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"Harvey," said Eleanor Bope, handing her brother a cutting from a London morning paper of the 19th of
March, "just read this about children's toys, please; it exactly carries out some of our ideas about
influence and upbringing."
"In the view of the National Peace Council," ran the extract, "there are grave objections to presenting
our boys with regiments of fighting men, batteries of guns, and squadrons of 'Dreadnoughts.' Boys, the
Council admits, naturally love fighting and all the panoply of war . . . but that is no reason for
encouraging, and perhaps giving permanent form to, their primitive instincts. At the Children's Welfare
Exhibition, which opens at Olympia in three weeks' time, the Peace Council will make an alternative
suggestion to parents in the shape of an exhibition of 'peace toys.' In front of a specially-painted
representation of the Peace Palace at The Hague will be grouped, not miniature soldiers but miniature
civilians, not guns but ploughs and the tools of industry . . . It is hoped that manufacturers may take a
hint from the exhibit, which will bear fruit in the toy shops."
"The idea is certainly an interesting and very well-meaning one," said Harvey; "whether it would
succeed well in practice--"
"We must try," interrupted his sister; "you are coming down to us at Easter, and you always bring the
boys some toys, so that will be an excellent opportunity for you to inaugurate the new experiment. Go
about in the shops and buy any little toys and models that have special bearing on civilian life in its
more peaceful aspects. Of course you must explain the toys to the children and interest them in the
new idea. I regret to say that the 'Siege of Adrianople' toy, that their Aunt Susan sent them, didn't need
any explanation; they knew all the uniforms and flags, and even the names of the respective
commanders, and when I heard them one day using what seemed to be the most objectionable
language they said it was Bulgarian words of command; of course it may have been, but at any rate I
took the toy away from them. Now I shall expect your Easter gifts to give quite a new impulse and
direction to the children's minds; Eric is not eleven yet, and Bertie is only nine-and-a-half, so they are
really at a most impressionable age."
"There is primitive instinct to be taken into consideration, you know," said Harvey doubtfully, "and
hereditary tendencies as well. One of their great-uncles fought in the most intolerant fashion at
Inkerman--he was specially mentioned in dispatches, I believe--and their great-grandfather smashed all
his Whig neighbours' hot houses when the great Reform Bill was passed. Still, as you say, they are at
an impressionable age. I will do my best."
On Easter Saturday Harvey Bope unpacked a large, promising-looking red cardboard box under the
expectant eyes of his nephews. "Your uncle has brought you the newest thing in toys," Eleanor had
said impressively, and youthful anticipation had been anxiously divided between Albanian soldiery and
a Somali camel-corps. Eric was hotly in favour of the latter contingency. "There would be Arabs on
horseback," he whispered; "the Albanians have got jolly uniforms, and they fight all day long, and all
night, too, when there's a moon, but the country's rocky, so they've got no cavalry."
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A quantity of crinkly paper shavings was the first thing that met the view when the lid was removed; the
most exiting toys always began like that. Harvey pushed back the top layer and drew forth a square,
rather featureless building.
"It's a fort!" exclaimed Bertie.
"It isn't, it's the palace of the Mpret of Albania," said Eric, immensely proud of his knowledge of the
exotic title; "it's got no windows, you see, so that passers-by can't fire in at the Royal Family."
"It's a municipal dust-bin," said Harvey hurriedly; "you see all the refuse and litter of a town is collected
there, instead of lying about and injuring the health of the citizens."
In an awful silence he disinterred a little lead figure of a man in black clothes.
"That," he said, "is a distinguished civilian, John Stuart Mill. He was an authority on political economy."
"Why?" asked Bertie.
"Well, he wanted to be; he thought it was a useful thing to be."
Bertie gave an expressive grunt, which conveyed his opinion that there was no accounting for tastes.
Another square building came out, this time with windows and chimneys.
"A model of the Manchester branch of the Young Women's Christian Association," said Harvey.
"Are there any lions?" asked Eric hopefully. He had been reading Roman history and thought that
where you found Christians you might reasonably expect to find a few lions.
"There are no lions," said Harvey. "Here is another civilian, Robert Raikes, the founder of Sunday
schools, and here is a model of a municipal wash-house. These little round things are loaves baked in a
sanitary bakehouse. That lead figure is a sanitary inspector, this one is a district councillor, and this one
is an official of the Local Government Board."
"What does he do?" asked Eric wearily.
"He sees to things connected with his Department," said Harvey. "This box with a slit in it is a ballotbox. Votes are put into it at election times."
"What is put into it at other times?" asked Bertie.
"Nothing. And here are some tools of industry, a wheelbarrow and a hoe, and I think these are meant
for hop-poles. This is a model beehive, and that is a ventilator, for ventilating sewers. This seems to be
another municipal dust-bin--no, it is a model of a school of art and public library. This little lead figure is
Mrs. Hemans, a poetess, and this is Rowland Hill, who introduced the system of penny postage. This is
Sir John Herschel, the eminent astrologer."
