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THE FOOD OF THE GODS.

CHAPTER THE FIRST.
THE DISCOVERY OF THE FOOD.

I

Ichemidﬂ]ayamui the nineteenth century there
first became abundant in this st-ange warld of ours
.a class of men, men tending for the most part tc become
elderly, who are called, and who are very properly called,
but who dislike extremely to Le called—* Scientists.”
They dislike that word so much that from the columns
of Nature, which wac from the first their distinctive and
characteristic paper, it is as carefully excluded as if it
were—that other word which is the basis of all really
bad language in this country. But the Great Public
and its Press know better, and “ Scienticts "' they are,
and when they emerge to any soit of pnllicity, * dis-
tinguished scientists ' and * »mincn. scientists” and
“ well-known scieatists ' is the very least we call them.
Certainly both Mr. Beusington and Professor Red-
wood quite raerited any of these terms iong Lefore they
came upon the marvellous di-covery of which this story
tells. Mr. Bensinglon was'a Fellow of the Royal Society
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and a former president of the Chemical Society, and
Professor Redwood was Professor of Physiology in the
Bond Streut College of the London University, and
he had been grossly libelled by the anti-vivisectionists
time after time, And they had led lives of academic
distinction from their ve-y earliest youth,

They were of courss quite undistinguished lnnki.ng
men, as frdeed all true Scientists are. There is more
personal distinclion about tle mfldest-mannered actor
alive than there Is about the entire Royal Society. Mr.
Bensington was short and very, very bald, and Le stooped
slightly ; he wore gold-rimmed spectacles and cleth boots
that ware abundantly cut open because of his numerous
corns, and Professor Redwood was entirely ordinary in
his appearance. Until they happened upon the Food
of the ‘Gods (as I must insist upon calling it) taey led
lives of such emincot and studious obscurity that it is
hard to 4ind anything whatever to tell the reader about
them.

Mr. Bensington won his spurs (i one may use such
an expression of a pentleman in boois of slashed cloth)
by his splendid researches upon the More Toxic Alka-
loids, and Professor Redwood rose to eminence—I do
not clearly remember how he rose to eminence | I know
he was very eminent, and that's all. *Things of this sort
grow. I fancy it was a voluminous ‘work on Reaction
Times with anmerous plates of sphygmograph tracings
(I write subject io.corrcction) and an admirable new
terminology, that did the thing for him.

The general public ‘saw litlle or nothing of either of
r these gent'emen: Sometimes at places lik: the Royal
Institution and the Sodet, of Arts it did in a sort of
mymﬂr.]!ansingm,nrftlmsthh bleshing bald-
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ness and someihing of his collar and coat, and hear
fragments of a lecture or paper that he imagined himsel
to be reading aundivl; ; and once I remember—one
midday in the vanished past— when the British Associa-
tion was at Dover, coming on Section C or D, or some
such letter, wuich had taken up its quarters in 4 public-
house, and fodowing two serisus-loocking ladies with
paper parcels, out of mere curiosity, throrgh a door
labelled * Billiards " and * Pool™ irto a .scandalous
darkness, broken only by a magic-lantern circle of Red-
wood's tracings.

I wat:hed tha lan‘ern slides come cad go, ana listened
to a voice (I forget what it was saying) which I believe
was the vowce of Professor Redwood, anc there was a
sizzling from the lantern and another sound that kept
me thcre, still cut of curiosity, until the lights were
unexpectedly turned up. And then I perceived -that
this sound was the sound of the munching of huns and
sandwiches and things that the assembled British Associ-
ates had come there to eat under cover of the magic-
lantern darkness.

And Redwood I remember went on talking all the
time the lights were up and dabbing at the place where
his diagram ought to have been visible on the screen—
and so it was agair so soon as the darkness was restored.
I remember him ihen as a most ordinarv, slightly ner-
vous-looking dark man, with an ai- of beinp p
with something else, and doing what he was doing just
then under an uraccountable sense of duty.

I beard Bensingion wlto once-—in toe old days—at
an edocational couference in Bloomstary.: Like most
eminent cliemists and bota.ists, Mr, Bensington was
very authoritative upon teachlng—though I am certain
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he would have been scared out of his wics by an average
Board School class in half-an-hour—and so far as I can
remember row, he was propounding an improvement of
Professor ‘Armstrong’s Heristic method, whereby at the
cost of three ur four hundred pounds’ worth of apparatus,
a total neglect of all other studies and the undivided
attention of a teacher »f exceptioaal-giits, an average
child migh* with a peculiar sort of thumby thoroughness
learn in thr courie of ten or t-elve years almost as much
chemistry ps one could ge: in one of those objectionable
shilling texi-books that were then so common.,

Quite "ordinary Dersons you percsive, both ci thr.m
ountside their science. Or if anything on the unpractical
side of ordinary. And that you will fird is the case
with “ scientists "' as a class all the world over. What
there i5 great of them is an annoyance to their fellow
sciertists ara a mystery to the general public, and what
is not is avident.

There is no doubt about what is not great, no race of
men have such obvious littlenesses. They live in a
narrow world so far as their buman intercourse goes;
their tesearches' involve infinite attention and an almost
monastic seclusion ; and what is left over is not very
much. To mtne-.-ts some queer, shy, misshapen, grey-
hﬁ.dud, self-important, little discovarer of great dis-
coveries, ridiculonsly adorned with the wide ribbon of
some order ~f chival-y and holding » reception of his
fellow-men, or to read *he anguish of Nafwre at the
“neglect of sclence ” when the angel of the birthday
honours passes the Royal Socleiy by, or to listen to one
indefatigabl: licl.enologist commenting on the work of
another indefatigable liches ologist, such things force cne
to realise the unfaltering littleness of men.
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And withal the reef of Science that these little "' sclen-
tists ” built and are y:t building is so wonderful, so
portentous, so full of raysterious half-shapen promises
for the mighty future of man| They do not seem to
realise tha things they are doing! No doubt long ago
even Mr, Bensiogton, when he chose this calling, when
he consecrated his life to the alkaloids and their kindred
compounds, had some inkling of the vision,—~more than
an inkling. Without some such imspiration, for such
glories and positions only as a * sclentist " nuay expect,
what young man would have given his life to su-h work,
as young men uo ? No, they must have scen the glory,
they must have had the vision, but so near that it
has blinded them. The splendour has blinded them,
mercifully, so that for the rest of their lives’ they can
hold the light= of knowledge in comfort—that we may
see |

And perhaps it accounts for Redwood’s touca of pre-

tion, that—there can be no doubt of it now—
he among his fellows was different, he was differmnt inas-
much as something of the vision stili lingered in his eyes,

IL.

The Food of the Gods I call it, this substance that
Mr. Bensington and Professor Redwood macde between
them ; and having regard novr to what il has already
done and all that it is certainl~ poing to do, there is
surely no exaggeration in the name, Se I shall continue
tumlhtﬂmmﬁwretb'uughuut'nymw. But Mr. Ben-
sington wowd no more have called it that in cold blood
than he would have gone out from his flat in Sloane
Street clad in regal scarlei: and a wreath of Janrel. The.
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phrase was a mere first cry of estonishment from him.
He called it the Food of the Cods, in his enthusiasm
and for an hour or so at the rnost altogether. After
that he decided he was peing absurd. When he first
thought of the thing he saw, as it were, a vista of enor-
mous possibilities—literaily enormous possibilities; but
upon this dazzling vista, after one stare of amazement,
he resolutely shut his eyes, even as a conscientious
“scientist ' should. After that, the Food of the Gods
sounded blatant to the pitch of indecency. He was

ized he had used the expression. Yet for all that
something cf that clear-eyed moment hung about him
and broke out ever and again.

“Really, you know,” he said, rabbing his hands
together and laughing nervously, * it has more than a
theoretical interest.

“ For exasmple,” he confided, bringing hi= face close
to the P.ofessor’s and dropping to an undertone, it
would perhaps, if suitably handled, sell. . . .

* Precigely,” he said, walking away,—" as a Food.
Or at Jeast a food ingredient.

* Assuming of course that it is palatable. A thing
we cannot know till we have prepared it."”

He turned upon the hearthrug, and studied the care-
fully designed slits upon his cloth shoes,

“Name *" he sald, looking up in response to an
inquiry, * Fo-my part I incline to the good old classical
allusion. It—it makes Science res—, Gives it a touch
of old-fashioned dignity. I have been thinking .. .1
don't know if you will think it ahsurd of me. ... A
little fancy is surely occasiopally permissible, . . |
Herakleophorbia. Eh? Tue nutrition of a possible
Hercules ¢ You know it msgh! . . .
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“ Of course if you think noft—"

Redwood reflected with his eyes on the fire and made
no objection.

" You think it would do # *

Redwood moved his head gravely.

"It might be Titanophorbii, you know. Food of
Titans. . . , You prefer the former ?

*“ Ycu're quite sure you don't think it a litile fop—-"

* No."

“Ahl I'm glad.”

And so they called it Herakleophorbia throughout
their investigations, and in their 1eport,—the report
that was pever published, because of the unexpected
developments tha* upset all their arrangements,—it is
invariably written in that way. There were three kin-
dred substances prepared before they hit on the one
their speculations had foretold, and these they spoke
of as Herakleophorbia I., Herakleophorbia II., and
Herakleophorbia III. It is Herakleophorbia IV,
which I—Insisting upon Bensington's original  name—
call here the Food of the Gods.

IIL

The ldea was Mr. Densington’s. But as It was sug-
gested to him by one of Professor Redwood's contribu-
tions to the Philosophical Transacvons, br very properly
consulted that gentleman befor» Le carried it further.
Besides which ic was, as a research, a physiological,
quite as much as a chemical innuiry.

Frofessor Redwood was one of those scientific men
who are addicted to traclugs and ~urves. You are
familiar—{s you are at all the mort of reader I like—
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with the sort of scientific paper I mean. It is a paper
you cannot make head nor tail of, and at the end come
five or six iong folded diagrams chat open out and show
peculiar zigzag tracings, flashes of lightning overdone,
or sinuous inexplicable things called * smoothed curves
set up on ordinates and .ooting in abscissae—and things
like that. You puzzle over the thing for a long time
and end with the suspicion that not only do you mot
understand it but that the author does not understard
it either. But really you know many of these scientific
people understand the meaning of their own papers quite
well ; it is simply a defect of expression that raises the
obstacie between us,

I am inclined to think that Redwood thought in
tracings and curves, And after his monumental work
upon Reaction Times (the unscientific reader is exhorted
to stick to .t for a little bit Jonger and everything will
be as clear as daylight) Redwood began te turn out
smoothed curves and sphygmographeries upon Growth,
and it vas one of his papers upon Growth that really
gave Mr, Bensington hia idea.

Redwood, you know, had been measuring ‘growing
things of all sorts, kittens, pupples, sunflowers, mush-
rooms, bean plants, and (until his wife put a stop to it)
his baby, and he showed that growth went on, not at a
regular pare, ¢z, 4s he put it, so,

-

a—
but with bursts and intermissions of this sort,



THE DISCOVERY OF THE FOOD. I3

el

and that apparently nothing grew regularly and steadily,
and so far as he could make out nothing could grow
regularly and steadily : it was as if every living thing
had just to accumulate force to grow, grew with vigour
only for a time, and then had to wait for a space before
it could go on growing again. And in the muffled and
highly technical language of the really carcful ** scientist,”
Redwoed suggested that the process of prowth probably
demanded the presence of a considerabic quantity of
some necessary substance in the blood that was only
formed very slowly, and that when this substance was
used up by growth, it was only very slowly raplaced,
and that meanwhile the organism had to mark time.
He compared his unknown substance to oil in machinery,
A growing animal was rather like an engine, he suggested,
that can move a certain distancs and must then be ciled
before it can run again. (" But why should~’t one oil
the engine from without ? ** said Mr. Pensington, when
he read the paper) And all this, said Redwood, with
the delightful nervous inconsecutiveness of his class,
might very probably be found to throw a light upon
the mystery of certain of the ductless glands. As though
they had anything to do with it a* all |

In a subsequent communication Pedwood went fur-
ther. He gave a perfect Brock's benefit of diagrams
—exactly like rocket trujestories they were; and the gist
of it—so fav as it had any gist—was ‘hat the blood of
puppies aud kittens and th- sap of sunflowers and the
juice of pwshrooms in what be called the * growiug
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phase " differed in the proportion of certain elements
from their blood and sap on the days when they were
not particularly growing.

And when Mr, Bensington, afier holding the diagrams
sideways and upside down, began to see what this differ-
ence was, a great amazement came upon Lim. Because,
you see, the difference might probably be due to the
presence of just the very substance he had recently been
trying to icolate in his resea~ches upon such alkaloids
as are most stimulating t¢ the nervous systern. He put
down Redwaod's paper on the patent 1eading-desk that
swung inconveniertly from his arm-chaii, took off his
gold-rirameda spectacles, breathed on them and wiped
them very carzfully.

“ By Jove | " said Mr, Bensington.

Then replacing his spectacles again he turned to the
patept readivg-desk, which immediately, as his elbow
came against its arm, gave a coquettish squeak and
deposited the paper, with all its diagrams in a dispersed
and crumpled state, on the floor. “ By Jowvel™ said
Mr. Bens'ngton, straining his stoma-h over the arm-
chair ‘with a patient disregard of the habits of this con-
venience, and then, fiuding the pamphlet still out of
reach, he went down on all fours in pursuit. It was on
the floor that the idéa of calling it the Food of the Gods
came to him. . , .

For you see, if he was right and Redwood was right,
then by injecting or administering this new substance
of his in food, he would o away with the * resting phase,”
and instead of growth going or ia this fashion,

z—""—f_'—-f__—
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it would (if you follow me) go thus—

IV.

The nizght after his conversation with Kedwood Mr.
Bepsington conld scarcely sleep a wink. He did seem
once to get into a sort of doze, but it was on'y for a
moment, and then he dreamt he had duvg a deep hole
into the earth and poured in tons and tons of the Food
of the Gods, and the earth was swelling and swelling,
and all the boundaries of the courtiries ware bursting,
and the Royal Geographical Society was all at work
like one great guild of tailors letting out the equator. . . .

That of course was a ridiculous dream, but it shows
the state of mental excitement into which M., Bensing-
ton got and the rea' value he attached io his idea; much
better than any of the things he said or did when he was
awake and on his guard. Or I should not have men-
tioned it, because as a general rule I do not think it is
at all interesting for people to tell each other about
their dreams,

By a singular coincidence Redwnc also had a dream
that night, and %is dream was this :(—
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It was a diagram done in fire upon a long scroll of
the abyss. And he (Redwood) was standing on a planet
before a sort of black platform laciuring about the new
sort of growth that was row possible, to the More than
Royal -Institution of Primordial Forces—forces which
had always previously, even in the growth of races,
empires, planetary systems, and worlds, gone so :—

. ——

And even i1 some cases so :—

And he was explaining to them quite lucidly and
convincingly that these slow, these even retrogressive
methods wo'tld be very speedily quite put out of fashion
by his discovery.

