
| can see your friends com ng dowmn fromthe quarry."

As she spoke, indeed, Colonel Crane and Onen Hood coul d be seen
descendi ng the slope and passing through a screen of slender trees
t owar ds t hem

"Hull o!'" said Hilary Pierce cheerfully. "I want you to
congratul ate me. Joan thinks |I'man awful hunbug, and right she is;
| am what has been called a happy hypocrite. At least you fell ows
may think |'ve been guilty of a bit of fake in this last affair,
when | tell you the news. Well, | will confess."

"What news do you nean?" inquired the Colonel with curiosity.

Hlary Pierce grinned and nade a gesture over his shoulder to the
litter of porcine parachutes, to indicate his last and crowning folly.

"The truth is,"” he said | aughing, "that was only a final firework display
to celebrate victory or failure, whichever you choose to call it.
There isn't any need to do so any nore, because the veto is renoved.

"Renmoved?" exclained Hood. "Wy on earth is that? It's rather
unnervi ng when lunatics suddenly go sane like that."

"It wasn't anything to do with the lunatics," answered Pierce quietly.
"The real change was much higher up, or rather |ower down.

Anyhow, it was much farther at the back of things, where the Big

Busi nesses are settled by the big people.”

"What was the change?" asked the Col onel
"dd Cates has gone into another business," answered Pierce quietly.

"What on earth has old OCates got to do with it?" asked Hood staring.
"Do you nean that Yankee nmpooni ng about over nedi aeval ruins?"

"Ch, | know," said Pierce wearily, "I thought he had nothing to do
with it; |I thought it was the Jews and vegetarians, and the rest;
but they're very innocent instrunments. The truth is that Enoch
Cates is the biggest pork-packer and inmporter in the world,

and HE didn't want any conpetition fromour cottagers. And what he



says goes, as he would express it. Now, thank God, he's taken up
anot her line."

But if any indomtable reader wi shes to know what was the new |line
M. GQCates pursued and why, it is to be feared that his only course
is to await and patiently read the story of the Exclusive Luxury

of Enoch Cates; and even before reaching that supreme test, he will
have to support the recital of The El usive Conpani on of Parson Wite;
for these, as has been said, are tales of topsy-turvydom and they

of ten wor k backwar ds

Chapter 1V

THE ELUSI VE COVPANI ON COF PARSON WHI TE

In the scriptures and the chronicles of the League of the Long Bow,

or fellowship of foolish persons doing inpossible things,

it is recorded that Onen Hood, the | awyer, and his friend Crane,

the retired Col onel, were partaking one afternoon of a sort

of picnic on the river-island that had been the first scene of a
certain romantic incident in the life of the forner, the burden

of readi ng about which has fallen upon the readers in other days.
Suffice it to say that the island had been devoted by M. Hood to his
hobby of angling, and that the neal then in progress was a sonmewhat
early interruption of the sane leisurely pursuit. The two old
croni es had a third compani on, who, though considerably younger

was not only a conpanion but a friend. He was a light-haired, lively
young man, with rather a wild eye, known by the nanme of Pierce,

whose weddi ng to the daughter of the innkeeper of the Blue Boar

the others had only recently attended.

He was an aviator and given to nmany other forms of skylarking.

The two ol der nen had eccentric tastes of their own; but there is al ways
a difference between the eccentricity of an elderly man who defies

the world and the enthusiasm of a younger man who hopes to alter it.

The old gentlenman may be willing, in a sense, to stand on his head;

but he does not hope, as the boy does, to stand the world on its head.
Wth a young man like Hlary Pierce it was the world itself that was

to be turned upside-down; and that was a gane at which his nore

gri zzl ed conpanions could only I ook on, as at a child they | oved

playing with a big col oured ball oon

Perhaps it was this sense of a division by tinme, altering the tone,

t hough not the fact, of friendship, which sent the mnd of one of
the ol der nmen back to the nenory of an older friend. He renenbered
that he had had a letter that norning fromthe only contenporary

of his who could fitly have nade a fourth to their party.

Onen Hood drew the letter fromhis pocket with a snmle that winkl ed
his | ong, hunourous, cadaverous face.

"By the way, | forgot to tell you,"
Wi te yesterday."

he said, "I had a letter from



The bronzed vi sage of the Col onel was al so seanmed with the externa
signs of a soundl ess chuckl e.

"Read it yet?" he asked.

"Yes," replied the | awer; "the hieroglyphic was attacked

with fresh vigour after breakfast this norning, and the cl ouds

and mysteries of yesterday's |labours seenmed to be rolled away.

Some portions of the cuneiformstill await an expert translation
but the sentences thensel ves appear to be in the original English."

"Very original English," snorted Col onel Crane.

"Yes, our friend is an original character," replied Hood.

"Vanity tenpts nme to hint that he is our friend because he has an
original taste in friends. The habit of his of putting the pronoun
on the first page and the noun on the next has brightened many w nter
evenings for nme. You haven't net our friend Wite, have you?"

he added to Pierce. "That is a shock that still threatens you."

"Why, what's the natter with hin?" inquired Pierce.

“Not hi ng," observed Crane in his nore staccato style. "Has a taste
for starting a letter with 'Yours Truly' and ending it with 'Dear Sir';
that's all."

"I should rather like to hear that letter," observed the young nan
"So you shall," answered Hood, "there's nothing confidential init;
and if there were, you wouldn't find it out nerely by reading it.

The Rev. WIlding Wiite, called by some of his critics "WId Wite,'

is one of those country parsons, to be found in corners of the English
countryside, of whomtheir old college friends usually think in order
to wonder what the devil their parishioners think of them As a natter
of fact, nmy dear Hilary, he was rather |ike you when he was your age;
and what in the world you would be Iike as a vicar in the Church

of England, aged fifty, might at first stagger the inagination

but the problem nmi ght be solved by supposing you would be like him

But I only hope you will have a nore lucid style in letter-witing.
The old boy is always in such a state of excitenent about sonething
that it comes out anyhow "

It has been said el sewhere that these tales are, in sone sense,

of necessity told tail-forenpst, and certainly the letter of the

Rev. WIlding Wite was a docunent suited to such a schene of narrative.
It was witten in what had once been a good hand-witing of the

bol der sort, but which had degenerated through excessive energy

and haste into an illegible scrawl. It appeared to run as foll ows:

"'My dear Omen,--My nmind is quite made up; though | know the sort

of legal long-wi nded things you will say against it; | know
especially one thing a leathery old lawer |ike you is bound to say;
but as a matter of fact even you can't say it in a case like this,
because the tinber came fromthe other end of the county and had
not hi ng whatever to do with himor any of his flunkeys and sycophants.
Besides, | didit all nyself with alittle assistance |'ll tell you
about later; and even in these days | should be surprised to hear
THAT sort of assistance could be anything but a man's own affair.

| defy you and all your parchnents to naintain that | T comes under



the Ganme Laws. You won't mind nme talking like this; | knowjolly
well you' d think you were acting as a friend; but | think the tine
has cone to speak plainly.""

"Quite right," said the Col onel
"Yes," said young Pierce, with a rather vague expression, "I'mglad
he feels that the tinme has cone to speak plainly."

"Quite so," observed the lawer dryly; "he continues as follows:"

"I'"'ve got alot to tell you about the new arrangenent, which works
much better even than | hoped. | was afraid at first it would
really be an encunbrance, as you know it's always supposed to be.
But there are nore things, and all the rest of it, and God
fulfils hinmself, and so on and so on. It gives one quite a weird
Asiatic feeling sonetines."'"

"Yes," said the Colonel, "it does."

"What does?" asked Pierce, sitting up suddenly, Iike one who can
bear no nore.

"You are not used to the epistolary nethod," said Hood indul gently;
"you haven't got into the swing of the style. It goes on:"

"*Of course, he's a big pot down here, and all sorts of skunks

are afraid of himand pretend to boycott ne. Nobody coul d expect
anything el se of those pineapple people, but | confess | was
surprised at Parkinson. Sally of course is as sound as ever

but she goes to Scotland a good deal and you can't blanme her
Sonmetines I'mleft pretty severely alone, but |I'm not downhearted;
you'll probably laugh if | tell you that Snowdrop is really a very
intelligent conpanion.'"

"I confess | amlong past laughter," said Hlary Pierce sadly;
"but | rather wish I knew who Snowdrop is."

"Child, | suppose,” said the Colonel shortly.
"Yes; | suppose it nust be a child," said Pierce. "Has he any children?"
"No," said the Colonel. "Bachelor."

"I believe he was in love with a lady in those parts and never
married in consequence,"” said Hood. "It would be quite on the lines
of fiction and filmdrama if Snowdrop were the daughter of the | ady,
when she had married Another. But there seenms to be sonething

nore about Snowdrop, that little sunbeamin the house:"

"'Snowdrop tries to enter our ways, as they always do; but, of course,
it would be awkward if she played tricks. How alarmed they would

all be if she took it into her head to wal k about on two | egs,

i ke everybody else.'"



"Nonsense! " ejacul ated Col onel Crane. "Can't be a child--
tal ki ng about it wal ki ng about on two |egs."

"After all," said Pierce thoughtfully, "a little girl does wal k
about on two | egs."”

"Bit startling if she wal ked about on three," said Crane.

"I'f my learned brother will allow nme," said Hood, in his forensic manner
"woul d he describe the fact of a little girl walking on two |egs
as al armi ng?"

"Alittle girl is always alarming," replied Pierce.

"I"ve cone to the conclusion nyself," went on Hood, "that Snowdrop
must be a pony. It seens a likely enough nanme for a pony. | thought
at first it was a dog or a cat, but alarm ng seens a strong word
even for a dog or a cat sitting up to beg. But a pony on its hind
legs might be a little alarm ng, especially when you're riding it.
Only | can't fit this viewin with the next sentence: 'I've taught
her to reach down the things | want."'"

"Lord!" cried Pierce. "It's a nonkey!"

"That," replied Hood, "had occurred to ne as possi bly expl ai ni ng

the weird Asiatic atnosphere. But a nonkey on two |legs is even |ess
unusual than a dog on two | egs. Mreover, the reference to Asiatic
nmystery seens really to refer to sonething else and not to any ani nal
at all. For he ends up by saying: 'I feel nowas if ny mnd were
nmoving in much | arger and nore ancient spaces of time or eternity;
and as if what | thought at first was an oriental atnobsphere was only
an atnosphere of the orient in the sense of dayspring and the dawn.

It has nothing to do with the stagnant occultism of decayed Indian cults;
it is something that unites a real innocence with the inmensities,

a power as of the nountains with the purity of snow. This vision
does not violate ny own religion, but rather reinforces it;

but I cannot help feeling that | have larger views. | hope in two
senses to preach liberty in these parts. So | may live to falsify
the proverb after all.’

"That," added Hood, folding up the letter, "is the only sentence
in the whole thing that conveys anything to my mind. As it happens,
we have all three of us lived to falsify proverbs.”

Hilary Pierce had risen to his feet with the restless action that
went best with his alert figure. "Yes," he said; "| suppose we

can all three of us say we have lived for adventures, or had sone
curious ones anyhow. And to tell you the truth, the adventure
feeling has cone on nme very strong at this very minute. 1've got

the detective fever about that parson of yours. | should like to get
at the nmeaning of that letter, as if it were a cipher about buried
treasure."

Then he added nore gravely: "And if, as | gather, your clerica
friend is really a friend worth having, | do seriously advise

you to keep an eye on himjust now Witing letters upside-down
is all very well, and | shouldn't be al arned about that.

Lots of people think they've explained things in previous letters



they never wote. | don't think it nmatters who Snowdrop is,

or what sort of children or animals he chooses to be fond of.

That's all being eccentric in the good old English fashion

like poetical tinkers and nad squires. You're both of you eccentric
in that sort of way, and it's one of the things |I |ike about you

But just because |I naturally knock about nore anong the new peopl e,

| see sonmething of the new eccentricities. And believe nme, they're not
half so nice as the old ones. |'ma student of scientific aviation
which is a newthing itself, and I like it. But there's a sort of
spiritual aviation that | don't like at all."

"Sorry," observed Crane. "Really no notion of what you're
tal ki ng about."

"Of course you haven't," answered Pierce with engagi ng candour

"that's another thing | |ike about you. But |I don't like the way
your clerical friend tal ks about new visions and | arger religions

and light and liberty fromthe East. |'ve heard a good many peopl e
talk like that, and they were nountebanks or the dupes of nountebanks.
And I'Il tell you another thing. It's a long shot even with the | ong
bow we used to talk about. |It's a pretty wild guess even in this

rather wild business. But | have a creepy sort of feeling that if
you went down to his house and private parlour to see Snowdrop
you' d be surprised at what you saw. "

"What should we see?" asked the Col onel, staring.

"You' d see nothing at all," replied the young man.

"What on earth do you nean?"

"I mean," replied Pierce, "that you'd find M. Wite talking
to sonebody who didn't seemto be there."

Hilary Pierce, fired by his detective fever, nmade a good nany
nore inquiries about the Rev. WIlding Wite, both of his two old
friends and el sewhere.

One long legal conversation with Onen Hood did indeed put himin
possession of the |l egal outline of certain matters, which m ght be
said to throw a light on sone parts of the strange letter, and which
mght in time even be nade to throw a light on the rest. Wite was
the vicar of a parish lying deep in the western parts of Somersetshire,
where the principal | andowner was a certain Lord Arlington. And in
this case there had been a quarrel between the squire and the parson
of a nmore revolutionary sort than is conmon in the case of parsons.
The clergyman intensely resented that irony or anonmaly which has
caused so nuch di scontent anmong tenants in Ireland and t hroughout

the world; the fact that inprovenents or constructive work actually
done by the tenant only pass into the possession of the |andl ord.

He had considerably inproved a house that he hinself had rented from
the squire, but in sonme kind of crisis of defiance or renunciation

he had quitted this nore official residence bag and baggage, and built
hinsel f a sort of wooden | odge or bungal ow on a small hill or nound
that rose am d woods on the extrene edge of the sane grounds.

This quarrel about the claimof the tenant to his own work was evidently
the meani ng of certain phrases in the letter--such as the tinber
comng fromthe other end of the county, the sort of work being

a man's own affair, and the general allusion to sonebody's flunkeys



or sycophants who attenpted to boycott the discontented tenant.

But it was not quite so clear whether the allusions to a

new arrangenent, and how it worked, referred to the bungal ow

or to the other and nore elusive nmystery of the presence of Snowdrop.

One phrase in the letter he found to have been repeated in nmany pl aces
and to rmany persons w thout becom ng altogether clear in the process.
It was the sentence that ran: "I was afraid at first it would

really be an encunbrance, as you know it's always supposed to be."
Bot h Col onel Crane and Ownen Hood, and al so several other persons

whom he net later in his investigations, were agreed in saying

that M. White had used sonme expression indicating that he had
entangl ed hinself with sonmething troubl esonme or at |east useless;
sonmething that he did not want. None of them could renenber the exact
words he had used; but all could state in general terns that it
referred to sone sort of negative nuisance or barren responsibility.
This could hardly refer to Snowdrop, of whom he al ways wote in

terns of tenderness as if she were a baby or a kitten. It seened
hard to believe it could refer to the house he had built entirely
to suit hinself. It seenmed as if there nust be sone third thing

in his nuddl ed exi stence, which | ooned vaguely in the background
t hrough the vapour of his confused correspondence.

Col onel Crane snapped his fingers with a mld irritation in trying

torecall atrifle. "He said it was a--you know, |'ve forgotten
the word--a botheration or enbarrassnent. But then he's al ways
in a state of botheration and enbarrassnent. | didn't tell you

by the way, that | had a letter fromhimtoo. Cane the day
after | heard yours. Shorter, and perhaps a little plainer."
And he handed the letter to Hood, who read it out slowy:

"1 never knew the old British popul ace, here in Avalon itself,
coul d be so broken down by squires and sneaking | awers.

Nobody dared hel p me nove ny house again; said it was illega

and they were afraid of the police. But Snowdrop hel ped, and we
carted it all away in tw or three journeys; took it right clean
off the old fool's land altogether this time. | fancy the old
fool will have to admit there are things in this world he wasn't
prepared to believe in.""

"But | ook here," began Hood as if inpulsively, and then stopped

and spoke nore slowy and carefully. "I don't understand this;
| think it's extrenely odd. | don't nmean odd for an ordinary person
but odd for an odd person; odd for this odd person. | know

White better than either of you can, and | can tell you that,

though he tells a tale anyhow, the tale is always true. He's rather
preci se and pedantic when you do cone to the facts; these litigious
guarrel sone people always are. He would do extraordinary things,

but he woul dn't make them out nore extraordinary than they were.

I nmean he's the sort of man who might break all the squire's w ndows,
but he wouldn't say he'd broken six when he'd broken five.

|'ve always found when |I'd got to the neaning of those nad

letters that it was quite true. But how can this be true?

How coul d Snowdr op, whatever she is, have noved a whol e house, or old
Wiite either?"

"I suppose you know what | think," said Pierce. "I told you
t hat Snowdr op, whatever else she is, is invisible. |'mcertain your



friend has gone Spiritualist, and Snowdrop is the nane of a spirit,
or a control, or whatever they call it. The spirit would say,

of course, that it was nere child's play to throw the house from one
end of the county to the other. But if this unfortunate gentlenan
bel i eves hinself to have been thrown, house and all, in that fashion
I"mvery nuch afraid he's begun really to suffer from del usions."

The faces of the two ol der nen | ooked suddenly nuch ol der

perhaps for the first tine they |ooked old. The young man seei ng
t heir dol orous expression was warnmed and fired to speak quickly.
"Look here," he said hastily, "I'Il go down there nyself and find
out what | can for you. [|'Il go this afternoon."

"Train journey takes ages," said the Colonel, shaking his head.
"t her end of nowhere. Told ne yourself you had an appoi ntnent at
the Air Mnistry to-norrow. "

"Be there in no tine," replied Pierce cheerfully. "I'll fly down."

And there was sonething in the |lightness and youth of his vani shing
gesture that seened really like Icarus spurning the earth
the first man to nount upon w ngs.

Perhaps this literally flying figure shone the nore vividly in

their menories because, when they saw it again, it was in a subtle
sense changed. Wen the other two next saw Hilary Pierce on

the steps of the Air Mnistry, they were conscious that his manner

was a little quieter, but his wild eye rather wilder than usual

They adjourned to a neighbouring restaurant and tal ked of trivialities
whi | e | uncheon was served; but the Colonel, who was a keen observer
was sure that Pierce had suffered some sort of shock, or at |east

some sort of check. Wiile they were considering what to say Pierce

hi nsel f said abruptly, staring at a nustard-pot on the table:

"What do you think about spirits?"
"Never touch "em" said the Colonel. "Sound port never hurt anybody."

"I mean the other sort," said Pierce. "Things |ike ghosts and all that."

"I don't know," said Omen Hood. "The Greek for it is agnhosticism
The Latin for it is ignorance. But have you really been dealing
wi th ghosts and spirits down at poor White's parsonage?"

"I don't know," said Pierce gravely.

"You don't nean you really think you saw sonething!" cried Hood sharply.

"There goes the agnostic!" said Pierce with a rather weary smle.
"The mnute the agnostic hears a bit of real agnosticismhe shrieks out

that it's superstition. | say | don't know whether it was a spirit.
| also say | don't know what the devil else it was if it wasn't. In
plain words, | went down to that place convinced that poor Wite

had got sonme sort of delusions. Now | wonder whether it's | that
have got the del usions."

He paused a nonent and then went on in a nore collected manner

"But I'd better tell you all about it. To begin with, | don't admt



it as an explanation, but it's only fair to allowfor it as a fact --
that all that part of the world seens to be full of that sort of thing.
You know how the gl amobur of G astonbury lies over all that |and

and the lost tonb of King Arthur and tine when he shall return

and the prophecies of Merlin and all the rest. To begin wth,

the village they call Ponder's End ought to be called Wrld' s End;

it gives one the inpression of being somewhere west of the sunset.
And then the parsonage is quite a | ong way west of the parish,

in large neglected grounds fading into pathless woods and hills;

I nean the old enpty rectory that our wild friend has evacuat ed.

It stood there a cold enpty shell of flat classical architecture,

as holl ow as one of those classical tenples they used to stick up

in country seats. But White nmust have done sone sort of parish

work there, for | found a great big enpty shed in the grounds--

that sort of thing that's used for a schoolroomor drill-hall or
what not. But not a sign of himor his work can be seen there now.
I've said it's a long way west of the village that you conme at |ast
to the old house. Well, it's a long way west of that that you cone
to the new house--if you cone to it at all. As for ne, | cane

and | cane now, as in sone old riddle of Merlin. But you shall hear

"I had come down about sunset in a nmeadow near Ponder's End, and

did the rest of the journey on foot, for I wanted to see things

in detail. This was already difficult as it was grow ng dusk, and
began to fear | should find nothing of inportance before nightfall

| had asked a question or two of the villagers about the vicar

and his new sel f-nade vicarage. They were very reticent about

the fornmer, but | gathered that the latter stood at the extreme edge
of his original grounds on a hill rising out of a thicket of wood.
In the increasing darkness it was difficult to find the place, but |
came on it at last, in a place where a fringe of forest ran al ong
under the low brows of a line of rugged cliffs, such as sonetinmes break

the curves of great downlands. | seenmed to be descending a thickly
wooded slope, with a sea of tree-tops below ne, and out of that sea,
like an island, rose the done of the isolated hill; and | could

faintly see the building on it, darker against the dark-clouded sky.
For a nonent a faint line of Iight fromthe nmasked noon showed e
alittle nore of its shape, which seened singularly sinple and airy
inits design. Against that pallid gleam stood four strong col ums,
with the bulk of building apparently lifted above them but it
produced a queer inpression, as if this Christian priest had built

for his final hone a heathen tenple of the winds. As | |eaned forward,
peering at it, | overbal anced nyself and slid rapidly down the steep
thicket into the darkest entrails of the wod. Fromthere |I could

see nothing of the pillared house or tenple or whatever it was on

the hill; the thick woods had swallowed me up literally |ike a sea,
and | groped for what nust have been nearly half an hour amd

tangl ed roots and | ow branches, in that doubl e darkness of night

and shadow, before | found ny feet slipping up the opposite sl ope

and began to clinmb the hill on the top of which the tenpl e stood.

It was very difficult clinbing, of course, through a network of briars
and branching trees, and it was sone little tinme afterwards that |
burst through the | ast screen of foliage and canme out upon the bare
hill-top.

"Yes; upon the bare hill-top. Rank grasses grew upon it,

and the wind blew them about like hair on a head; but for any
trace of anything else, that green donme was as bare as a skull
There was no sign or shadow of the building | had seen there
alittle time before; it had vanished like a fairy pal ace.