"Are we to play with these civilian figures?" asked Eric.
"Of course," said Harvey, "these are toys; they are meant to be played with."
"But how?"
It was rather a poser. "You might make two of them contest a seat in Parliament," said Harvey, "an
have an election--"
"With rotten eggs, and free fights, and ever so many broken heads!" exclaimed Eric.
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"And noses all bleeding and everybody drunk as can be," echoed Bertie, who had carefully studied one
of Hogarth's pictures.
"Nothing of the kind," said Harvey, "nothing in the least like that. Votes will be put in the ballot-box, and
the Mayor will count them--and he will say which has received the most votes, and then the two
candidates will thank him for presiding, and each will say that the contest has been conducted
throughout in the pleasantest and most straightforward fashion, and they part with expressions of
mutual esteem. There's a jolly game for you boys to play. I never had such toys when I was young."
"I don't think we'll play with them just now," said Eric, with an entire absence of the enthusiasm that his
uncle had shown; "I think perhaps we ought to do a little of our holiday task. It's history this time; we've
got to learn up something about the Bourbon period in France."
"The Bourbon period," said Harvey, with some disapproval in his voice.
"We've got to know something about Louis the Fourteenth," continued Eric; "I've learnt the names of all
the principal battles already."
This would never do. "There were, of course, some battles fought during his reign," said Harvey, "but I
fancy the accounts of them were much exaggerated; news was very unreliable in those days, and there
were practically no war correspondents, so generals and commanders could magnify every little
skirmish they engaged in till they reached the proportions of decisive battles. Louis was really famous,
now, as a landscape gardener; the way he laid out Versailles was so much admired that it was copied
all over Europe."
"Do you know anything about Madame Du Barry?" asked Eric; "didn't she have her head chopped off?"
"She was another great lover of gardening," said Harvey, evasively; "in fact, I believe the well known
rose Du Barry was named after her, and now I think you had better play for a little and leave your
lessons till later."
Harvey retreated to the library and spent some thirty or forty minutes in wondering whether it would be
possible to compile a history, for use in elementary schools, in which there should be no prominent
mention of battles, massacres, murderous intrigues, and violent deaths. The York and Lancaster period
and the Napoleonic era would, he admitted to himself, present considerable difficulties, and the Thirty
Years' War would entail something of a gap if you left it out altogether. Still, it would be something
gained if, at a highly impressionable age, children could be got to fix their attention on the invention of
calico printing instead of the Spanish Armada or the Battle of Waterloo.
It was time, he thought, to go back to the boys' room, and see how they were getting on with their
peace toys. As he stood outside the door he could hear Eric's voice raised in command; Bertie chimed
in now and again with a helpful suggestion.
"That is Louis the Fourteenth," Eric was saying, "that one in knee-breeches, that Uncle said invented
Sunday schools. It isn't a bit like him, but it'll have to do."
"We'll give him a purple coat from my paintbox by and by," said Bertie.
"Yes, an' red heels. That is Madame de Maintenon, that one he called Mrs. Hemans. She begs Louis
not to go on this expedition, but he turns a deaf ear. He takes Marshal Saxe with him, and we must
pretend that they have thousands of men with them. The watchword is Qui vive? and the answer is
L'etat c'est moi--that was one of his favourite remarks, you know. They land at Manchester in the dead
of the night, and a Jacobite conspirator gives them the keys of the fortress."
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Peeping in through the doorway Harvey observed that the municipal dust- bin had been pierced with
holes to accommodate the muzzles of imaginary cannon, and now represented the principal fortified
position in Manchester; John Stuart Mill had been dipped in red ink, and apparently stood for Marshal
Saxe.
"Louis orders his troops to surround the Young Women's Christian Association and seize the lot of
them. 'Once back at the Louvre and the girls are mine,' he exclaims. We must use Mrs. Hemans again
for one of the girls; she says 'Never,' and stabs Marshal Saxe to the heart."
"He bleeds dreadfully," exclaimed Bertie, splashing red ink liberally over the facade of the Association
building.
"The soldiers rush in and avenge his death with the utmost savagery. A hundred girls are killed"--here
Bertie emptied the remainder of the red ink over the devoted building--"and the surviving five hundred
are dragged off to the French ships. 'I have lost a Marshal,' says Louis, 'but I do not go back emptyhanded.'"
Harvey stole away from the room, and sought out his sister.
"Eleanor," he said, "the experiment--"
"Yes?"
"Has failed. We have begun too late."