Ridiculous of course | But that too shows—

Thatm‘therdma.mistnbaregarﬂedasinmyway

significant or prophetic beyond what I have categorically
said, I do not fo- one moment suggest.



CHAPTER THE SECOND.
THE EXPERIMENTAL FARM.

L.

Mr. BErsivgTux proposed originally to try thus stuff,
s0 soon as he was really able to prepare it, npon tad-

poles, One always dees try this sort of thing upon
tadpoles fo begin with; this being what tadpoles are
for. Aad it weec agreed that he should condeet the
experiments and not Redwood, becanse -Redwopd's
laboratory was occupied with the ballistic apparatus
and animals necessary for an investigation into the
Dinmal Variation in the But‘ing Frequency of the
Young Bull Calf, an investigation that was yielding
curves of an abnormal and very perplixing sort; and
the presence of glass globes of tadpoles was extremely
undesirable while this particular research was in progress,

But when Mr. Bensington conveyed to his cousin
Jane something of what he had in mind, she put a
prompt veto opou the importation of any considerable
number of tadpoles, or any sucu experimental creatures,
into their flat. She had no objection whatever to his
use of one of the rooms i the flat for tue purposes of a
non-explosive coemistry that, so far -s she was coa-
cerned, came to nothing; she let him have a gas far-
nace and a sink and a duost-tight cupboard of refuge
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from the weekly storm of cleaning she would not fore-
go. And having known people addicted to drink, she
regarded his solicitude for distisct:on in learned societies
as an excellent substitute for the coarser form of deprav-
ity. Butanysortof living things in quantity, “ wriggly ”
as they were bound to be alive and * smully " dead, she
could not and would Lot abide, She said these things
were certain to be unhealthy, and Bensington was noto-
riously a'dalicats man—it was nonsense to say he wasn't.
And when Bensingfon tuied to make the enormous im-
portance of this possible discovery clear, she said that
it was all very well, but if she consented to hiz making
everything nasty and unwholesome in the place (and
that was what it all came to) then she was certain he
would be the first to complain,

And Mr. Bensington went up and down th: room,
regardless o{ his rorns, and spoke to her quite firmly
and anprily without the slightest efiect. He said that
nothing ought to stand in the way of the Advancement
of Science, and she said that the Advancement of Science
was one ~hing and having a lot of talpoles in a flat was
anotlier ; he sa’d that in Germany it was an ascertained
fact that a man with an idea like his would at once have
twenty thousand properly-fitted cubic feet of laboratory
placed at his disposal, and she saié she was glad and
always had been glad that she was hot a German; he
said that it would mrake him famous for ever, and she
said it was muct more 'ikely to make him ill to have
a lot of tadpoles in a flat like theirs; he said he was
master in his own hoase, anc she said that rather than
wait on a lot of Ladpoles she'd go as matror to a school ;
and then he asked her to. be reasonable, and she asked
Mm to be reasonable then and give up al' this about
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tadpoles ; and he said she might respect his ideas, and
she said not if they were smelly she wouldn't, and then
he gave way completely and said—in spite of the clas-
sical remarks of Huxiey upon the subject—a bad word.
Not a very bad word it was, but bad enough.

And after tLat she was greatly offended and had to
be apologised to, and the prospect of ever trying the
Food of the Gods upon tadpoles in their flat at any rate
vanished completely in the apology.

So Bensington had to consider some other way of
carrying cut these experiments in feeding *hat would
be necessary tv demonstrate his discrvery, so soon as
he had his substance isolated and prepared. For some
days he meaitated upon the possibility of boarding out
his tadpoles with some trustworthy person, and then
the chance sight of the phrase in & newspaper turned
his thoughts to an Experimental Farm.

And chiclks. Directly he thought of it, he thought
of it as a poultry farm. He was suddenly taken with a
vision of wildly growing chicks, He conceived a picture
of coops and runs, outsize and still more 2utsize coops,
and runs progressively larger. Chicks a~e so accessible,
so easily fed and observed, so much drier to handle and
measure, that for his purpose tadpoles seemed to him
now, in comparisor. with them, quite wild and uncon-
trollable beasts. Ife was quite puzzled to understand
why he had not ‘hought of chicks instead of tadpoles
from the beginning. Among other things it would have
saved all this trouble with his cousin Jane., And when
he suggested this to Rcdwvood, Pedwood guite agreed
with him,

Redwood said that in working so much wpon need-
Jessly small animals he was convinced experimentai
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physiologists made a great mistake. It is exactly like
making experiments in chemistry with an insufficient
guantity of material ; errors of nbservation and manipu-
lation become disproportionatery large. It was of ex-
treme importance just at present that scientific men
should assert their right to hawe theii material Big.
That was why he was Joing his present series of experi-
ments at the Bond Street College upon Bull Calves, in
spite of a cortain amount of i convenience to the students
and professors of othor subjects caused by their inci-
denta] levity in the corridors. But the curvas he was
getting were quite exceptionally interesting, and would,
when published, amply justify his choice. For his own
part, were it not for the inadequate endowment of sci-
ence in this conntry, he would never, if he could avoid
it, wock oun anything smaller than a whale, But a
Public Viraium on a sufficient scale to render this
possible was, he feared, at present, in this country at
any rate, a Utopian demand. In Germany—— Eic.

As Redwood's Bull calves needed his daily attention,
the selection and eaquipment of the Experimental Farm
fell largely on-Bensington. The entire cost also, was,
it was understood, tu be defrayed by Bensingtonm, at
least until a grant could be obtained. Accordingly he
altemated his work in the laboratcry of his flat with
farm hunting up and down the lines that run south-
ward out of London, and his peeriag spectacles, his
simple baldness, ~nd his lacerated cloth shoes filled the
owners of numerons undesirable pronerties with wain
hopes. And he advertised in everal daily papers and
Nature for a _sspomsible couple (married), punctual,
active, and used to poultry, to take entire charge of
an Experimental Farm of three acres,
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He found the place he seemed in need of at Hickley-
brow, near Urshot, in Kent: It was a little queer
isolated place, in a dell sarrounded by old pine woods that
were black and forbidding at night. A humped shoulder
of down cut it off from the sunset, and a gaunt well
with a shattered penthouse dworfed the dwelling. The
little house was creeperless, several windows were broken,
and the cart shed had a black shadow at midday. Itwas
a mile and & half from the end house of the village, and
its loneliness was very doubtiuliy relieved by an am-
biguous family of echoes.

The piace impressed Bensington as beinp, eminently
adapted to the requirements of scientific research. He
walked over the premises sketching out coops and runs
with a sweeping arm, and he found the kitchen capable
of accommodating a series of incubators and foster
mothers with the very minimum of alteration. He look
the place there and then ; on his way back to London
he stopped at Dunton Green and cluscdmthanehﬂ:le
couple that had answered his advertisements, 2nd
same evening he succeeded in isolating a sufficient quan-
tity of Herakleophoibia 1. to more than justify these
engagements.

The eligible couple who were destined under Mr. Ben-
sington to be the first almoners on earth of the Food of
the Gods, were not only very perceptibly aged, but also
extremely dirty. This latter poin. Mr. Bx.sington did
not observe, becanse nothing destroys the powers of
general observatiun quite so much as a life of experi-
mental science. They were named Skinner, Mr. and
Mrs. Skinner, and Mr. Bensington interviewed them in
a small room with hermetically sealed windows, a spotted
overmantel looking-glass, and some ailing caleeolarias.
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Mrs. Skinner was a very little old woman, capless, with:
dirty white hair drawn back very very tightly from a.
face that had begun by being chiefly, and was now,
through the loss of teeth and chin, and the wrinkling np
of everything else, ending by being almost exclusively
—nose, She was dress.d in slate colour (so far as her
dress had any colour) slashed in one place with red
flannel. Che let him in and talked to him guardedly
and peereu at Lim round and ovwer her nose, while Mr.
Skinner she alleged mude some alteration in his toilette.
She had one tooth that got into her articnlation, and
she held ber two long wrinkled hands nervously to-
gethei. She told Mr. Bensington that she had man-
aged fowls for years, and knew all abnat incubators;
m fact, they themselves had run a Pouliry Farm at
one time, and it had only failed at last through toe want
of popils. " It's the pupils as pay,” said Mrs. Skinner.

Mr, Skinner, when he appeared, was a large-faced
man, with a lisp and a squiht that made him look over
the top of your head, slashed slippers that appealed to
Mr. Bensington's srmpa.thm, and a manifest shortness
of buttons. He held his coat and shirt together with
one hanc and traced patterns on the black-and-gold
tablecloth with the index finger of the other, while his
disengaged eye watched Mr. Densington’s sword of
Damocles so.to speak, with an expression of sad detach-
ment. “ Yon don't want to run thith Farm for profit.
No, Thir. Ith sl the chame, Thir. Ekthperimenth |
Prethithely.”

He said they coula gn to the form at once. He was
doing notiung at Dunton Green vxcept a little tailoring.
“It ithn't the thmart pl.the I thousht it wath, and
what I get ithent thkarthely worth having," be said,
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* tho that if it ith any convenienth to you for uth to
COME: o o o

And in a week Mr. and Mrs. Skinner were installed in
the farm, and the jobbing carpenter from Hickleybrow
was diversifying the task of erecting nuns and henhouses
with a systematic discussion ef hr. Bensington.

“I haven't theen much of 'im yet,"” said Mr. Skinner.
“But as far as I can make ‘im out 'e theems.to be a
thtewpid o’ fool.”

“I thought "e seemed a bit Dotty,” said the carpenter
from Hickleybrow.

“'E fanthieth "imself about poultry,” said Mr. Skinner.
“ 0O my goodueth! You'd think nobody knew nothin'
about poultry tiept "im."”

“'E looks like a "en," said the carpenter from Hickley-
brow ; * what with them spectacles of 'is.”"

Mr. Skinner came closer to the carpenter from Hickley-
urow, and spoke in a confidential manner, and une sad
eye regarded the distant village, and one was bright
and wicked. “ Got to be meathured every bletlad day
—every blethed 'en, 'e thays, Tho as to thee they grow
properly. What oh ...eh? Every blethed 'en—
every blethed day.”

And Mr. Skinner put up his hand to laugh behind it
in a refined and contagious manner, and humped his
shoulders very much—and only the other ey: of him
failed to participate in his laighter. Thea doubting
if the carpenter had quite got the poiut of it, he repeated
in'a penetrating woisper : * Mealthyred 1"

“'E's worse than o1r old guvnor ; I'm dratted if ‘e
ain't,” said the carpenter from Hickleybrow.
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IIl

Experimental work is the mast tedious thing in the
world (unless it be the reports of it in the Philosophical
Transactions), and it seemed a long time to Mr. Bensing-
ton before his first dream of enormouns possibilities was
replaced by a crumb of realisation. He had taken the
Experimcntal Farm in October, and it was May before
the first inklings of success begar.. Herakleophorbia I.
and II. aind III. had to be tried, and failed ; there was
trouble’ with the rats of the Experimental Farm, and
there was {reuble with the Skinners. The only way to
get Skinner to do anything he was told fo do was to
dismiss him. Then he would rub his unshaven chin—
he was always unshaven most miraculously and yet
never bearded—with a fattened hand, and look at Mr,
Bensington with one eye, and over him with the other,
and say,  Oo, of courthe, Thir—if you're therfosth , .. 1"

But at Jast success dawned. And its herald was a
letter ii, the long slender handwriting of Mr. Skinner.

* The new Brood are out,” wrote Mr, Skinner, ** and
don't quite like the look of them, Growing very rank
~—quite unlike what the similar lot was before your last
directions was given. The last, before the cat got them,
was a very nize, stocky chick, but these are Growing like
thistles. I never saw, They peck so hard, striking
above boot top, that 2m unable to give exact Measures
as requested, They are regular Giants, and eating as
such. We shall want more corr. verv soom, for you
never saw such chicks to eat, Bigger than Bantams,
Going on at this rate, they ought to b a bird for show,
rank as they are, FPlymouth Rocks won't be in ity
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Had a scare last night thinking that cat was at them,
and when I looked out at the window could have sworn
I see her getting in under the wire. The chicks was all
awake and pecking about hungry when I went out, but
could not see anything of the cat. So gave them a
peck of corn, and fastened up safe. Shall be glad to
know if the Feeding to be continaed as directed. Food
you mixed is pretty near all gone, and do rot like to
mix any more myself on ccount of tho accident with
the pudding. With best wishes fiom us both, and solic-
iting contiauance of esteemed favours,
* Respectiully yours,
*“ ALFRED NEWTON SEINNER."”

The allusion towards the end referred to a milk pud-
ding with which Jome Herakleophorbia II. had got it-
sell mixed, with painful and very pearly frtal results
to the Skinners.

But Mr. Bensington, reading between the lines, saw
in this rankness of growth the attainment of bis long
sought goal. The aext morning he alighted a® Urshat
station, and in the tag in his hand he -carried, sealed
in three tins, a supply of the Food of the Gads suffi-
cient for all the chicks in Kent.

It was a bright and beantiful morning late in May,
and his corns were so much better that he resolved to
walk through Hickleybrow to his farm. I* was three
miles and a half altogether, through “4e park and vil-
lage, and then alang the green glades of the Hickleybrow
preserves. The trees worce all dustea’ with the green
spanglcznfhghsprmg.thehedgﬂweiai of stitch-

wort and campion, and the woods of blue hyacinths
and purple orchid ; and everywhere there was a great.
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noise of birds—thrushes, blackbirds, robins, finches, and
many more—and in one warm corner of the park some
bracken was unrolling, and theie was a leaping and
rushing of fallow deer.

These things brought back to Mr. Bensington his
early and forgotten delight in life; wefore him the
promise of his discovery grew bright and joyful, and
it zeemec’ to him that indeed he must have come upon
the happizst diy in his lifc. And when in the sunlit
run by the sandy baak under the shadow of the pine
trees he suw the chicks that had eaten the fcod be had
mixed for them, gigantic and gawky. bigger already
than' many a hen that is married and settled, and still
growing, still in their first soft yellow plumage (just
faintly marked with brown along the back), he knew
indeec thal his happiest day had come.

At Mr..Sainner's urgency he went into the run, but
after he had been pecked through the cracks in his shoes
once or twice be got out again, and watched these mon-
sters through the wire netting. He peered close to the
netting, and followed their moverents as though he
had never seen a chick before in his life,

“Wheth they'll bé when they're grown up ith im-
pothible to think,'” said Mr. Skinner.

“ Big as a horse," said Mr. Bensicgton.

“ Pretty near,” said Mr. Skinner.

** Several people cnuld dine off 2 wivg 1" said Mr. Ben-
sington. * They'd cut up into joints like butcher’s meat.”

" They won’t go on growing at thith pathe though,”

** No ? " said Mr, Bensington.

" No," said Mr. Skinner * Ilmow thith short. They
begin rank, but'they don’t go on, bleth you! No.”
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There was a pause.

“ Irth management,” said Mr. Skinner modestly.

Mr. Bensington turned his glasses on him scddenly.

“We got 'em almoth ath big at the other plathe,”
said Mr. Skinner, with his better eye plously uplifted
and letting himself go a little ; ** me and the mithith.”