A broad track broken through the woods seened to lead up to it,

so far as | could make out in that obscurity; but there was no
trace of the building to which it led. And when | saw that,

| gave up. Sonmething told nme | should find out no nore; perhaps
had sone shaken sense that there were things past finding out.

| retraced ny steps, descending the hill as best | night; but when I
was again swallowed up in that |eafy sea, sonething happened that,
for an instant, turned ne cold as stone. An unearthly noi se,

like long hooting |aughter, rang out in vast volume over the forest
and rose to the stars. It was no noise to which | could put a nane;
it was certainly no noise | had ever heard before; it bore sone sort
of resenblance to the neighing of a horse inmensely nagnified;

yet it night have been half human, and there was triunph in it

and deri sion.

"I will tell you one nore thing | learnt before | left those parts.
| left themat once, partly because | really had an appoi nt ment
early this norning, as | told you; partly also, | think, because
felt you had the right to know at once what sort of things were to
be faced. | was al armed when | thought your friend was tornented
with imagi nary bogies; | amnot less alarned if he had got m xed
up with real ones. Anyhow, before | left that village | had told

one man what | had seen, and he told ne he had seen it al so.

But he had seen it actually nmoving, in dusk turning to dark

t he whol e great house, with its high columms, noving across the fields
like a great ship sailing on land."

Onen Hood sat up suddenly, with awakened eyes, and struck the table.

"Look here," he cried, with a newring in his voice, "we nust
all go down to Ponder's End and bring this business to a finish."

"Do you think you will bring it to a finish?" asked Pierce gloomly
"or can you tell us what sort of finish?"

"Yes," replied Hood resolutely. "I think | can finish it,

and | think I know what the finish will be. The truth is,

my friend, I think | understand the whole thing now And as | told
you before, Wiite, so far from being del uded by imagi nary bogies,
is a gentleman very exact in his statements. In this matter he

has been very exact. That has been the whol e nystery about him-
that he has been very nmuch too exact."

"What on earth do you mean by that?" asked Pierce.

"I mean," said the |awer, "that | have suddenly renmenbered the phrase
he used. It was very exact; it was dull, deadly, literal truth.

But | can be exact, too, at tinmes, and just now | should like to | ook
at a tinme-table."

They found the village of Ponder's End in a condition as comcally

i ncongruous as could well be with the mystical experiences

of M. Hilary Pierce. Wen we talk of such places as sl eepy,

we forget that they are very w de-awake about their own affairs,

and especially on their own festive occasions. Piccadilly Crcus | ooks
much the sane on Christmas Day or any other; but the nmarket-place

of a country town or village |ooks very different on the day

of a fair or a bazaar. And Hilary Pierce, who had first come down
there to find in a wood at m dnight the riddle that he thought



worthy of Merlin, cane down the second tinme to find hinself plunged
suddenly into the mddl e of the bustling bathos of a junble sale.

It was one of those bazaars to provide bargains for the poor

at which all sorts of odds and ends are sold off. But it was

treated as a sort of fete, and highly-col oured posters and handbills
announced its nature on every side. The bustle seenmed to be dom nated
by a tall dark |ady of distinguished appearance, whom Oaen Hood,

rather to the surprise of his conpanions, hailed as an ol d acquai ntance
and managed to draw aside for a private talk. She had appeared

to have her hands full at the bazaar; nevertheless, her talk

wi th Hood was rather a long one. Pierce heard only the |ast words of it:

"Oh, he pronised he was bringing something for the sale. | assure
you he always keeps his word."

Al'l Hood said when he rejoined his conpanion was: "That's the |ady

VWhite was going to marry. | think | know now why things went w ong,

and | hope they may go right. But there seens to be anot her bother

You see that clunp of clod-hopping policenen over there, inspector and all.
It seenms they're waiting for Wiite. Says he's broken the law in

taki ng his house off the |and, and that he has al ways el uded them

| hope there won't be a scene when he turns up."

If this was M. Hood's hope, it was ill-founded and desti ned

to di sappointnment. A scene was but a faint description of what was
in store for that hopeful gentleman. Wthin ten minutes the greater
part of the conpany were in a world in which the sun and the noon
seened to have turned topsy-turvy and the last [imt of unlikelihood
had been reached. Pierce had i magi ned he was very near that |imt

of the inagi nati on when he groped after the vanishing tenple in the
dark forest. But nothing he had seen in that darkness and solitude
was so fantastic as what he saw next in broad daylight and in a crowd.

At one extrene edge of the crowd there was a sudden novenent - -

a wave of recoil and wordless cries. The next monment it had swept
like a wind over the whol e popul ace, and hundreds of faces were turned
in one direction--in the direction of the road that descended by a
gradual slope towards the woods that fringed the vicarage grounds.

Qut of these woods at the foot of the hill had emerged somet hing
that might fromits size have been a large |ight grey omi bus.
But it was not an omibus. It scaled the slope so swiftly,

in great strides, that it becane instantly self-evident what it was.
It was an el ephant, whose nonstrous formwas noul ded in grey and
silver in the sunlight, and on whose back sat very erect a vigorous
m ddl e- aged gentleman in black clerical attire, with blanched hair
and a rather fierce aquiline profile that glanced proudly to left
and right.

The police inspector nanaged to nake one step forward, and then
stood like a statue. The vicar, on his vast steed, sailed into
the middle of the market-place as serenely as if he had been

the master of a familiar circus. He pointed in triunph to one of
the red and blue posters on the wall, which bore the traditional
title of "Wiite El ephant Sal e.”

"You see |'ve kept ny word," he said to the lady in a | oud,
cheerful voice. "l've brought a white el ephant."

The next nmoment he had waved his hand hilariously in another direction,
havi ng caught sight of Hood and Crane in the crowd.



"Splendid of you to come!" he called out. "Only you were in the secret.
| told you I'd got a white el ephant.™

"So he did," said Hood, "only it never occurred to us that
t he el ephant was an el ephant and not a nmetaphor. So that's
what he neant by Asiatic atnosphere and snow and nount ai ns.
And that's what the big shed was really for."

"Look here," said the inspector, recovering from his astoni shnent

and breaking in on these felicitations. "I don't understand

all these ganes, but it's nmy business to ask a few questi ons.

Sorry to say it, sir, but you' ve ignored our notifications and evaded
our attenpts to--"

"Have 1?" inquired M. Wite brightly. "Have | really evaded you?
Well, well, perhaps | have. An elephant is such a standing tenptation
to evasion, to evanescence, to fading away |i ke a dewdrop

Li ke a snowdrop perhaps woul d be nore appropriate. Cone on, Snowdrop."

The last word cane smartly, and he gave a smart snack to the huge
head of the pachyderm Before the inspector could nove or anyone

had realized what had happened, the whole big bulk had pitched forward
with a plunge like a cataract and went in great whirling strides,

the crowd scattering before it. The police had not conme provided

for el ephants, which are rare in those parts. Even if they had
overtaken it on bicycles, they would have found it difficult to clinmb
it on bicycles. Even if they had had revolvers, they had onitted

to conceal about their persons anything in the way of big-gane rifles.
The white nonster vanished rapidly up the | ong white road,

so rapidly that when it dwindled to a small object and di sappear ed,
peopl e could hardly believe that such a prodigy had ever been present,
or that their eyes had not been nonentarily bewitched. Only, as it

di sappeared in the distance, Pierce heard once nore the high nasa
trunpeting noi se which, in the eclipse of night, had seened to fill
the forest with fear.

It was at a subsequent neeting in London that Crane and Pierce had an
opportunity of learning, nore or less, the true story of the affair,
in the formof another letter fromthe parson to the | awer

"Now t hat we know the secret,"” said Pierce cheerfully, "even his
account of it ought to be quite clear."

"Quite clear," replied Hood calmy. "H s letter begins, 'Dear Onen,
| amreally tremendously grateful in spite of all | used to say
about | eat her and about horse-hair.'"

"About what ?" asked Pierce.

"Horse-hair," said Hood with severity. "He goes on, 'The truth

is they thought they could do what they liked with nme because

al ways boasted that | hadn't got one, and never wanted to have one;
but when they found | had got one, and | nust really say a jolly
good one, of course it was all quite different.""

Pierce had his el bows up on the table, and his fingers thrust

up into his loose yellow hair. He had rather the appearance

of holding his head on. He was nuttering to hinself very softly,
i ke a school boy | earning a | esson



"He had got one, but he didn't want one, and he hadn't got one
and he had a jolly good one."

"One what ?" asked Crane irritably. "Seens |ike a m ssing
word conpetition.”

"I'"ve got the prize," observed Hood placidly. "The nissing word

is '"solicitor." What he neans is that the police took liberties

wi th hi m because they knew he would not have a | awer. And he

is perfectly right; for when | took the matter up on his behal f,

| soon found that they had put thenselves on the wong side of the | aw
at least as nmuch as he had. |In short, | was able to extricate him
fromthis police business; hence his hearty if not lucid gratitude.
But he goes on to tal k about sonething rather nore personal

and | think it really has been a rather interesting case, if he does
not exactly shine as a narrator of it. As | dare say you noticed,

| did know sonething of the |ady whom our eccentric friend went
courting years ago, rather in the spirit of Sir Roger de Coverly
when he went courting the widow She is a Mss Julia Drake,

daughter of a country gentlenan. | hope you won't m sunderstand

me if | say that she is a rather formdable lady. She is really

a thoroughly good sort; but that air of the black-browed Juno she
has about her does correspond to sone real qualities. She is one

of those peopl e who can manage big enterprises, and the bigger they
are the happier she is. Wen that sort of force functions within
the limts of a village or a small valley, the inpact is sonetines
rat her overpowering. You saw her managi ng the Wiite El ephant Sal e at

Ponder's End. Well, if it had been literally an arnmy of wld el ephants,
it would hardly have been on too |arge a scale for her tastes.
In that sense, | may say that our friend s white el ephant was
not so nuch of a white elephant. | nean that in that sense it

was not so nuch of an irrelevancy and hardly even a surprise.
But in another way, it was a very great relief."

"You're getting nearly as obscure as he is," renonstrated Pierce.
"What is all this nysterious introduction |leading up to? What do
you mean?"

"I mean," replied the | awyer, "that experience has taught me a little
secret about very practical public characters |ike that | ady.

It sounds a paradox; but those practical people are often nore norbid
than theoretical people. They are capable of acting; but they

are al so capabl e of broodi ng when they are not acting. Their very
stoicismmakes too sentinmental a secret of their sentinentalism

They m sunderstand those they | ove; and make a nystery of

t he m sunderstanding. They suffer in silence; a horrid habit.

In short, they can do everything; but they don't know how to do nothing.
Theori sts, happy people who do nothing, |like our friend Pierce--"

"Look here,"” cried the indignhant Pierce. "I should like to know
what the devil you nean? |'ve broken nore | aw than you ever read
in your life. |If this psychological lecture is the new lucidity,

give me M. Wite."

"Ch, very well," replied Hood, "if you prefer his text to

my exposition, he describes the sane situation as foll ows:

"I ought to be grateful, being perfectly happy after all this nuddle;
| suppose one ought to be careful about nonenclature; but it

never even occurred to nme that her nose would be out of joint.



Rat her funny to be tal king about noses, isn't it, for | suppose
really it was her rival's nose that figured nost prom nently.
Think of having a rival with a nose like that to turn up at you!
Tal k about a spire pointing to the stars--"'"

"I think," said Crane, interposing nmldly, "that it would be
better if you resumed your duties as official interpreter

VWhat was it that you were going to say about the | ady who brooded
over m sunder st andi ngs?"

"I was going to say," replied the |awer, "that when | first

came upon that crowd in the village, and saw that tall figure

and dark strong face domnating it in the old way, ny nind went
back to a score of things | renenbered about her in the past.
Though we have not nmet for ten years, | knew fromthe first glinpse
of her face that she had been worrying, in a powerful secretive sort
of way; worrying about sonething she didn't understand and woul d
not inquire about. | renenber |ong ago, when she was an ordinary
fox-hunting squire's daughter and Wite was one of Sydney Smith's
wild curates, how she sulked for two nonths over a nistake about

a post-card that could have been explained in two m nutes.

At least it could have been expl ai ned by anybody except Wite.

But you will understand that if he tried to explain the post-card
on anot her post-card, the results may not have been | um nous,

| et alone radiant."

"But what has all this to do with noses?" inquired Pierce.

"Don't you understand yet?" asked Hood with a smle. "Don't you
know who was the rival with the |ong nose?"

He paused for a nonent and then continued, "It occurred to ne as soon
as | had guessed at the nature of the nose which may certainly

be called the main feature of the story. An elusive, flexible and

i nsinuating nose, the serpent of their Eden. WlIl, they seem

to have returned to their Eden now, and | have no doubt it wll

be all right; for it is when people are separated that these sort

of secrets spring up between them After all, it was a nystery

to us and we cannot be surprised if it was a nystery to her."

"A good deal of this talk is still rather a nystery to ne,"”
remarked Pierce, "though | adnmit it is getting alittle clearer
You nean that the point that has just been cleared up is--"

"The point about Snowdrop," replied Hood. "W thought of a pony,
and a nonkey, and a baby, and a good nany ot her things that Snowdrop
m ght possibly be. But we never thought of the interpretation

which was the first to occur to the lady."

There was silence, and then Crane | aughed in an internal fashion

"Well, | don't blame her," he said. "One could hardly expect
a lady of any delicacy to deduce an el ephant.”

"I't's an extraordinary business, when you cone to think of it,"
said Pierce. "Wiere did he get the el ephant?"

"He says something about that too," said Hood, referring to the letter
"He says, '| may be a quarrelsone fellow. But quarrels sonetimes do good.
And though it wasn't actually one of Captain Pierce' s caravans--'"



"No, hang it all!" cried Pierce. "This is really too nuch!

To see one's own name entangl ed in such hieroglyphics--it rem nds ne
of seeing it in a Dutch paper during the war; and wonderi ng whet her
all the other words were terms of abuse.”

"I think I can explain," answered Hood patiently. "I assure you

the reverend gentleman is not taking liberties with your nanme in a
nmerely irresponsible spirit. As | told you before, he is strictly
trut hful when you get at the facts, though they may be difficult to
get at. Curiously enough, there really is a connexion. | sonetines
think there is a connexi on beyond coi nci dence runni ng through al

our adventures; a purpose in these unconscious practical jokes.

It seenms rather eccentric to nake friends with a white el ephant--"

"Rat her eccentric to nake friends with us,"” said the Col onel
"W are a set of white el ephants.™

"As a matter of fact," said the |awer, "this particular |ast prank
of the parson really did arise out of the last prank of our friend Pierce."

"Me!" said Pierce in surprise. "Have | been producing el ephants
wi t hout knowi ng it?"

"Yes," replied Hood. "You renenber when you were snuggling pigs

in defiance of the regulations, you indulged (I regret to say)

in a deception of putting themin cages and pretendi ng you were
travelling with a nenagerie of dangerous aninmals. The consequence was,
you renmenber, that the authorities forbade nenageries altogether

Qur friend Wiite took up the case of a travelling circus being

stopped in his town as a case of gross oppression; and when they

had to break it up, he took over the el ephant."

"Sort of small paynent for his services, | suppose,” said Crane.
"Curious idea, taking a tip in the formof an el ephant."

"He mi ght not have done it if he'd known what it involved," said Hood.
"As | say, he was a quarrelsone fellow, with all his good points."

There was a silence, and then Pierce said in a nusing nmanner:

"It's odd it should be the sequel of ny little pig adventure.

A sort of reversal of the 'parturiunt nontes'; | put in alittle pig
and it brought forth an el ephant."

“I't will bring forth nore nonsters yet," said Oven Hood. "W have
not see all the sequels of your adventures as a sw neherd."

But touching the other nonsters or nonstrous events so produced
t he reader has al ready been warned--nay, threatened--that they are

involved in the narrative called the Exclusive Luxury of Enoch Cates,
and for the nonment the threat nust hang like thunder in the air.

Chapter V

THE EXCLUSI VE LUXURY OF ENOCH OATES



"Since the Colonel ate his hat the Lunatic Asylum has | acked a background."

The consci entious scribe cannot but be aware that the above sentence,
standi ng al one and without reference to previous matters, may not
entirely explain itself. Anyone trying the experinent of using

that sentence for practical social purposes; tossing that sentence
lightly as a greeting to a passer-by; sending that sentence as a
telegramto a total stranger; whispering that sentence hoarsely

into the ear of the nearest policeman, and so on, will find that its
insufficiency as a full and final statenment is generally felt.

Wth no norbid curiosity, with no exaggerated appetite for onmiscience,
men will want to know nore about this statenent before acting upon it.
And the only way of explaining it, and the unusual circunstances

in which it canme to be said, is to pursue the doubling and devi ous
course of these narratives, and return to a date very nuch earlier
when nmen now nore than middl e-aged were quite young.

It was in the days when the Col onel was not the Colonel, but only
Jimy Crane, a restless youth tossed about by every wi nd of adventure,
but as yet as incapable of discipline as of dressing for dinner.

It was in days before Robert Omnen Hood, the | awyer, had ever

begun to study the law and had only got so far as to abolish it;

com ng down to the club every night with a new plan for a revolution
to turn all earthly tribunals upside down. It was in days before
Wlding Wiite settled down as a country parson, returning to the creed
t hough not the conventions of his class and country; when he was
still ready to change his religion once a week, turning up sonetines
in the costune of a nonk and sonetinmes of a mufti, and sometines

in what he declared to be the original vestnments of a Druid,

whose religion was shortly to be resunmed by the whole British people.
It was in days when their young friend Hilary Pierce, the aviator

was still anticipating aviation by flying a small kite. In short,

it was early in the lives even of the elders of the group that they
had founded a snmall social club, in which their long friendships

had flourished. The club had to have sone sort of nane, and the nore
t hought ful and detached anbng them who saw the club steadily

and saw it as a whole, considered the point with ripe reflection

and finally called their little society the Lunatic Asylum

"W might all stick straws in our hair for dinner, as the Romans
crowned t hensel ves with roses for the banquet," observed Hood.

"I't would correspond to dressing for dinner; | don't know what el se
we could do to vary the vulgar society trick of all wearing the sane
sort of white waistcoats."

"All wearing strait waistcoats, | suppose," said Crane.

"W m ght each dine separately in a padded cell, if it comes to that,"
said Hood; "but there seens to be sonething lacking in it considered
as a social evening."

Here Wl ding Wite, who was then in a nonastic phase, intervened eagerly.
He expl ained that in some nonasteries a nonk of particul ar

hol i ness was all owed to becone a hermt in an inner cell

and proposed a sinilar arrangenent at the club. Hood, with his

nore nellow rationalism intervened with a m | der anendment.

He suggested that a | arge padded chair should represent the

padded cell, and be reserved like a throne for the |oftiest of the



| unati cs.

"Do not," he said gently and earnestly, "do not let us be divided
by jeal ousies and petty anbitions. Do not |et us dispute anbng
our sel ves which shall be the dottiest in the domain of the dotty.
Per haps one will appear worthier than us all, nore manifestly

and magnificently weak in the head; for himlet the padded throne
stand enpty."

Jimy Crane had said no nore after his brief suggestion, but was pacing
the roomlike a polar bear, as he generally did when there came upon
hima periodical inpulse to go off after things |ike polar bears.

He was the wildest of all those wild figures so far as the scale

of his adventures was concerned, constantly vani shing to the ends

of the earth nobody knew why, and turning up agai n nobody knew how.

He had a hobby, even in his youth, that made his outl ook seem even
stranger than the bewi |l dering successive philosophies of his friend Wiite.
He had an enthusiasmfor the nmyths of savages, and while Wite was

bal ancing the relative clains of Buddhi smand Brahm nism Crane woul d
boldly declare his preference for the belief that a big fish ate

the sun every night, or that the whole cosnbs was created by cutting
up a giant. Mreover, there was with all this sonething indefinable
but in some way nore serious about Crane even in those days.

There was much that was nerely boyish about the blind inpetuosity

of Wlding Wiite, with his wild hair and eager aquiline face.

He was evidently one who might (as he said) learn the secret of Isis,
but woul d be quite incapable of keeping it to hinself. The |ong,

| egal face of Onen Hood had already | earned to |augh at nost things,

if not to laugh loudly. But in Crane there was sonething nore hard
and mlitant |ike steel, and as he proved afterwards in the affair

of the hat, he could keep a secret even when it was a j oke.

So that when he finally went off on a long tour round the world,

with the avowed intention of studying all the savages he could find,
nobody tried to stop him He went off in a startlingly shabby suit,
with a faded sash instead of a waistcoat, and with no |uggage

in particular, except a large revolver slung round himin a case like
a field-glass, and a big, green unbrella that he flourished resolutely
as he wal ked.

"Well, he'll come back a queerer figure than he went, | suppose,"
said WIding Wite.

"He couldn't," answered Hood, the | awer, shaking his head.
"I don't believe all the devil-worship in Africa could nmake hi m any
madder than he is."

"But he's going to Anerica first, isn't he?" said the other

"Yes," said Hood. "He's going to America, but not to see

the Anericans. He would think the Anericans very dull conpared with
the Anerican Indians. Possibly he will conme back in feathers and
war - pai nt . "

"He'll cone back scal ped, | suppose,” said Wite hopefully.
"I suppose being scalped is all the rage in the best Red Indian society?"

"Then he's working round by the South Sea |slands," said Hood.
"They don't scalp people there; they only stew themin pots."

"He couldn't very well conme back stewed," said White, nusing.



"Does it strike you, Omen, that we should hardly be tal ki ng nonsense
like this if we hadn't a curious faith that a fellow |Iike Crane

wi Il know how to | ook after hinself?"
"Yes," said Hood gravely. "I've got a very fixed fundanenta
conviction that Crane will turn up again all right. But it's true

that he may | ook jolly queer after going FANTEE for all that tine."

It becane a sort of pastinme at the club of the Lunatics to conpete

i n specul ati ons about the guise in which the nmaddest of their

madrmen woul d return, after being so long lost to civilization.

And grand preparations were nmade as for a sort of Wl purgis Night

of nonsense when it was known at |ast that he was really returning.
Hood had received letters fromhimoccasionally, full of queer

nmyt hol ogi es, and then a rapid succession of telegrans from pl aces
nearer and nearer home, culmnating in the announcenent that he would
appear in the club that night. It was about five mnutes before
dinner-tinme that a sharp knock on the door announced his arrival

"Bang all the gongs and the tomtons," cried WIding Wite.
"The Lord Hi gh Munbo-Junbo arrives riding on the nightnare.”

"We had better bring out the throne of the King of the Maniacs,"
said Hood, laughing. "W may want it at last,"” and he turned towards
the big padded chair that still stood at the top of the table.

As he did so Janmes Crane wal ked into the room He was clad

in very neat and well-cut evening clothes, not too fashionable,

and a little formal. H's hair was parted on one side, and his

nmoust ache clipped rather close; he took a seat with a pleasant smle,
and began tal ki ng about the weat her.