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Jocantha Bessbury was in the mood to be serenely and graciously happy. Her world was a pleasant
place, and it was wearing one of its pleasantest aspects. Gregory had managed to get home for a
hurried lunch and a smoke afterwards in the little snuggery; the lunch had been a good one, and there
was just time to do justice to the coffee and cigarettes. Both were excellent in their way, and Gregory
was, in his way, an excellent husband. Jocantha rather suspected herself of making him a very
charming wife, and more than suspected herself of having a first-rate dressmaker.
"I don't suppose a more thoroughly contented personality is to be found in all Chelsea," observed
Jocantha in allusion to herself; "except perhaps Attab," she continued, glancing towards the large
tabby-marked cat that lay in considerable ease in a corner of the divan. "He lies there, purring and
dreaming, shifting his limbs now and then in an ecstasy of cushioned comfort. He seems the
incarnation of everything soft and silky and velvety, without a sharp edge in his composition, a dreamer
whose philosophy is sleep and let sleep; and then, as evening draws on, he goes out into the garden
with a red glint in his eyes and slays a drowsy sparrow."
"As every pair of sparrows hatches out ten or more young ones in the year, while their food supply
remains stationary, it is just as well that the Attabs of the community should have that idea of how to
pass an amusing afternoon," said Gregory. Having delivered himself of this sage comment he lit
another cigarette, bade Jocantha a playfully affectionate good-bye, and departed into the outer world.
"Remember, dinner's a wee bit earlier to-night, as we're going to the Haymarket," she called after him.
Left to herself, Jocantha continued the process of looking at her life with placid, introspective eyes. If
she had not everything she wanted in this world, at least she was very well pleased with what she had
got. She was very well pleased, for instance, with the snuggery, which contrived somehow to be cosy
and dainty and expensive all at once. The porcelain was rare and beautiful, the Chinese enamels took
on wonderful tints in the firelight, the rugs and hangings led the eye through sumptuous harmonies of
colouring. It was a room in which one might have suitably entertained an ambassador or an archbishop,
but it was also a room in which one could cut out pictures for a scrap-book without feeling that one was
scandalising the deities of the place with one's litter. And as with the snuggery, so with the rest of the
house, and as with the house, so with the other departments of Jocantha's life; she really had good
reason for being one of the most contented women in Chelsea.
From being in a mood of simmering satisfaction with her lot she passed to the phase of being
generously commiserating for those thousands around her whose lives and circumstances were dull,
cheap, pleasureless, and empty. Work girls, shop assistants and so forth, the class that have neither
the happy-go-lucky freedom of the poor nor the leisured freedom of the rich, came specially within the
range of her sympathy. It was sad to think that there were young people who, after a long day's work,
had to sit alone in chill, dreary bedrooms because they could not afford the price of a cup of coffee and
a sandwich in a restaurant, still less a shilling for a theatre gallery.
Jocantha's mind was still dwelling on this theme when she started forth on an afternoon campaign of
desultory shopping; it would be rather a comforting thing, she told herself, if she could do something, on
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the spur of the moment, to bring a gleam of pleasure and interest into the life of even one or two wistfulhearted, empty-pocketed workers; it would add a good deal to her sense of enjoyment at the theatre
that night. She would get two upper circle tickets for a popular play, make her way into some cheap teashop, and present the tickets to the first couple of interesting work girls with whom she could casually
drop into conversation. She could explain matters by saying that she was unable to use the tickets
herself and did not want them to be wasted, and, on the other hand, did not want the trouble of sending
them back. On further reflection she decided that it might be better to get only one ticket and give it to
some lonely-looking girl sitting eating her frugal meal by herself; the girl might scrape acquaintance with
her next-seat neighbour at the theatre and lay the foundations of a lasting friendship.
With the Fairy Godmother impulse strong upon her, Jocantha marched into a ticket agency and
selected with immense care an upper circle seat for the "Yellow Peacock," a play that was attracting a
considerable amount of discussion and criticism. Then she went forth in search of a tea-shop and
philanthropic adventure, at about the same time that Attab sauntered into the garden with a mind
attuned to sparrow stalking. In a corner of an A.B.C. shop she found an unoccupied table, whereat she
promptly installed herself, impelled by the fact that at the next table was sitting a young girl, rather plain
of feature, with tired, listless eyes, and a general air of uncomplaining forlornness. Her dress was of
poor material, but aimed at being in the fashion, her hair was pretty, and her complexion bad; she was
finishing a modest meal of tea and scone, and she was not very different in her way from thousands of
other girls who were finishing, or beginning, or continuing their teas in London tea-shops at that exact
moment. The odds were enormously in favour of the supposition that she had never seen the "Yellow
Peacock"; obviously she supplied excellent material for Jocantha's first experiment in haphazard
benefaction.
Jocantha ordered some tea and a muffin, and then turned a friendly scrutiny on her neighbour with a
view to catching her eye. At that precise moment the girl's face lit up with sudden pleasure, her eyes
sparkled, a flush came into her cheeks, and she looked almost pretty. A young man, whom she greeted
with an affectionate "Hullo, Bertie," came up to her table and took his seat in a chair facing her.