Mr. Bensington made his usuai general inspection of
the premises, but he speedily returned to the new run.
It was, you know, in truth ever so much mo.e than he
had dared to expect. The course of science is so tor-
tuous and so slow ; after the clear promises and, before
the practical r~alisation arrives theie comes almost
always year after year of intricate contrivance, and here
—here was the Frods of the Gods arriviug after less
than a year of testing! It seemed too good—too good.
That Hupe Deferred which is the daily food of the scien-
tific imagination was to be his no morel fo at least
it seemed to him then. He came back and stared at
these stupendons chicks of his, time after time.

* Let me see,” he said. * They're ten days old, And
by the side of an o.dinary chick I should 1ancy—about
six or seven times as Dig. . .

* Itth about time we artht for a rithe in thkrew,"” said
Mr. Skinner to his wife. “ He'th ath pleathed ath Punth
about the way we got thothe chickth on in the further
run—pleathed ath Punth he ith."”

He bent confidentially towards Ler. * Thinkth it'th
that old food of hith,” he said bekind his hand, and
made a noise of coppressed laughter in his pharyngeal
cavity. « « »

Mr. Bensirgton was indeed a happy man- that day.
He was in no mrod to find “ault with details of man-

agement. The bright day certainly brought out the-
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accumulating slovenliness of the Skinner couple more;
vividly than he had ever seen it before. But his com-
ments were. of the gentlest. Th: fencing of many of the
runs was out of order, bu he seemed to consider it quite:
satisfactory ‘when Mr, Skinner explained that it was a
“fokth or a dog or thomething " did it. Ie pointed:
out that the incubator nad not been cleaned.

““That..t asn’i, Sir,” said Mrs. Skinner with her arms
folded, smiiling® coyly behind her nogse. “ We don't
seem to Fave had tinw to clean it not since we been
‘ere. . "

He went unstairs to see some rat-holes that Skinner
said would justify a trap—they certainly were enormous
—and discovered that the room in *vhich the Food of
the Gods was mixed with meal and bran was in a quite
disgraceful order. The Skinners were the sort of people
whe find & uvse fcr cracked saucers and old cans and
pickle jers and mustard boxes, and*the place was littered
with these. In one corner a great pile of apples that
Skinner had saved was decaying, and from a nail in
the slopiug part of ‘he ceiling hung several rabbit skins,
upon which he proposed to test his gift as a farrier.
(“ There ithn’t mutth about furth and thingth that [
don't know,"” said Skinner.)

Mr. Bensington certainly sniffed critically at this dis;
order, but he made no unnecessary fuss, and even when
he found a xasp regaling itself in a gallipot half full of
Herakleophorbia' IV., he simply remarked mildly that
his’ substance was better sealed fron. the damp than
exposed to the air in that manner,

And he turned from these things at once to remark—
whathadhtmjurmmnum&:mhm mind—*"1 think,
Skinner—you know I shall kill oae of thess chicks—as
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a specimen. I think we will kill it this afternoon, and
1 will take it back with me to London.”

He pretended to peer into another gallipol and then
took off his spectacles to wipe them.

“ 1 should like,” he said, *' I should like very much,
to have some relic—some memento—of this particular
brood at this particular day.

* By-the-bye," he said, " you don't give tunse little
chicks meat ?

“Oh! #o, Thir,” said Skinner, “I can athure you,
Thir, we know far too much about the manageiaent of
fowlth of all detbcriptionth to do anything of that thort.”

** Quite sure you don't throw your dinner refuse—
I thought I nolized the bones of a rabbit scattered about
the far comner of the run—"

But when thev came to look at them thev found they
were the larger bones of a cat picked very clean and dry.

IIL.

* That's no chick,” said Mr. Bensi:igton's cousin Jane.

“ Well, I should #hink I knew a chick when I saw it,”
said Mr. Bensington’s cousin Jane hotly.

“It's too big for a chick, for one thing, and besides
you can s¢¢ perfectly well it isn't a chick.

* It's more like a bustard than a chick.”

“For my part,” said Redwond, reluctai.ly allowing
Bensington to drag him into the argument, “ I must
confess that, considering all the evidence——"

“Oh! if you do fhat,” said Mr, Bensington’s cousin
Jane, “instead of using your eyes like a sensible per-

mn__——
i Well, but really, Miss Bensingtog— 1 **
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“Oh! Go onl!™ said Cousin Jane. *“ You men are
all alike,”

" Copsicering all the evideace, this certainly falls
within the definition—no doubt it's abnormal and hyper-
trophied, but still—especially since it was hatched from
the egg of a normal hen.—Yes, I think, Miss Bensington,
T must admit—this, mfa:asnnacanca.ﬂ:tuythmg
is & sortSf chick.”

“ You thean it's a chick ? ** said cousin Jane.

“I I'J::'mir it's a chick,'” said Redwoogd.

“What ' NowsensE ! ” said Mr. Bensington’s cousin
Jane, and. ¥ Oh!” directed at Redwood's nead, “1I
haven't patmm:e: with you,” and then suddenly she
turned about and went out of the room ayith a slam.

“ And it's a very great relief for me to see it too,
Bensington,” said Redwood, when the. reverberation of
the slam had died away. “ In spite of its being'so big.”

Without any urgency from Mr. Bensinpton he sat
down in the low arm-chair by the fire and confessed to

gsthataﬁcnin an unscientific man would have
been indiscreet. “ You will think it very rash of me,
Bensington, I know;” he said, * but the fact is I put'a
little—nut very much of it—but some—into Baby's
bottle, very nearly a week ago 1"

" But suppose— |’ cried Mt. Bensington.

“I knpw,' said Redwood, and glanced'at the giant
chick upontthe plate or the table.

“ It's turned ‘vut all right, thank goodness,” and he
felt in his pocket for his cigarettes,

He gave fragmmts- derta.ﬂf “Poor little chap

wasn't pdfting on weight . . .* desperately anxious.—
Winkles, a frightful duffer . . . forceer pupil of mine
« s+ 00 good. . ., Mms, Rndwnd—mmﬁg;u.tad con=
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fidence in Winkles, . . . ¥ou know, man with a manner
like a cliff—towering. . . . No confidence in me, of
gourse. . . . Taught Wirkles, . . . Scarcely allowed in
the nursery. . . . Something Ead to be done....
Slipped in while the nurse was at breakfast . . . got at
the bottle.”

“ But he'll grow,"” said Mr. Benmington.

“ He's growing. Twenty-seven ounces last waek. . .
You should hear Winkles. it's managemant, hie said.”

“Dearmel That's what Skinner says "

ERedwood looked at the chick again. ** The bother is
to keep it up,” k2 said, * They won't irust me in the
nursery alone, because I tried to get a gmw'th curve out
‘of Georgina Phyllis —you knmow—and how {'m to give
him a second dose—""

Ll HEEU. }rn_u i' "

*“He's been crying two days—can'l get on 'with ais
opdinary food again, anyhow. He wants somc more
mpjl'

“ Tell Winkles,"

* Hang Winkles | " said Redwood.

“ Yon might get at’ Winkles and give him powders
to give the child—"

“That's about what I shall have to do,” =aid Red-
wood, resting his chin on his fist and staring into the fire.

Bensington stood for a space smoothing the down on
the breast of the giant chick. * They will b> monstrous
fowls,” he said.

* They will,” said Redwood, still with his eyes on the
glow.

* Big as horses," said Bensington.

i Biﬁg‘ﬂl‘.""iﬂid Pedwood. *That's itﬁ“-‘ jtp

Bensington: turned away from the specimen. * Red-
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wood,” he said, ' these fowls are going to create a
sensation.”

Redwoad nodded his head a* the fire.

“And by Jovel" said Bensington, coming round
suddenly with a flash in his spectacles, *so will your
little boy | ™

 That's just what I'm thinling of,” said Redwood.

He sa. back, sighed, threw his unconsumed cigarette
into the dre a..d thrust his hands deep into his trovsers
pockets. ** That's puecisely what I'm thinking of. This
Herak¥leophorbia is going to be queer stufl to handle.
The pace that chick must have grown at .

"A little boy growing at that pace,” said Mr. Bensing-
ton slowly, ‘and stared at the chick as he spukc,

“1 say I " said Bensington, " he'll be Big.

* T shali give him dJII:Im:IShmg dowes,” Sa.ld tedwood,
“Or at cny rate Winkles will,”

* It/s rather too much of an experiment.”

" Muach.”

“ Yet still, you know, I must confess—-— . . . Some
baby will sdoner ar later have to tiy it."

** Oh, we'll iry it on some baby —certainly."

“ Excetly so," saud Bensington, and came and stood
on the hearthriig and took off his spectacles to wipe them.

“Until I saw these chicks, Relwood, I don't think
I began to realise—anything—of thé possibilities of what
we were making. «It's only beginning to dawn upon
me . . . the pciaible cunsequences. . . "

And even then, you know, Mr. Rensington was, far
trom any cm-::phu-’n of the pline that little train would
fire,
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IV

That happened early In June. For some weeks Ben-
sington was kept from revisiting the Experimental Farm
by a severe Imaglnary catarrh, and one necessary flying
visit was mad: by Redwood. He returned an even
more anxious-locking parent thar he had gome, Alto-
gether there were seven weeks of steady, uninterrupted

And then the Wasps began thelr career.

It waa Iate In July and nearly a week before the hens
escaped from Hickleybrow that the fist of the big
wasps was killed. The report of it appeaced In saveral
papers, but I do not know whether the news reached
Mr. Bensington, much less whether he connected it with
the geperal laxity of method that prevalled in the Ex-
perimental Fara,

There can be but liitle doabt now, that while Mr,
Sidnner was plylng Mr. Benslngton's chicks with Herak-
leophorbla IV., a number of wasns were Just as industri-
onsly—perhaps more industriously—carrylug odantities
of the same pasts to their early summer broods in the
sand-banks beyond the adjacent p'ne-woods. And there
can be mo dispute whatever that thess early broods
found just as much growth and beneflt In the substance
as Mr. Bensington's hens. It is in the nature of the
wasp to attaln to =ffective maturity before the domestic
fowl—and In fact of all the cres.ures that
the generous carelessness of the Skinners—partaking of
the benefits Mr. Bensinpton heaped upun his hens, the
wasps were the first o make ahy sort of figure In the
world.

It was a keeper named Godfrey, un the estate of

a2
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Licutenant-Colonel Rupert Hick, near Maidstone, who
encountered and had the luck to kill the first of these
monsters of whom history has any record. He was
walking knee high in bracken across an open space in
the beechwpods that diversify Lientenant-Colonel Hick'’s
park, and he was carrying his gun—very fortunately
for him a double-barreiled gon—over h's shoulder, when
he first caught sight of the thing. It was, he says,
coming dgwn against the light, so ihat he could not
see it very distinctly, and as it came it made a drone
“like a thptor car.”” He admits he was frightened. It
was evidently ag big or bigger than a barn owl, and, to
his practised’ eye, its flight and particnlarly the misty
whirl of its wings must have seemed weirdly unbirdlike,
The instinct of self-defence, I fancy, mingled with long
habit, wher, as he says, he “ let fly, right away."”

The qugerness of the experience probubly affected his
aim ; atnn}fntummtﬁlhlsshat missed, and the thing
meraly dropped for a moment with an angry ¢ Wuzzzz
that revealed the wasp at once, and then rose again,
with ali its stripes shining against the light. He says
it turned on him. At any rate, he fired his second
barrel at less than twenty yards and threw down his
gun, ran a pace or 50, and ducked to avoid it.

It flew, he is convinced, within a yard of him, struck
the ground, rose again, came down again perhaps thirty
yards awdy, ind rolled over with its hody wriggling and
its sting sti.ﬁhme out #pd back in its last agony. He
ampﬂadhnthbam:lsmtnitagambeimhumtunﬂ
to go near.

When he.care to measure the chingy he found it was
twenty-seven and a half inches across its ppen wings,
and its sting was three inches long. Yhe abdomen was
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blown clean off from its bedy, but he estimated the
length of the creature from head to sting as eighteen
inches—which is wery nearly correct. Its compound
eyes were the size of penay pieces.

That is the first authenticated appearan<e of these

giant wasps. The day after, a cyclist riding, feet up,
down the hill beiween Sevenoaks and Tonbridge, very
narrowly missed running over a second of these giants
that was crawling across the roadway. His passage
seemed to alarr it, and it rose with a noise like a saw-
mill. His bicycle jumped the footpath in tke emotion
‘of the moment, and when he could look. back, the wasp
was soaring away above the woods towards Westerham.

After riding unsteadily for a little time, ke put on his
brake, dismounted—he was trembling so viclently that
he fell ever his machine in doing so—and sit down by
the roadside to recover. He had intended to ride, to
Ashford, but he did not get beyond Tonbridge that

ifter that, curiously enough, there is no record of any
big wasps being seen for three days. I find op consult-
ing the meteorological record of those days that they
were overcast and chilly with local showers, which may
perhaps account for this intermission. Then on the
fourth day came blus sky and brilliant sunshine and such
an outburst of wasps as the world had surely never seen
before.

How many big wasps came'out that day it is im-
possible to guess. There are at least fifty accounts of
thelr apparition. There was one victilm, a grocer, who
discovered one uf thess monstérs In a sugarcask and
very rashly attacked it with a spade as it rose, He
struck it to the ground for a moment, Jnd it stung him
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through the boot as he struck at it again and cut its
body in half. He was first dead of the two. . .

The most dramatic of the fifty appearances was cer-
tainly that of the wasp that visited the British Museum
about midday, dropping out of the blue serene upon one
of the innumerable pigeons that feed ia the courtyard
of that building, and flying up to the cornice to devour
its victim at leisure. After that it crawled for a time
over the muzeum roof, enter=d the dome of the reading-
room by a skylight, buzzed about inside it for some
little time—there was a stampede awaong the readers—
and at last found another window and vanished again
with.a suaden silence from human observation.

Most of the other reports were of mere passings or
descents. A picnic party was dispersed at Aldington
Knoll and =l its sweets and jam consnmed, and 1 puppy
was killed and torn to pieces near Whilstable under the
very eyes of its mistress. . . .

The streets that evening resounded with ihe cry, the
newspaper placards gave themselves up exclusively in
the biggest of letters to the " Gigantic Wasps in Kent.”
Agitated editors and assistant editors ran up and down
tortuous staircases bawling things about waspa." And
Professor Redwood, emerging from his college in Bond
Street at five, flushed from a heated discussion with his
committee about the price of bull calves, bought an
evening paper, opened it, changed colour, forgot about
bull calves and committee forthwith, and took a hansom

headlong for Bensington's Bat.
V.