He was not all owed, however, to confine his conversation to

the weather. He had certainly succeeded in giving his old friends
the only sort of surprise that they really had not expected;

but they were too old friends for their friend to be able

to conceal fromthemthe neaning of such a change. And it

was on that festive evening that Crane explained his position

a position which he nmaintained in nost things ever afterwards,

and one which is the original foundation of the affair that follows.

"I have lived with the nen we call savages all over the world,"

he said sinply, "and | have found out one truth about them

And | tell you, ny friends, you may tal k about i ndependence and

i ndi vi dual self-expression till you burst. But |'ve always found,
wherever | went, that the man who could really be trusted to keep
his word, and to fight, and to work for his famly, was the man

who did a war-dance before the nobon where the nmoon was worshi pped,
and wore a nose-ring in his nose where nose-rings were worn. | have
had plenty of fun, and | won't interfere with anyone else having it.
But | believe | have seen what is the real making of nmankind, and
have cone back to nmy tribe."

This was the first act of the drama which ended in the renarkable
appearance and di sappearance of M. Enoch Cates, and it has been
necessary to narrate it briefly before passing on to the second act.
Ever since that tinme Crane had preserved at once his eccentric friends
and his owm nore formal custons. And there were many anpong the newer
menbers of the club who had never known hi mexcept as the Col onel

the grizzled, nmilitary gentl eman whose severe schene of bl ack



and white attire and strict politeness in snmall things fornmed

the one foil of sharp contrast to that many-col oured Boheni a.

One of these was Hilary Pierce, the young aviator; and much as he

i ked the Col onel, he never quite understood him He had never

known the old soldier in his volcanic youth, as had Hood and Wite,
and therefore never knew how nmuch of the fire renmai ned under the rock
or the snows. The singular affair of the hat, which has been narrated
to the too patient reader el sewhere, surprised himnore than it did
the ol der nmen, who knew very well that the Col onel was not so old

as he looked. And the inpression increased with all the incidents
which a fanatical love of truth has forced the chronicler to relate
in the same connexion; the incident of the river and of the pigs

and of the somewhat |arger pet of M. WIlding Wiite. There was

talk of renanming the Lunatic Asylum as the League of the Long Bow,

and of commenorating its performances in a permanent ritual

The Col onel was induced to wear a crown of cabbage on state occasions,
and Pierce was gravely invited to bring his pigs with himto dine at
the cl ub.

"You could easily bring alittle pig in your |arge pocket," said Hood.
"I often wonder people do not have pigs as pets."

"Apigin a poke, in fact," said Pierce. "WlIl, so long as you
have the tact to avoid the indelicacy of having pork for dinner
that evening, | suppose | could bring ny pig in nmy pocket."

"White'd find it rather a nuisance to bring his el ephant
in his pocket," observed the Col onel

Pierce glanced at him and had again the feeling of incongruity at seeing
t he cerenoni al cabbage adorning his conparatively venerabl e head.

For the Col onel had just been married, and was rejuvenated in an

al nrost jaunty degree. Sonehow the phil osophi cal young man seened

to miss sonething, and sighed. It was then that he nade the renmark

which is the pivot of this precise though | aborious anecdote.

"Since the Col onel ate his hat,"
| acked a background."

he said, "the Lunatic Asylum has

"Damm your inpudence," said the Colonel cheerfully. "Do you nean
to call me a background to ny face?"

"A dark background," said Pierce soothingly. "Do not resent ny
sayi ng a dark background. | nean a grand, mysterious background
like that of night; a sublinme and even starry background."

"Starry yourself," said Crane indignantly.

"It was agai nst that background of ancient night," went on the young
man dreamly, "that the fantastic shapes and fiery col ours of our
carnival could really be seen. So long as he canme here with his bl ack
coat and beautiful society manners there was a foil to our follies.

We were eccentric, but he was our centre. You cannot be eccentric

wi t hout a centre."

"I believe Hilary is quite right," said Omen Hood earnestly.

"I believe we have nade a great m stake. W ought not to have
all gone nmad at once. W ought to have taken it in turns

to go mad. Then | could have been shocked at his behavi our

on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, and he coul d have been



shocked at ny behavi our on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays.
But there is no noral value in going nad when nobody is shocked.
If Crane | eaves off being shocked, what are we to do?"

"I know what we want," began Pierce excitedly.

"So do I," interrupted Hood. "W want a sane man."

"Not so easy to find nowadays," said the old soldier

"Going to advertise?"

"I mean a stupid nman," explained Oven Hood. "I mean a man who's
conventional all through, not a hunbug |li ke Crane. | nean

| want a solid, serious, business man, a hard-headed, practical man
of affairs, a nan to whom vast comrercial interests are commtted

In a word, | want a fool; sone beautiful, rounded, honbgenous f ool
in whose bl anel ess face, as in a round mrror, all our fancies
may really be reflected and renewed. | want a very successful man

a very wealthy man, a man--"

"I knowt | know " cried young Pierce, alnbst waving his arns.
"Enoch Qates!"

"Who's Enoch Qates?" inquired Wte.

"Are the lords of the world so little known?" asked Hood.
"Enoch Cates is Pork, and nearly everything el se; Enoch QCates
is turning civilization into one vast sausage-nachine. Didn't
| ever tell you how H lary ran into himover that pig affair?"

"He's the very man you want," cried Hilary Pierce enthusiastically.
"I know him and | believe | can get him Being a mllionaire,

he's entirely ignorant. Being an Anerican, he's entirely in earnest.
He's got just that sort of negative Nonconform st conscience of New

Engl and that bal ances the positive noney-getting of New York. If we
want to surprise anybody we'll surprise him Let's ask Enoch QCates
to dinner."

"I won't have any practical jokes played on guests,"” said the Col onel

"OF course not," replied Hood. "He'll be only too pleased to take
it seriously. D d you ever know an Anerican who didn't |ike seeing
the Sights? And if you don't know you're a Sight with that cabbage
on your head, it's tinme an Anerican tourist taught you."

"Besides, there's a difference," said Pierce. "I wouldn't ask
a fellowlike that doctor, Horace Hunter--"

"Sir Horace Hunter," murnured Hood reverently.

"I wouldn't ask him because | really think hima sneak and a snob,

and nmy invitation could only be neant as an insult. But Cates is not

a man | hate, nor is he hateful. That's the curious part of it.

He's a sinple, sincere sort of fellow, according to his lights,

which are pretty dim He's a thief and a robber of course,

but he doesn't know it. |'m asking himbecause he's different;

but | don't inagine he's at all sorry to be different. There's no harm
in giving a man a good di nner and letting himbe a background w t hout
knowing it."



VWhen M. Enoch Cates in due course accepted the invitation and presented
hi nsel f at the club, many were reninded of that former occasi on when
a stiff and conventional figure in evening dress had first appeared
like a rebuke to the revels. But in spite of the stiff sameness

of both those black and white costunes, there was a great deal

of difference between the old background and the new background.
Crane's good manners were of that casual kind that are rather
peculiarly English, and nmark an aristocracy at its ease in the saddle.
Curiously enough, if the Anerican had one point in common with a
Continental noble of ancient |ineage (whom his daughter m ght have
married any day), it was that they would both be a little nore on

the defensive, living in the mdst of denmobcracy. M. QCates was
perfectly polite, but there was sonmething a little rigid about him

He wal ked to his chair rather stiffly and sat down rather heavily.

He was a powerful, ponderous man with a large sallow face, a little
suggestive of a corpulent Red Indian. He had a rum nant eye,

and an equal ly runmi nant manner of chewi ng an unlighted cigar

These were signs that mght well have gone with a habit of silence.
But they did not.

M. QCates's conversation mght not be brilliant, but it was continuous.
Pierce and his friends had begun with some notion of dangling their

own escapades before him |ike dancing dolls before a child; they had
told himsonmething of the affair of the Col onel and his cabbage,

of the captain and his pigs, of the parson and his el ephant;

but they soon found that their hearer had not cone there nerely

as a listener. What he thought of their romantic buffooneries

it would be hard to say; probably he did not understand them

possi bly he did not even hear them Anyhow, his own nonol ogue

went on. He was a leisurely speaker. They found thensel ves

revising much that they had heard about the snap and smartness and
hurry of Anmerican talk. He spoke wi thout haste or enbarrassnent,

his eye boring into space, and he nore than fulfilled M. Pierce's
hopes of sonebody who woul d tal k about business matters. Hs talk

was a mld torrent of facts and figures, especially figures.

In fact the background was doing all it could to contribute the

requi red undertone of conmon commercial life. The background was
justifying all their hopes that it would be practical and prosaic.

Only the background had rather the air of having becone the foreground.

"When they put that up to ne | sawit was the proposition," M. Cates
was saying. "I sawl'd got on to sonething better than my old
regul ati on turnover of eighty-five thousand dollars on each branch

I reckoned | should save a hundred and twenty thousand dollars in

the long run by scrapping the old plant, even if | had to drop another
thirty thousand dollars on new works, where |'d get the raw materi al
for ared cent. | sawright away that was the point to freeze on to;
that | just got a chance to sell sonething | didn't need to buy;

sonmet hing that could be sort of given away |ike old match-ends.
figured out it would be better by a long chalk to |let the other

guys rear the stock and sell me their refuse for next to nix,

so | could get ahead with turning it into the goods. So | started

in right away and got there at the first go off with an increase

of seven hundred and fifty-one thousand dollars."

"Seven hundred and fifty-one thousand dollars,"” nurnured Onen Hood.
"How soothing it all seens."

"I reckon those nmutts didn't get on to what they were selling ne,"
continued M. QCates, "or didn't have the pep to use it that way thensel ves;



for though it was the sure-enough hot tip, it isn't everybody who
woul d have thought of it. Wen | was in pork, of course, | wanted
the other guys out; but just now | wasn't putting anything on pork
but only on just that part of a pig | wanted and they didn't want.
By notifying all your pig farmers | was able to inport nine hundred
and twenty-five thousand pigs' ears this fall, and I guess | can get
consi gnnments all winter."

Hood had sone little | egal experience with |ong-w nded comrerci al
W tnesses, and he was listening by this tine with a cocked eyebrow
and an attention nuch sharper than the dreany ecstasy w th which
the poetic Pierce was listening to the nillionaire's nonol ogue,

as if to the wordl ess nusic of some ever-nurmuring brook

"Excuse ne," said Hood earnestly, "but did I understand you
to say pigs' ears?"

"That is so, M. Hood," said the Anerican with great patience
and politeness. "I don't know whether | gave you a sufficiently
detail ed description for you to catch on to the proposition, but--"

"Well," nurnmured Pierce wistfully, "it sounded to nme like
a detail ed description."”

"Pardon ne," said Hood, checking himwith a frown. "I really want

to understand this proposition of M. QCates. Do | understand that you
bought pigs' ears cheap, when the pigs were cut up for other purposes,
and that you thought you could use them for some purpose of your own?"

"Sure!" said M. Enoch QCates, nodding. "And ny purpose was

about the biggest thing in fancy goods ever done in the States.

In the publicity line there's nothing |ike saying you can do what
folks say can't be done. Flying in the face of proverbs instead
of providence, | reckon. It catches on at once. W got to work,
and got out the first advertisenent in no time; just a blank space
with "W Can Do It' in the niddle. Got fol ks wondering for a week
what it was."
"I hope, sir," said Pierce in a |low voice, "that you will not
carry sound comrercial principles so far as to keep us wondering
for a week what it was."

"Well," said Oates, "we found we could subject the pigskin and
bristles to a new gel at' nous process for making artificial silk,
and we figured that publicity would do the rest. W cane out
with the second set of posters: 'She Wants it Now ... 'The

Most Wonderful Wbnan on Earth is waiting by the A d Fireside
hoping you'll bring her hone a Pig's Wisper Purse.'"

"A purse!" gasped Hilary.

"I see you're on the notion," proceeded the unnoved American
"We called "emPig's Wisper Purses after the smartest and nost

popul ar poster we ever had: 'There was a Lady Loved a Swine.'
You know the nursery rhyne, | guess; featured a sl ap-up princess
whi spering in a pig's ear. | tell you there isn't a smart wonan

in the States now that can do w thout one of our pig-silk purses,
and all because it upsets the proverb. Wy, see here--"

Hilary Pierce had sprung wildly to his feet with a sort of stagger



and clutched at the Anerican's arm

"Found! Found!" he cried hysterically. "Onh, sir, | inplore you

to take the chair! Do, do take the chair!"

"Take the chair!" repeated the astonished nillionaire, who was

al ready alnost struggling in his grasp. "Really, gentlenen, | hadn't

supposed the proceedings were so formal as to require a chairman,
but in any case--"

It could hardly be said, however, that the proceedi ngs were formnal

M. Hilary Pierce had the appearance of forcibly dragging M. Enoch
Cates in the direction of the |arge padded armchair, that had al ways
stood enpty at the top of the club table, uttering cries which,

t hough incoherent, appeared to be partly apol ogetic.

"No of fence," he gasped. "Hope no nisunderstanding... HONORI S
CAUSA. .. you, you alone are worthy of that seat... the club has
found its king and justified its title at last."

Here the Col onel intervened and restored order. M. QCates departed
in peace; but M. Hilary Pierce was still simmering.

"And that is the end of our quiet, ordinary business man," he cri ed.
"Such is the behavi our of our nonochrone and unobtrusive background."

His voice rose to a sort of wail. "And we thought we were dotty!

W del uded ourselves with the hope that we were pretty well off our chunp!
Lord have mercy on us! American big business rises to a raving idiocy
conpared with which we are as sane as the beasts of the field.

The nodern comercial world is far madder than anything we can do to
satirize it."

"Well," said the Col onel good-hunouredly, "we've done sone rather
ridicul ous things ourselves."

"Yes, yes," cried Pierce excitedly, "but we did themto nake

oursel ves ridiculous. That unspeakable man is wholly, serenely serious.
He thi nks those mani acal nonkey tricks are the nornmal |ife of man

Your argunent really answers itself. W did the naddest things we
could think of, meaning themto | ook nad. But they were nothing

like so mad as what a nodern business man does in the way of business."

"Perhaps it's the Anerican business man," said Wite, "who's too
keen to see the humour of it."

"Nonsense," said Crane. "MIlions of Anericans have a splendid
sense of hunour."

"Then how fortunate are we," said Pierce reverently, "through whose
lives this rare, this ineffable, this divine being has passed."

"Passed away for ever, | suppose," said Hood with a sigh
"I fear the Col onel nust be our only background once nore."

Col onel Crane was frowning thoughtfully, and at the | ast words
his frown deepened to disapproval. He puffed at his smoul dering
cigar and then, renoving it, said abruptly:

"I suppose you fellows have forgotten how | canme to be a background?
I nmean, why | rather approve of people being backgrounds."



"I remenber sonething you said a long tinme ago," replied Hood.
"Hilary nust have been in long-clothes at that tine."

"I said | had found out sonething by going round the world,"

said Crane. "You young people think I aman old Tory; but remenber
| amalso an old traveller. Well, it's part of the same thing.
I"'ma traditionalist because |'"'ma traveller. | told you when |
came back to the club that I'd come back to the tribe. | told you
the best man was the nman who wore a nose-ring where nose-rings
were worn."

"I renmenber," said Onen Hood.

"No, you forget," said Crane rather gruffly. "You forget it

when you tal k about Enoch Cates the Anerican. |'mno politician
thank God, and | shall |ook on with detachment if you dynamte him
for being a nmllionaire. As a matter of fact, he doesn't think half
so nuch of nmoney as old Normantowers, who thinks it's too sacred to
tal k about. But you're not dynanmiting himfor being a mllionaire.
You're sinply laughing at himfor being an Arerican. You're |aughing
at himfor being national and normal, for being a good citizen

a good tribesman, for wearing a nose-ring where nose-rings are worn.

"I say... Kuklux, you know," renonstrated WIlding Wiite in his
hazy way. "Anericans wouldn't be flattered--"

"Do you suppose you haven't got a nose-ring?" cried Crane so sharply
that the clergyman started fromhis trance and nade a nechani ca
gesture as if to feel for that feature. "Do you suppose a nman like
you doesn't carry his nationality as plain as the nose on his face?
Do you think a man as hopel essly English as you are woul dn't be

| aughed at in Anerica? You can't be a good Englishman w t hout

bei ng a good joke. The better Englishman you are the nore of a
joke you are; but still it's better to be better. Nose-rings are
funny to people who don't wear "em Nations are funny to people
who don't belong to '"em But it's better to wear a nose-ring than
to be a cosnopolitan crank who cuts off his nose to spite his face."

This being by far the | ongest speech the Col onel had ever delivered
since the day he returned fromhis tropical travels long ago, his old
friend | ooked at himwith a certain curiosity; even his old friends
hardl y understood how nuch he had been roused in defence of a guest
and of his own deep delicacies about the point of hospitality.

He went on with undi m ni shed warnth

"Well, it's like that with poor Oates. He has, as we see it,
certain disproportions, certain insensibilities, certain prejudices
that stand out in our eyes |like deformties. They offend you;

they offend ne, possibly rather nore than they do you

You young revol utionists think you' re very |iberal and universal
but the only result is that you' re narrow and national w thout
knowing it. W old fogeys know our tastes are narrow and nati onal
but we know they are only tastes. And we know, at any rate | know,
that Cates is far nore likely to be an honest man, a good husband
and a good father, because he stinks of the rankest hickory patch
in the Mddle West, than if he were sone fashi onabl e New Yor ker
pretending to be an English aristocrat or playing the aesthete

in Florence."



"Don't say a good husband," pleaded Pierce with a faint shudder

"It reminds ne of the grand slap-up advertisenent of the Pig' s Whisper
How do you feel about that, ny dear Colonel? The Mst Wnderful Wman
on Earth Waiting by the O d Fireside--"

"I't makes ny flesh creep,” replied Crane. "It chills ne to the spine.
| feel 1 would rather die than have anything to do with it.
But that has nothing to do with nmy point. | don't belong to the tribe

who wear nose-rings; nor to the tribe who talk through their noses.™
"Well, aren't you a little thankful for that?" asked Wiite.

"I'"'mthankful | can be fair in spite of it," answered Crane. "Wen
put a cabbage on ny head, | didn't expect people not to stare at it.
And | know that each one of us in a foreign land is a foreigner,

and a thing to be stared at."

"What | don't understand about him" said Hood, "is the sort of
things he doesn't mind having stared at. How can people tolerate
all that vul gar, reeking, gushing commercial cant everywhere?
How can a man tal k about the O d Fireside? It's obscene

The police ought to interfere.”

"And that's just where you're wong," said the Col onel

"I't's vul gar enough and mad enough and obscene enough if you |ike.

But it's not cant. | have travelled anongst these wild tribes,

for years on end; and | tell you enphatically it is not cant.

And if you want to know, just ask your extraordi nary American friend
about his owmn wife and his own relatively Od Fireside. He won't nind
That's the extraordinary part of it."

"What does all this really nmean, Col onel ?" asked Hilary Pierce.

"I't means, ny boy," answered the Colonel, "that | think you owe
our guest an apol ogy."

So it cane about that there was an epil ogue, as there had been

a prologue, to the drama of the entrance and exit of M. Enoch

B. Cates; an epilogue which in its turn became a prol ogue to

the later dramas of the League of the Long Bow. For the words of
the Col onel had a certain influence on the Captain, and the actions
of the Captain had a certain influence on the Anerican mllionaire;
and so the whol e nachinery of events was started afresh by

that | ast novenent over the nuts and w ne, when Col onel Crane

had stirred moodily in his seat and taken his cigar out of his nouth.

Hilary Pierce was an ani abl e and even excessively optimstic young
man by tenperanent, in spite of his pugnacity; he would really

have been the last man in the world to wish to hurt the feelings

of a harnless stranger; and he had a deep and al nost secret respect
for the opinions of the older soldier. So, finding hinself

soon afterwards passing the great gilded gateways of the highly
Anerican hotel that was the London residence of the Anerican

he paused a nonent in hesitation and then went in and gave his nane
to various overpowering officials in uniforns that m ght have been
those of the German CGeneral Staff. He was relieved when the | arge
American cane out to nmeet himwth a sinple and lunbering affability,
and offered his large linp hand as if there had never been a shadow
of m sunderstanding. |t was sonmehow borne in upon Pierce that his



own rat her intoxicated behaviour that evening had nerely been noted
down along with the architectural styles and the mell ow nmedi aeval i sm

of the pig-sty, as part of the fantasies of a feudal |and.

Al the antics of the Lunatic Asylum had left the Anerican

traveller with the inpression that sim/lar parlour games were

probably being played that evening in all the parlours of England.

Per haps there was sonething, after all, in Crane's suggestion that

every nation assunes that every other nation is a sort of mld nmadhouse.

M. Enoch QCates received his guest with great hospitality and pressed
on himcocktails of various occult nanmes and strange col ours,
t hough he hinself partook of nothing but a reginen of tepid mlk.

Pierce fell into the confidence of M. Enoch Cates with a silent

swi ftness that made his brain reel with bewildernent. He was
staggered like a man who had fallen suddenly through fifteen

floors of a sky-scraper and found hinself in sonebody's bedroom

At the lightest hint of the sort of thing to which Col onel Crane

had al | uded, the American opened hinself with an expansi veness

that was |like sone gigantic enbrace. Al the interm nable tables

of figures and calculations in dollars had for the nonent disappear ed;
yet Oates was talking in the sane easy and natural nasal draw,

very leisurely and a little nonotonous, as he said:

"I"'mmarried to the best and brightest wonan God ever nmade, and
tell you it's her and God between themthat have nade nme, and
reckon she had the hardest part of it. W had nothing but a few
sticks when | started; and it was the way she stood by that gave
me the heart to risk even those on ny own judgenent of how things

were going in the Street. | counted on arise in Pork, and if it
hadn't risen |I'd have been broke and | dare say in the jug.
But she's just wonderful. You should see her."

He produced her photograph with a paral ysing pronptitude; it represented
a very regal lady dressed up to the nines, probably for the occasion
with very brilliant eyes and an el aborate |oad of light hair.

"'1 believe in your star, Enoch,' she said; 'you stick to Pork,""
said Cates, with tender reminiscence, "and so we saw it through."

Pi erce, who had been speculating with involuntary irreverence on
the extrenme difficulty of conducting a | ove-affair or a sentinenta
conversation in which one party had to address the other as Enoch
felt quite ashamed of his cynicismwhen the Star of Pork shone

wi th such radiance in the eyes of his new friend.

"It was a terrible tinme, but | stuck to Pork, sonetines feeling

she could see clearer than | could; and of course she was right,

and |'ve never known her wong. Then cane ny great chance of naking
t he conbi nation and freezing out conpetition; and | was able

to give her the sort of things she ought to have and let her take
the lead as she should. | don't care for society much nyself;

but I"'moften glad on a late night at the office to ring her up

and hear she's enjoying it."