Jocantha looked hard at the new- comer; he was in appearance a few years younger than herself, very
much better looking than Gregory, rather better looking, in fact, than any of the young men of her set.
She guessed him to be a well-mannered young clerk in some wholesale warehouse, existing and
amusing himself as best he might on a tiny salary, and commanding a holiday of about two weeks in
the year. He was aware, of course, of his good looks, but with the shy self- consciousness of the AngloSaxon, not the blatant complacency of the Latin or Semite. He was obviously on terms of friendly
intimacy with the girl he was talking to, probably they were drifting towards a formal engagement.
Jocantha pictured the boy's home, in a rather narrow circle, with a tiresome mother who always wanted
to know how and where he spent his evenings. He would exchange that humdrum thraldom in due
course for a home of his own, dominated by a chronic scarcity of pounds, shillings, and pence, and a
dearth of most of the things that made life attractive or comfortable. Jocantha felt extremely sorry for
him. She wondered if he had seen the "Yellow Peacock"; the odds were enormously in favour of the
supposition that he had not. The girl had finished her tea and would shortly be going back to her work;
when the boy was alone it would be quite easy for Jocantha to say: "My husband has made other
arrangements for me this evening; would you care to make use of this ticket, which would otherwise be
wasted?" Then she could come there again one afternoon for tea, and, if she saw him, ask him how he
liked the play. If he was a nice boy and improved on acquaintance he could be given more theatre
tickets, and perhaps asked to come one Sunday to tea at Chelsea. Jocantha made up her mind that he
would improve on acquaintance, and that Gregory would like him, and that the Fairy Godmother
business would prove far more entertaining than she had originally anticipated. The boy was distinctly
presentable; he knew how to brush his hair, which was possibly an imitative faculty; he knew what
colour of tie suited him, which might be intuition; he was exactly the type that Jocantha admired, which
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of course was accident. Altogether she was rather pleased when the girl looked at the clock and bade a
friendly but hurried farewell to her companion. Bertie nodded "good-bye," gulped down a mouthful of
tea, and then produced from his overcoat pocket a paper-covered book, bearing the title "Sepoy and
Sahib, a tale of the great Mutiny."
The laws of tea-shop etiquette forbid that you should offer theatre tickets to a stranger without having
first caught the stranger's eye. It is even better if you can ask to have a sugar basin passed to you,
having previously concealed the fact that you have a large and well-filled sugar basin on your own
table; this is not difficult to manage, as the printed menu is generally nearly as large as the table, and
can be made to stand on end. Jocantha set to work hopefully; she had a long and rather high-pitched
discussion with the waitress concerning alleged defects in an altogether blameless muffin, she made
loud and plaintive inquiries about the tube service to some impossibly remote suburb, she talked with
brilliant insincerity to the tea-shop kitten, and as a last resort she upset a milk-jug and swore at it
daintily. Altogether she attracted a good deal of attention, but never for a moment did she attract the
attention of the boy with the beautifully-brushed hair, who was some thousands of miles away in the
baking plains of Hindostan, amid deserted bungalows, seething bazaars, and riotous barrack squares,
listening to the throbbing of tom-toms and the distant rattle of musketry.
Jocantha went back to her house in Chelsea, which struck her for the first time as looking dull and overfurnished. She had a resentful conviction that Gregory would be uninteresting at dinner, and that the
play would be stupid after dinner. On the whole her frame of mind showed a marked divergence from
the purring complacency of Attab, who was again curled up in his corner of the divan with a great peace
radiating from every curve of his body.
But then he had killed his sparrow.

Page 7 of 16

Page 8 of 16

BONUS SHORT STORY 1 of 2

The Interlopers
https://americanliterature.com/author/hh-munro-saki/short-story/the-interlopers

by H.H. Munro (SAKI)
(Originally published: 1919)

In a forest of mixed growth somewhere on the eastern spurs of the Karpathians, a man stood one
winter night watching and listening, as though he waited for some beast of the woods to come within
the range of his vision, and, later, of his rifle. But the game for whose presence he kept so keen an
outlook was none that figured in the sportsman's calendar as lawful and proper for the chase; Ulrich
von Gradwitz patrolled the dark forest in quest of a human enemy.