The flat was occupied, it seemed to him-—to the ex
clusion of all 6ther sensible objects—by Mr. Skinnes
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and his voice, if Indeed you can call either him or it
a sensible object |

The volce was up very high slopping about among
the notes of anguish, * Itth impothible for uth to
thtop, Thir. We've thtopped on hoping thingth would
get better and *hey’ve only got worth, Thir. It ithn't
on'y the wapthelh, Thir—thereth big earwigth, Thir—
big ath that, Thir.” (He indicated all his hand and
about three inches of fat dirty wrist.) * They pretty
nedr give Mithith Thkinner fitth, Thir, And the thting-
ing nettleth by ths runth, Thir, they're growing, Thir,
and the canary creeper, Thir, what we thowed near
the think, Thir—it put itth tendril through tie window
in the nighl, Thir, and very nearly caught Mithith
Thkinner by the legth, Thir. Itth that food of yourth,
Thir. Wherever we thplathed it about, Thir, a. bit,
it'th thet everything growing ranker, Thir, than I ever
thought anytiing could grow. - Itth impothible to thiop
4 month, Thir, Itth more than our liveth are worth,
Thir. Ewven If the waptheth don't thting nth, we thall
be thufiocated by the creeper, Thir. You can't imagine,
Thir—nnleth you come down to thee, Thir—"

He turned his superlor eye ta the cornlce above
Redwood's head. * ‘Ow do we know the ratth *aven't
got it, Thir! That "th what I think of motht, Thir.
1 'aven't theen any big ratth, Thir, but ‘ow do I know,
Thir., We been f-ightened for dayth becauth of the
carwigth we've theen—like lohthters they wath—two
of "em, Thir—and the frightful way the canary creeper
wath growing, and directly I heard ‘the waptheth—
directly I "eard ‘am, hir, I underthood I didn't wait
for nothing exthept to thow on a button I'd lortht,
and then I came on up, Even now, Tuir, I'm arf wild
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with angthiety, Thir. 'Ow do I kmow watth happenin’
to Mithith Thkinner, Thir! Thereth the creeper grow-
ing all over the plathe like a thiake, Thir—thwelp me
but you ‘ave to watch it, Thr, and jump out of itth
way |—and the earwigth gettin* bigger and bigger, and
the waptheth——. She 'athen’t even got a Blue Bag,
Thir—if anything theuld happen, Thir 1 ™

" But the hens," sald Mr. Bensington ; * how are the
hens ?

" We fed 'em up to yethterday, thwelp me,” said Mr.
Slanner, “ But thith moming we didn't Aare, Thir.
The noithe of the waptheth wath—thomething awful,
Thir. They wath coming oul—dothenth. Ath big ath
‘enth, I thayth to 'er, I thayth you jutk thow me on
a button or two, I thayth, for I can’t go to London like
thith, I thayth, and I'll go up to Mithter Benthington,
I thayth, and ekthplain thingth to 'lm. And you thtop
in thith room till I come back to you, I thayth, and
keep the windowth thhut jutht ath tight ath ever you
m I 'ﬂlﬂj’ul."

“If"vou hadn't been so confoundedly untidy—"
began Redwool

“QOh! don't thay thaf, Thir,” said Skinner. * Not
now, Thir. Not with me tho diththrethed, Thir, about
Mithith Thkinner; Thir! Oh, don's, Thirl I 'aven't
the "eart to argue with you, Thwelp me, Thir, I "aven’t |
Itth theattn I keep a thinking of—"Ow do I know they
"aven't got at Mithith Takinner while I been up ‘ere # ™

* And you haven't got a solitary measurement of all
these beautiful growth curves | * said Redwood.

“I been to~ upthet, Thir,” suid Mr. Skinner, " If
you kmew what we been through—me and the mithith |
All thith latht: month, We ‘aven't known what to
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make of it, Thir. What with the hemth gettin' tho
rank, and the earwigth, and the canary creeper. I
dunne if I told you, Tuir—the canary creeper . . ."

" You've told us all that,” said Redwood. * The
thing is, Bensington, what are we to do # "

“ What are ®s to do ? " said Mr. Skinner.

“* You'll have ‘o go back to Mr~, Skinner,” said Red-
wood. “ You can't leave her there alone all night.”

* Not alone, Thir, I dwm't. Not if thers wath a
dofhen Mithith Thkinnerth, Uth Mithter Benthing-
ton—-""

“ Nonsense,” said Redwood. ** The wasps will be all
right at night. And the earwigs will get out of your
Wﬂ?—‘"

** But about the ratth # ™

“ There aren't any rats,” said Redwood.

VL

Mr. Skinner might have foregone his chief anxiety.
Mrs. Skinner did not stop.out he= day.

About eleven the canary creeper, which bad been
quietly active al! the morning, began to clamber over
the window and darken it very greatly, and the darker
it got the more and more clearly Mrs. Skinner perceived
that her position would speedily vecome untenable,
And also that she had lived many ages since Skinner
went. She peered out of the darkling window] through
the stirring tendrils, for som= time. and then went
very cauntiously and opened the bedroom door and
listened. . . «

Everything secmed quiet, and so, turling her skirts
high about her, Mrs, Skinner made a bolt for the bed-
rocm, and having first lookea mnder the bed and locked
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herself i, proceeded with the methodical rapidity oz
an experienced woman to pack for departure. The bed
had not been made, and the rcom was littered with
pieces of tne creeper that Skinner had hacked off in order
to close the window overnight, but these disorders she
did not heed, She packed in a decrmt sheet. She
packed all her own wardrobe and a welveteen jacket
that Skinner wore in his finer moments, and she packed
a jar of pickles that had not been opened, and so far
she was justified in her packing. But she also packed
two of tl.e hermetically closed tins containing Herak-
leophobia IV, that Mr, Bensington had brought on his
last wisit. (Che was honest, good woman—but she was
a grandmother, and her heart had barned -vithin her to
see such good growth lavished on a lox of dratted chicks.)

And having packed all these things, she put on her
bonnet, took off her apron, tied a new boot-lace round
her umbrella, and after listening for a long time at door
and wicdow, opened the door and sallied out into =

i world. The vmbrella was under her arm and
she cldiched the bundle with two goarled and resolute
bands. It was het best Sunday bonnet, and the two

that reared ‘their heads amidst ita splendours
of band and bead seemed instinct with the same tremn-
lous courage that possessed her.,

The features about the roots of her nose wrinkled
with defirmination. She had had enough of it|1 All
alone there: Skinner might come back there H he
liked.

She went out by the front door, going that way not
becaunse she waated to Jo to Hickleybrw (her goal was
Cheasing Eyebright, where her married dangbter re-
sided), but beceuse the buck door was impassable on
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accomut of the canary creeper that had bien growling =0
fudously ever slnce she upset the can of food near its
roots. She listened tor a space and closed the fromt
door very carefully behind her.

At the corner of the house she pansed and recon-
noitred. . . .

An extensive sandy scar mwpou the hillside beyond
the pine-woods marked the nest of the giart Wasps,
angd this she studied very earnestly. The coming and
gaingnlthemamingwasuver,nntawaspnhmmdtu
be in sight then, and except for a sound sccrcely more
perceptitle thaa a steam wood-saw at ~vork amidst the
pines would have been, everything was still. ZAs for
earwigs, she conld see not ome. Down.among the
cabbage indeed something was stirring, but it might
fust as probably be a cat stalking birds. Che watched
this for a time.

She went a few paces past the corner, came In sight
of the run containing the giant chicks and’stopped

“Ah 1" she said, and shook her head slowly
at the sight of them. They were at thet time about
the height of enms, but of course much thicker in the
body—a larger thing altogether. They were all hens
and five all told, now that the two cockerels had kdlled
each other. She hesitated at their drooping attitudes.
“ Poor dears!™ she said, and put down her bundle;
“ they've got no water. And thei’ve 'ad no food these
twenty-four hours! And such appetites, too, as they
‘ave!” She put a lean finger to her lips and communed
with herself.

Then this dircy old woman did whal secros to me a
quite heroic deed of mercy. She left her bundle and
umbrella in the middle of the brick path and went to
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the well and drew no fewer than three pailfuls of water
for the chickens’ empty trough, and then while they
were all crowding about that, she undid the door of the
run very softly. Alter which she became extremely
active, resumed her package, got over the hedge at the
bottom of the garden, crossed the rank meadows (in
order to avoid the wrsps' nest) and toded up the wind-
ing path towards Cheasing Eyebright.

She parted wp the hill, aad as she went she paused
uwandagain.tnmtherhumltmdgethﬁ'htﬁth
and stare back at the little cottage beside the pine-
wood below, And when at last, when slie was near the
crest of the 'nill, she saw afar off three several wasps
dropping heavily westward, it helped her g.eatly on her
way.

She soon got out of the open and in the high banked
lane beyond (which seemed a safer place to her), and so
up by Hicklebrow Coombe to the downs, ' Therea.tthe
foot of the downs where a big tree gave an air of shelter
she rested for a space or. a stile,

Then nn again very resolutely, . . .

You figure her, I hope, with her white bundle, a sort
of erect black ant, hitrrying along the little white path-
thread athwart the downland slopes under the hot sun
of the summer afternoon. On she. struggled after her
resolate indefatigable nose, and tlie poppies in her
boonet quivered perpetually and her spring-side boots
grew whiter and whiter with the downland dust. Flip«
flap, flip-flap went her footfalls through the still heat
of the day, and persistently, ‘ncurably, her umbrella
sought to <lip ‘rom under the elpow that retained it
The mouth wrinkle under her nose was pursed to an
extreme resolutivn, and ever and again she told her
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umbrella to come up or gave her tightly c’utched bundle
a vindictive jerk. And at times her lips mumbled with
fragments of some foreseen argument between herself
and Skinner,

And far away, miles and miles away, a steeple and a
hanger grew insensibly out of the vague blue to mark
more and more distinctly the quiet zorner where Cheasing
Eyebright sheltered from the tumult of the werld, reck-
ing little or nothing of tho Herakleopborbia concealed
in that white bundle that strvegled so persistently
towards its orderly retirement.

VIL

So far as 1 can gather, the pullets came fato Hickley-
brow about three o'clock in the afternoon. Thelr coming
must have been a brisk affair, though nobcly was out
in the street to see it. The violent bellowing of little
Skelmersdale seems to have been the first announcement
of anything out of the way. Miss Durgan of the Past
Office was at the window as vsual, and saw the hen
that had caught the unhappy child, in viclent dight up
the street with its victim, closely pursued by two others.
You know that swinging stride of the emancipated
athletic latter-day pullet! You know the keen insist-
ence of the hungry hen] Thére was Plymouth Rock
in these birds, 1 ama told, and even without Herakleo-
phorbia that is a gaunt and striding strain,

Probably Miss Durgan was not alfngether taken by
sarprise, In spite of Mr. Bensington's insistence upon
secrecy, rumours of the great chicken Mr. Skinner was
producing bad Leen about the village ‘>r some weeks.
“ Lor | " sbe cried, “ it's what I expected.”

She seems to have behaved with great presemce of
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mind. She snatched up the sealed bag of letters that
was waiting to go on to Urshot, and rushed out of the
door at once, Almost simultanevusly Mr. Skelmersdale
himself appeared down the viliage, gripping a watering-
pot by the spout, and very white in the face. And, of.
course, in a moment or so every one in the village was
rushing to the door or window.

The spectacle of Miss Durgan all across the road,
with the. entire day’s correspondence of Hickleybrow
in her hand, gave pauss to the pullet ‘n possession of
Master Sgelmersdale. She halted thuough oce instant's
indecision and then turned for the open gates of Fulcher's
yard That insiant was fatal. The second pullet ran
in neatly, gnt possession of the child by a well-directed
peck, and went over the wall into the vicarage garden.

“ Charavk, chawk, chawk, chawk, chawk, chawk|"
shrieked the hindmost hen, hit smartly vy the watering-
can Mr. Skelmersdale had thrown, and Muttered wildly
over Mrs, Glue's cottage and so into the doctor’s field,
while the rest of those Gargantuan birds pursued the
pullet 1 possession of the child across the vicarage lawn.

* Good heavens | ** cried the Corate, or (as some say)
something much mose manly, and ran, whirling his
croquet mallet and shouting, to head off the chase,

“Stop, you wrétch|” cried the corate, as thougn
giant hens were the commonest facts in life.

And then, finding he could not poscibly intercept her,
he hurled his mallet wirh all his' might and main, and
out it shot in a ious curve within a foot or so
of Master Skeln.ersfale’s head and through -the glass
lantern of the conservatory. Smasb! The mew con-
servatory ]| The Vicar's wife's beautiful new con
servatory |
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It frightened the hen. It might have irightened any
sne. She dropped her victim into a Portugal laurel
{from which he was presently extracted, disordered but,
save for his less delicatr garments, uninjurec), made a
flapping leap for the roof of Fulcher's stables, put her
foot through a weak place in the tiles, and descended,
50 to speak, out of the infinite into the contemplative
quiet of Mr. Bumps the paralytic—who, it is now proved
beyond all cavil, did, on this one occasion ir his iife,
get down the entire langth of his garuen and indoors
without any assistance whatever, bolt the door after
him, and immediately relapse again into Christiaa resig-
nation and helpless dependence upon his wife. .. . .

The. rest of the pullets were headed off by the other
croquet players, and went through the wicar’s kitchen
garden into the doctor’s field, to which rendezvous the
fifth also came at last, clucking disconsolately after an
unsoccessiul mttempt to walk on the cucumder frames
in Mr. Witherspoon's place.

They seem to have stood about in a hen-like manner
for a time, and scratched a little and chirrawked medita-
tively, and then one pecked at and pecked over a hive
of the doctor’s bees, and after that they set off in a
gawky, jerky, feathery, fitful sort of way ucross the
fields towards Urshot, and Hickleybrow Street saw them
no more. Near Urshot they really came upon commen-
surate food in a field of swedes, and peck:d for a space
with gusto, until their fame ovrrtook them.

The chief immediate reaction of tiis astonishing irrup-
tion of gigantic poultry upon the homan mind was to
arouse an extraordiniry passion to whoop and run and
throw things, and in quite a little time almost all the
evailable manhood of Hickieybrow, and several, ladies,
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were ont with a remarkable assoitment of Sappish and
whangable articles in hand—to commence the scooting
of the giant hens. They drove tt2m into Urshot, where
there was a Rural Féte, and Tirshot took them as the
crowning glory of a happy day. They began to be shot
at near Findon Beeches, but at first only with a rook
rifle. Of course birds of that size corld absorb an un-
limited gunantity of small shot withont inconvenience.
They scittered somewhere near Sevonoaks, and near
Tonbridge one of them fled clucking for a time in ex-
cessive aritation, somewhat ahead of and parallel with
the ailzrnoon boat express—to the great astonishment
of every one *herein.

And about hali-past five two of them were caught
very cleverly by a circus proprietor at Tunbridge Wells,
who lwred them into a cage, rendered vacant through
the death of a widowed dromedary, by scattering cakes
anc bread. » « »

VIII.

Whea the onfortunate Skinner got out of the South-
Eastern train at Urshot that evening it was already
nearly dosk. The train was late, but not inordinately
late—and Mr. Skinner remarked as much to the statiomn-
master, Perbaps he saw a certain pregnancy in the
station-master's eye. After the briefest hesitation and
with a confidential movement of his hand to the side
of his monil be asked if *anything " had happened
that day.

“How d'yer snean ? " said the station-master, a mab
with a hard, emphatic voice.

" Thethe 'ere waptheth and thiugth.”