He spoke with a ponderous sinplicity that seened to disarmand crush

the criticismof a nore subtle civilization. It was one of those
things that are easily seen to be absurd; but even after they are
seen to be absurd, they are still there. It may be, after all,

that that is the definition of the great things.



"I reckon that's what people nean by the romance of business,"
continued Cates, "and though mny business got bigger and bigger, it made
me feel kinda pleased there had been a romance at the heart of it.

It had to get bigger, because we wanted to nmake the conbi nation
water-tight all over the world. | guess | had to fix things up a bit
with your politicians. But Congress nmen are alike all the world over
and it didn't trouble nme any."

There was a not uncomon convi ction anong those acquainted with
Captain Hilary Pierce that that ingenious young man was cracked.

He did a great nmany things to justify the inpression; and in one sense
certainly had never shown any reluctance to make a fool of hinself.

But if he was a lunatic, he was none the less a very English lunatic.
And the notion of tal king about his npbst intinmate affections,

suddenly, to a foreigner in a hotel, nerely because the conversation
had taken that turn, was something that he found quite terrifying.

And yet an instinct, an inpulse running through all these devel opnents,
told himthat a nonent had cone and that he nust seize sone opportunity
t hat he hardly under st ood.

"Look here," he said rather awkwardly, "I want to tell you sonething."
He | ooked down at the table as he continued.

"You said just now you were narried to the best woman in the world.
Wel |, curiously enough, so aml. It's a coincidence that often happens.
But it's a still nore curious coincidence that, in our own quiet way,
we went in for Pork too. She kept pigs at the back of the little
country inn where | net her; and at one tine it | ooked as if the pigs
nm ght have to be given up. Perhaps the inn as well. Perhaps the weddi ng
as well. W were quite poor, as poor as you were when you start ed;

and to the poor those extra nodes of livelihood are often life.

We mi ght have been ruined; and the reason was, | gather, that you

had gone in for Pork. But after all ours was the real pork;

pork that wal ked about on legs. W nade the bed for the pigs

and filled the inside of the pig; you only bought and sold the nane

of the pig. You didn't go to business with alive little pig under
your armor wal k down Wall Street followed by a herd of swine.

It was a phantom pig, the ghost of a pig, that was able to kill

our real pig and perhaps us as well. Can you really justify the way
in which your romance nearly ruined our romance? Don't you think

t here nust be sonething wong sonewhere?"

"Well," said Oates after a very long silence, "that's a mghty big
guestion and will take a |lot of discussing."

But the end to which their discussion | ed must be left to revea
itself when the prostrate reader has recovered sufficient strength

to support the story of The Unthi nkabl e Theory of Professor G een,
whi ch those who woul d endure to the end nay read at sone |ater date.

Chapter VI

THE UNTHI NKABLE THECRY OF PROFESSOR GREEN



If the present passage in the chronicles of the Long Bow seem but
a side issue, an interlude and an idyll, a nere ronantic episode

| acki ng that |arger structural achi evenent which gives solidity
and hard actuality to the other stories, the reader is requested
not to be hasty in his condemation; for inthe little |ove-story
of M. diver Geen is to be found, as in a parable, the beginning
of the final apotheosis and | ast judgenent of all these things.

It may well begin on a norning when the sunlight cane late

but brilliant, under the lifting of great clouds froma great grey
sweep of wolds that grew purple as they dipped again into distance.
Much of that nighty shape was striped and scored with pl oughed fi el ds,
but a rude path ran across it, along which two figures could

be seen in full stride outlined against the norning sky.

They were both tall; but beyond the fact that they had both once
been professional soldiers, of rather different types and tines,
they had very little in cormmon. By their ages they night alnost
have been father and son; and this would not have been contradicted
by the fact that the younger appeared to be talking all the tine,
in a high, confident and al nost crowi ng voice, while the el der

only now and then put in a word. But they were not father and son
strangely enough they were really tal king and wal ki ng t oget her
because they were friends. Those who know only too well their
proceedi ngs as narrated el sewhere woul d have recogni zed Col onel Crane,
once of the Col dstream CGuards, and Captain Pierce, late of the

Fl yi ng Cor ps.

The young man appeared to be talking triunphantly about a great
Anerican capitalist whom he professed to have persuaded to see
the error of his ways. He talked rather as if he had been sl umn ng.

"I"'mvery proud of it, I can tell you," he said. "Anybody can
produce a penitent nurderer. |It's sonething to produce a
penitent millionaire. And | do believe that poor Enoch Cates

has seen the light (thanks to nmy conversations at |unch);
since | talked to him OCates is another and a better nman."

"Sown his wild oats, in fact," remarked Crane.

"Well," replied the other. "In a sense they were very qui et oats.

Al nost what you night call Quaker Qats. He was a Puritan and a
Prohibitionist and a Pacifist and an Internationalist; in short,
everything that is in darkness and the shadow of death. But what you
said about himwas quite right. H's heart's in the right place.

It's on his sleeve. That's why | preached the gospel to the noble
savage and made hima convert."

"But what did you convert himto?" inquired the other

"Private property,"” replied Pierce pronptly. "Being a mllionaire

he had never heard of it. But when | explained the first elenmentary

idea of it in a sinple form he was quite taken with the notion

| pointed out that he m ght abandon robbery on a | arge scal e and

create property on a small scale. He felt it was very revolutionary,

but he admitted it was right. Well, you know, he'd bought this big
English estate out here. He was going to play the philanthropist,

and have a nodel estate with all the regular trinm ngs; heads hygienically



shaved by machinery every norning; and the cottagers admitted once
a month into their own front gardens and told to keep off the grass.
But | said to him 'If you're going to give things to people,

why not give 'en? |f you give your friend a plant in a pot,

you don't send himan inspector fromthe Society for the Prevention
of Cruelty to Vegetables to see he waters it properly. [If you give
your friend a box of cigars, you don't make himwite a nonthly
report of how many he snokes a day. Can't you be a little generous
wi th your generosity? Wy don't you use your noney to nmake free
men instead of to make slaves? Wy don't you give your tenants
their land and have done with it, or let "emhave it very cheap?
And he's done it; he's really done it. He's created hundreds

of small proprietors, and changed the whole of this countryside.
That's why | want you to cone up and see one of the small farns."

"Yes," said Colonel Crane, "I should like to see the farm"

"There's a |l ot of fuss about it, too; there's the devil of a row "

went on the young nman, in very high spirits. "Lots of big conbines
and things are trying to crush the small farnmers with all sorts

of tricks; they even conplain of interference by an Anerican.

You can i magi ne how much Rosenbaum Low and Gol dstei n and Guggenhei ner
nmust be distressed by the notion of a foreigner interfering in England.
I want to know how a foreigner could interfere | ess than by giving
back their land to the English people and clearing out. They all put
it onto me; and right they are. | regard Cates as ny property;

my convert; captive of nmy bow and spear."

"Captive of your long bow, | inagine," said the Colonel. "I bet
you told hima good many things that nobody but a shrewd busi ness
man woul d have been innocent enough to believe."

"If I use the long bow," replied Pierce with dignity, "it is
a weapon with heroic nenories proper to a yeonan of Engl and.
Wth what nore fitting weapon could we try to establish a yeomanry?"

"There is sonething over there," said Colonel quietly, "that |ooks
to ne rather like another sort of weapon."

They had by this time conme in full sight of the farm buil dings

whi ch crowned the | ong slope; and beyond a kitchen-garden

and an orchard rose a thatched roof with a row of ol d-fashi oned
|attice windows under it; the wi ndow at the end standi ng open

And out of this window at the edge of the bl ock of building
protruded a big black object, rigid and apparently cylindri cal

t hrust out above the garden and dark agai nst the norning daylight.

"A gun!" cried Pierce involuntarily; "looks just like a howtzer

or isit an anti-aircraft gun?"

"Anti-airman gun, no doubt,"
down and t ook precautions."

said Crane; "they heard you were comni ng
"But what the devil can he want with a gun?" nuttered Pierce,
peering at the dark outline.

"And who the devil is HE, if it cones to that?" said the Col onel

"Why, that w ndow," explained Pierce, "that's the w ndow of the room
they've let to a paying guest, | know. Mn of the nane of G een



| understand; rather a recluse, and | suppose some sort of crank."

"Not an anti-armanent crank, anyhow," said the Col onel.

"By George!" said Pierce, whistling softly. "I wonder whether

things really have noved faster than we could fancy! | wonder
whether it's a revolution or a civil war beginning after all

| suppose we are an arny ourselves; | represent the Air Force and you

represent the infantry."

"You represent the infants," answered the Colonel. "You're too
young for this world; you and your revolutions! As a matter

of fact, it isn't a gun, though it does | ook rather |ike one.

| see now what it is."

"And what in the world is it?" asked his friend.

"It's a telescope,"” said Crane. "One of those very big tel escopes
t hey usually have in observatories."

"Couldn't be partly a gun and partly a tel escope?" pleaded Pierce,
reluctant to abandon his first fancy. "Il've often seen the phrase
'shooting stars,' but perhaps |'ve got the grammar and sense of

it wong. The young man |lodging with the farmer may be follow ng

one of the |local sports--the local substitute for duck-shooting!"

"What in the world are you tal king about?" grow ed the ot her
"Their | odger may be shooting the stars,"” explained Pierce.
"Hope their |odger isn't shooting the noon," said the flippant Crane.

As they spoke there cane towards them through the green

and twinkling twilight of the orchard, a young wonman with

copper-col oured hair and a square and rather striking face,

whom Pi erce saluted respectfully as the daughter of the house.

He was very punctilious upon the point that these new peasant

farnmers nmust be treated like small squires and not |ike tenants or serfs.

"I see your friend M. G een has got his tel escope out," he said.
"Yes, sir," said the girl. "They say M. Green is a great astronomner."
"I doubt if you ought to call ne "sir,'" said Pierce reflectively.

"I't suggests rather the forgotten feudalismthan the new equality.

Per haps you mght oblige ne by saying 'Yes, citizen,' then we could
continue our talk about Citizen Green on an equal footing. By the way,
pardon ne, let ne present Citizen Crane."

Citizen Crane bowed politely to the young woman wi t hout any apparent
enthusiasmfor his newtitle; but Pierce went on

"Rather rumto call ourselves citizens when we're all so glad to be out
of the city. W really want sone termsuitable to rural equality.

The Socialists have spoilt 'Conrade'; you can't be a conrade w thout

a Liberty tie and a pointed beard. Mrris had a good noti on of one
man cal | i ng anot her Nei ghbour. That sounds a little nore rustic.

| suppose,” he added wistfully to the girl, "I suppose |I could not

i nduce you to call me Gaffer?"



"Unl ess |I'mm staken," observed Crane, "that's your astrononer
wandering about in the garden. Thinks he's a botanist, perhaps.
Appropriate to the nane of Geen."

"Ch, he often wanders in the garden and down to the neadow and

t he cowsheds," said the young wonan. "He talks to hinmself a good deal
explaining a great theory he's got. He explains it to everybody

he neets, too. Sonmetines he explains it to ne when |'mmnilking the cow. "

"Perhaps you can explain it to us?" said Pierce.

"Not so bad as that," she said, laughing. "It's something Iike
that Fourth Dinension they talk about. But |'ve no doubt he'l
explain it to you if you neet him"

"Not for nme," said Pierce. "lI'ma sinple peasant proprietor and ask
not hi ng but Three D nensions and a Cow. "

"Cow s the Fourth Dinension, | suppose," said Crane.
"I must go and attend to the Fourth Dinension," she said with a smle.

"Peasants all live by patchwork, running two or three side-shows,"
observed Pierce. "Curious sort of livestock on the farm
Thi nk of people living on a cow and chi ckens and an astrononer."

As he spoke the astrononer approached along the path by which the girl
had just passed. H's eyes were covered with huge horn spectacles

of a dimblue colour; for he was warned to save his eyesight

for his starry vigils. This gave a m sl eading | ook of norbidity

to a face that was naturally frank and healthy; and the figure,

t hough stooping, was stalwart. He was very absent-m nded. Every now
and then he | ooked at the ground and frowned as if he did not like it.

Aiver Green was a very young professor, but a very old young man.

He had passed from science as the hobby of a school boy to science

as the anbition of a m ddl e-aged man, without any internediate
hol i day of youth. Mbdreover, his nonomani a had been fixed and frozen
by success; at |east by a considerable success for a man of his years.
He was already a fellow of the chief |earned societies connected
with his subject, when there grew up in his nnd the grand, universal
all -sufficing Theory which had come to fill the whole of his life

as the daylight fills the day. If we attenpted the exposition

of that theory here, it is doubtful whether the result would
resenbl e daylight. Professor Green was al ways ready to prove it;

but if we were to set out the proof in this place, the next four or
five pages would be covered with closely printed colums of figures,
bri ghtened here and there by geonetrical designs, such as sel dom
formpart of the text of a romantic story. Suffice it to say that
the theory had sonething to do with Relativity and the reversa

of the relations between the stationary and the novi ng obj ect.

Pi erce, the aviator, who had passed nuch of his time on noving

obj ects not without the occasional anticipation of bunping into
stationary objects, talked to Green a little on the subject.

Being interested in scientific aviation, he was nearer to the
abstract sciences than were his friends, Crane with his hobby

of folk-lore or Hood with his love of classic literature or Wl ding
VWhite with his reading of the nystics. But the young aviator
frankly admtted that Professor G een soared high into the heavens

of the Hi gher Mathematics, far beyond the flight of his little aeropl ane.



The Professor had begun, as he always began, by saying that it was
guite easy to explain; which was doubtl ess true, as he was al ways
explaining it. But he often ended by affirmng fallaciously that it
was quite easy to understand, and it woul d be an exaggeration to say
that it was always understood. Anyhow, he was just about to read
his great paper on his great theory at the great Astronom cal Congress
that was to be held that year at Bath; which was one reason why he
had pitched his astronomical canp, or enplaced his astronomn cal gun
in the house of Farner Dale on the hills of Sonerset. M. Enoch Cates
could not but feel the lingering hesitation of the |Iandl ord when he
heard that his proteges the Dales were about to admt an unknown
stranger into their household. But Pierce sternly rem nded him

that this paternal attitude was a thing of the past and that a free
peasant was free to let lodgings to a honmicidal naniac if he |iked.
Nevert hel ess, Pierce was rather relieved to find the nmaniac was only
an astrononer; but it would have been all the sane if he had been

an astrologer. Before coming to the farm the astrononer had set

up his tel escope in nuch dingier places--in |odgings in Bl oonsbury
and the grinmy buildings of a Mdland University. He thought he was,
and to a great extent he was, indifferent to his surroundi ngs.

But for all that the air and col our of those country surroundi ngs
were slowy and strangely sinking into him

"The idea is sinplicity itself," he said earnestly, when Pierce
rallied himabout the theory. "It is only the proof that is,

of course, a trifle technical. Put in a very crude and popul ar shape,
it depends on the mathematical formula for the inversion of the sphere.”
"What we call turning the world upside down," said Pierce.

"I"'mall in favour of it."

"Everyone knows the idea of relativity applied to notion," went on
the Professor. "Wen you run out of a village in a notor-car
you m ght say that the village runs away from you."

"The village does run away when Pierce is out notoring," renmarked Crane.
"Anyhow, the villagers do. But he generally prefers to frighten
themw th an aeropl ane. "

"I ndeed?" said the astrononmer with sone interest. "An aeropl ane
woul d make an even better working nodel. Conpare the nmovenent

of an aeroplane with what we call nerely for convenience the fixity
of the fixed stars.™

"I dare say they got a bit unfixed when Pierce bunped into them"
sai d the Col onel

Prof essor Green sighed in a sad but patient spirit. He could not help
being a little di sappointed even with the nost intelligent outsiders
wi th whom he conversed. Their remarks were pointed but hardly

to the point. He felt nore and nore that he really preferred those
who made no remarks. The flowers and the trees nmade no remarks;
they stood in rows and allowed himto lecture to them for hours

on the fallacies of accepted astronony. The cow nmade no renarks.
The girl who milked the cow made no remarks; or, if she did,

they were pleasant and kindly renmarks, not intended to be clever.

He drifted, as he had done many tinmes before, in the direction of

t he cow.



The young wonan who mil ked the cow was not in the commopn connotation
what is nmeant by a milkmaid. Mrgery Dal e was the daughter of a
substantial farmer already respected in that county. She had been
to school and l|earnt various polite things before she cane back

to the farmand continued to do the thousand things that she could
have taught the school nasters. And something of this proportion

or disproportion of know edge was dawni ng on Professor Green, as he
stood staring at the cow and talking, often in a sort of soliloquy.
For he had a rather sinilar sensation of a great many other things
growing up thickly like a jungle round his own particul ar thing;

i npressions and inplications fromall the girl's easy actions

and varied avocations. Perhaps he began to have a di m suspicion
that he was the school master who was bei ng taught.

The earth and the sky were already beginning to be enriched

wi th evening; the blue was already al nmost a glow |Ii ke appl e-green
behind the Iine of branching apple-trees; against it the bulk

of the farmstood in a darker outline, and for the first tinme

he realized sonething quaint or queer added to that outline by

his own big telescope stuck up Iike a gun pointed at the noon.
Sonehow it | ooked, he could not tell why, l|ike the beginning

of a story. The hollyhocks also | ooked incredibly tall

To see what he woul d have called "flowers" so tall as that seened
like seeing a daisy or a dandelion as |large as a | anp-post. He

was positive there was nothing exactly like it in Bloonsbury.

These tall flowers also |ooked like the beginning of a story--

the story of Jack and the Beanstal k. Though he knew little enough
of what influences were slowy sinking into him he felt sonething
apt in the last nmenory. Whatever was noving w thin himwas somnething
very far back, sonmething that came before reading and witing.

He had some dream as froma previous life, of dark streaks of field
under storny clouds of summer and the sense that the flowers to be
found there were things like gems. He was in that country home

that every cockney child feels he has al ways had and never visited.

"I have to read ny paper to-night," he said abruptly. "I really
ought to be thinking about it."
"I do hope it will be a success," said the girl; "but | rather

t hought you were al ways thinking about it."
"Well, | was--generally,” he said in a rather dazed fashion

and indeed it was probably the first tine that he had ever found
hinsel f fully conscious of not thinking about it. O what he was
t hi nki ng about he was by no neans fully conscious.

"l suppose you have to be awfully clever even to understand it,"
observed Margery Dal e conversationally.

"I don't know," he said, slightly stirred to the defensive.
"I"'msure | could rmake you see--1 don't nean you aren't clever
of course; | nmean |'mquite sure you're clever enough to see--
to see anything."

"Only sone sorts of things, I'mafraid," she said, smling. "l'msure
your theory has got nothing to do with cows and m | ki ng-stools."

"It's got to do with anything," he said eagerly; "with everything,
in fact. It would be just as easy to prove it fromstools and cows
as anything else. It's really quite sinple. Reversing the usua



mat hematical formula, it's possible to reach the sane results
inreality by treating notion as a fixed point and stability as a
formof nmotion. You were told that the earth goes round the sun
and the noon goes round the earth. Well, in ny formula, we first
treat it as if the sun went round the earth--"

She | ooked up radiantly. "I always THOUGHT it |ooked |ike that,"

she said enphatically.

"And you will, of course, see for yourself," he continued triunphantly,
"that by the sanme | ogical inversion we nust suppose the earth
to be going round the noon."

The radi ant face showed a shadow of doubt and she said "Oh!"

"But any of the things you nmention, the mlking-stool or the cow
or what not, would serve the same purpose, since they are objects
general ly regarded as stationary."

He | ooked up vaguely at the noon which was steadily brightening
as vast shadows spread over the sky.

"Wl |, take those things you talk of," he went on, noved by a neani ngl ess
unrest and trenor. "You see the noon rise behind the woods over

there and sweep in a great curve through the sky and seemto set

again beyond the hill. But it would be just as easy to preserve

the sane mat hematical relations by regarding the noon as the centre

of the circle and the curve described by sone object such as the cow-"

She threw her head back and | ooked at him wth eyes blazing
with [aughter that was not in any way nockery, but a childish
delight at the crowning coincidence of a fairy-tale.

"Splendid!'" she cried. "So the cow really does junp over the noon!"

Green put up his hand to his hair; and after a short silence
said suddenly, like a man recalling a recondite Greek quotation

"Why, 1've heard that somewhere. There was something el se--'The
little dog | aughed--""

Then sonet hi ng happened, which was in the world of ideas rnuch
nore dramatic than the fact that the little dog | aughed.

The professor of astronony |aughed. |If the world of things had
corresponded to the world of ideas, the | eaves of the apple tree
m ght have curled up in fear or the birds dropped out of the sky.
It was rather as if the cow had | aughed.

Fol l owi ng that curt and uncouth noise was a silence; and then

the hand he had raised to his head abruptly rent off his big blue
spect acl es and showed his staring blue eyes. He |ooked boyish
and even babyi sh.

"I wonder whether you always wore them" she said. "I should think
t hey made that noon of yours look blue. 1Isn't there a proverb

or somret hing about a thing happening once in a blue noon?"

He threw the great goggles on the ground and broke them

"Good gracious!" she exclainmed, "you seemto have taken quite



a dislike to themall of a sudden. | thought you were going
to wear themtill--well, till all is blue, as they say."

He shook his head. "All is beautiful," he said. "You are beautiful."

The young wonan was nornally very lucid and decisive in dealing

wi th gentl enen who nmade remarks of that kind, especially when she
concluded that the gentlenen were not gentlenmen. But for sone reason

in this case it never occurred to her that she needed defence;

possi bly because the other party seenmed nore defencel ess than indefensible.
She said nothing. But the other party said a great deal

and his remarks did not grow nore rational. At that nonent,

far away in their inn-parlour in the neighbouring town, Hood and

Crane and the fellowship of the Long Bow were actual |y di scussing

Wi th considerable interest the neaning and possibilities of the new
astronom cal theory. |In Bath the lecture-hall was being prepared

for the exposition of the theory. The theorist had forgotten all about it.

"I have been thinking a good deal," Hilary Pierce was sayi ng,
"about that astronomical fellow who is going to lecture in Bath
to-night. It seened to ne sonehow that he was a kindred spirit
and that sooner or |ater we were bound to get mxed up with him-

or he was bound to get mxed up with us. | don't say it's always
very confortable to get mixed up with us. | feel in ny bones that
there is going to be a big row soon. | feel as if I'd consulted

an astrologer; as if Geen were the Merlin of our Round Tabl e.
Anyhow, the astrol oger has an interesting astronom cal theory."

"Why?" inquired Wilding Wiite with sone surprise. "Wat have you
got to do with his theory?"

"Because," answered the young man, "l understand his astronomni ca
theory a good deal better than he thinks | do. And, let nme tell you
his astrononical theory is an astronomnical allegory."”