The forest lands of Gradwitz were of wide extent and well stocked with game; the narrow strip of
precipitous woodland that lay on its outskirt was not remarkable for the game it harboured or the
shooting it afforded, but it was the most jealously guarded of all its owner's territorial possessions. A
famous law suit, in the days of his grandfather, had wrested it from the illegal possession of a
neighbouring family of petty landowners; the dispossessed party had never acquiesced in the judgment
of the Courts, and a long series of poaching affrays and similar scandals had embittered the
relationships between the families for three generations. The neighbour feud had grown into a personal
one since Ulrich had come to be head of his family; if there was a man in the world whom he detested
and wished ill to it was Georg Znaeym, the inheritor of the quarrel and the tireless game-snatcher and
raider of the disputed border-forest. The feud might, perhaps, have died down or been compromised if
the personal ill-will of the two men had not stood in the way; as boys they had thirsted for one another's
blood, as men each prayed that misfortune might fall on the other, and this wind-scourged winter night
Ulrich had banded together his foresters to watch the dark forest, not in quest of four-footed quarry, but
to keep a look-out for the prowling thieves whom he suspected of being afoot from across the land
boundary. The roebuck, which usually kept in the sheltered hollows during a storm-wind, were running
like driven things to-night, and there was movement and unrest among the creatures that were wont to
sleep through the dark hours. Assuredly there was a disturbing element in the forest, and Ulrich could
guess the quarter from whence it came.
He strayed away by himself from the watchers whom he had placed in ambush on the crest of the hill,
and wandered far down the steep slopes amid the wild tangle of undergrowth, peering through the tree
trunks and listening through the whistling and skirling of the wind and the restless beating of the
branches for sight and sound of the marauders. If only on this wild night, in this dark, lone spot, he
might come across Georg Znaeym, man to man, with none to witness--that was the wish that was
uppermost in his thoughts. And as he stepped round the trunk of a huge beech he came face to face
with the man he sought.
The two enemies stood glaring at one another for a long silent moment. Each had a rifle in his hand,
each had hate in his heart and murder uppermost in his mind. The chance had come to give full play to
the passions of a lifetime. But a man who has been brought up under the code of a restraining
civilisation cannot easily nerve himself to shoot down his neighbour in cold blood and without word
spoken, except for an offence against his hearth and honour. And before the moment of hesitation had
given way to action a deed of Nature's own violence overwhelmed them both. A fierce shriek of the
storm had been answered by a splitting crash over their heads, and ere they could leap aside a mass of
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falling beech tree had thundered down on them. Ulrich von Gradwitz found himself stretched on the
ground, one arm numb beneath him and the other held almost as helplessly in a tight tangle of forked
branches, while both legs were pinned beneath the fallen mass. His heavy shooting- boots had saved
his feet from being crushed to pieces, but if his fractures were not as serious as they might have been,
at least it was evident that he could not move from his present position till some one came to release
him. The descending twig had slashed the skin of his face, and he had to wink away some drops of
blood from his eyelashes before he could take in a general view of the disaster. At his side, so near that
under ordinary circumstances he could almost have touched him, lay Georg Znaeym, alive and
struggling, but obviously as helplessly pinioned down as himself. All round them lay a thick-strewn
wreckage of splintered branches and broken twigs.
Relief at being alive and exasperation at his captive plight brought a strange medley of pious thankofferings and sharp curses to Ulrich's lips. Georg, who was early blinded with the blood which trickled
across his eyes, stopped his struggling for a moment to listen, and then gave a short, snarling laugh.
"So you're not killed, as you ought to be, but you're caught, anyway," he cried; "caught fast. Ho, what a
jest, Ulrich von Gradwitz snared in his stolen forest. There's real justice for you!"
And he laughed again, mockingly and savagely.
"I'm caught in my own forest-land," retorted Ulrich. "When my men come to release us you will wish,
perhaps, that you were in a better plight than caught poaching on a neighbour's land, shame on you."
Georg was silent for a moment; then he answered quietly:
"Are you sure that your men will find much to release? I have men, too, in the forest to-night, close
behind me, and _they_ will be here first and do the releasing. When they drag me out from under these
damned branches it won't need much clumsiness on their part to roll this mass of trunk right over on the
top of you. Your men will find you dead under a fallen beech tree. For form's sake I shall send my
condolences to your family."
"It is a useful hint," said Ulrich fiercely. "My men had orders to follow in ten minutes time, seven of
which must have gone by already, and when they get me out--I will remember the hint. Only as you will
have met your death poaching on my lands I don't think I can decently send any message of
condolence to your family."
"Good," snarled Georg, "good. We fight this quarrel out to the death, you and I and our foresters, with
no cursed interlopers to come between us. Death and damnation to you, Ulrich von Gradwitz."
"The same to you, Georg Znaeym, forest-thief, game-snatcher."
Both men spoke with the bitterness of possible defeat before them, for each knew that it might be long
before his men would seek him out or find him; it was a bare matter of chance which party would arrive
first on the scene.
Both had now given up the useless struggle to free themselves from the mass of wood that held them
down; Ulrich limited his endeavours to an effort to bring his one partially free arm near enough to his
outer coat- pocket to draw out his wine-flask. Even when he had accomplished that operation it was
long before he could manage the unscrewing of the stopper or get any of the liquid down his throat. But
what a Heaven-sent draught it seemed! It was an open winter, and little snow had fallen as yet, hence
the captives suffered less from the cold than might have been the case at that season of the year;
nevertheless, the wine was warming and reviving to the wounded man, and he looked across with
something like a throb of pity to where his enemy lay, just keeping the groans of pain and weariness
from crossing his lips.