“We ‘aven’t 'ad much dme to thisk of wapiheth,”
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said the station-masier agreeably. “ We've been too

usy with your brasted ’ens,” and he broke the news
f the pullets to Mr. Skinner as one might break the
window of an adverse po-itician.

“You ain't 'eard anything of Mithith Thkinner ?"
asked Skinner, 1midst that missile shower of pithy infor-
mation and comrent.

“ No fear | said the station-master—as though even
he drew the line comewhere in the mattex of lc:’:ﬁhrledge

“ T mutht make inqaireth bont thith, " said Mr. Skin-
ner, edging out of reach of the station-master’s conclud-
ing generalisations about the responsibility attaching to
the excessive nucture of hens. . . .

Going through Urshot Mr, Skinner was hailed by a
lime-burner from the pits over by Hankey and asked if
he was looking for his bens.

* You ain't 'sard anything of Mithith Thkinne: ?* he
asked.

* The lime-burner—his exact phrases need not concern
us—expressed his superior interest in hens. . . .

Tt was already dark—as dark at least as a cliar night
in the English Jnne can be—when Skinner—or his head
at any rate—caine into the bar of the Jolly Drovers and
said: *“Ello! You ’aven’t eard anything of thith "ere
thtory bout my "enth, ‘ave you ?

“Oh, 'aven’i wel" said Mr. Fulcher. " Why, part
of the story’s been and bust into my stabla roof and
one chapter smashed a ‘ole in Missis Vica.'s green "ouse
—I beg 'er pardon—Conservarratory.

Skinner came in. ' I’d, like thometbing a little com-
forting,” he said, * "ct gin and water’th about my figure,"”
md everybody began vo tell him things abourt che pullets.

“ Grathuth me | "' said Skianer.
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“ You "aven't "eard anything akout Mithith Thikinner,
‘ave you 7 *’ he asked in a pause.

“That we ’aven't 1™ said Mr. Witherspoon. * We
'aven'c thought of 'er. We awn't thooght nothing of
either of you."”

““ Ain't you been 'ome to-day ? "' asked Fulcher over
a tankard. |

““If one of those brasted birds "ave pecked er,” began
Mr. With=rspoon, and left the foll horrer to their anaided
imaginations. . . .

‘It appeared to the mneeting at the time that it wonld
be an iateresting end to an eventful day to go on with
Skinner and see if anything hed happened to Mrs. Skinner.
One never knows what luck one may hava:when acci-
dents are at large. But Skinner, standing at the bar
and driulong his hot gin and water, with one eye rov-
ing over the things at the back of the bar and the
othcr fixed on the Absolute, missed the nsychological
moment.

“1 thuppothe thére 'athen’t been any trouble with
any of thethe big waptheth to-day anywhere?" he
asked, with an elabcrate detachment of manner.

" Been too busy with your 'ens,” said Fulcher.

“1 thuppothe they've all gone in now anyhow,” said
Skinner.

“ What—the "ens ?

“ I wath thinking of the waptheth more particularly,"”
said Skinper.

And then, witl, an air of circumspection that would
have awakened snspicion in a week-old baby, and lay-
ing the accent heavily en most of the words he choss,
he asked, ™ ) ihuppothe nobody "atun't ‘eard of any other
big thingth about, ‘ave thay? Big wogth or caith o
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anything of ket thor. ? Theemth to me if thereth big
‘henth and big waptheth comin' on—"

He laughed with a fne pretence of talking idly.

But a brooding expression came upon the faces of the
Hickleybrow men. Fulcher was the first to give their
condensing thomght the concrete shape of words.

“ A cat to match them "ens——" said Fulcher.

“Ay1" said Witherspoon, “a cat to match they
I‘m‘"‘

* 'Twould be a tiger,” said Fulcher,

“ More'n a tiger." said Witherspoon. + . .

When at last Skinner followed the lonely fvotpath
over the swelling field that separated Hiclerbrow, from
the sombre nine-shaded hollow in whose black shadows
the gigantic canary-creeper grappled silently with the
Experimental Farm, he followed it alone,

He was dist'nctly seen to rise against the siky-line,
against the warm clear immensity o: the northern sky
s—for so far public interest followed him—and to descend
again into the night, into an obscurity from which it
would seem he will nevermore emerge, He passed—
into a mystery, No one knows to this day what hap-
pened to him after he crossed the brow, When later
on the two Fulchers and Witherspoon, moved by their
own imaginations, came up the hill and stared after
him, the night had swallowed him up altogether,

The three men stood close., There war nct a sound
out of the wooded blackness *hat hid the Farm from
their eyes,

“ Tt's all right,” said young Fulcher, ending a silence,

“ Don't see any lights,” said Witherspoon.

“You wouldn't frora here,”

“ Jt's musty,” -aid the eld.r Fulcher.
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They meditated for a space.

“'E'd "ave come back if anything was wrong,” said
young Fulcher, and this seemed so obvious and con-
clusive that presently old Fucher said, * Well,” and
the three went home to bed—thoughtfully I will
admit. . . .

A shepherd out by Huckster's Farm %eard a squealing
mthamqb.t that he thought was foxes, and in the morn-
ing otie ©f his lambs had been killed, dragged halfway
towards Hicklevbrow and partially devonred. . . .

The inexplicable part of it all is the absence of any
indispdtable remains of Skinner -

Many weeks after, amidst the charred rnins of the
Experimental Farm, there was found som=thing which
may or may not have been a human shmﬂdw-‘nlada
and in angther part of the ruins a long bone greatly
gnawad and equally doubtful. Near tha stile going up
towarels Eyebright there was fonnd a gliss eye, and
many people discovered thereupon that Skinner oweu
much of his personal charm to such a possession, It
stared éut upon the world with that same inevitable
effect of detachment, that same severe meladcholy that
had been the redemption of his else worldly countenance,

And about the ruins industrious research discovered
ﬂﬁmﬂdrhgsmdnhmedm?mgsnltwnlhm
buttons, three shanked buttons entire, and one of that
mta]hnmtwﬂnhuuse&mthelmmnspummmhrm
of the huftdn Econon.y. These remains have been
accepted by persons in authority as conclusive of a
destroyed an-:i scrttered Skinper, but for my own entire
conviction, gnd, in view of his distinctive idiosyncrasy,
I must confess I should prefer fewer buttons and more
bones.
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The glass eye of course has an air of extreme convic-
tion, but if it really #s Skinner's—and even Mrs. Skinner
did not certainly knov if that immobile eye of his was
glass—something has cl-anged it from a liquid brown
to a serens and confident blue.” That shoulder-blade is
an extremely doubtful document, and I would like to
put it side by side with the gnawed scapule of a few of
the commoner domestic animals before I admitted its
humanicy.

And where were Skcnner’s boots, for example ?  Per-
verted and strange as a rat’s appetite most be; is it con-
ceivable that the same creatures that conld leave a lamb
only half eaten, would finish up Skimner —bair, bomes,
teeth, and boots ?

I have closely questioned as many as I could of those
who knew Skinner at all intimately, and they ~ne and
all agree that they cannot imagine anything eating him.
He was the sort of man, as a retired seafaring peison
¥ving in one of Mr. W. W. Jacobs' cottages at Danton
Green told me, with a guarded significance of manner
not uncommon in those parts, who would * get washed
up anyhow,” and as regards ks devonring element was
“fit to put a fire out.” He considered that Skinner
would be as safe on a raft as anywhere. The retired
seafaring man added that he wisbed to say nothing
whatever against Skinner ; facts were facts. And rather
than have his-clothes made by Skinner, the ratired sea-
faring man remarked he would take his chaace of being
locked up. These observations cetamly do not pre-
sent Skinner in tae light of an appetising object.

To be perfectly frank with the reader, I do not believe
be ever went back to tae Experimental ¥arm. I believe
he hovered through long he.itations ahout the fields of



52 THE FOOD OF THE GODS.

the Hicldeybrow glebe, and finally, when that squealing
began, took the line of least resistance out of his per-
plexities into the Incognito.

And in the Incognito, whethe~ of this or of some other
world unknown to us, he obstinately and quite indis-
putably has remained to this day, . . .



CHAPTER THE THIED.
THE GIANT RATS.

1.

It was two nights after the disappearanre of Mr. Skinner
that the Podbourne doctor was out late near Henkey,
driving in hss bugey. He had been vp all night assist-
ing another undistinguished citizen into this curions
world nf ours, and his task accomplished, he was driving
homeward in a drowsy mood enough. It was about two
o'clock in the moming, and the waning moon was rising.
The summer night had gone cold, and there wus a low-
lying whitish mist that made things indistinct. He was
quite alone—for his coachman was ill in bad—nd there
was nothing to be seen on either hand but a drifting
mystery of hedge running athwart the yellow glare of
his lamps, and nothing to hear but the clitter-clatter of
his horse, and the gride and hedge echo of his wheels.
His horse was as trustworthy as himself, and one does
not wonder that ke dozed. . . .

You know that intermittent: drowsipg as one sits, the
drooping of the head, the nodding to the rhythm of the
wheeis, then chin 1pon *he bresst, and at omce the
sudden start up again.

Pitter, lHiter, pagier.

“ What was that p *
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It scemed to the doctor he had heard a thin shrill
squeal close at hand, For a moment he was quite awake.
He said a word or two of undeserved rebuke to his horse,
and looked about him. He tijed to persuade himself
that he had heard the distant squeal of a fox—or perhaps
a young rabbit gripped by a ferret.-

Swish, swish, swish, pitler, patler, swish— . . ,

What was that ?

He felt he wos getting fanciful. He shook his shoul-
ders and told his horse tc get on. He listtned, and heard
nothing,

Or was it nothing ?

He had the queerest impression that something had
just peeped over the hedge at bim, a queer big head,
With round ears| He peered hard, but he could see
nothins,

" humrn.'a." said he.

He sat up with an idea that he had dropped into a
nightmare, gave his horse the slightest touch of the
whip, spoke to it and peered again over the hedge. The
glare of his lamp, however, together with the mist,
rendered things indistinct, and he could distinguish
nothing., It came into his head, he says, that there
could be nothing there, because if there was his horse
would have shied ‘at it. Yet for all that his senses
remained nervously awake,

Then he héard quite distinctly a soft pattering of fest
in pursnit along fbe road.

He would not believe his ears about that. He could
not look round, ior che road had a sinuocus curve just
there, He whi ped np his horse and glanced sideways
again, And then he saw quite distipctly where a ray
from his lamp leapt a low stretch of hedge, the curved
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back of—some blg animal, he conldn’t tull what, going
along in quick convulslve leaps.

He says he thought of the old tales of witchcraft—the
thing was so utterly unlixe any animal he knew, and he
tightened his hold on the reins for fear of the fear of his
horse. Educated man as he wais, he admits he asked
himself if this could be something that his horse could
not see.

Ahead, and drawing neur In silhouneite against the
rising moon, was the outline of the little hamlet of
Hankey, vomforting, though it showed never » light,
and he cracked his whip and spoke again, and then in
a flash the rats were at him |

He had passed a gate, and as he did so, the foremost
rat came leaping over Into the road. The thing sprang
upan him out of vagueness into the utmost clevmess,
the sharp, eager, round-eared face, the long body ex-
aggerated by [ts movement; and what particularly
struck him, the pink, webbed forefeet of the beast.. What
must have made it more horrible to him at the time was,
that he had no idea the thing was any created beast he
knew. He did nut recognise it as a rat; becanse of the
size, His horse gave a bound as tae thing dropped into-
the road beside it. The little lane woke into tumnlt at
the report of the whip and the doctor’s shout. The
whole thing suddenly went fast.

Rattle-clatier, cla.h, clatier,

The doctor, one gathers, siood up, shouted to his
horse, and slashed with all bis strength, The rat winced
and swerved most reassuticgly at h's biow—in the glare
of his lamp he cuuld see the fur furrow r ader the lash—
and he slashed apain and again, heedless and unaware
of the second pursuer that gained upon uis off side.
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He let the ruins go, and glanced back to discover the
third rat in pursuit behind. . . .

His horre bounded forward. The buggy leapt high
at a rut, For a frantic minute perhaps everything
seemed to b2 going in leaps and bounds, . . .

It was sheer good luck the horse came down in Hankey,
and not either before or after the houses had been passed.

No one knows how the horse came down, whether it
stumbled or whather the rai on the off side really got
home with one of thcse slashing down strokes of the
teeth (giveu with the full weight of the body) ; and the
doctor never discovered that he himself was bitten until
he was inside the brickmaker’s house, much less did he
discover whea the bite occurred, though bitten he was
and badly—a long slash like the slash of a double toma-
hawk that had cut two parallel ribbous of flesh fiom his
left shoulCer,

He was standing up-in his buggy at one moment, and
in the next he had leapt to the ground, with his ankle,
though he did not know it, badly sprained, and he was
cutting farjowsly at a third rat tha! was flying directly
at him. He scarcely remembers the leap he must have
made over the top of the wheel as the buggy came over,
so obliteratingly hot and swift did his impressions rush
upon him. I think myself the horsc reared up with the
rat biting again at its throat, and'fell sideways, and
carried the w*.ole affalr over ; and that the doctor sprang,
as it were, instin~Hvely. As the buggy came down, the
receiver of the lamp smashed, and suddenly poured a flare
of blazing oil, a thud'of white f.me, into the struggle.

That wos the Jrst thing the brickmaker saw.

He had heard the clatter of the doct~r’s approach and
—though the doctor’s memory has nothing of this—wild
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shouting, He had go out of bed hastily. and as he did
so came the terrific smash, and up shot the glare outside
the rising blind. “ Ii was brighter than day,” he says.
He stood, blind cord ir hand, and stared out of the
window at a nightmare transformation of the familiar
road before hire, The black figure of the doctor with its
whirling whip daaced out against the flame, The horse
kicked indistinctly, half hidden by the blaze, with a
rat at ixs throat. In the obscurity against the cnurch-
yard wall, the eyes of a second monster shone wickedly.
Another—a mere dreadful blackness with rel-lit eyes
and flesh-coloured - hands—clutched unsteadily on the
wall coping to which it had leapt at thy flash of the
exploding larp.

You know the ween face of a rat, those two sharp
teeth, those pitiless eyes. Seen magnified to rear six
times its linear dimensions, and still more magnifiud by
darkness ancd amazement and the leaping fanches of a
Ltful blaze, it must have been anill sight for the brick-
maker—still more than half aslesp.

Then the doctor had grasped the opportunity, that
momentary respite the fiare afforded, and was out of the
brickmaker's sight below battering the door with the
hﬂttﬂlhiﬁﬂhip. e w

The brickmaker would not let him in until he had got
a

There are those who have blamed the mar for that, but
until I know my own courage Letter, I hesitate to join
their number.

The doctor yelled and hammered. . . .

The brickmaker say 3 he was wzeping with terror when
at last the door was opened.

“ Bolt,” sald tue doctor, bolt "—be could pot say
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“ bolt the door.” He tried to help, and was of no service.
The brickmaker fastened the door,’and the doctor had
to sit on the chair beside the clocs for a space before he
could go upstairs. . . .

“ I don't know what they are/!* he repeated several
times, “I don't know what they are"—with a high
note on the * are."