"An al |l egory?" repeated Crane. "Wat of?"
"An allegory of us," said Pierce; "and, as with many an all egory,
we've acted it without knowing it. | realized something about
our history, when he was talking, that | don't think I'd ever

t hought of before."

"What in the world are you tal ki ng about?" denanded t he Col onel
"H's theory," said Pierce in a neditative manner, "has got sonething
to do with nmoving objects being really stationary, and stationary
objects being really noving. Well, you always talk of ne as if |
were a noving object.”

"Heart breaki ng object sonetines," assented the Colonel with
cordi al encouragenent.

"I mean," continued Pierce calmy, "that you talk of me as if |

were always notoring too fast or flying too far. And what you

say of nme is pretty much what nost people say of you. Most sane
people think we all go a jolly ot too far. They think we're

a lot of lunatics out-running the constable or |ooping the I oop,

and al ways up to sone new nonsense. But when you cone to think of it,
it's we who always stay where we are, and the rest that's al ways



nmovi ng and shifting and changi ng."

"Yes," said Omen Hood; "I begin to have sonme di midea of what you
are tal ki ng about."

“"I'n all our little adventures," went on the other, "we have
all of us taken up sone definite position and stuck to it,

however difficult it might be; that was the whole fun of it.

But our critics did not stick to their own position--not even

to their own conventional or conservative position. |n each one

of the stories it was they who were fickle, and we who were fixed.
When the Col onel said he would eat his hat, he did it; when he

found it nmeant wearing a preposterous hat, he wore it. But his

nei ghbours didn't even stick to their own conviction that the hat

was preposterous. Fashion is too fluctuating and sensitive a thing;
and before the end, half of them were wondering whether they oughtn't
to have hats of the same sort. 1In that affair of the Thames factory,
Hood adnmired the old | andscape and Hunter admired the ol d | andl ords.
But Hunter didn't go on admring the old | andl ords; he deserted

to the new |l andl ords as soon as they got the land. H s conservatism
was too snobbish to conserve anything. | wanted to inport pigs,

and | went on inporting pigs, though ny nmethods of snuggling

m ght land nme in a mad- house. But Enoch Cates, the mllionaire,

didn't go on inporting pork; he went off at once on sone new stunt,
first on the boom ng of his purses, and afterwards on the adm rable
stunt of starting English farms. The business nmind isn't steadfast;
even when it can be turned the right way, it's too easy to turn.

And everything has been like that, down to the little botheration
about the el ephant. The police began to prosecute M. Wite, but they
soon dropped it when Hood showed themthat he had sone backi ng.

Don't you see that's the noral of the whole thing? The nodern world
is materialistic, but it isn't solid. It isn't hard or stern or ruthless
in pursuit of its purpose, or all the things that the newspapers

and novels say it is; and sonetines actually praise it for being.
Materialismisn't |like stone; it's like mud, and liquid nmud at that."

"There's something in what you say," said Onen Hood, "and | shoul d be
inclined to add sonmething to it. On a rough reckoning of the chances
in nodern England, | should say the situation is something |ike this.
In that dubious and wavering atnosphere it is very unlikely

there woul d ever be a revolution, or any very vital reform

But if there were, | believe on ny soul that it mght be successful

| believe everything el se would be too weak and wobbly to stand up
against it."

"I suppose that neans,"” said the Colonel, "that you're going to do
sonmething silly."

"Silliest thing | can think of," replied Pierce cheerfully.
"I'mgoing to an astronom cal |ecture."

The degree of silliness involved in the experinment can be nost
conpactly and clearly stated in the newspaper report, at which

the friends of the experinentalists found thensel ves gazing with
nore than their usual bew | derment on the follow ng norning.

The Col onel, sitting at his club with his favourite daily paper
spread out before him was regarding with a grave wonder a paragraph
that began with the follow ng head-1ines:



AMAZI NG SCENE AT SClI ENTI FI C CONGRESS

LECTURER GOES MAD AND ESCAPES

"A scene equally distressing and astoni shing took place at the third
neeting of the Astrononical Society now holding its congress

at Bath. Professor Aiver Geen, one of the nost prom sing of

t he younger astronomers, was set down in the syllabus to deliver

a lecture on "Relativity in Relation to Planetary Mtion.'

About an hour before the | ecture, however, the authorities received
a telegram from Professor Geen, altering the subject of his address
on the ground that he had just discovered a new star, and wi shed

i Mmedi ately to communicate his discovery to the scientific world.
Great excitenent and keen anticipation prevailed at the neeting

but these feelings changed to bew | dernment as the | ecture proceeded.
The lecturer announced without hesitation the existence of a new

pl anet attached to one of the fixed stars, but proceeded to describe
its geological formation and other features with a fantastic
exactitude beyond anything yet obtained by way of the spectrum

or the telescope. He was understood to say that it produced life

in an extravagant form in towering objects which constantly

doubl ed or divided thenselves until they ended in flat filanents,

or tongues of a bright green colour. He was proceeding to give

a still nore inprobable of a nore nobile but equally nonstrous form
of life, resting on four trunks or colunms which swing in rotation
and termnating in sone curious curved appendages, when a young nan
in the front row, whose deneanour had shown an increasing levity,
called out abruptly: "Wy, that's a cow' To this the professor
abandoni ng abruptly all pretence of scientific dignity, replied by

shouting in a voice like thunder: 'Yes, of course it's a cow
and you fell ows would never have noticed a cow, even if she junped
over the noon!' The unfortunate professor then began to rave

in the nost incoherent manner, throwi ng his arns about and shouting
aloud that he and his fellow scientists were all a pack of noodl es
who had never | ooked at the world they were wal ki ng on, which contai ned
the nost miraculous things. But the latter part of his renarks,

whi ch appeared to be an entirely irrelevant outburst in praise of

the beauty of Wnan, were interrupted by the Chairman and officials

of the Congress, who called for nedical and constabul ary interference.
No |l ess a person than Sir Horace Hunter, who, although best known

as a psycho-physi ol ogi st, has taken all know edge for his province
and was present to show his interest in astronom cal progress,

was able to certify on the spot that the unfortunate G een was
clearly suffering fromdenentia, which was i nmedi ately corroborated
by a local doctor, so that the unhappy man m ght be renpved w t hout
further scandal

"At this point, however, a still nore extraordinary devel opnent

took place. The young nan in the front row, who had several tines
interrupted the proceedings with irrel evant remarks, sprang to his feet,
and | oudly declaring that Professor Green was the only sane man in

t he Congress, rushed at the group surrounding him violently hurled
Sir Horace Hunter fromthe platform and with the assistance

of a friend and fellowrioter, managed to recapture the lunatic
fromthe doctors and police, and carry hi moutside the building.
Those pursuing the fugitives found thenselves at first confronted
with a new nystery, in the formof their conpl ete disappearance.

It has since been discovered that they actually escaped by aeropl ane;
t he young man, whose nane is said to be Pierce, being a well-known



aviator formerly connected with the Flying Corps. The other young man
who assisted himand acted as pilot, has not yet been identified."

Ni ght cl osed and the stars stood out over Dale's Farm and the

tel escope pointed at the stars in vain. Its giant |enses had

vainly nmirrored the noon of which its owner had spoken in so vain

a fashion; but its ower did not return. M ss Dale was rather
unaccountably troubl ed by his absence, and nentioned it once or twice;

after all, as her fanmly said, it was very natural that he should
go to an hotel in Bath for the night, especially if the revels

of the roystering astrononers were long and late. "It's no affair
of ours," said the farmer's wife cheerfully. "He is not a child."

But the farmer's daughter was not quite so sure on the point.

Next norni ng she rose even earlier than usual and went about her
ordi nary tasks, which by sonme accident or other seened to | ook nore
ordinary than usual. |In the blank norning hours, it was perhaps
natural that her m nd should go back to the previous afternoon

when the conduct of the astrononer could by no neans be di sm ssed
as ordinary.

"It's all very well to say he's not a child," she said to herself.
"I wish | were as certain he's not an idiot. |f he goes to an hotel
they' Il cheat him"

The nore angul ar and prosai ¢ her own surroundi ngs seenmed in the daylight,
the nore doubt she felt about the probable fate of the noonstruck
gentl eman who | ooked at a blue noon through his blue spectacles.

She wondered whether his family or his friends were generally
responsi ble for his novenents; for really he nust be a little dotty.
She had never heard himtal k about his fanily; and she renenbered

a good many things he had tal ked about. She had never even seen
himtalking to a friend, except once to Captain Pierce, when they

tal ked about astronony. But the name of Captain Pierce |inked

itself up rapidly with other and nore rel evant suggesti ons.

Captain Pierce lived at the Blue Boar on the other side of the down,
havi ng been married a year or two before to the daughter of the

i nn-keeper, who was an old friend of the daughter of the farmer.

They had been to the sane school in the neighbouring provincial town,
and had once been, as the phrase goes, inseparable. Perhaps friends
ought to pass through the phase in which they are inseparable to reach
the phase in which they can safely be separated.

"Joan m ght know sonething about it," she said to herself.
"At | east her husband m ght know. "

She turned back into the kitchen and began to rout things out

for breakfast; when she had done everything she coul d think of
doing for a famly that had not yet put in an appearance, she went
out again into the garden and found herself at the sanme gate,
staring at the steep wooded hill that |ay between the farm and

the valley of the Blue Boar. She thought of harnessing the pony;
and then went wal king rather restlessly along the road over the hill

On the map it was only a fewniles to the Blue Boar; and she
was easily capable of walking ten tinmes the distance. But maps,
like many ot her scientific docunents, are very inaccurate.

The ridge that ran between the two valleys was, relatively to



that rolling plain, as definite as a range of nountai ns.

The path through the dark wood that |ay just beyond the farm began
like a lane and then seened to go up like a ladder. By the time she
had scaled it, under its continuous canopy of |ow spreading trees,
she had the sensation of having wal ked for a long tinme. And when
the ascent ended with a gap in the trees and a bl ank space of sky,
she | ooked over the edge |ike one |ooking into another world.

M. Enoch QCates, in his nore expansive nmonents, had been known to
allude to what he called God's Geat Prairies. M. Rosenbaum Low,
havi ng come to London from or through, Johannesburg, often referred
in his inperialistic speeches to the "illinmtable veldt." But neither
the Anmerican prairie nor the African veldt really | ooks any |arger,

or could look any larger, than a wide English vale seen froma | ow

English hill. Nothing can be nore distant than the distance;
the horizon or the Iine drawn by heaven across the vision of man.
Nothing is so illimtable as that limt. Wthin our narrow island

there is a whole series of such infinities; as if the island itself
could hold seven seas. As she | ooked out over that new | andscape,

the soul seened to be slaked and satisfied with inmensity and,

by a paradox, to be filled at last with enptiness. Al things seened
not only great but growing in greatness. She could fancy that the tal
trees standing up in the sunlight grewtaller while she | ooked at them
The sun was rising and it seenmed as if the whole world rose with it.
Even the done of heaven seened to be lifting slowy; as if the very
sky were a skirt drawn up and di sappearing into the altitudes

of light.

The vast hol | ow bel ow her was col oured as variously as a map in an atl as.
Fields of grass or grain or red earth seened so far away that they
m ght have been the enpires and ki ngdons of a world newy created.
But she could already see on the brow of a hill above the pine-wods
the pale scar of the quarry and below it the glittering tw st

in the river where stood the inn of the Blue Boar. As she drew
nearer and nearer to it she could see nore and nore clearly a green
triangular field with tiny black dots, which were little black pigs;
and another smaller dot, which was a child. Sonething like a w nd
behi nd her or within her, that had driven her over the hills,

seened to sweep all the long lines of that |andslide of a | andscape,
so that they pointed to that spot.

As the path dropped to the | evel and she began to wal k by farns

and villages, the stormin her nmind began to settle and she recovered
t he reasonabl e prudence with which she had pottered about her

own farm She even felt sonme responsibility and enbarrassnment

about troubling her friend by com ng on so vague an errand. But she
told herself convincingly enough that after all she was justified.
One would not nornally be alarned about a strayed | odger as if he
were a |ion escaped froma nenagerie. But she had after all very
good reason for regarding this lion as rather a fearful w | dfow.

H s way of tal king had been so eccentric that everybody for mles round
woul d have agreed, if they had heard him that he had a tile |oose.
She was very glad they had not heard him but their inmaginary

opinion fortified her own. They had a duty in common hunmanity;

they could not |let a poor gentlenan of doubtful sanity di sappear

wi t hout further inquiry.

She entered the inn with a firmstep and hailed her friend with sonething
of that hearty cheerfulness that is so unpopular in the early riser



She was rather younger and by nature rather nore exuberant than Joan
and Joan had already felt the drag and concentration of children

But Joan had not |ost her rather steely sense of hunmour, and she heard
the main facts of her friend' s difficulty with a vigilant smile

"We should rather like to know what has happened,"” said the visitor
wi th vague carel essness. "If anything unpl easant had happened,
peopl e mi ght even bl anme us, when we knew he was like that."

"Li ke what?" asked Joan smling.

"Why, a bit off, | suppose we nust say," answered the other
"The things he said to nme about cows and trees and having found
a new star were really--"

"Well, it's rather lucky you cane to ne," said Joan quietly.
"For | don't believe you'd have found anybody el se on the whol e face
of the earth who knows exactly where he is now "

"And where is he?"
"Well, he's not on the face of the earth," said Joan Hardy.
"You don't nean he's--dead?" asked the other in an unnatural voice.

"I mean he's up in the air," said Joan, "or, what is often nuch

the sane thing, he is with ny husband. Hilary rescued hi mwhen they
were just going to nab him and carried himoff in an aeropl ane.

He says they' d better hide in the clouds for a bit. You know

the way he tal ks; of course, they do come down every now and then
when it's safe.”

"Escaped! Nabbed him Safe!" ejaculated the other young woman
with round eyes. "Wiat in the world does it all nean?"

"Well," replied her friend, "he seens to have said the sane sort
of things that he said to you to a whole roonful of scientific nen
at Bath. And, of course, the scientific nen all said he was nmd;

| suppose that's what scientific nen are for. So they were just
going to take himaway to an asylum when Hilary--"

The farnmer's daughter rose in a glory of rage that m ght have seened
tolift the roof, as the great sunrise had seenmed to lift the sky.

"Take himaway!" she cried. "How dare they tal k about such things?
How dare they say he is nad? |It's they who nust be mad to say

such stuff! Wiy, he's got nore brains in his boots than they

have in all their silly old bald heads knocked together--and |I'd
like to knock '"emtogether! Wy, they'd all snmash |ike egg-shells,
and he's got a head like cast-iron. Don't you know he's beaten

all the old duffers at their own business, of stars and things?

| expect they're all jealous; it's just what | should have expected
of them™

The fact that she was entirely unacquai nted with the nanes,

and possibly the existence, of these natural phil osophers did

not arrest the vigorous word-painting with which she conpl eted
their portraits. "Nasty spiteful old men with whiskers," she said,
"all bunched together like so nany spiders and weaving dirty
cobwebs to catch their betters; of course, it's all a conspiracy.



Just because they're all nmad and hate anybody who's quite sane."
"So you think he's quite sane?" asked her hostess gravely.

"Sane? What do you nean? O course he's quite sane,"”
retorted Margery Dal e.

Wth a nountai nous magnhanimty Joan was silent. Then after a pause
she sai d:

"Well, Hilary has taken his case in hand and your friend s safe

for the present; Hilary generally brings things off, however queer
they sound. And | don't mind telling you in confidence that he's
bringing that and a good many ot her things off, rather big things,
just now. You can't keep himfromfighti ng whatever you do; and he
seens to be out just now to fight everybody. So | shoul dn't wonder
if you saw all your old gentlenen's heads knocked together after all.
There are rather big preparations going on; that friend of his nanmed
Blair is for ever going and coming with his balloons and things;

and | believe something will happen soon on a pretty |arge scal e,
perhaps all over England."

"WII it?" asked Mss Dale in an absent-m nded manner (for she
was sadly deficient in civic and political sense). "lIs that your
Tomy out there?"

And they tal ked about the child and then about a hundred entirely
trivial things; for they understood each other perfectly.

And if there are still things the reader fails to understand,

if (as seens alnost incredible) there are things that he w shes

to understand, then it can only be at the heavy price of studying

the story of the Unprecedented Architecture of Commander Bl air;

and with that, it is conforting to know, the story of all these things
will be drawi ng near its explanation and its end.

Chapter VII

THE UNPRECEDENTED ARCHI TECTURE OF COMVANDER BLAI R

The Earl of Eden had becone Prinme Mnister for the third tine,

and his face and figure were therefore famliar in the politica
cartoons and even in the public streets. H's yellow hair and | ean
and springy figure gave hima factitious air of youth; but his face
on cl oser study |ooked lined and winkled and gave al nost a shock

of decrepitude. He was in truth a man of great experience and
dexterity in his own profession. He had just succeeded in routing
the Socialist Party and overthrowi ng the Socialist Governnent,

| argely by the use of certain rhyned nottoes and nmaxi ns whi ch he

had hinself invented with considerable amusenment. Hi s great slogan
of "Don't Nationalize but Rationalize" was generally believed to have
led himto victory. But at the nonment when this story begins he

had other things to think of. He had just received an urgent request
for a consultation fromthree of his nost promni nent supporters--



Lord Normantowers, Sir Horace Hunter, O B.E. , the great advocate
of scientific politics, and M. R Low, the philanthropist.

They were confronted with a problem and their problem concerned
t he sudden madness of an Anerican nillionaire.

The Prime Mnister was not unacquainted with American nillionaires,
even those whose conduct suggested that they were hardly representative
of a normal or national type. There was the great Gigg,

the millionaire inventor, who had pressed upon the War Ofice a schene
for finishing the War at a blow, it consisted of electrocuting

the Kai ser by wireless tel egraphy. There was M. Napper

of Nebraska, whose negotiations for renoving Shakespeare's diff

to America as a synbol of Angl o-Saxon unity were unaccountably
frustrated by the firmrefusal of the American Republic to send

us Plynouth Rock in exchange. And there was that charning and

cul tured Bostoni an, Col onel Hoopoe, whom all Engl and wel comed

in his crusade for Purity and the League of the Lily, until England

di scovered with considerable surprise that the Anerican Anbassador

and all respectable Anericans flatly refused to neet the Col onel,
whose record at hone was that of a very narrow escape from Sing-Sing.

But the problem of Enoch Cates, who had made his noney in pork

was something profoundly different. As Lord Eden's three supporters
eagerly explained to him seated round a garden table at his
beautiful country seat in Sonerset, M. Cates had done sonething
that the maddest nillionaire had never thought of doing before.

Up to a certain point he had proceeded in a manner normal to such

a foreigner. He had purchased am d general approval an estate covering
about a quarter of a county; and it was expected that he woul d nake
it afield for sone of those American experinents in tenperance

or eugenics for which the English agricultural populace offer a sort
of virgin soil. Instead of that, he suddenly went mad and nade

a present of his land to his tenants; so that by an unprecedented
anomaly the farns becane the property of the farners. That an
American nmillionaire should take away English things from Engl and,
English rent, English relics, English pictures, English cathedrals
or the cliffs of Dover, was a natural operation to which everybody
was by this time accustoned. But that an American nillionaire
shoul d give English land to English peopl e was an unwarrant abl e
interference and tantanount to an alien eneny stirring up revol ution
Enoch Cates had therefore been summoned to the Council, and sat
scoming at the table as if he were in the dock

"Results nost deplorable already,"” said Sir Horace Hunter

in his rather loud voice. "Gve you an exanple, ny lord; people of
the nanme of Dale in Sonmerset took in a lunatic as a | odger
May have been a homicidal maniac for all | know, sone do say he

had a great cannon or culverin sticking out of his bedroom w ndow.
But with no responsi bl e nanagenment of the estate, no | andl ord,

no | awer, no educated person anywhere, there was nothing to prevent
their letting the bedroomto a Bengal tiger. Anyhow, the nan was nad,
rushed raving on to the platformat the Astronom cal Congress
tal ki ng about Lovely Wnan and the cow that junped over the noon.
That dammed agitator Pierce, who used to be in the Flying Corps,

was in the hall, and nade a riot and carried the crazy fell ow off

in an aeroplane. That's the sort of thing you'll have happening all
over the place if these ignorant fellows are allowed to do just as
they like."

"It is quite true," said Lord Normantowers. "I could give nany



ot her exanples. They say that Onen Hood, another of these eccentrics,
has actually bought one of these little farms and stuck it all round
wi th absurd battlenents and a noat and drawbridge, with the notto
'The Englishman's House is his Castle.""

"I think," said the Prime Mnister quietly, "that however English

the Englishman may be, he will find his castle is a castle in Spain;
not to say a castle in the air. M. Cates," he said, addressing very
courteously the big brooding Anerican at the other end of the table,
"pl ease do not imagine that | cannot synpathize with such romances,

al though they are only in the air. But | think in all sincerity

that you will find they are unsuited to the English climte

ET EGO I N ARCADI A, you know, we have all had such dreans of all nen
piping in Arcady. But after all, you have already paid the piper

and if you are wise, | think you can still call the tune."

"Gves nme great gratification to say it's too late," growl ed Cates.
"I want themto learn to play and pay for thenselves."

"But you want themto learn," said Lord Eden gently, "and | should
not be in too nmuch of a hurry to call it too late. It seens

to ne that the door is still open for a reasonabl e conprom se;

| understand that the deed of gift, considered as a |legal instrunent,
is still the subject of sone | egal discussion and may well be

the subject of revision. | happened to be talking of it yesterday
with the law officers of the Crown; and | am sure that the | east

hint that you yourself--"

"I take it to nmean," said M. QCates with great deliberation
“that you'll tell your lawers it'll pay themto pick a hole
in the deal."

"That is what we call the bluff Western hunour,"” said Lord Eden
smling, "but | only nmean that we do a great deal in this
country by reconsideration and revision. W nmake nistakes

and unnake them W have a phrase for it in our history books;
we call it the flexibility of an unwitten constitution."

"W have a phrase for it too," said the Anerican reflectively.
"We call it graft."”

"Really," cried Nornmantowers, a little bristly man, with sudden
shrillness, "I did not know you were so scrupul ous in your own nethods."

"Mot ht unthcrupul outh,” said M. Low virtuously.

Enoch Cates rose slowy |ike an enornous leviathan rising to the surface
of the sea; his large sallow face had never changed in expression
but he had the air of one drifting dream |y away.

"Wal ," he said, "I dare say it's true |I've done sone graft in ny tine,
and a good nmany deals that weren't what you might call nodelled on
the Sernon on the Mount. But if | snmashed people, it was when they
were all out to smash ne; and if sone of 'emwere poor, they were

the sort that were ready to shoot or knife or blow ne to bits.

And | tell you, in nmy country the whole |lot of you would be | ynched

or tarred and feathered to-nmorrow, if you tal ked about | awyers taking
away people's |and when once they'd got it. Maybe the English
climte's different, as you say; but I'mgoing to see it through

As for you, M. Rosenbaum-"



"My nane is Low," said the philanthropist. "I cannot thee why
anyone shoul d object to uthing ny nane."