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"Could you reach this flask if I threw it over to you?" asked Ulrich suddenly; "there is good wine in it,
and one may as well be as comfortable as one can. Let us drink, even if to-night one of us dies."
"No, I can scarcely see anything; there is so much blood caked round my eyes," said Georg, "and in
any case I don't drink wine with an enemy."
Ulrich was silent for a few minutes, and lay listening to the weary screeching of the wind. An idea was
slowly forming and growing in his brain, an idea that gained strength every time that he looked across
at the man who was fighting so grimly against pain and exhaustion. In the pain and languor that Ulrich
himself was feeling the old fierce hatred seemed to be dying down.
"Neighbour," he said presently, "do as you please if your men come first. It was a fair compact. But as
for me, I've changed my mind. If my men are the first to come you shall be the first to be helped, as
though you were my guest. We have quarrelled like devils all our lives over this stupid strip of forest,
where the trees can't even stand upright in a breath of wind. Lying here to-night thinking I've come to
think we've been rather fools; there are better things in life than getting the better of a boundary
dispute. Neighbour, if you will help me to bury the old quarrel I--I will ask you to be my friend."
Georg Znaeym was silent for so long that Ulrich thought, perhaps, he had fainted with the pain of his
injuries. Then he spoke slowly and in jerks.
"How the whole region would stare and gabble if we rode into the market-square together. No one living
can remember seeing a Znaeym and a von Gradwitz talking to one another in friendship. And what
peace there would be among the forester folk if we ended our feud to-night. And if we choose to make
peace among our people there is none other to interfere, no interlopers from outside . . . You would
come and keep the Sylvester night beneath my roof, and I would come and feast on some high day at
your castle . . . I would never fire a shot on your land, save when you invited me as a guest; and you
should come and shoot with me down in the marshes where the wildfowl are. In all the countryside
there are none that could hinder if we willed to make peace. I never thought to have wanted to do other
than hate you all my life, but I think I have changed my mind about things too, this last half-hour. And
you offered me your wine-flask . . . Ulrich von Gradwitz, I will be your friend."
For a space both men were silent, turning over in their minds the wonderful changes that this dramatic
reconciliation would bring about. In the cold, gloomy forest, with the wind tearing in fitful gusts through
the naked branches and whistling round the tree-trunks, they lay and waited for the help that would now
bring release and succour to both parties. And each prayed a private prayer that his men might be the
first to arrive, so that he might be the first to show honourable attention to the enemy that had become
a friend.
Presently, as the wind dropped for a moment, Ulrich broke silence.
"Let's shout for help," he said; he said; "in this lull our voices may carry a little way."
"They won't carry far through the trees and undergrowth," said Georg, "but we can try. Together, then."
The two raised their voices in a prolonged hunting call.
"Together again," said Ulrich a few minutes later, after listening in vain for an answering halloo.
"I heard nothing but the pestilential wind," said Georg hoarsely.
There was silence again for some minutes, and then Ulrich gave a joyful cry.
"I can see figures coming through the wood. They are following in the way I came down the hillside."
Both men raised their voices in as loud a shout as they could muster.
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"They hear us! They've stopped. Now they see us. They're running down the hill towards us," cried
Ulrich.
"How many of them are there?" asked Georg.
"I can't see distinctly," said Ulrich; "nine or ten,"
"Then they are yours," said Georg; "I had only seven out with me."
"They are making all the speed they can, brave lads," said Ulrich gladly.
"Are they your men?" asked Georg. "Are they your men?" he repeated impatiently as Ulrich did not
answer.
"No," said Ulrich with a laugh, the idiotic chattering laugh of a man unstrung with hideous fear.
"Who are they?" asked Georg quickly, straining his eyes to see what the other would gladly not have
seen.
"Wolves."
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The children were to be driven, as a special treat, to the sands at Jagborough. Nicholas was not to be
of the party; he was in disgrace. Only that morning he had refused to eat his wholesome bread-andmilk on the seemingly frivolous ground that there was a frog in it. Older and wiser and better people had
told him that there could not possibly be a frog in his bread-and-milk and that he was not to talk
nonsense; he continued, nevertheless, to talk what seemed the veriest nonsense, and described with
much detail the colouration and markings of the alleged frog. The dramatic part of the incident was that
there really was a frog in Nicholas' basin of bread-and-milk; he had put it there himself, so he felt
entitled to know something about it. The sin of taking a frog from the garden and putting it into a bowl of
wholesome bread-and-milk was enlarged on at great length, but the fact that stood out clearest in the
whole affair, as it presented itself to the mind of Nicholas, was that the older, wiser, and better people
had been proved to be profoundly in error in matters about which they had expressed the utmost
assurance.