The brickmaker would have got him whisky, but the
doctor would not be left alone with nothing but a ficker-
ing light just then.

It was long before the brickmaker could pet him to
g0 upstairs, . . .

Ard whan che fire was out the giaoy rats came back,
took the dead horse, dragged it across the churchyard
into the brickfield and ate at it until it was dawn, none
even then ﬂﬂﬂﬂg to disturb them. . . "

IL

Redwood went round to Bensington about eleven the
next morning with the “ second editions " of three even-
ing papers in his hand.

Bensington looked up from a despondent meditation
over the forgotten pages of the most distracting novel
the Brompton Road librarian had been able to find him.
* Anything fresh ? " he asked.

* Two .new stung near Chartham,”

“ They ought to let s smoke out that nest, They
really did. It's their own faunlt,”

“ It's their own fault, certainly,” said Redwood.

* Have you heard any thing—abuut brying the farm ?

* The House Agent,” said Reawood, * is a thing with
a big mouth and made of dense wood. It pretends some
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one else Is after the honse—Iit always does, you know—
and won't understand there’s a hurry. * This is a matter
of life and death,' I said, ‘ don’t you understand ?' It
drooped its eyes half shot and said, ‘ Then why don't
you go the other two hundred pounds?*' I'd rather
live in a world of solid wasps than give in to the stone-
walling stupidity of that offensive creature, I—"

He paused, feeling that a sentence like that might very
easily be spoiled by its context.

™ 1t"s too mrch to hope,” said Bensington, “ that vne
of the wasps—"'

*The wasp kas no more idea of public utility than a
—than a House Agent,"” said Redwood.

He talked for a little while about house agents and
solicitors and people of that sort, In the anjust, unreason-
able woy that so many people do somehow get to talk
of these business calculi (** Of all the cranky things in
this cranky world, It is the most cranky to my mind
of all, that while we expect honour, courage, elliciency,
from a doctor or a soldier as a matter of course, a solicitor
or a house agent is vot only permitted bu* exnected to
display nothing bat a sort of greedy, greisy, obstructive,
over-reaching imbecility——"" etc.}—and then, greatly
relieved, he went to the window and stared out at the
Sloane Street traffic,

Bensington had put the most exciting novel conceiv-
able on the little table that carried his elecuric standard.
He joined the fingers of his o posed Lands very care-
fully and regarded them. * Redwood,” he said. *' Do
they say much about Us? ™

“ Not so much as I should expect.”

“ They don’t denounce us at all 7 ¥

“Not a bit. Bat, on the other hind, they don't
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back up what T point out muost te done. I've written
to the Témes, you know, explaining the whole thing——"

" We take the Daily Chronicle,” said Bensington.

“ And the Times has a long ieader on the subject—a
very high-class, well-written leader, with three pieces of
Times Latin—séatus guo is one—and it reads like the
voice of Somebody Liapersonal of the Greatest Impor-
tance suf'ering from Influenza Headache and talking
through sheets and sheets cf felt without getting any
relief from it whatever. Reading between the lines, you
know, it's pretty clear that the Times considers that it is
useless to mince matters, and that something (indefinite
of course) nas to be done at once. Otherwise still more
undesirable consequences—Times English, you know, for
more wasps and stings, Thoroughly statesmanlike
article |

** And meanwhile this Bigness is spreading in all sorts
of ugly ways.”

L = 1]

“I wonder if Skinmar was right about those big
ﬁh_:"

“Ohnol That would be too much,” said Redwood.

He came and stood by Bensington's chair,

* By-the-bye,” he said, with a slightly lowered voice,
“ how does she— ? "

He indicated the closed door.

“ Counsin Tane ? She simply knows nothing about it.
Doesn’t connect vs with it and won't read the articles.
* Gigantic wasps | * she says, ' I haven't patience to read
thE Pﬂl!-[ﬁ-, (1]

“ That's very fortunate,” said Redwoad.

1 suppose—Mrs, Redwood—— 7 "

** No," said Redwood, " just at present it happens—
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she's terribly worried about the child. You lmow, he
keeps on,”

(13 GIﬂWiIIE ? w

““Yes. Put on forty-une ounces in ten days. - Weighs
nearly four stone. And only six monthsold! Naturally
rather alarming."”

“ Healthy ?

* Vigorous. His nurse is leaving because hs kicks so
forcibly, And -‘everything, of course, shockingly out-
grown. Everything, you knovr, has had to be made
fresh, clothes and everything, Perambulator—light
affair—broke one wheel, and the youngster had to be
brought .home on the milkman's hand-truck, ' Yes.
Quite a crowd. . . . And we've put Georgina Phyllis
back into his cot and put him into the bed of Georgina
‘Phyllis. His mo*her—naturally alarmed. Proud at
first and inclined to praise Winkles. Not nnw. Feels
the thing can’ be wholesome. You know.”

“ I imagined you were going to put him on dirainishing
m"

“ I tried it.”

“ Didn't it worke ? ™

loud and ltfsiurthagmdn[thaspedu
thatﬂ:isshnulﬁbew—bntdnm has been on the
Herakleophorbia treatment———""

“ Mm," said Pemsington, regarling hiz fingers with

more resignation than he had Iaﬂmrl:n n.ispT.a.}!ad..

“ Practically the thing mwusi come out. People will
hear of this child, copaest it up with our hens and
things, and ths whole thing will com- rcnd to my
wife, . « . How she will take it I haven't the remotest
idea.”
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“1It is difficult,” said Mr. Bensington, “ to form any
plan—certainly."

He removed his glasses and wiped them carefully.

“It is another instance,” ne-generalised, “of the
thing that is continually happening, We—if indeed I
may presume to the adiective—scienfific men—we work
of course always for a theoretical result—a purely
theoreticzl result. But, incidentally, we do set forces
in operation—ssw forces, Ve mustn't control them—
and nobody else can. Practically, Red.iood, the thing
is out ~f our hands. We supply the material—"

“ And they,” said Redwood, turning to the window,
“ get the experience.”

*So far as this trouble down in Kent goes I am not
disposed to worry further.”

“ Unless H:I.BF worry us. "

" Exac'ly. And if they like to muddle about with
solicitors and pettifoggers and legal obstructions and
weighty considerations of the tomfool order, until they
have got a number of new gigantic species of vermin
well established—— Things always kave been in a
muddle, Redwood.”

Redwond traced a iwisted, tangled line in the air.

" And our real interest lies at present with your boy.”

Redwood turned about and came and stared at his
collaborator.,

“ What dr you th°nk of him, Bensington ? You can
look at this busiress with a greater detachment than 1
can, What am I to do about him p ™

*“ Go on feediny him."

“ On Ferakl. sphorbia ? *

* On Herakleophorbia.”

“ And then he'll grow,”
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“He'll grow, as far as I can calculate from the hens
and the wasps, to the height of about five-and-thirty
feet—with everything in proportion——"'

““ And then what'll he Jo 7 **

“That,” said Mr. Bensington, " is just what makes the
whole thing so futeresting.”

“ Confound it, wnan | Think of kis clothes.”

“And when he's grown up,"” said Redwood, “ he'll
only be one solitary Gullive- in a pigmy world.”

Mr. Bensingtea's eye over his gold im was pregnant.

“Why nolitary 7 "' he said, and repeated still more
darkly, * Why solitary 2"

“ But you don't propose— ¢

“1 said,” cald Mr. Bensington, with the self-compla-
cency of a man who has produced a good significant
“F]ng’ o Wh}r m]:ita:]r ? (1]

* Meaning tha. one might bring up other children——3"

** Meaning uothing beyond my inguiry."”

Redwood began to walk about the room.  * Of course,”
he sald, ** one might But still! What are we com-
ing to ? " )

Bensington evidentlv enjoyed his line of high intel-
lectual detachment. " The thing that interests me most,
Redwood, of all this, ia to think that his brain at the
top of him will also, so far as my reasuning goes, be five-
and-thirty feet or 50 above our level. . . . What's the
matter ? '

Redwood stood at the windcw and siared at a news
placard on a paper-cart that rattled up the street,

* What’s the matter ? * r<peated Bersington, rising.

Redwood excla'med violently.

“ What is it ? " said Hensington.

' Get a paper,” said Redwood, moving doorward.
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i mr ? .I!

“ Get a paper. Something—— I didn’t quite catch

antic rats——1[ ™

i tg ? "

“ Yes, rats, Skinner was right after all | ™

* What do you mean ? "

“How the Deuce am I to kmow il I see a paper ?
Great Rets| Good Lord! T wonder if he's eaten |

He glarced for his hat, and decided ro go hatless,

As he rushed downstairs two sieps at ~ time, he could
hear aloug the street the mighty huwlings, o and fro
of the Hooligan paper-sellers making a Poom.

“'Orrible affair in Kent—'orrible affair in Kent.
Doctor . . . eaten by rats. 'Orrible affai-—'orrible af
fair—rats—eaten by Stchewpendous rats. Full perticu-
lars—"urritle affalr.” e

Cossar, the weli-known civil engineer, fuund them in
the great doorway of the flat mansions, Redwood holu-
ing out the damp pink paper, and Bensington on tiptoe
reading over his arm. Cossar was a large-bodied man
with gaunt inelegant limbs casually pleced at convenient
corners of his body, and a face like a carving abandoned
at an early stage as altogether too unpromising for com-
pletion. His nose* had been left square, and his lower
jaw projected beyond his upper. He breathed audibly.
Few people considered him handsome., His hair was
entirely tangential, and his voice, which he used spar-
ingly, was pitched high, and had commonly a quality
of bitter protest. Fe wore 2 grey cloth jacket suit and
a silk hat on all occasions. He plumbed an abysmal
trouser pdcket with a vast red nand. paid his cabman,
and came panting resoluteiy up the steps, a copy of the
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pink paper clutched about the middle, like jove’s thunder-
bolt, in his hand.

* Skinner ? " Bensington was saying, regarcless of his
approach.

** Nothing about him," said Redwood. * Dound to be
eaten. Both of them. It’s tco terrible. . . . Hullo !
Cossar |

* This your stuff 7 ** asked Cossar, waving the. paper.

* Well, why don't you stup it ? " he dumanded.

* Can't be jiggered | " said Cosser.

* Buy the place 7 " he cried.  * What nonsense ' Burn
itl] I koew you chaps would fumble whis. What are
you fo do ? 'Why—what I tell you.

“"“¥You? Do? Why! Go up the street to the gun-
smith's, of course. Why? For guns, Yes—-there's
only onu shop, Get eight guns | Rifles. Not elcphant
guns—no | Too big. Not army rifles—too small. Zay
it's to kill—ldll a bull. Say it's to shoot buffalo |. See ?
Eh? Rats? Nol How the deuce are they to under-
stand that ? . . . Because we wanf eight. Get a lot of
ammunition. Don’t get guns without ammuaition—
Nol Take the Jot ir a cab to—where's the place?
Urshot? Charing Cross, then. There's a train—Well,
the first train that starts after two. Think you can
do-it? All right. License? Get eight at a post-office,
of course. Gun licenses, you know. Not game. Why ?
It's rats, man.

" You—Bensington. Got a telenkcne? Yes. I'll
ring up five of my chaps from Ealing, Why five? Be-
cause it's the right number |

“Where you going, Redwood ? Get a hatl Nown-
sense. Have minr, You went guns, man—not hats

Got money ? Enough? All right. So long.
3
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“ Where's tle telephone, Bensir gton ?

Bensingtun wheeled about ubed’ently and led the way.

Cossar used and replaced the instrument. ' Then
there’s the wasps,” he =said. * Sulphur and nitre'll do
that. Obviously. FPlaster of Paris. You're a chemist,
Where can I get sulphrr by the ton in portable sacks ?
What for? Why, Lord bless my heart and soul |—to
smoke out the nest, of course! I suppose it must be
sulphur, eh 7 You're a cheruist. Sulphur best, eh ? "

“ Yes, I shonld #hirk sulphur.”

“ Nuthing better ?

“* Right, That's your job. That's ail right. Get as
much sulphur as yon can—saltpetre to make it bum.
Sent ? Chasing Cross. Right away. See they do it.
Follow it up. Anything ? ™

He thought a moment.

" Plaser of Pars—any sort of plaster—bung up nest
—holee—you know. That I'd better get.™

i Hﬂ.'w. m.ul;h ? mw

“ How much what ¢ ™

i sul}fhﬂr."

“Ton. Seap™

Bensington tightened his glasses with a hand tremmulons
with determination. * Right,” he said, very curtly.

“ Money in your pocket ? ”* asked Cossar,

“Hang cheques. They may not know you. Pay
cash, Obvisusly. Where's your banx ? All right. Stop
on the way and pet forty pounds—notes and gold.”

Another meditation. " If We leave this job for public
officials we shak have all Kant in fatters,” -said Cossar,
“ Now ic.laer. —anything ? No/ Hail"

He stretched a vast hand towards a cab.that became
convulsively eager to serve him (" Cab, Sir ? " said the
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cabman. * Obwviously * said Cossar) ; and Bensington,
still hatless, paddled lown the steps and prepared to
mount.

“1 fhink,” he said, with his hand on the cab apron,
and a sudden glance up at the windows of hLis flat, I
ought to tell my cousin Jane—"

“ More time to tell her when you come back,” said
Cossar, thrusting him in with a vast hand expanded
over his back. . . .

“Clever chaps,” remarked Cossar, * but no initiative .
whatever. Cousin Jane indeed! I know her.' Rot,
these Cousin Janes| Country infested with 'em. I sup-
pose I shall have to spend the whole blessed night, see-
ing they do whet {hey know perfectly well’they ought
to do all along. I wonder if it's Research males ‘em
like that or Cousin fane or what ?

He dismissed this obscure prnblﬂm-mnd.lta.tad for a
space upon his watch, and decided there would e just
time to drop into a restaurant and get some lunch before
he hunted up the plaster of Paris and took it to Charing
Cross.

The train started at'five minutes past three, and he
arrived at Charing Cross at a quarter to three, to find
Bensington in heated argument between two policemen
and his van-driver outside, and Redwood in the luggage
office involved in some technical obscurity. ahout this
ammunition. Everybody was pretendiog u:t to know
anything or to have any authority, in Lhe way dear to
South-Eastern officials when they catch you in a hurry.

“ Pity théy can't shooc all these officials and get a
new lot,” remarked Costar with a sigh. But che time
was too limited fcr anything fundamental, and so he
swept through these minor controversies, disinterred
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what may or 1uay not have been 1 te station-nfaster from
some obscure hiding-place, walle d about the premises
holding him and giving orders *n his name, and was out
of the station with everybody and everything aboard
before tha! official was fully awake to the breaches in
the most sacred routines and regulations that were being
committed.

“¥Whe was he ? " said the high official, caressing the
arm Cossar had gripped, and smiling with knit brows,

"’E was a gentlen.au, Sir,” said a porter, “ anyhow.
'Im avnd ali 'is party travelled first class,”

“ Well, we got him and his stuff oft pretty sharp—
whoever he was,” said the high official, rubbing his arm
with sometking approaching satisfaction,

And.as he walked slowly back, blinking in the un-
accus.omed daylight, towards that dignified retirement:
in- whicl, the higher officials at Charing Cross shelter
from the importunity of the vulgar, he smiled still at his
unaccustomed energy. It was a very gratifying revela-
tion of-his own possibilities, in spite of the stifiness of
his arm.. He wished some of those confounded arm-
chair critics of railway managemunt could have seen it.