"Not on your life," said M. Cates affably. "Seens to be a pretty
appropriate nane."

He drifted heavily fromthe room and the four other men were |eft,
staring at a riddle.

"He's going on with it, or, rather, they're going on with it,"

groaned Horace Hunter. "And what the devil is to be done now?"
"It really looks as if he were right in calling it too late,"
said Lord Normantowers bitterly. "I can't think of anything to
be done."

"I can," said the Prine Mnister. They all |ooked at him

but none of them could read the indeci pherable subtleties in his
old and wrinkl ed face under his youthful yellow hair.

"The resources of civilization are not exhausted," he said grimy.
"That's what the old governments used to say when they started
shooting people. WelIl, | could understand you gentl enen feeling
inclined to shoot people now. | suppose it seens to you that al
your own power in the State, which you wield with such public spirit
of course, all Sir Horace's health reforns, the Normantowers'

new estate, and so on, are all broken to bits, to rotten little bits
of rusticity. Wat's to becone of a governing class if it doesn't
hold all the land, eh? Well, I'Il tell you. | know the next nove,
and the tine has cone to take it."

"But what is it?" demanded Sir Horace.

"The tine has cone,"” said the Prine Mnister, "to Nationalize
the Land."

Sir Horace Hunter rose fromhis chair, opened his nmouth, shut it,
and sat down again, all with what he hinself nm ght have called
a reflex action.

"But that is Socialism" cried Lord Normantowers, his eyes standing
out of his head.

"True Socialism don't you think?" mused the Prine Mnister
"Better call it True Socialism just the sort of thing to be renenbered
at elections. Theirs is Socialism and ours is True Socialism?"

"Do you really mean, ny lord," cried Hunter in a heat of sincerity
stronger than the snobbery of a lifetine, "that you are going
to support the Bol shies?"

"No," said Eden, with the smile of a sphinx. "I mean the Bol shies
are going to support ne. Idiots!"

After a silence, he added in a nore wi stful tone:
"OF course, as a matter of sentinent, it is alittle sad. All our

fine old English castles and manors, the hones of the gentry... they
wi || becone public property, |ike post offices, | suppose. Wen I



think of the happy hours |I have nyself passed at the Nornmantowers--"
He sniled across at the nobl eman of that name and went on. "And Sir
Horace has now, | believe, the joy of living in Warbridge Castle--
fine old place. Dear ne, yes, and | think M. Low has a castl e,

t hough the nane escapes ne."

"Rosewood Castle," said M. Low rather sulkily.

"But | say," cried Sir Horace, rising, "what becones of 'Don't
National i ze but Rationalize' ?"

"I suppose,"” replied Eden lightly, "it will have to be 'Don't

Rationalize but Nationalize.' It comes to the sanme thing.
Besi des, we can easily get a new notto of sonme sort. For instance,
we, after all, are the patriotic party, the national party.

What about 'Let the Nationalists Nationalize' ?"

"Well, all | can say is--" began Normant owers expl osively.
"Conpensation, there will be conpensation, of course," said the Prine
M ni ster soothingly; "a great deal can be done with conpensation

If you will all turn up here this day week, say at four o'clock, |
think I can lay all the plans before you."

When they did turn up next week and were shown again into the Prine

M nister's sunny garden, they found that the plans were, indeed,

|l aid before them for the table that stood on the sunny | awn was

covered with large and small maps and a mass of official docunents.

M. Eustace Pym one of the Prine Mnister's numerous private secretaries
was hovering over them and the Prime Mnister hinself was sitting

at the head of the table studying one of themwth an intelligent frown.

"I thought you'd like to hear the terns of the arrangenents,"
he said. "lI'mafraid we nust all make sacrifices in the cause
of progress.”

"Ch, progress be ----" cried Nornantowers, |osing patience.
"I want to know if you really nean that ny estate--"

"I't conmes under the departnent of Castle and Abbey Estates in

Section Four," said Lord Eden, referring to the paper before him

"By the provisions of the new Bill the public control in such

cases will be vested in the Lord-Lieutenant of the County.

In the particul ar case of your castle--let nme see--why, yes, of course,
you are Lord Lieutenant of that county."

Little Lord Normantowers was staring, with his stiff hair al
standi ng on end; but a new | ook was dawning in his shrewd t hough
smal | -featured face.

"The case of Warbridge Castle is different," said the Prime Mnister
"I't happens unfortunately to stand in a district desol ated

by all the recent troubles about sw ne-fever, touching which the

Heal th Conptroller"” (here he bowed to Sir Horace Hunter) "has shown
such admrable activity. |t has been necessary to place the whole

of this district in the hands of the Health Conptroller, that he

may study any traces of swi ne-fever that nmay be found in the Castle,
the Cathedral, the Vicarage, and so on. So nmuch for that case,

whi ch stands sonmewhat apart; the others are nostly nornal
Rosenbaum Castl e--1 should say Rosewood Castle--being of a |ater date,



comes under Section Five, and the appoi ntnent of a pernanent

Castle Custodian is left to the discretion of the Government.

In this case the Government has decided to appoint M. Rosewood Low
to the post, in recognition of his |local services to social science
and economics. |In all these cases, of course, due conpensation

will be paid to the present owners of the estates, and anple

sal ari es and expenses of entertainnent paid to the new officials,
that the places may be kept up in a manner worthy of their historica
and national character."

He paused, as if for cheers, and Sir Horace was vaguely irritated

into saying: "But |ook here, ny castle--"

"Dam it all!" said the Prime Mnister, with his first flash of

i npati ence and sincerity. "Can't you see you'll get twi ce as nuch
as before? First you'll be conpensated for |osing your castle,

and then you'll be paid for keeping it."

"My lord," said Lord Normantowers hunbly, "I apologize for anything
| may have said or suggested. | ought to have known | stood
in the presence of a great English statesman."

"Ch, it's easy enough," said Lord Eden frankly. "Look how easily
we remained in the saddle, in spite of denocratic el ections; how we
managed to doninate the Comopns as well as the Lords. It'll be

the same with what they call Socialism W shall still be there;

only we shall be called bureaucrats instead of aristocrats.”

"I see it all now" cried Hunter, "and by Heaven, it'll be the end
of all this confounded demagogy of Three Acres and a Cow. "

"I think so," said the Prine Mnister with a snmle; and began
to fold up the maps.

As he was folding up the Iast and | argest, he suddenly stopped
and sai d:

"Hal | o!"

Aletter was lying in the mddle of the table; a letter in a
seal ed envel ope, and one which he evidently did not recognize
as any part of his paper paraphernali a.

"Where did this letter conme fron?" he asked rather sharply.
"Did you put it here, Eustace?"

"No," said M. Pymstaring. "I never saw it before. It didn't
conme with your letters this norning."

"It didn't come by post at all," said Lord Eden; "and none of the
servants brought it in. How the devil did it get out here in the garden?”

He ripped it open with his finger and renmai ned for sone time staring
in nystification at its contents.

"Wl kin Castl e,
Sept. 4th, 19--.

"Dear Lord Eden,--As | understand you are nmaking public provision
for the future disposal of our historic national castles,



such as Warbridge Castle, | should nmuch appreciate any infornmation
about your intentions touching Welkin Castle, ny own estate,
as it would enable ne to make ny own arrangenents.--Yours very truly,

"Wl kyn of Wel kin."

"Who is Wl kyn?" asked the puzzled politician; "he wites as if he knew
nme; but | can't recall himat the nonent. And where is Welkin Castle?
We nmust | ook at the naps again."

But though they | ooked at the maps for hours, and searched Burke,
Debrett, "Who's Wio," the atlas, and every other work of reference,
they coul d cone upon no trace of that firmbut polite country gentlenman

Lord Eden was a little worried, because he knew that curiously

i mportant people could exist in a corner in this country, and suddenly
energe fromtheir corner to nake trouble. He knew it was very

i mportant that his own governing class should stand with himin this
great public change (and private understanding), and that no rich
eccentric should be left out or offended. But although he was worried
to that extent, it is probable that his worry woul d soon have faded
fromhis mind if it had not been for sonmething that happened sone days
| at er.

Going out into the sane garden to the sanme table, with the nore agreeable
pur pose of taking tea there, he was amazed to find another letter

though this was lying not on the table but on the turf just beside it.

It was unstanped like the other and addressed in the sane handwriting;

but its tone was nore stern

"Wl kin Castl e,
Cct. 6th, 19--.

"My Lord,--As you seemto have decided to continue your sweeping
schenme of confiscation, as in the case of Warbridge Castle,
wi thout the slightest reference to the historic and even heroic
clainms of Welkin Castle, | can only informyou that | shall defend
the fortress of ny fathers to the death. Moreover, | have deci ded
to nake a protest of a nore public kind;, and when you next hear
fromnme it will be in the formof a general appeal to the justice
of the English people.--Yours truly,

Wel kyn of Wel kin."

The historic and even heroic traditions of Welkin Castle kept a

dozen of the Prime Mnister's private secretaries busy for a week,

| ooki ng up encycl opaedi as and chronicl es and books of history.

But the Prime Mnister hinself was nore worried about another problem
How di d these nysterious letters get into the house, or rather into

t he garden? None of them came by post and none of the servants knew
anyt hi ng about them Moreover, the Prine Mnister, in an unobtrusive
way, was very carefully guarded. Prime Mnisters always are.

But he had been especially protected ever since the Vegetarians

a few years before had gone about killing everybody who believed

in killing animals. There were al ways pl ai n-cl ot hes policenen at
every entrance of his house and garden. And fromtheir testinony

it would appear certain that the letter could not have got into

the garden; but for the trifling fact that it was |lying there on

the garden-table. Lord Eden cogitated in a grimfashion for sone tine;



then he said as he rose fromhis chair:
"I think I will have a talk to our Anerican friend M. Cates."”

Whet her from a sense of humour or a sense of justice, Lord Eden
sumoned Enoch Cates before the sane special jury of three;

or sumoned them before him as the case nay be. For it was even nore
difficult than before to read the exact secret of Eden's synpathies

or intentions; he talked about a variety of indifferent subjects

|l eading up to that of the letters, which he treated very lightly.

Then he said quite suddenly:

"Do you know anyt hing about those letters, by the way?"

The Anerican presented his poker face to the conpany for some tine
wi thout reply. Then he said:

"And what nmakes you think | know anything about thenf"
"Because," said Horace Hunter, breaking in with uncontrollable warnth

"we know you're hand and glove with all those lunatics in the League
of the Long Bow who are kicking up all this shindy."

"Well," said Cates calmy, "I'lIl never deny | |ike some of their ways.
| like live wires nyself; and, after all, they're about the |iveliest
thing in this old country. And I'll tell you nore. | like people

who take trouble; and, believe ne, they do take trouble. You say
they're all nuts; but | reckon there really is nethod in their madness.
They take trouble to keep those crazy vows of theirs. You spoke
about the fellows who carried off the astrononer in an aeropl ane.
VWll, | know Bellew Blair, the man who worked with Pierce

in that stunt, and believe ne he's not a man to be sniffed at.
He's one of the finest experts in aeronautics in the country;

and if he's gone over to them it nmeans there's sonething in their
notion for a scientific intellect to take hold of. It was Blair
that worked that pig stunt for Hilary Pierce; nmade a great gas-bag
shaped |li ke a sow and gave all the little pigs parachutes."

"Well, there you are," cried Hunter. "O all the lunacy--"

"1 remenber Conmander Blair in the War," said the Prime Mnister
quietly. "Bellows Blair, they called him He did expert work:

some new schenme with dirigible balloons. But | was only going

to ask M. Cates whether he happens to know where Wl kin Castle is."

"Must be sonmewhere near here," suggested Normant owers,
"as the letters seemto conme by hand."

"Well, | don't know," said Enoch Cates doubtfully. "I know a man
living in Ely, who had one of those letters delivered by hand.

And | know anot her near Land's End who thought the letter nust have
cone from sonebody living near. As you say, they all seemto cone
by hand."

"By what hand?" asked the Prinme Mnister, with a queer, grim expression
"M. OCates," said Lord Normantowers firmy, "where IS Wl kin Castle?"

"Why, it's everywhere, in a nmanner of speaking," said M. Qates
reflectively. "It's anywhere, anyhow. Gee--!" he broke off suddenly:



"Wy, as a matter of fact, it's here!"

"Ah," said the Prime Mnister quietly, "I thought we shoul d see
sonmething if we watched here | ong enough! You didn't think I kept
you hangi ng about here only to ask M. Cates questions that | knew
the answer to."

"What do you mean? Thought we woul d see what ?"
"Where the unstanped letters come from" replied Lord Eden

Lunmi nous and enornous, there heaved up above the garden trees

somet hing that | ooked at first like a coloured cloud; it was

flushed with light such as |lies on clouds opposite the sunset,

a light at once warmand wan; and it shone |i ke an opaque fl ane.

But as it came closer it grew nore and nore incredible. 1t took on
solid proportions and perspective, as if a cloud could brush and crush
the dark tree-tops. It was sonething never seen before in the sky;

it was a cubist cloud. Men gazing at such a sunset cloud-land often

i magi ne they see castles and cities of an al nbst uncanny conpl et eness.
But there would be a possible point of conpl eteness at which they
woul d cry al oud, or perhaps shriek aloud, as at a sign in heaven

and that conpl eteness had cone. The big | um nous object that sailed
above the garden was outlined in battlenents and turrets like a

fairy castle; but with an architectural exactitude inpossible

in any cloudland. Wth the very look of it a phrase and a proverb

| eapt into the mnd

"There, ny lord!" cried Qates, suddenly lifting his nasal and
drawl i ng voi ce and pointing, "there's that dreamyou told ne about.
There's your castle in the air."

As the shadow of the flying thing travelled over the sun-lit |awn,
they | ooked up and saw for the first tinme that the | ower part

of the edifice hung downwards |i ke the car of a great ball oon

They renenbered the aeronautical tricks of Conmander Blair and Captain
Pierce and the nodel of the nonstrous pig. As it passed over

the table a white speck detached itself and dropped fromthe car

It was a letter.

The next moment the white speck was foll owed by a shower that

was |like a snowstorm Countless letters, leaflets, and scraps

of paper were littered all over the lawm. The guests seened to
stand staring wildly in a wlderness of waste-paper; but the keen
and experienced eyes of Lord Eden recogni zed the material which,

in political elections, is sonewhat satirically called "literature."

It took the twelve private secretaries sone tinme to pick themall up
and make the | awn neat and tidy again. On exami nation they proved
to be mainly of two kinds: one a sort of electioneering panphl et

of the League of the Long Bow, and the other a sonmewhat airy fantasy
about private property in air. The nost inportant of the docunents,
whi ch Lord Eden studied nore attentively, though with a grimsnile
began with the sentence in large letters:

"An Englishman's House |Is No Longer His Castle On The Soil O Engl and.
If It Is To Be His Castle, It Must Be A Castle In The Air.

"If There Seem To Be Sonething Unfamiliar And Even Fanciful In



The ldea, W Reply That It Is Not Half So Fantastic To Omn Your Own
Houses In The Clouds As Not To Om Your Omn Houses On The Earth."

Then foll owed a passage of somewhat |ess solid political val ue,

in which the acute reader m ght trace the influence of the poetica

M. Pierce rather than the scientific M. Blair. It began "They

Have Stolen the Earth; We WII Divide the Sky." But the witer
followed this with a sonewhat unconvincing claimto have trained rooks
and swallows to hover in rows in the air to represent the hedges

of "the blue nmeadows of the newrealm" and he was so obliging

as to acconpany the explanation with diagrans of space show ng

t he exact ornithol ogi cal boundaries in dotted lines. There were other
equal ly scientific docunments dealing with the treatnment of cl ouds,

the driving of birds to graze on insects, and so on. The whole

of this section concluded with the great social and econonic sl ogan:
"Three Acres and a Crow. "

But when Lord Eden read on, his attention appeared graver than this
particul ar sort of social reconstruction would seemto warrant.
The witer of the panphlet resuned:

"Do not be surprised if there seens to be something topsy-turvy

in the above programme. That topsy-turvydom marks the whol e of

our politics. It may seem strange that the air which has al ways been
public should becone private, when the | and whi ch has al ways been
private has beconme public. W answer that this is exactly how things
really stand to-day in the matter of all publicity and privacy.
Private things are indeed being made public. But public things

are being kept private.

"Thus we all had the pleasure of seeing in the papers a picture

of Sir Horace Hunter, OB.E, smling in an ingratiating nanner

at his favourite cockatoo. W know this detail of his existence,

whi ch might seema nerely donmestic one. But the fact that he is shortly
to be paid thirty thousand pounds of public noney, for continuing

to live in his own house, is concealed with the utnost delicacy.

"Simlarly we have seen whol e pages of an illustrated paper

filled with glinpses of Lord Nornantowers enjoying his honeynoon,
whi ch the papers in question are careful to describe as his Ronance.
VWhat ever it may be, an antiquated and fastidious taste m ght

possi bly be disposed to regard it as his own affair. But the fact
that the taxpayer's nmoney, which is the taxpayer's affair, is to be
given himin enornous quantities, first for going out of his castle,
and then for comng back into it--this little donestic detai

is thought too trivial for the taxpayer to be told of it.

"Or again, we are frequently informed that the hobby of M. Rosenbaum
Low is inproving the breed of Pekinese, and God knows they need it.
But it would seemthe sort of hobby that anybody m ght have w t hout
telling everybody el se about it. On the other hand, the fact

that M. Rosenbaum Low is being paid twi ce over for the sanme house,
and keeping the house as well, is concealed fromthe public;

along with the equally interesting fact that he is allowed to do
these things chiefly because he | ends noney to the Prime Mnister."

The Prinme Mnister smled still nore grimy and glanced in a |ight



yet lingering fashion at sone of the acconpanying |eaflets.
They seenmed to be in the formof electioneering leaflets, though not
apparently connected with any particular election

"Vote for Crane. He Said He would Heat His Hat and Did It.
Lord Normant owers sai d he woul d expl ai n how people cane to swal | ow
his coronet; but he hasn't done it yet.

"Vote for Pierce. He Said Pigs Wuld Fly And They Did. Rosenbaum Low
said a service of international aerial express trains would fly;
and they didn't. It was your noney he nmade to fly.

"Vote for the League of the Long Bow. They Are The Only Men Wo
Don't Tell Lies."

The Prinme Mnister stood gazing after the vanishing cloud-castle

as it faded into the clouds, with a curious expression in his eyes.
VWhether it were better or worse for his soul, there was sonething

in himthat understood nmuch that the nuddl ed rmaterialists around him
coul d never under st and.

"Quite poetical, isn't it?" he said drily. "Wasn't it Victor
Hugo or sonme French poet who said sonething about politics and
the clouds?... The people say, 'Bah, the poet is in the clouds.
So is the thunderbolt.""

"Thunderbol ts!" said Nornantowers contenptuously. "What can
these fools do but go about flinging fireworks?"

"Quite so," replied Eden; "but |I'mafraid by this tine they are
flinging fireworks into a powder-nmagazine."

He continued to gaze into the sky with screwed-up eyes,
t hough the object had becomne invisible.

If his eye could really have foll owed the thing after which he gazed,
he woul d have been surprised; if his unfathonmable scepticismwas

still capable of surprise. It passed over woods and neadows |ike
a sunset cloud towards the sunset, or a little to the north-west
of it, like the fairy castle that was west of the nobon. It left

behi nd the green orchards and the red towers of Hereford and passed
into bare places whose towers are mightier than any made by man,
where they buttress the mghty wall of Wales. Far away in this

wi | derness of columed cliffs and clefts it found a cleft or holl ow
along the floor of which ran a dark line that m ght have been

a black river running through a rocky valley. But it was in fact

a crack opening below into another abyss. The strange flying-ship
foll owed the course of the winding fissure till it came to a place
where the crack opened into a chasm round like a caul dron and
accidental as the knot in sone col ossal tree-trunk; through which

it sank, entering the twlight of the tremendous cavern beneat h.

The abyss below was |it here and there with artificial |ights,

like fallen stars of the underworld, and bridged with wooden
platfornms and galleries, on which were wooden huts and huge
packi ng- cases and nmany thi ngs somewhat suggestive of a nunition dunp.
On the rocky walls were spread out various ball oon coverings,

some of them even nore grotesque in outline than the castle.

Some were in the shapes of aninmals; and on that prinmeval background



| ooked like the last fossils, or possibly the first outlines of vast
prehistoric creatures. Perhaps there was sonethi ng suggestive

in the fancy that in that underworld a new world was being created.
The man who alighted fromthe flying castle recogni zed, al npbst as
one recogni zes a donestic pet, the outline of a highly primtive

pig stretching |like a | arge archaic drawi ng across the wall

For the young man was called Hilary Pierce, and had had previous
dealings with the flying pig, though for that day he had been put in
charge of the flying castle.

On the platformon which he alighted stood a table covered

Wi th papers, with alnbst nore papers than Lord Eden's table.

But these papers were covered alnost entirely with figures and nunbers
and mat hemati cal synbols. Two nen were bendi ng over the table,

di scussing and occasionally disputing. In the taller of the two

the scientific world m ght have recogni zed Professor G een,

whom it was seeking everywhere |like the Mssing Link, to incarcerate
himin the interests of science. |In the shorter and sturdier

figure a very few people m ght have recogni zed Bellew Blair,

the organi zing brain of the English Revol ution

"I haven't conme to stay," explained Pierce hastily. "I'm going
onin a mnute."

"Why shoul dn't you stay?" asked Blair, in the act of lighting a pipe.

"I don't want your talk interrupted. Still less, far, far |ess,
do | want it uninterrupted. | mnmean while I'mhere. Alittle
of your scientific conversation goes a long way with nme; | know

what you're like when you're really chatty. Professor Geen will say
in his satirical way '9920.05,' to which you will reply with quiet
hunour '75.007.' This will be too good an opening for a witty

fellow like the Professor, who will instantly retort '982.09.' Not

in the best taste perhaps, but a great tenptation in the heat of debate."

"Commander Blair," said the Professor, "is very kind to let ne
share his calculations."”

"Lucky for me," said Blair. "I'd have done ten tines nore with
a mat hematician |ike you."

"Well," said Pierce casually, "as you are so nuch i mersed
in mathematics, |I'Il leave you. As a matter of fact, | had a nessage
for Professor Green, about Mss Dale at the house where he was | odging

but we nustn't interrupt scientific studies for alittle thing like that."

Green's head canme up fromthe papers with great abruptness.
"Message!" he cried eagerly. "Wat nessage? Is it really for nme?"
"8282.003," replied Pierce coldly.

"Don't be offended," said Blair. "G ve the Professor his nessage
and then go if you like."