"You said there couldn't possibly be a frog in my bread-and-milk; there was a frog in my bread-andmilk," he repeated, with the insistence of a skilled tactician who does not intend to shift from favourable
ground.
So his boy-cousin and girl-cousin and his quite uninteresting younger brother were to be taken to
Jagborough sands that afternoon and he was to stay at home. His cousins' aunt, who insisted, by an
unwarranted stretch of imagination, in styling herself his aunt also, had hastily invented the Jagborough
expedition in order to impress on Nicholas the delights that he had justly forfeited by his disgraceful
conduct at the breakfast-table. It was her habit, whenever one of the children fell from grace, to
improvise something of a festival nature from which the offender would be rigorously debarred; if all the
children sinned collectively they were suddenly informed of a circus in a neighbouring town, a circus of
unrivalled merit and uncounted elephants, to which, but for their depravity, they would have been taken
that very day.
A few decent tears were looked for on the part of Nicholas when the moment for the departure of the
expedition arrived. As a matter of fact, however, all the crying was done by his girl-cousin, who scraped
her knee rather painfully against the step of the carriage as she was scrambling in.
"How she did howl," said Nicholas cheerfully, as the party drove off without any of the elation of high
spirits that should have characterised it.
"She'll soon get over that," said the soi-disant aunt; "it will be a glorious afternoon for racing about over
those beautiful sands. How they will enjoy themselves!"
"Bobby won't enjoy himself much, and he won't race much either," said Nicholas with a grim chuckle;
his boots are hurting him. They're too tight."
"Why didn't he tell me they were hurting?" asked the aunt with some asperity.

Page 13 of 16

"He told you twice, but you weren't listening. You often don't listen when we tell you important things."
"You are not to go into the gooseberry garden," said the aunt, changing the subject.
"Why not?" demanded Nicholas.
"Because you are in disgrace," said the aunt loftily.
Nicholas did not admit the flawlessness of the reasoning; he felt perfectly capable of being in disgrace
and in a gooseberry garden at the same moment. His face took on an expression of considerable
obstinacy. It was clear to his aunt that he was determined to get into the gooseberry garden, "only," as
she remarked to herself, "because I have told him he is not to."
Now the gooseberry garden had two doors by which it might be entered, and once a small person like
Nicholas could slip in there he could effectually disappear from view amid the masking growth of
artichokes, raspberry canes, and fruit bushes. The aunt had many other things to do that afternoon, but
she spent an hour or two in trivial gardening operations among flower beds and shrubberies, whence
she could keep a watchful eye on the two doors that led to the forbidden paradise. She was a woman of
few ideas, with immense powers of concentration.
Nicholas made one or two sorties into the front garden, wriggling his way with obvious stealth of
purpose towards one or other of the doors, but never able for a moment to evade the aunt's watchful
eye. As a matter of fact, he had no intention of trying to get into the gooseberry garden, but it was
extremely convenient for him that his aunt should believe that he had; it was a belief that would keep
her on self-imposed sentry-duty for the greater part of the afternoon. Having thoroughly confirmed and
fortified her suspicions Nicholas slipped back into the house and rapidly put into execution a plan of
action that had long germinated in his brain. By standing on a chair in the library one could reach a
shelf on which reposed a fat, important-looking key. The key was as important as it looked; it was the
instrument which kept the mysteries of the lumber-room secure from unauthorised intrusion, which
opened a way only for aunts and such-like privileged persons. Nicholas had not had much experience
of the art of fitting keys into keyholes and turning locks, but for some days past he had practised with
the key of the schoolroom door; he did not believe in trusting too much to luck and accident. The key
turned stiffly in the lock, but it turned. The door opened, and Nicholas was in an unknown land,
compared with which the gooseberry garden was a stale delight, a mere material pleasure.
Often and often Nicholas had pictured to himself what the lumber-room might be like, that region that
was so carefully sealed from youthful eyes and concerning which no questions were ever answered. It
came up to his expectations. In the first place it was large and dimly lit, one high window opening on to
the forbidden garden being its only source of illumination. In the second place it was a storehouse of
unimagined treasures. The aunt-by-assertion was one of those people who think that things spoil by
use and consign them to dust and damp by way of preserving them. Such parts of the house as
Nicholas knew best were rather bare and cheerless, but here there were wonderful things for the eye to
feast on. First and foremost there was a piece of framed tapestry that was evidently meant to be a firescreen. To Nicholas it was a living, breathing story; he sat down on a roll of Indian hangings, glowing in
wonderful colours beneath a layer of dust, and took in all the details of the tapestry picture. A man,
dressed in the hunting costume of some remote period, had just transfixed a stag with an arrow; it could
not have been a difficult shot because the stag was only one or two paces away from him; in the
thickly-growing vegetation that the picture suggested it would not have been difficult to creep up to a
feeding stag, and the two spotted dogs that were springing forward to join in the chase had evidently
been trained to keep to heel till the arrow was discharged. That part of the picture was simple, if
interesting, but did the huntsman see, what Nicholas saw, that four galloping wolves were coming in his
direction through the wood? There might be more than four of them hidden behind the trees, and in any
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case would the man and his dogs be able to cope with the four wolves if they made an attack? The
man had only two arrows left in his quiver, and he might miss with one or both of them; all one knew
about his skill in shooting was that he could hit a large stag at a ridiculously short range. Nicholas sat
for many golden minutes revolving the possibilities of the scene; he was inclined to think that there
were more than four wolves and that the man and his dogs were in a tight corner.