IV.

By five o'clock that evening this amazing Cossar,
with no arpearance of hurry at all, had got all the stuff
for his fight with insurgent Bigness out of Urshot and
on the road to Hickleybrow. Two barrels of paraffin
and a load of dry brushwood ae had bought in Urshot ;
plentifu: sachs of sulpbur, eight biz game guns and
ammunition, three light breechload.rs, with small-shot
ammunition for the wasps, a hatchet, two billhooks,.a
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pick and three spades two coils of rope, some bottled
beer, soda and whisky, one gross of packets of rat poison,
and cold provisions for three days, bad come down from
London. All these things he had sent on in a coal trolley
and a hay waggon in the most business-like vray, except
the guns and ammunition, which were stuck under the
scat of the Red Lion waggonette appointed to bring on
Redwood and the five picked men who had comy up from
Ealing at Cossar's summons.

Cossar condu.ted all these trarsactions with an in-
vincible air of commonplace, in spite of the fact that
Urshot wes in a panic about the rats, and all the drivers
had to be specially paid. All the shops were shut in
the place, anu scar<ely a soul abroad in the street, and
when he banged at a door a window was apt to open.
He seemed to consider that the conduct of businesr from
open windows was an entirely legitimate and'obvicus
meﬂ:md.. Finally he and Bensington got the Red Lion
dogcart and set off with the waggonette, to overtake the
baggage. They did this a little beyond the cross-roads,
and so reached Hicklcybrow first.

Bensington, with a gun between his knees, sitting
beside Cossar in the dog-cart, developed a long gesminated
amazement. All they were doing was, no doubt, as
Cossar insisted, quite the obvious thing to do, only——|
In England one so rarely does the obvious thing. He
glanced from his neighbour's feet to the boldly sketched
hapds upon the reins. Cossar had cpparently never
driven before, and he was keeping the line of least resist-
ance down the middle of tae road by some no doubi
quite obvious but certainly unusual light «{ his cwn.

“Why don’t we all do the obvious ? ™ -thought Ben-
sington., *“ Fow the world would travel if one did | I
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wonder for instance why I don’t lo such a lot of things
I know would be all right to do —things I wans to do.
Is everybody like that, or is it peculiar to me1"” He
plunged into obscure speculation about the Will He
thought of the complex organised futilities of the daily
life, and in contrast with them the plain and manifest
things to do, the swzet and splendid things to do, that
some incredible influences will never permit us to do.
Cousin Jane ? . Cousin Jane he perceived was important
in the question, in som~ subtle and diffi-ult way, Why
should we after all eat, drink, and sleep, -emain un-
married, go here, abstain from going ‘here, all out of
deference to Cousin Jane ? She became symbolical with-
out ceasing to be incomprehensible | . , .

A stile and a path across the fields caught his eye and
remirued Lim of that other bright dey, so recent in time,
50 remo*e in its emotions, when he Lad walked from
Urshot to the Experimental Farm to see tise giant chicks

Fate plays with ns,

" Tcheck, tcheck,” said Cossar. * Get up.”

It wrs a bot midday afterncon, not a breath of wind,
and the dust was thick in the roads. Few people were
about, but the deei beyond the park palings browsed
in profound tranquillity. They saw a couple of big
wasps stripping a' gooseberry bush just outside Hickley-
brow, and another was crawling up and down the front
of the Litt)¢ grocer’s shop in the village street trying to
find an entry. The grocer was dimly visible within,
with an ancient fowling-piece in hand, watching its
endeavours, Tue ‘Jriver o the waggonette pulled up
outside the Jj-lly Drovers and informed Redwood that
his part of the bargain was done. In thjs contention
he was presently juinudbythed.rimufthawaggnn
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and the trolley. Not only did they maiitain this, but
they refused to let the horses be taken further.

*“Them big rats is nu*s on "orses,” the trolley driver
kept on repeating.

Cossar surveyed the controversy for 2 moment.

“Gei the things out of thal waggonetfe,” he said,
and one of his men, a tall, fair, dirty engineer, obeyed.

" Gimme that shot gun,” said Cossar.

He placed himself between the driveis. “ We don't
want you to drive,” he said.

“ You can say what you like,” he conceded, * vut we
want thesz horses "

They began to argue, but he continued speaking.

“ If you try and assault us I shall, in sel{-defence, let
fiy at your legs. The horses are going on.”

" He treated the incident as closed. * Get up ou that
waggon, Flack,” he said to a thickset, wiry little mun,
* Boon, take the trolley.”

The two drivers blustered to Redwood.

“ You've done your duty to your employers,” said
Redwood. " You stop in this village until wke come
back. No ome will blume you, seeing we've got guns,
We've no wish to do anything unjust or violent, but
this occasion is pressing. I'll pay if anything happens
to the horses, never fcar."

* That’s all right,” said Cossar, who rarely promised,

They left the waggonette behind, and' tL- men whe
were not driving went afoot. Over erca shoulder sloped
a gun., It was the oddest little expedition for an English
country road, more liks a Yankee party, trekling west
in the good old Indian days.

They went.up th: road, until at the crest by the stile
they came into sight of the Experimental Farm. They
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found a little group of men there with a gun or so—the
two Fulchers were among them—a 1d one man, a stranger
from Maidstone, stood out before the others and watched
the place through an opera-glass,

These men turned about and stared at Redwood's

party.

" Anything fresh ? " said Cossar.

“The waspses keeps a comin’ and a goin',"” said old
Fulcher. * Car’t see as they bring anything.”

““The canary creeper’s got in among the pine trees
now,” saic the man with the lorgnette. It wasn't
there this moming, You can see it grow while you
watch it."”

He took out a handkerchief and wiped his object-
glasses with careful deliberation.

“1I reckun you're going down there,” ventured Skel-
mersdale,

“ Will you come ? " said Cossar.

Skelmersdale seemed to hesitate,

“It"s an all-night jou."”

Skelmersdale decided that he wo ﬂdn t

*“ Rats about 7 " asked Cossar.

“One was up in the pines this morning—rabbiting,
we reckon."

Cossar slouched on to overtake bis party.

Bensington, regarding the Experimental Farm under
his hand, wns able t2 gauge now the vigour of the Food.
His first impression was that the house was smaller
than he had thouglt—very much smaller; his second
was to perceive taat all (hc vegetation between the
house and th ' pine-wood had become ex‘remely large.
The roof over the well peeped amidst tussocks of grass
a good eight feat high, and the canary cresper wrapped
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about the chimney tack and- gesticulated with stiff
tendrils towards the heavens. Its flowers were vivid
yellow splashes, distinctly visible as separate specks this
mile away. A great green cabl: had writhed across the
big wire inclosnres of the giant hens’ run, and flung
twining leaf stems about #wo outstanding pines. F‘:]]lj.’
half as tall as these was the grove of nettles running
round behind th: cart-shed. The whole prospect, as
they drew nearer, beczme more and more suggestive of
a raid of pigmies vpon a dolls’ nouse that has been left
in a peglected corner of some great garden.

There was a basy coming and going from *he wasps'
nest, they saw. A swarm of black shapes interlaced in
the air, above the rusty hill-front beyond the' pine cluster,
and ever and again one of these would dart up into the
sky with incredible swiftness and spar off upon’ some
distant quest. Their humming became audible at mbre
tkan half a mile's distance from the Experimenta: Farm.
Once a yellow-striped monster dropped towards them
and hung for a space watching them with its greal com-
pound eyes, but at an ineffectual shot from Uossar it
darted off again. Down in a comner of the field, away
to the right, several were crawling about over some
ragged bones that were probably the remains of the lamb
the rats had brought from Huxter's Farm. The horses
became very restless as they drew near these areatures.
None of the party was an expe-t driver, aid they had
to put a man to lead each horse and eucourage it with
the voice.

They could see notling of the rats as they came up
to the house, and wcr‘,rthmg seemed perfectly still ex-
cept for the rising und falling "' whoozzzzzzZZZ, whoooo-
z00-00 "' of tae wasps’ nest.
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They led the horses into the ya d, and one of Cossar’s
men, seeing the duor open—the whole of the middle
portion of the door had been ymawed out—walked into
the house. Nobody missed him for the time, the rest
being occupied with the barrels of paraffin, and the first
intimation they had ol his separation from them was
the report of his gun and the whizz of his bullet, * Bang,
bang,"” Loth barrels, and his first bullet it seems went
through the cask of sulphur, smashed out a stave from
the further side, and illed the air wich yellow dust.
Redwood had kept his gun in hand and let fly at some-
thing grev tbav leapt past him. He bad a vision of the
broad hind-quarters, the long scaly tail and long soles of
the hind-feel of a rat, and fired his second barrel. He saw
Bensincton drop as the beast vanished round the corner.

Then for a time everybody was busy with a gun.
Fer three minutes lives were cheap at the Experimental
Farm, and the banging of guns filled the air. Redwond,
careless of Bensington in his excitement, rushed in pur-
suit, ard was knocked headlong by a mass of brck
fragmenis, wnortar, plaster, and rotten lath splinters
that came flying out.at him as a bullet whacked through
the wall. '

He found himself sitting on the ground with blood on
his hands and lips, and a great stil'ness brooded over all
about him.

Then a Futtizh voice from within the house remarked :
 Gee-whizz | "

“Hullo | * said Redwood.

* Hullo there | "'answerea tie voice,

And taen: ' Did you chaps get 'im ? ™

A sense of the duties of friendship returned to Red-
wood. ' Is Mr, Bensington hurt ? "' he saic,
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The man inside hewd imperfectly. *“No one ain't
to blame if I ain't,” said the voice inside.

It became clearer to Redwood that he 1nust have
shot Bensington. He forgot tne cuts upon his face,
arose and came back to find Bensington seated on the
ground and rubbing his shoulaer. Bensington looked
over his glasses. “ We peppered him, Redwood,” he
said, and then : * He tried to jump over me, and knocked
me down, But I let him have it with both barrels, and
my | how it has hurt my shoulder, to be sure,”

A man appeared in the doorway. "I got him once
in the chest and coce in the side,” he said.

“Where's the waggons?' said Cossar, appearing
amidst a thicket of gigantic canary-creeper leaves,

It became evident, to Redwood's amazement, first,
that no one had heen shot, and, secondly, that the trolley
and waggon hnd shifted fifty yards, and were now stand-
in; with interlocked wheels amidst the tangled, 'distor-
tions of Skinner's kitchen garden. The horses had
stopped their plunging. Half-way towards theru, the
burst barrel of sulphur lay in the path with a cloud of
sulphur dust above it. He indicated this to Cossar and
walked towards it. * Has any one seen that rat? "
shouted Cossar, following. “ 1 got him in between the
ribs once, and once in the face as he turned on me.”

They wery joined by two men, as they worrizd at the
locked wheels,

“ T killed that rat,” said one of the men,

“ Have they got him ? "' asked Cossar

* Jim Bates has fou.d him, beyond the hedge. 1 got
him jest as he came round the cormer, ... Whack
behind the soonlder, . . .*

When things were a little ship-shape again Redwood



76 THE FOOD OF THE GODS.

went and stared at the huge nisshapen corpse. The
brute lay on its side, with its budy slightly bent. TIts
rodent tecth overhanging its receding lower jaw gave its
face a look of colossal feebleness, of weak avidity. Tt
seemed noi in the ledst ferocious or terrible. Its fore-
paws reminded him of lank emaciated hands, Except
for one meat round hole with a scorched rim on either
side of its neck, the creature was absolutely intact,
He meditated over this fact for some time. * There
must have been two 1ais," he said at last, turning away.

“Yes. And the one that everybody hit—got away.”

* I am cer‘ain that my own shot—"" '

A canary-creeper leaf tendril, engaged in that mys-
terious search for a holdfast which cunstitutes a tendril’s
career bent itsell engagingly towards his neck and made
him wtep aside hastily,

" Whoo-z-z z-z z-2-Z-Z-Z,” from the distant wasps’
nest, ** whon oo zoo-00.”

V.

This mcident left the party alert but not unstrung,

They got their stores into the house, which had evi-
dently been ransacked by the rats after the flight of Mrs.
Sldnner, and four of the men took the two horses back
to Hickleybrow. They dragged he dead rat through
the hedpe and into a position commanded by the windows
of the ho.se! and incidentally came upon a cluster of
giant earwigs .n the ditch. These creatures di
hastily, but Cossar reached out inceleulable limbs and
managed to kill several with lis boots and gun-butt.
Then two ot the men hacked through several of the
main stems of the canar; creeper—iuge cylinders they
were, a couple of feet in diameter, that caiae out by the
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sink at the back ; and while Cossar set the house in order
for ‘the night, Bensirzton, Redwood, and one of the
assistant electricians went cautiously round by the fowl
runs in search of the 1at-noles.

‘They skirted the giant nettles widely, for these huge
weeds threatened them with poison-thorns a good inch
long. Then round beyond the gnawed, dismantled stile
they came abruptly on the huge cavernous thruat of the
most westerly of the giant rat-holes, an evil-smelling
profundity, tha- drew them up int2 a line together.

“I hot: they'll come out,” said Redwooq, with a
glance at the pent-house of the well.

* If they don"t—"" reflected Bensington.

“ They wil," said Redwood.

They meditated.

“ We shall have to rig up some sort of flace it we do
go in,"” said Reawood.

_They went up a little path of white sand throngh the
pine-wood and halted presently within sight of the wasp-
holes,

The sun was settirg now, and the wasps werc coming
home for good; their wings in the golden light made
twirling haloes about them, The ihree men peered out
from under the trees—they did not care to go right to
the edge of the wocd—and watched these tremendous
insects drop and crawl for a little and enter and dis-
appear. “ They will be still in a couplc.of hours from
now,” said Redwood. . . . * This is Yixe being a boy
e M

“We can't miss those hoies,” said Bensington, * even
if the night is dask. Bv-the-bye—about / ne Hght—"

* Full moon,"” s7id the electrician. I looked it up.”

They went back and consulted with Cussar.
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He said tha* “ obviously ” they must get the sulphur,
nitre, and plaster of Paris thrcugh the wood before
twilight, and for that they broke bulk and carried the
sacks. After the necessary shuutiog of the preliminary
directions, never a word was spoken, and as the buzzing
of the wasps’ nest died away there was scarcely a sound
in the world but the .oise of footsteps, the heavy breath-
ing of brrthened men, and the thud of the sacks. They
all took turns at that labour 2xcept Mr. Bensington, who
was manifestly unfit. He took post in the Skinners'
bedrocm with a rifle, to watch the carcase of the dead
rat, and of the others, they touk turns to rest from
sack-carrying and to keep watch two at a time upon the
rat-holes behind the nettle grove. The pollen sacs of
the nettles were ripe, and every now and then the vigil
would be ealivened by the dehiscence of these, the burst-
ing of th+ sacs sounding exactly like the c.ack of a pistol,
and the pollen grains as big as buckshot pattered all
about them.