"It's only that she cane over to see ny wife to find out where you
had gone to," said Pierce. "I told her, so far as it's possible
to tell anybody. That's all,"” he added, but rather with the air
of one saying, "it ought to be enough."



Apparently it was, for Geen, who was once nore | ooki ng down
upon the precious papers, crunpled one of themin his clenched
hand unconsciously, like a man suddenly controlling his feelings.

"Wll, I'"'moff," said Pierce cheerfully; "got to visit the other dunps."

"Stop a minute," said Blair, as the other turned away.
"Haven't you any sort of public news as well as private news?
How are things going in the political world?"

"Expressed in mathenmatical fornula," replied Pierce over his shoul der,
"the political news is MP squared plus LSD over U equals L. L
let loose. L upon earth, ny boy."

And he clinbed again into his castle of the air.

Aiver Green stood staring at the crunbl ed paper and suddenly began
to straighten it out.

"M. Blair," he said, "I amterribly ashaned of nyself. Wen

see you living here like a hermt in the nountains and scraw ing
your cal cul ations, so to speak, on the rocks of the w | derness,
devoted to your great abstract idea, vowed to a great cause,

it makes nme feel very small to have entangl ed you and your friends
innm small affairs. O course, the affair isn't at all small to neg;
but it nmust seemvery small to you."

"I don't know very precisely," answered Blair, "what was the nature
of the affair. But that is enphatically your affair. For the rest,
| assure you we're delighted to have you, apart fromyour val uabl e
services as a cal cul ati ng machine."

Bellew Blair, the last and, in the worldly sense, by far the ablest
of the recruits of the Long Bow, was a nan in early mddl e age,
square built, but neat in figure and Iight on his feet, clad in a
suit of leather. He nostly noved about so quickly that his figure
made nore inpression than his face; but when he sat down snoking,
in one of his rare nmonents of |eisure, as now, it could be renarked
that his face was rather cal mthan vivacious; a short square face
with a short resolute nose, but reflective eyes nuch lighter than
his close black hair.

"It's quite Honeric," he added, "the two armies fighting for

the body of an astrononer. You would be a sort of synmbol anyhow,
since they started that insanity of calling you insane. Nobody has
any business to bother you about the personal side of the matter."

Green seened to be rum nating, and the | ast phrase awoke him

to a decision. He began to talk. Quite straightforwardly,

though with a certain school boy awkwar dness, he proceeded to tel
his friend the whole of his uncouth |ove-story--the overturning

of his spiritual world to the tune the old cow died of, or rather
danced to.

"And |'ve let you in for hiding ne Iike a nurderer," he concl uded.
"For the sake of sonething that nust seemto you, not even |ike

a cow junping over the noon, but nore like a calf falling over
the m | ki ng-stool. Perhaps people vowed to a great work like this
ought to leave all that sort of thing behind them"



"Well, | don't see anything to be ashaned of," said Blair,

"and in this case | don't agree with what you say about |eaving
those things behind. O sone sorts of work it's true; but not this.
Shall 1 tell you a secret?"

"If you don't mnd."

"The cow never does junp over the noon," said Blair gravely.
"I't's one of the sports of the bulls of the herd."

"I"'mafraid | don't know what you nean," said the Professor

"I mean that wonen can't be kept out of this war, because it's

a land war," answered Blair. "If it were really a war in the air,

you coul d have done it all by yourself. But in all wars of peasants
defending their farns and hones, wonen have been very much on

the spot; as they used to pour hot water out of w ndows during

the Irish evictions. Look here, I'Il tell you a story. It's relevant
because it has a noral. After all, it's ny turn, so to speak

You've told ne the true story of the Cow that Junped over the Mon
It's tine | told you the true story of the Castle in the Air."

He snoked silently for a nonent, and then said:
"You may have wondered how a very prosaic practical Scotch

engi neer like nyself ever cane to nmake a thing |ike that pantonine
pal ace over there, as childish as a child's col oured ball oon

Well, the answer is the sane; because in certain circunstances
a man nmay be very different fromhinself. At a certain period of
the old war preparations, | was doing some work for the governnment

in a secluded part of the western coast of Ireland. There were

very few people for ne to talk to; but one of them was the daughter
of a bankrupt squire naned Malone; and | talked to her a good deal

| was about as mechani cal a nmechanic as you coul d dig out anywhere;
griny, grunpy, tinkering about with dirty machi nery. She was

really like those princesses you read about in the Celtic poens;

with a red cromm made of curling elf-locks like little flanes,

and a pale elfin face that seened sonehow thin and | umi nous

like glass; and she could nake you listen to silence |ike a song.

It wasn't a pose with her, it was a poem there are people like that,
but very few of themlike her. | tried to keep up nmy end by telling
her about the wonders of science, and the great new architecture

of the air. And then Sheila used to say, 'And what is the good

of themto nme, when you HAVE built them | can see a castle

build itself w thout hands out of gigantic rocks of clear jewels

in the sky every night." And she would point to where crinson

or violet clouds hung in the green after-glow over the great Atlantic.

"You woul d probably say | was nmad, if you didn't happen to have

been mad yourself. But | was wild with the idea that there was
somet hi ng she adm red and that she thought science couldn't do.

| was as norbid as a boy; | half thought she despised nme; and | wanted
half to prove her wong and half to do whatever she thought right.

| resolved ny science should beat the clouds at their own gane; and

| aboured till |1'd actually nmade a sort of rainbow castle that would
ride on the air. | think at the back of nmy nind there was sone sort

of crazy idea of carrying her off into the clouds she |lived anong,

as if she were literally an angel and ought to dwell on wings. It never

gquite cane to that, as you will hear, but as ny experinents progressed
my romance progressed too. You won't need any telling about that;



| only want to tell you the end of the story because of the noral.
W made arrangenents to get married; and | had to | eave a good

many of the arrangenments to her, while | conpleted ny great work.
Then at last it was ready and | cane to seek her |ike a pagan

god descending in a cloud to carry a nynph up to O ynpus.

And | found she had already taken a very solid little brick villa
on the edge of a town, having got it remarkably cheap and furni shed
it with nost nodern conveni ences. And when | talked to her about
castles in the air, she | aughed and said her castle had come down to
the ground. That is the noral. A woman, especially an Irishwonan,
is always uncommonly practical when it comes to getting marri ed.
That is what | nmeant by saying it is never the cow who junps over
the nmoon. It is the cow who stands firmy planted in the m ddl e of
the three acres; and who al ways counts in any struggle of the |and.
That is why there nust be wonmen in this story, especially |ike
those in your story and Pierce's, wonen who cone fromthe | and.
When the world needs a Crusade for communal ideals, it is best
waged by nmen without ties, |ike the Franciscans. But when it cones
to a fight for private property--you can't keep wonen out of that.
You can't have the famly farmwi thout the famly. You nust have
concrete Christian nmarriage again: you can't have solid small
property with all this vagabond pol ygany; a haremthat isn't even

a hone."

Green nodded and rose slowy to his feet, with his hands in his pockets.

"When it conmes to a fight," he said. "Wen | | ook at these enornopus
underground preparations, it is not difficult to infer that you
think it will cone to a fight."

"I think it has come to a fight," answered Blair. "Lord Eden has
decided that. And the others may not understand exactly what they
are doi ng; but he does.”

And Bl ai r knocked out his pipe and stood up, to resunme his work

in that nountain | aboratory, at about the same tinme at which Lord
Eden awoke fromhis smiling neditations; and, lighting a cigarette,
went | anguidly indoors.

He did not attenpt to explain what was in his nind to the nen
around him He was the only man there who understood that the Engl and
about hi mwas not the England that had surrounded his youth and
supported his | eisure and |uxury; that things were breaking up,
first slowy and then nore and nore swiftly, and that the things
det achi ng thensel ves were both good and evil. And one of them
was this bald, broad and nenaci ng new fact; a peasantry.

The class of snall farmers already existed, and m ght yet be found
fighting for its farnms |ike the sane class all over the world.

It was no longer certain that the sweeping social adjustnents
settled in that garden could be applied to the whole English |and.
But the story of how far his doubts were justified, and how far
his whole project fared, is a part of the story of The Utimte
Utimtum of the League of the Long Bow, after which the exhausted
and broken-spirited reader may find rest at |ast.

Chapter VIII



THE ULTI MATE ULTI MATUM OF THE LEAGUE OF THE LONG BOW

M. Robert Omnen Hood cane through his library that was Iined with brown
| eat her volunmes with a brown paper parcel in his hand; a flippant person
(such as his friend M. Pierce) mght have said he was in a brown study.
He came out into the sunlight of his garden, however, where his

wi fe was arranging tea-things, for she was expecting visitors.

Even in the strong daylight he | ooked strangely little altered,

despite the long and catastrophic period that had passed since he

had net her in the Thanes vall ey and managed really to set the Thanes
on fire. That fire had since spread in space and tine and becone

a conflagration in which nmuch of nodern civilization had been consuned,;
but in which (as its advocates all eged) English agriculture had been
saved and a new and nore hopeful chapter opened in English history.

H s angul ar face was rather nore |ined and winkled, but his straight
shock of copper-coloured hair was as unchanged as if it had been

a copper-coloured wig. H's wife Elizabeth was even | ess marked,

for she was younger; she had the sane slightly nervous or short-sighted
|l ook in the eyes that was |ike a humani zi ng touch to her beauty nmade

of ivory and gold. But though she was not old she had al ways been
alittle old-fashioned; for she came of a forgotten aristocracy whose
wonen had noved with a certain gravity as well as grace about the old
country houses, before coronets were sold |ike cabbages or the Jews

I ent noney to the squires. But her husband was ol d-fashi oned too;

t hough he had just taken part in a successful revolution and bore

a revolutionary nanme, he also had his prejudices; and one of them

was a weakness for his wife being a | ady--especially that |ady.

"Onen," she said, looking up fromthe tea-table with alarnmed severity,
"you' ve been buying nore old books."

"As it happens, these are particularly new books," he replied;
"but | suppose in one sense it's all ancient history now "

"What ancient history?" she asked. "Is it a History of Babylon
or prehistoric China?"

"It is a History of Us."
"I hope not," she said; "but what do you nean?"

"I mean it's a history of Qur Revolution," said Oxen Hood, "a true
and aut hentic account of the late glorious victories, as the old
broadsheets said. The Great War of 1914 started the fashion of
bringing out the history of events al nost before they'd happened.
There were standard histories of that war while it was still going on
Qur little civil war is at least finished, thank God; and this is

the brand-new history of it. Witten by a rather clever fellow,
detached but understanding and a little ironical on the right side.
Above all, he gives quite a good description of the Battle of

t he Bows."

"I shouldn't call that our history," said Elizabeth quietly.
"I'"'mdevoutly thankful that nobody can ever wite our history or put
it in a book. Do you renenber when you junped into the water after
the flowers? | fancy it was then that you really set the Thanes

on fire."



"Wth ny red hair, no doubt,"” he replied; "but | don't think I did set
the Thanes on fire. | think it was the Thanes that set ne on fire.
Only you were always the spirit of the stream and the goddess

of the valley."

"I hope I"'mnot quite so old as that," answered Elizabeth.

"Listen to this," cried her husband, turning over the pages

of the book. "'According to the general belief, which prevailed

until the recent success of the agrarian novenent of the Long Bow,

it was overwhel mi ngly inprobable that a revol utionary change coul d

be effected in England. The recent success of the agrarian protest--'"

"Do cone out of that book," rempnstrated his wife. "One of our
visitors has just arrived."

The visitor proved to be the Reverend Wl ding Wite, a man who had

al so played a proninent part in the recent triunph, a part that was
sonetimes highly public and al nost pontifical; but in private life he

had al ways a way of entering with his grey hair brushed or bl own the wong
way and his eagle face eager or indignant; and his conversation |ike

his correspondence canme in a rush and was too expl osive to be explanatory.
"I say," he cried, "lI've come to talk to you about that idea,

you know - Enoch Cates wote about it fromAmerica, and he's a jolly
good fellow and all that; but after all he does cone from Anerica,
and so he thinks it's quite easy. But you can see for yourself it
isn't quite so easy, what with Turks and all that. It's all very
well to talk about the Unites States--"

"Never you mind about the United States," said Hood easily; "I think
I"'mrather in favour of the Heptarchy. You just listen to this;

the epic of our own Heptarchy, the story of our own dear little
domestic war. 'The recent success of the agrarian protest--'"

He was interrupted again by the arrival of two nore guests;

by the silent entrance of Col onel Crane and the very noisy entrance
of Captain Pierce, who had brought his young wife with himfrom
the country, for they had established thenselves in the ancestra
inn of the Blue Boar. White's wife was still in the country,

and Crane's having | ong been busy in her studio with war-posters,
was now equal ly busy w th peace-posters.

Hood was one of those nen whom books alnost literally seize and swal |l ow,
like nonsters with | eather or paper jaws. It was no exaggeration

to say he was deep in a book as an incautious traveller mght be

deep in a swanp or sone strange nan-eating plant of the tropics;

only that the traveller was nagnetized and did not even struggle.

He would fall suddenly silent in the mddle of a sentence and go

on readi ng; or he would suddenly begin to read al oud with great passion
argui ng with sonmebody in the book wi thout reference to anybody

in the room Though not normally rude, he would drift through

ot her peopl e's draw ng-roons towards other people's bookshel ves

and di sappear into them so to speak, like a rusty fam |y ghost.

He would travel a hundred nmiles to see a friend for an hour

and then waste half an hour with his head in some odd vol une he

never happened to have seen before. On all that side of himthere

was a sort of al nbst creepy unconsciousness. H s wife, who had
old-world notions of the graces of a hostess, sometines had double



work to do.

"The recent success of the agrarian protest," began Hood cheerfully
as his wife rose swiftly to receive two nore visitors. These were
Prof essor Green and Conmander Bellew Blair; for a queer friendship
had | ong Iinked together the nost practical and the nost unpractica
of the brothers of the Long Bow. The friendship, as Pierce remarked,
was firmy rooted in the square root of minus infinity.

"How beautiful your garden is looking," said Blair to his hostess.
"One so seldom sees flower-beds |ike that now, but | shall always
think the old gardeners were right."

"Most things are ol d-fashioned here, I"'mafraid," replied Elizabeth,
"but | always like themlike that. And how are the children?"

"The recent success of the agrarian protest,"” remarked her husband

in a clear voice, "is doubtl|ess--"

"Real ly," she said, laughing, "you are too ridiculous for anything.
Why in the world should you want to read out the history of the war
to the people who were in it, and know quite well already what
real |y happened?"

"I beg your pardon," said Colonel Crane. "Very inproper to
contradict a | ady, but indeed you are mistaken. The very |ast

thing the soldier generally knows is what has really happened.

Has to | ook at a newspaper next norning for the realistic description
of what never happened.”

"Why, then you'd better go on reading, Hood," said Hilary Pierce.
"The Col onel wants to know whether he was killed in battl e;

or whether there was any truth in that story that he was hanged
as a spy on the very tree he had clinbed when running away as

a deserter.”

"Should rather like to know what they nmake of it all," said the Col onel.
"After all, we were all too deep in it to see it. | mean see it
as a whole."

"If Onen once begins he won't stop for hours," said the | ady.
"Perhaps," began Blair, "we had better--"

"The recent success of the agrarian protest,"” remarked Hood

in authoritative tones, "is doubtless to be attributed largely

to the econonic advant age bel ongi ng to an agrari an popul ati on

It can feed the town or refuse to feed the town; and this question
appeared quite early in the politics of the peasantry that had
arisen in the western counties. Nobody will forget the scene at
Paddi ngton Station in the first days of the rebellion. Men who

had grown used to seeing on innunerabl e nornings the innunerabl e
ranks and rows of great nilk-cans, |ooking |leaden in a grey

and greasy light, found thenselves faced with a blank, in which

t hose negl ected things shone in the nenory |like stolen silver.

It was true, as Sir Horace Hunter eagerly pointed out when he was
put in command of the highly hygienic problemof the mlk supply,
that there would be no difficulty about manufacturing the netal cans,
per haps even of an inproved pattern, with a rapidity and finish

of which the rustics of Sonerset were quite incapable. He had |ong



been of the opinion, the | earned doctor explained, that the shape
of the cans, especially the small cans |eft outside poor houses,
left much to be desired, and the whol e process of standing these
smal | objects about in the basenents of private houses was open

to grave objection in the matter of waste of space. The public,
however, showed an indifference to this new issue and a disposition
to go back on the old demand for milk; in which matter, they said,
there was an unfair advantage for the nman who possessed a cow over
the man who only possessed a can. But the story that Hunter had
rivalled the agrarian slogan by proclaimng the policy of 'Three
Areas and a Can' was in all probability a flippant invention of his
enemni es.

"These agrarian strikes had already occurred at intervals before they
culmnated in the agrarian war. They were the result of the attenpt
to enforce on the farmers certain general regul ations and precautions
about their daily habit, dress and diet, which Sir Horace Hunter and
Pr of essor Hake had found to be of great advantage in the large State
| aboratories for the manufacture of poisons and destructive gases.
There was every reason to believe that the people, especially the
young people, of the village often evaded the regul ati on about the
gutta-percha masks, and the rule requiring the worker to paint hinself
all over with an antiseptic gum and the sending of inspectors from
London to see that these rules were enforced led to | amentabl e scenes
of violence. It would be an error, however, to attribute the whole
of this great social convulsion to any local agricultural dispute.
The causes nmust al so be sought in the general state of society,
especially political society. The Earl of Eden was a statesman

of great skill by the old Parlianentary standards, but he was

al ready ol d when he launched his final defiance to the peasants

in the formof Land Nationalization; and the General El ection

which was the result of this departure fell largely into the hands
of his lieutenants |ike Hunter and Low. It soon becane apparent
that sone of the illusions of the Eden epoch had worn rather thin.

It was found that the denocracy could not always be intindated
even by the threat of consulting them about the choice of a Governnent.

"Nor can it be denied that the General Election of 19-- was from
the first rendered sonewhat unreal by certain legal fictions

whi ch had | ong been spreading. There was a custom originating in

t he harm ess and humane deception used upon excited maiden | adies
fromthe provinces, by which the private secretaries of the Prine

M ni ster would present thenselves as that politician hinmself;

somneti mes conpl eting the innocent illusion by brushing their hair,
waxi ng their noustaches or wearing their eyegl asses in the manner

of their master. Wen this customwas extended to public platforns it
cannot be denied that it becane nore questionable. In the |ast days
of that venerable statesman it has been asserted that there were no
| ess than five Ll oyd Georges touring the country at the sane tine,
and that the contenporary Chancell or of the Exchequer had appeared
simul taneously in three cities on the sane night, while the origina
of all these replicas, the popular and brilliant Chancellor hinself,
was enjoying a well-earned rest by the Lake of Conb. The incident
of two identical Lord Smiths appearing side by side on the sane
platform (through a m scal cul ati on of the party agents), though
received with good humour and honest nerrinment by the audience,

did but little good to the serious credit of parlianmentary institutions.
There was of course a certain exaggeration in the suggestion

of the satirist that a whole colum of identical Prine Mnisters,

wal king two and two |ike soldiers, marched out of Downing Street



every norning and distributed thenselves to their various posts

i ke policenen; but such satires were popul ar and wi dely scattered,
especially by an active young gentl eman who was the author of nost
of them-Captain Hilary Pierce, late of the Flying Corps.

"But if this was true of such trifles as half a dozen of Prinme Mnisters,
it was even truer and nore trying in the practical matter of party
programmes and proposals. The heading of each party progranme

with the old pronise 'Every Man a MIlionaire" had of course becone
nmerely formal, |ike a decorative pattern or border. But it cannot be
deni ed that the universal use of this phrase, combined with the equally
uni versal sense of the unfairness of expecting any politician to carry

it out, somewhat weakened the force of words in political affairs.

It would have been well if statesmen had confined thensel ves to these
accepted and fanmliar formalities. Unfortunately, under the stress

of the struggle which arose out of the nenacing organi zation of

the League of the Long Bow, they sought to dazzle their followers

with new inprobabilities instead of adhering to the tried

and trusty inprobabilities that had done them yeoman service in the past.

"Thus it was unwi se of Lord Normantowers, so far to depart fromthe
tenperance principles of a lifetime as to promse all his workers a bottle
of chanpagne at every neal, if they would consent to conplete the provision
of munitions for suppressing the League of the Long Bow rebellion

The great philanthropi st unquestionably had the hi ghest intentions,

both in his rash pronmi se and his nore reasonable fulfilnent.

But when the nunitions-workers found that the chanpagne-bottl es,

t hough carefully covered with the nost beautiful gold-foil, contained

in fact nothing but hygienically boiled water, the result was a sudden

and sensational strike, which paral ysed the whole output of munitions

and led to the first incredible victories of the League of the Long Bow.

"There followed in consequence one of the nost amazing wars

of human history--a one-sided war. One side woul d have been
insignificant if the other had not been inpotent. The minority could
not have fought for long; only the nmajority could not fight at all.
There prevailed through the whol e of the existing organizations

of society a universal distrust that turned theminto a dust

of disconnected atons. Wat was the use of offering nmen higher

pay when they did not believe they woul d ever receive it, but only
alluded jeeringly to Lord Normantowers and his brand of chanpagne?
VWhat was the use of telling every man that he would have a bonus,
when you had told himfor twenty years that he woul d soon be

a mllionaire? What was the good of the Prinme M nister pledging
his honour in a ringing voice on platformafter platform when it
was already an open jest that it was not the Prine Mnister at all?
The CGovernnment voted taxes and they were not paid. It nobilized
armes and they did not nove. It introduced the pattern of a new
al | -pul verizing gun, and nobody woul d make it and nobody woul d
fireit off. W all renenber the romantic crisis when no |ess

a geni us than Professor Hake came to Sir Horace Hunter, the Mnister
of Scientific Social Organization, with a new expl osive capabl e

of shattering the whol e geol ogical formation of Europe and sinking
these islands in the Atlantic, but was unable to induce the cabman
or any of the clerks to assist himin lifting it out of the cab

"Agai nst all this anarchy of broken prom ses the little organization
of the League of the Long Bow stood solid and | oyal and dependabl e.
The Long Bownen had becone popul ar by the nicknane of the Liars.
Everywhere the jest or catchword was repeated |ike a song



"Only the Liars Tell the Truth.' They found nore and nore men

to work and fight for them because it was known that they would
pay what ever wages they promnised, and refuse to promni se anything
that they could not perform The ni ckname becane an ironical synbol
of idealismand dignity. A nan was proud of being a little precise
and even pedantic in his accuracy and probity because he was a Liar.
The whol e of this strange organi zation had originated in certain
wild bets or foolish practical jokes indulged in by a snmall group

of eccentrics. But they had prided thenselves on the |ogical

if rather literal, fashion in which they had fulfilled certain

vows about white el ephants or flying pigs. Hence, when they cane
to stand for a policy of peasant proprietorship, and were enabl ed
by the noney of an American crank to establish it in a w despread
fashi on across the west of England, they took the nore serious task
with the sane tenacity. Wen their foes nocked themwith 'the myth
of three acres and a cow,' they answered: 'Yes, it is as nythica
as the cow that junped over the nobon. But our nyths cone true.'