But there were other objects of delight and interest claiming his instant attention: there were quaint
twisted candlesticks in the shape of snakes, and a teapot fashioned like a china duck, out of whose
open beak the tea was supposed to come. How dull and shapeless the nursery teapot seemed in
comparison! And there was a carved sandal-wood box packed tight with aromatic cottonwool, and
between the layers of cottonwool were little brass figures, hump-necked bulls, and peacocks and
goblins, delightful to see and to handle. Less promising in appearance was a large square book with
plain black covers; Nicholas peeped into it, and, behold, it was full of coloured pictures of birds. And
such birds! In the garden, and in the lanes when he went for a walk, Nicholas came across a few birds,
of which the largest were an occasional magpie or wood-pigeon; here were herons and bustards, kites,
toucans, tiger-bitterns, brush turkeys, ibises, golden pheasants, a whole portrait gallery of undreamedof creatures. And as he was admiring the colouring of the mandarin duck and assigning a life-history to
it, the voice of his aunt in shrill vociferation of his name came from the gooseberry garden without. She
had grown suspicious at his long disappearance, and had leapt to the conclusion that he had climbed
over the wall behind the sheltering screen of the lilac bushes; she was now engaged in energetic and
rather hopeless search for him among the artichokes and raspberry canes.
"Nicholas, Nicholas!" she screamed, "you are to come out of this at once. It's no use trying to hide
there; I can see you all the time."
It was probably the first time for twenty years that anyone had smiled in that lumber-room.
Presently the angry repetitions of Nicholas' name gave way to a shriek, and a cry for somebody to
come quickly. Nicholas shut the book, restored it carefully to its place in a corner, and shook some dust
from a neighbouring pile of newspapers over it. Then he crept from the room, locked the door, and
replaced the key exactly where he had found it. His aunt was still calling his name when he sauntered
into the front garden.
"Who's calling?" he asked.
"Me," came the answer from the other side of the wall; "didn't you hear me? I've been looking for you in
the gooseberry garden, and I've slipped into the rain-water tank. Luckily there's no water in it, but the
sides are slippery and I can't get out. Fetch the little ladder from under the cherry tree - "
"I was told I wasn't to go into the gooseberry garden," said Nicholas promptly.
"I told you not to, and now I tell you that you may," came the voice from the rain-water tank, rather
impatiently.
"Your voice doesn't sound like aunt's," objected Nicholas; "you may be the Evil One tempting me to be
disobedient. Aunt often tells me that the Evil One tempts me and that I always yield. This time I'm not
going to yield."
"Don't talk nonsense," said the prisoner in the tank; "go and fetch the ladder."
"Will there be strawberry jam for tea?" asked Nicholas innocently.
"Certainly there will be," said the aunt, privately resolving that Nicholas should have none of it.
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"Now I know that you are the Evil One and not aunt," shouted Nicholas gleefully; "when we asked aunt
for strawberry jam yesterday she said there wasn't any. I know there are four jars of it in the store
cupboard, because I looked, and of course you know it's there, but she doesn't, because she said there
wasn't any. Oh, Devil, you have sold yourself!"
There was an unusual sense of luxury in being able to talk to an aunt as though one was talking to the
Evil One, but Nicholas knew, with childish discernment, that such luxuries were not to be over-indulged
in. He walked noisily away, and it was a kitchenmaid, in search of parsley, who eventually rescued the
aunt from the rain-water tank.
Tea that evening was partaken of in a fearsome silence. The tide had been at its highest when the
children had arrived at Jagborough Cove, so there had been no sands to play on - a circumstance that
the aunt had overlooked in the haste of organising her punitive expedition. The tightness of Bobby's
boots had had disastrous effect on his temper the whole of the afternoon, and altogether the children
could not have been said to have enjoyed themselves. The aunt maintained the frozen muteness of
one who has suffered undignified and unmerited detention in a rain-water tank for thirty-five minutes. As
for Nicholas, he, too, was silent, in the absorption of one who has much to think about; it was just
possible, he considered, that the huntsman would escape with his hounds while the wolves feasted on
the stricken stag.
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