"The inexplicable and i ndeed incredible conclusion of the story was due
to a new fact; the fact of the actual presence of the new peasantry.
They had first conme into conpl ete possession of their new farns,

by the deed of gift signed by Enoch Cates in the February of 19--

and had t hus been settled on the |and a great many years when Lord
Eden and his Cabinet finally conmitted thenselves to the schene

of Land Nationalization by which their honesteads were to pass

into official control. That curious and inexplicable thing,

the spirit of the peasant, had made great strides in the interval

It was found that the Governnent could not nove such peopl e about
fromplace to place, as it is possible to do with the urban poor

in the reconstruction of streets or the destruction of sluns.

It was not a thing like nmoving pawns, but a thing like pulling

up plants; and plants that had already struck their roots very deep
In short, the Governnent, which had already adopted a policy comonly
called Socialist fromnotives that were in fact very conservative
found itself confronted with the sanme peasant resistance as brought

t he Bol shevist Governnent in Russia to a standstill. And when Lord
Eden and his Cabinet put in notion the whol e nodern machi nery of
mlitari smand coercion to crush the little experinent, he found hinself
confronted with a rural rising such as has not been known in Engl and
since the M ddl e Ages.

"It is said that the nen of the Long Bow carried their medi aeva
synbolismso far as to wear Lincoln green as their uniform when they
retired to the woods in the manner of Robin Hood. It is certain

that they did enpl oy the weapon after which they were naned;

and curiously enough, as will be seen, by no neans w thout effect.

But it nust be clearly understood that when the new agrarian cl ass took
to the woods like outlaws, they did not feel in the |least |ike robbers.
They hardly even felt like rebels. Fromtheir point of view at |east,
they were and | ong had been the | awful owners of their own fields,

and the officials who came to confiscate were the robbers.

Theref ore when Lord Eden proclained Nationalization, they turned

out in thousands as their fathers would have gone out agai nst pirates
or wol ves.

"The Governnent acted with great pronptitude. It instantly

vot ed 50, 000 pounds to M. Rosenbaum Low, the expenditure of

which was wisely left to his discretion at so acute a crisis,

with no nore than the understandi ng that he should take a thorough
general survey of the situation. He proved worthy of the trust;



and it was with the gravest consideration and sense of responsibility
that he selected M. Leonard Kranp, the brilliant young financier
fromall his other nephews to take command of the forces in the field.
In the field, however, fortune is well known to be sonewhat

nore incal culable; and all the intelligence and presence of mnd

that had enabl ed Kranp to postpone the rush on the Potosi Bank

were not sufficient to bal ance the accidental possession by Crane

and Pierce of an elenentary know edge of strategy.

"Before considering the successes obtained by these commanders in
the rather rude fashion of warfare which they were forced to adopt,
it nmust be noted, of course, that even on their side there were al so
scientific resources of a kind; and an effective if eccentric kind.
The scientific genius of Bellew Blair had equi pped his side

wi th many secret processes affecting aviation and aeronautics,

and it is the peculiarity of this extraordinary man that his

secret processes really remained for a considerable tine secret.

For he had not told themto anybody with any intention of naking
any noney out of them This quixotic and visionary behavi our
contrasted sharply with the shrewd good sense of the great business
men who know that publicity is the soul of business. For sone

time past they had successfully ignored the outworn sentinenta
prejudi ce that had prevented soldiers and sailors fromadvertising
the best nethods of defeating the eneny; and we can all recal

those brilliantly col oured announcenments which used to brighten

so many hoardings in those days, 'Sink in Snmith's Submari ne;

Pl easure Trips for Patriots.' O 'Duffin's Portable Dug-Qut Makes
War a Luxury.' Advertisenent cannot fail to effect its aim

the name of an aeroplane that had been witten on the sky in pink
and pea-green lights could not but becone a synbol of the conquest
of the air; and the patriotic statesman, deeply considering

what sort of battleship mght best defend his country's coasts,

was insensibly and subtly influenced by the nunber of times that he
had seen its nane repeated on the steps of a noving staircase

at an Inperial Exhibition. Nor could there be any doubt about

the brilliant success that attended these scientific specialties

so long as their operations were confined to the market.

The nmet hods of Commander Blair were in conparison private, |ocal
obscure and | acking any general recognition; and by a strange irony
it was a positive advantage to this namel ess and secretive crank
that he had never advertised his weapons until he used them

He had paraded a nunber of nerely fanciful balloons and fireworks
for a jest; but the secrets to which he attached inportance he had
hi dden in cracks of the Wl sh nmountains with a curious and call ous
indifference to the principles of comrercial distribution and display.
He could not in any case have conducted operations on so |arge

a scale, being deficient in that capital, the |lack of which has

so often been fatal to inventors; and had nade it useless for a nan
to discover a nmachine unless he could also discover a mllionaire.
But it cannot be denied that when his machi ne was brought into
operation it was always operative, even to the point of killing

the mllionaire who m ght have financed it. For the mllionaire had
so persistently cultivated the virtues of self-advertisenent that it
was difficult for himto becone suddenly unknown and undi sti ngui shed,
even in scenes of conflict where he nost ardently desired to do so.
There was a novenent on foot for treating all mllionaires as

non- conbat ants, as being treasures belonging alike to all nations,
like the Cathedrals or the Parthenon. It is said that there

was even an alternative schenme for canouflaging the mllionaire

by the pictorial nethods that can disguise a gun as a part



of the landscape; and that Captain Pierce devoted nmuch el oquence

to persuadi ng M. Rosenbaum Low how nuch better it would be for al
parties if his face could be made to nelt away into the mddle

di stance or take on the appearance of a blank wall or a wooden post."

"The extraordinary thing is," interrupted Pierce, who had been
listening eagerly, "that he said | was personal. Just at the noment
when | was trying to wave away all personal features that could
come between us, he actually said | was personal ."

Hood went on reading as if nobody had spoken. "In truth the successes of
Blair's instrunments revealed a fallacy in the comon conmmercial argunent.
W talk of a conpetition between two kinds of soap or two kinds of jam
or cocoa, but it is a conpetition in purchase and not in practice.

W do not nmeke two nmen eat two kinds of jam and then observe which

wears the nost radiant smle of satisfaction. W do not give two nen
two kinds of cocoa and note which endures it with nost resignation

But we do use two guns directly against each other; and in the case

of Blair's nethods the | ess advertised gun was the better

Neverthel ess his scientific genius could only cover a corner of the field,;
and a great part of the war nust be considered as a war in the open
country of a nmuch nore primtive and sonetines al nost prehistoric kind.

"It is adnmitted of course by all students that the victories

of Crane and Pierce were gross violations of strategic science.

The victors thensel ves afterwards handsonely acknow edged the fact;

but it was then too late to repair the error. |In order to understand
it, however, it is necessary to grasp the curious condition into

whi ch so nany el enents of social life had sunk in the time just
preceding the outbreak. |t was this strange social situation which
rendered the canpaign a contradiction to so nany sound mlitary naxims.

"For instance, it is a recognized mlitary nmaxi mthat arm es

depend upon roads. But anyone who had noticed the conditions that
wer e al ready beginning to appear in the London streets as early

as 1924 will understand that a road was sonething | ess sinple

and static than the Romans inagi ned. The CGovernment had adopted
everywhere in their road-nmaking the well-known material famliar

to us all fromthe advertisenments by the name of "Nobunpo,"

t hereby both insuring the confort of travellers and rewardi ng

a faithful supporter by placing a |large order with M. Hugg.

As several nenbers of the Government thenselves held shares in Nobunpo
their enthusiastic co-operation in the public work was assured.

But, as has no doubt been observed everywhere, it is one of the nany
advant ages of Nobunpo, as preserving that freshness of surface

so agreeable to the pedestrian, that the whole material can be

(and is) taken up and renewed every three nonths, for the confort

of travellers and the profit and encouragenent of trade. It so
happened that at the precise nonent of the outbreak of hostilities

all the country roads, especially in the west, were as conpletely

out of use as if they had been the main thoroughfares of London.

This in itself tended to equalize the chances or even to increase them
in favour of a guerilla force, such as that which had di sappeared
into the woods and was everywhere novi ng under cover of the trees.
Under nodern conditions, it was found that by carefully avoiding
roads, it was still nore or |ess possible to nove from place to place.

"Agai n, another recognized military fact is the fact the bowis an
obsol ete weapon. And nothing is nore irritating to a finely bal anced
taste than to be killed with an obsol ete weapon, especially while



persistently pulling the trigger of an efficient weapon, wthout any
apparent effect. Such was the fate of the few unfortunate regi nents

whi ch ventured to advance into the forests and fell under showers

of arrows fromtrackl ess anbushes. For it nust be renmenbered that the
conditions of this extraordinary canpaign entirely reversed the nornal
mlitary rule about the essential military department of supply.
Mechani cal conmmuni cations theoretically accelerate supply, while the supply
of a force cut | oose and living on the country is soon exhaust ed.

But the nechanical factor al so depends upon a noral factor

Ammuni ti on woul d on normal occasi ons have been produced wi th unequal |l ed
rapidity by Poole's Process and brought up with unrivalled speed

in Blinker's Cars; but not at the noment when ri ot ous enpl oyees were
engaged in di pping Poole repeatedly in a large vat at the factory;

or in the quieter conditions of the country-side, where various

tranps were acquiring squatter's rights in Blinker's Cars,

accidental ly del ayed upon their journey. Everywhere the sane

t hi ng happened; just as the great nmanufacturer failed to keep his

prom se to the workers who produced nmunitions, so the petty officials
driving the lorries had failed to keep their prom ses to | oafers

and vagrants who had hel ped them out of tenporary difficulties;

and the whol e system of supply broke down upon a broken word.

On the other hand, the supply of the outlaws was in a sense

almost infinite. Wth the woodcutters and the bl acksmiths on their side,
they coul d produce their own rude nedi aeval weapons everywhere.

It was in vain that Professor Hake delivered a series of popul ar

| ectures, proving to the Iower classes that in the long run it

woul d be to their econom c advantage to be killed in battle.

Captain Pierce is reported to have said: 'I| believe the Professor is

a botanist as well as an econom st; but as a botanist he has not yet

di scovered that guns and arrows do not grow on trees. Bows and arrows do.'

"But the incident which history will have nost difficulty in explaining,
and which it may perhaps refer to the region of myth or romance,

is the crowning victory commonly called the Battle of the Bows.

It was indeed originally called ' The Battle of the Bows of God';

in reference to sonme strangely fantastic boast, equally strangely
fulfilled, that is said to have been uttered by the cel ebrated Parson
VWhite, a sort of popular chaplain who seens to have been the Friar Tuck
of this new band of Robin Hood. Coning on a sort of enbassy to Sir
Horace Hunter, this clergyman is said to have threatened the CGovernnent
with sonething like a mracle. Wen rallied about the archaic

sport of the long bow, he replied: 'Yes, we have | ong bows and we
shal | have | onger bows; the | ongest bows the world has ever seen

bows taller than houses; bows given to us by God Hi nsel f and big

enough for H's gigantic angels.'

"The whol e business of this battle, historic and decisive as

it was, is covered with sone obscurity, like that cloud of storm

t hat hung heavy upon the daybreak of that gl oony Novenber day.

Had anyone been present with the Government forces who was well
acquainted with the western valley in which they were operating,
such a person could not have failed to notice that the very | andscape
| ooked different; | ooked new and abnormal. Dinly as it could be
traced through the norning twilight, the very line of the woodl and
agai nst the sky woul d have shown hima new shape; a deformty like

a hunp. But the plans had all been laid out in London |ong before,
inimtation of that foresight, fixity of purpose, and final success
that will always be associated with the | ast Gerrman Enperor

It was enough for themthat there was a wood of sone sort narked

on the map, and they advanced toward it, |ow and crouching as its



entrance appeared to be.

"Then sonet hi ng happened, which even those who saw it and survived
cannot describe. The dark trees seenmed to spring up to tw ce

their height as in a nightmare. |In the half-dark the whol e wood
seened to rise fromthe earth Iike a rush of birds and then to turn
over in nmd-air and come towards the invaders |ike a roaring wave.
Some such di mand dizzy sight they saw, but many of them at |east saw
little enough afterwards. Sinultaneously with the turning of this
wheel of waving trees, rocks seenmed to rain down out of heaven

beans and stones and shafts and missiles of all kinds, flattening out
t he advanci ng force as under a pavenment produced by a shower of

pavi ng-stones. It is asserted that sone of the countrynen cunning

in woodcraft, in the service of the Long Bow, had contrived to fit

up a tree as a colossal catapult; calculating how to bend back

t he boughs and sonetines even the trunks to the breaking-point,

and gaining a huge and living resilience with their rel ease.

If this story is true, it is certainly an appropriate concl usion

to the career of the Long Bow and a rather curious fulfil nment

of the visionary vaunt of Parson Wite, when he said that the bows
woul d be big enough for giants, and that the maker of the bows

was Cod. "

"Yes," interrupted the excitable Wite, "and do you know what he
said to ne when | first said it?"

"What who said when you said what?" asked Hood patiently.

"I mean that fellow Hunter," replied the clergyman. "That varni shed
soci ety doctor turned politician. Do you know what he sai d when |

told hi mwe would get our bows from God?"

Onen Hood paused in the act of lighting a cigar

"Yes," he said grimy. "I believe |I can tell you exactly
what he said. |'ve watched himoff and on for twenty years.
| bet he began by saying: 'l don't profess to be a religious nman.""

"Right, quite right," cried the cleric bounding upon his chair in a
j oyous manner, "that's exactly how he began. 'I don't profess to be
areligious man, but | trust | have sone reverence and good taste.

| don't drag religion into politics." And | said: 'No, |I don't
think you do.""

A nmonent after, he bounded, as it were, in a new direction

"And that remi nds ne of what | cane about," he cried. "Enoch Qates,
your American friend, drags religion into politics all right; only it's
a rather Anerican sort of religion. He's talking about a United

States of Europe and wants to introduce you to a Lithuani an Prophet.

It seenms this Lithuanian party has started a novenent for a

Uni ver sal Peasant Republic or Wrld State of Wrkers on the Land,

but at present he's only got as far as Lithuania. But he seens
inclined to pick up England on the way, after the unexpected success

of the English agrarian party."

"What's the good of talking to ne about a Wrld State," grow ed Hood.
"Didn't | say | preferred a Heptarchy?"

"Don't you understand?" interrupted Hlary Pierce excitedly.
"What can we have to do with international republics?



We can turn England upside down if we like; but it's Engl and
that we Iike, whichever way up. Wy, our very nanes and phrases,
the very bets and jokes in which the whol e thing began

wi Il never be translated. It takes an Englishman to eat his hat;
| never heard of a Spaniard threatening to eat his sonbrero,
or a Chinanman to chew his pigtail. You can only set the Thanes

on fire; you cannot set the Tiber or the Ganges on fire,

because the habit of speech has never been heard of.

VWhat's the good of tal king about white el ephants in countries
where they are only white el ephants? Go and say to a Frenchnan,
"Pour non chateau, je le trouve un el ephant bl anc’

and he will send two Parisian alienists to | ook at you seriously,
like a man who says that his notor-car is a green giraffe.

There is no point in telling Czecho-Sl ovakian pigs to fly,

or Jugo-Slavonic cows to junp over the noon. Wy, the unhappy
Li t huani an woul d be bewi | dered to the point of madness by our
very nane. There is no reason to suppose that he and his
countrymen tal k about a | ong bowran when they nean a liar

We talk about tall stories, but a tall story nmay nmean a true
story in colloquial Lithuanian."

"Tall stories are true stories sonetines, | hope," said Col onel Crane,
"and people don't believe "em But people'll say that was a

very tall story about the tall trees throwing darts and stones.

Afraid it'll conme to be a bit of a joke."

"Al'l our battles began as jokes and they will end as jokes,"

said Omen Hood, staring at the snoke of his cigar as it threaded

its way towards the sky in grey and silver arabesque. "They will
linger only as faintly laughable |egends, if they linger at all

they may pass an hour or two or fill an enpty page; and even the man
who tells themwi |l not take themseriously. It wll all end

in snoke |ike the snoke | am |l ooking at; in eddying and topsy-turvy
patterns hovering for a nonent in the air. And | wonder how many,
who may snile or yawn over them wll realize that where there was
snoke there was fire."

There was a silence; then Col onel Crane stood up, a solitary figure in his
severe and formal clothes, and gravely said farewell to his hostess.

Wth the failing afternoon Iight he knew that his own wi fe,

who was a wel |l -known artist, would be abandoni ng her studi o work,

and he always | ooked forward to a talk with her before dinner,

whi ch was often a nore social function. Nevertheless, as he

approached his old hone a whiminduced himto delay the neeting

for a fewmnutes and to walk round to his old kitchen garden

where his old servant Archer was still |eaning on a spade,

as in the days before the Flood.

So he stood for a nonent am d a changing world, exactly as he
had stood on that distant Sunday norning at the beginning of al

these things. The South Sea idol still stood at the corner
the scarecrow still wore the hat that he had sacrificed; the cabbages
still 1 ooked green and solid like the cabbage he had once dug up

di gging up so much along with it.

"Queer thing," he said, "howtrue it is what H lary once said about
acting an allegory without knowing it. Never had a notion of what |
was doi ng when | picked up a cabbage and wore it for a wager

Dammed awkward position, but | never dreaned | was being nmartyred
for a synbol. And the right synbol, too, for I've lived to see



Britannia crowned with cabbage. Al very well to say Britannia
ruled the waves; it was the | and she couldn't rule, her own | and,
and it was heaving |ike earthquakes. But while there's cabbage
there's hope. Archer, ny friend, this is the noral: any country
that tries to do without cabbages is done for. And even in war you
often fight as much with cabbages as cannon-balls."

"Yes, sir," said Archer respectfully; "would you be wanting anot her
cabbage now, sir?"

Col onel Crane repressed a slight shudder. "No, thank you; no, thank you,"
he said hastily. Then he nuttered as he turned away: "I don't
m nd revolutions so nmuch, but | wouldn't go through that again."

And he passed swiftly round his house, of which the wi ndows began
to show the glow of kindled | anps, and went in to his wfe.

Archer was |left alone in the garden, tidying up after his work and shifting
the potted shrubs; a dark and solitary figure as sunset and tw light
sank all around the enclosure |like soft curtains of grey with a border
of purple; and the wi ndows, as yet uncurtained and full of Ianplight,
pai nted patterns of gold on the laws and fl agged wal ks wi t hout.

It was perhaps appropriate that he should remain alone and apart;

for he alone in all these changes had remai ned quite unchanged.

It was perhaps fitting that his figure should stand in a dark outline
agai nst the darkening scene; for the nystery of his i mutable
respectability remains nore of ariddle than all the riot of the rest.
No revolution could revolutionize M. Archer. Attenpts had been

made to provide so excellent a gardener with a garden of his own;

with a farmof his own, in accordance with the popul ar policy of

the hour. But he would not adapt hinself to the new world; nor would
he hasten to die out, as was his duty on evol utionary principles.

He was nmerely a survival; but he showed a perpl exi ng disposition

to survive

Suddenly the | onely gardener realized that he was not al one.

A face had appeared above the hedge, gazing at himw th blue eyes
dream ng yet burning; a face with something of the tint and profile
of Shelley. It was inpossible that M. Archer should have heard

of such a person as Shelley: fortunately he recognized the visitor
as a friend of his naster

"Forgive ne if | amm staken, Citizen Archer," said Hlary Pierce
wi th pathetic eagerness, "but it seens to ne that you are not
swept along with the novenent; that a man of your abilities

has been allowed to stand apart, as it were, fromthe canpaign

of the Long Bow. And yet how strange! Are you not Archer?

Does not your very nanme rise up and reproach you? Qught you

not to have shot nore arrows or told nore tarradi ddl es than al

the rest? O is there perhaps a nore elenmental nystery behind
your immobility, like that of a statue in the garden? Are you

i ndeed the god of the garden, nore beautiful than this South Sea

i dol and nore respectable than Priapus? Are you in no nortal sense
an Archer? Are you perhaps Apollo, serving this mlitary Admetus;
successfully, yes, successfully, hiding your radi ance from ne?"

He paused for a reply, and then |lowered his voice as he resuned:
"Or are you not rather that other Archer whose shafts are not
shafts of death but of life and fruitful ness; whose arrows pl ant
thenselves like little flowering trees; like the little shrubs you
are planting in this garden? Are you he that gives the sunstroke



not in the head but the heart; and have you stricken each of us
inturn with the romance that has awakened us for the revolution?

For without that spirit of fruitful ness and the promise of the famly,
t hese visions woul d indeed be vain. Are you in truth the God of Love;
and has your arrow stung and startled each of us into telling

his story? | will not call you Cupid,"” he said with a slight air

of deprecation or apology, "I will not call you Cupid, M. Archer,

for | conceive you as no pagan deity, but rather as that inage
clarified and spiritualized to a synbol alnost Christian, as he mi ght
have appeared to Chaucer or to Botticelli. Nay, it was you that,

clad in no heathen colours, but rather in medi aeval heral dry,

bl ew a bl ast on his golden trunpet when Beatrice saluted Dante on

the bridge. Are you indeed that Archer, O Archer, and did you give
each one of us his Vita Nuova?"

"No, sir," said M. Archer

* * * k% %

Thus does the chronicler of the League of the Long Bow cone to

the end of his singularly unproductive and unprofitable |abours,

wi t hout, perhaps, having yet cone to the beginning. The reader may
have once hoped, perhaps, that the story would be |ike the universe;
which when it ends, will explain why it ever began. But the reader
has | ong since been sleeping, after the toils and trials of his part
in the affair; and the witer is too tactful to ask at how early

a stage of his story-telling that generally satisfactory solution

of all our troubles was found. He knows not if the sleep has

been undi sturbed, or in that sleep what dreans nmay cone, if there has
been cast upon it any shadow of the shapes of his own very private
and confortable nightmare; turrets clad with the wi ngs of norning

or tenples marching over di mneadows as |iving nonsters, or sw ne
plumed |ike cherubimor forests bent |ike bows, or a fiery river

wi ndi ng through a dark land. |Inages are in their nature indefensible,
if they miss the imagination of another; and the foolish scribe of
the Long Bow will not commit the last folly of defending his dreans.

He at | east has drawn a bow at a venture and shot an arrow into
the air; and he has no intention of looking for it in oaks,

all over the nei ghbourhood, or expecting to find it still sticking
in a nortal and nurderous nmanner in the heart of a friend.

Hs is only a toy bow, and when a boy shoots with such a bow,

it is generally very difficult to find the arrow-or the boy.