Mr. Bensington sat a: his window on a hard horse-hair-
stuffed erm chair, covered by a grubby antimacassar
that had givena touch of social distinction to the Skinners’
sitting-room for many years. His unaccustomed rifle
rested on the sill, and his spectacles anon watched the
dark bulk of the' dead rat in the thickening twilight,
anon wandered about him in curlous meditation. There
was a faint gmell of paraffin withcut, for one of the
casks leaked, and it mingled with a less unpleasant odour
arising from the hacked and'crushed crecper.

Within, wher. h. turned his head, a blend of faint
domestic acei ts, beer, cheese, rotten apples, and old
boots as the leading motifs, was full of reminiscences of
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a BE:r:c. The furnitrre had been greatly disordered —
perhaps by some incuisitive rat—but a coat upon a
clothes-peg on the door, a razor and some dirtv scraps of
paper, and a piece ol soap that had hardened through
years of disuse into a homy cube, were redolent of
Skinner's distinctive personalitv. It came to Bensing-
ton's mind with a complete novehy of realisation that
in all probability the man had been killed ai'd eaten,
at least in part, by the nionster that .now lay dead
there in the darkling.

To think of all that a harmless-looking discovery in
chemistry may iead to |

Here he was in homely England and.yet in infinite
danger, sitting out alone with a gun in a twilit, ruined
house, remote from every comfort, his shoulder dread-
fully bruised from = gun-kick, and—by Jove |

He grasped now how profoundly the order of the vni-
verse had changed for him. He bad come right away
to this amazing experience, without even saying a word
to his cousin Jane |

What must she be thinking of him ?

He tried to imagine it and he could not. He had an
extraordinary feeling that she and he were parted for
ever and would never meet again, He felt he had
taken a step and come into a world of new immensities,
What other monsters might not those deepening shadows
hide? . . . The tips of the gian: nettle: came out
sharp and black against the pale green aad amber of the
western sky. Everything was very still—very still
indeed. He wondered wkLy he cuuld not hear the
others away there round the comer of t' e heuse. The
shadow in the cart shed was now an abysmal black.

- - L - L] ]
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Bang . .. Pang . . . Bang.

A sequence of echoes and a shor L

A long silence.

Bang and a diminuendo of ecloes.

Stillness.

Then, thank goodness!| Redwood and Cossar were
coming out of the icaudible darknesses, and Redwood
was callirg " Bensington | ™

" Bensirgton ! We've bagzed another of the rats | "

“ Cossar's bagged another of the rats| "

VI

When the Expedition had finished refrashment, the
night had fully come. The stars were at their brightest,
and a growing pallor towards Hankey heralded the
mooL. The watch on the rat-holes had L<.n maintained,
but the watchers nad shifted to the hill slupe above the
holes, teeling this a safer firing-point, They squatted
there in a rather abundant dew, fighting the damp with
whisky. The others rested in the house, and the three
leaders discussed the night's work wi‘h the men. The
moon rose towards midnight, and as soon as it was clear
of the downs, every one ex:ept the rat-hole sentinels
started off in single file, led by Cossar, towards the
wasps' nest.

So far as vhe wasps’ nest went, they found their task
exceptionally easy—aswonishingly easy. Except that
it was a longer labour, it was no graver affair than any
common wasps' nect might have been. Danger there
was, no doub! danger to life, but it cever so much as
thrust its head out of that portentins hillside. They
stuffed in the sniphur and nitre, they bunged the. holes
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sonndly, and fired their trains, Then with a common
impulse all the party tut Cossar turned and ran athwart
the long shadows of the pines, and, finding Cossar had
stayed behind, came to a halt together in a knot, a
hundred yards away, convenient to a ditch that offered
cover, Just for a mimute or two the moonlit night, all
black and white, was heavy with a suffocated buzz, that
rose and mingled to a roar, a deep abundant 1ote, and
culminated and died, and then almost,incredibly the
night was still.

“By Jevel™ said Bensington, almost in a waisper,
“it's done "

All stood intent. The hillside above the black point-
lace of the pine sbadows scemed as bright as day and
as colourless as snow. The setting plaster in the holes
positively shome, Cossar's loose framework moved to-
wards them.

* So far——" sajd Cossar.

4 ot

A shot from near the house and then—stillness,

*“ What's thal 7 *' s2id Bensington. '

“ One of the rais put its head out,” suggested one of
the men.

“ By-the-bye, we left onr puns up there,"” said Redwood.

an BF ﬂlﬂ- Hﬂh"

Every one began'to walk towards the hill again,

“That must be the rats,” said Bensingtor

“ Obviously,” safd Cossar, gnawing Fis finger nails,

Bang |

“Hullo ? ¥ sald one of the men.

Then abruptly came a shout, two shotr; a Ioud shout
that was almost a scream, three shots In rapid succes-
sion.and.a splintering of wood. All thise sounds were
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very clear anc very small in the i nmense stillness of the
night. Then for some moments nothing but a minute
mufled confusion from the direction of the rat-holes,
and then again a wild vell. . . . ‘Zach man found him-
self runniog hard for the guns.

Two shots.

Bensington found himself, gun in hand, going hard
through the pine trees after a number of receding
backs. 1t is rurious that the thought uppermost in
his mind at that moraent was the wish that his cousin
Jane sould see him, His bulbous slashed boots flew
out in wild sirides, and his face was Jistorfed wto a
permanent grin, because that wrinkled his nose and
kept his glrsses in place. Also he held Jhe muzzle of
his gun projecting straight before him as he flew through
the chequered moonlight. The man who had run away
met theia full tilt—he had dropped his gun.

“ Hnllo,” said Cossar, and caught him in his arms.
* What's this # "

““ They came out together,” said the man.

“ The rate # ™

“ Yes, six of them.”

“ Where's Flack ?

“ Down."

“ What's he say ?" panted Bensington, coming up,
unheeded.

* Flack's down # ¥

“ He fell down ™

“ They came out one after the other."”

“What ?"

“ Made u n.th. I fired both barrels first.”

" You left Flack ? "

“ They were Jn to us.”
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“Come on,” sald Cossar, " You come with us
Where's Flack ? Sho.s us.”

The whole party moved forward. Further details of the
engagement dropped from the man who had run away.
The others clusiered about him, except Cossar, who led.

“ Where are they 7

“Back in thewr holes, perhaps. I cleared. They
made a rush for their holes.

“What do you mean ? Did you get behina them ?

“We got dovn by their holes. 5Saw 'em come out,
yvou know, and tried to cut ‘em off. They iolloped out
—like rabbits. We ran down and let Jy. They ran
about wild after our first shot and suddenly came at us.
Went for us."”

“ How many ? *

“ 5ix or seven.”

Cossar led tue way to the edge of the pine-viood and
halted.

“ D'yer mean they gof Flack ? ™ asked some one.

* One of "em was on to him."”

* Didn't you shoot ? ™

“ Now could T7 "

“ Every one loaded ? " said Cossar over his shoulder.

There was a confirmatory movement.

* But Flack " gaid one.

“ D'yer mean—Flack——"" said another.

* There's no ticie to lose,” said Cosscr, and shouted
“Flack " as he led the way. The whole force ad-
vanced towards the rat-holes, the man who had run
away a little to tne rear They weat forward through
the rank exazgerated weeds and skirted t'.e bacy of the
second dead rat. They were extended in a bunchy line,
each man with his gun pointing forward, and they peered
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about them i the clear moonlight for some erumpled
ominous shape, some crouching form. They found the
gun of the man who had run away very speedily.

* Flack |  cried Cossar. * Blacg ™

* He rar. past the nettles and fell down,” volunteered
the man who ran away.

#i “rhm ? ¥§

" Rou.d about there."

“ Where did e fall ?

He hesitated and 'ed them athwart the long black
shadows for & space and turned judicially. * About
here, I think.”

* Well, he's not here now.”

* But his gun——13>»"

" Confound it | " swore Cossar, “ where's everything got
to?” Hentmdensteptnwa:dsthahlmkshndnmnntha
hillside ihat masked the holes and stooa staring. Then
he swore again, “If they have dragged him in— |

So they hung for a space tossing each other the frag-
ments nf thoughts. Bensington's glasses flashed like
diamonls as he looked from onc to the other. The
men's faces changed from cold clearuess to mysterions
obscurity as they tumed them to or from the moon.
Evergun&spuke no one completed a sentence. Then
abruptly Cossar chose his line, He flapped limbs this
way and that and expelled orders in pellets. It was
obvigus he wunted lamps. Every one except Cassar
was moving towrrds the house.

* You're going into the holes ? ** asked Redwood.

i ﬂhvmusry " amd Cossar.

He made’i. clear once more that the iamps of the
tmtmﬂmﬂuymmﬁegntandhwghttnhlm.

Bensington, yrasping this, started off along the path
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by the well. He glaoced over his shoulder, and saw
Cossar’s gigantic figure standing out as if he were re-
garding the holes peasively. At the sight Bensington
halted for a moment and half turned. They were all
leaving Cossar—— |

Cossar was able to take care of himself, of course |

Suddenly Bensington saw something that made him

shout a windless “ Hil™ In a second three rais had
proiected themselves from the dark tang.e of the creeper
towards Cossar, For three secouds Cossar stood un-
aware of them, and then he had become the most active
thing in the worldl. He didn't fire his gun. Apparsntly
he had no time to aim, or to think of aiming ; he ducked
a leaping rat, Bensington saw, and then smashed at the
back of its head with the butt of his gun. The monster
gave one leap and 1ell over itself.
- "Cossar’s form went right down out of sight among
the reedy grass, and then he rose again, running {owards
another of the rats and whirling his gun overhead. A
faint shout came to Bensington's ears, and tken he
perceived the remaining two rats bolting divergently,
and Cossar in pursuit towards the holes,

The whole thing was an affair of misty shadows : all
three fighting monsters were exaggerated and made
unreal by ihe delisize clearness of the light, At mo-
ments Cossar was colossal, at moments invisible. The
rats flashed athwart the eye in sadaen unexpcted leaps,
or ran with a movement of the feet so sv.ilt, they seemed
to run on wheels, It was all over in hall a minute. No
one saw it but Bensi gron. He could hear the others
behind him still reccding towards the He
shouted smaething inarticulrte and then ran to-
wards Cossar, while the rats vanished.
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He came up to him outside the holes. In the moon-
light the distribution of shadows that constituted
Cossar's visage intimated calm * Hullo,"” said Cossar,
“back already ? Where's the lamps? They'ra all
back now in their holes. One I broke the neck of as
it ran past me. ... See? Therel™ And he pointed
a gaunt finger.

Beusington was too astonished for conversation. .

The lamps seemed an interm’nable time in cnn:mg+
At last thev appeared, first one unwinking luminous eye,
preceded by a swaying yellow glare, and then, winking
now and thes, and then shining out rgain, two others.
About them came little figures with little voices, and
then enormbus shadows. This group made as it were
a spot of inflammation upon the gigantic dreamland of
moo-Lhine,

“ Flack,” sald the volces. * Flack.”

An illuminating sentence floated up. *“ Locked hi—n-
self {n the attic,"

Coszar was continually more wonderful. He pro-
duoced great bandfals of cotton wool and stuffed them
in his ears—Bensington wondereda why.. Then he loaded
his gun with a quarter cherge of powder., Who else
could have thought of that? Wonderland culminated
with the disappearance of Cossar’s twin realms of boot
sole mp the central hole,

Cossar was cu all feurs with two guns, one trailing
on each side frum & string aoder his chin, and his most
trusted assistant, a little dark man 'with a grave face,
was to go Iv stooping behind Lim, holding a lantern
over his bead. Everything had been made as sane and
obvions and proper as a lanatic’s dream. The wool, it
seems, was on accotnt of the concussion of the rifie;
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the man had some too. Obviously | So long as the rats
torned tail on Cossar no harm could come to him, and
directly they headed for him he would see their eyes
and fire between them. Since they would have to come
down the cylinder of the hole, Cossar could hardly fail
to hit them. It was, Cossar insisted, the obvious
method, a little tedious perhaps, but absolutely certain.
As the assistant stooped to enter, Bensington saw that
the end of a ball of twine had been tied to the tail of
his coat. By this he was to diaw in the rope if it
ghould be needed to drag out the bodies of the rata.

Bensington percelved that the object k= held ir, his
hand was Cossar's silk hat.

How had it got there ? . . .

It would be something to remember him bw, cnyhow.

At each of the adjacent holes stood a little gzroup
with a lantern on the ground shining up the hole, and
with one man kneeling and aiming at the round wveoid
before him, waiting for anything that might emerge.

There was an interminable suspense.

Then they heard Cossar's first shot, like an explosion
in a mine. . . .

Every one's nerves and muscles tightened at that,
and bang| bang!| bangl the rats had tried a bolt,
and two more were cead. Then the man who held the
ball of twine reported a twitching., ' He's killed one
in there,” said Bensington, ** and he wants tle rope,”

He watched the rope creep into 1k2 hole, and it
seemed as though it had become animated by a serpen-
tine intelligence—for the darkners made the twine in-
visible. At last it stoppad crawling, and tuere was a long
pause, Then whay seemed t9 Bensington the queerest
monster of <l crept slowly from the hole, and resolved
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itself into the Uttle englneer emerging backwards. After
him, and ploughing deep furrows, Cossar’s boots thrust
out, and then came his lantern: fllominated back. . . .

Only one rat was left alive now, and this poor, doomed
wretch colvered in the inmost recesses until Cossar and
the lantern went in agam and slew it, and finally Cossar,
that human ferret, went through all the runs to make sure,

“We got ‘em,” he said to his ncarly awe-stricken
company at laft. ™ And if I hadn't been a mud-headed
mucker § should have stripped to the waist. Obwviounsly.
Feel my sleeves, Bensington! I'm wet through with
perspiration. Jolly hard to think of averything. Only
a halfway-up of whisky can save me from a cold.”

Vil

Ttire were moments during that wonderful night
when it seemed to Bensington that he was planned by
naturd for a life of fantastic adventure. This was pwr-
ticularly the case for gn hour or so after he had taken
a stiff whisky. *' Shan't go back to Sloane Street,” he
confided to the tall, fair, dirty engineer.

“ You won't, ¢h » "

“ No fear,” said Bensingt¢n, nodding darkly.

The exertion of dragging the seven dead rats to the
funeral pyre by the nettle grove left him bathed in
perspiration, and Cossar pointed out the obvious physi-
cal reacti®n of whisky to save him from the otherwise
inevitable chill. There was a sort of brigand's supper
in the old bricked kitchen, with the row of dead rats
lying in the moonlight against the hen-runs outside,
and after thirty minutes or so of rest, Cossar roused
them all to the labours that were still tv do. " Ob-
viously,” as he said; they had to “ wipe the place out.
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No'litter—no scandal, See?” He stirrud them up to
the idea of making destruction complete. They smashed
and splintered every fragment of wood in the house;
they built trails of chapped wond wherever big vegeta-
tion was springing ; they made a pyre for the rat bpdies
and soaked them in paraffin.

Bensington worked like a conscientious mavvy. He
had a sort of climax of exhilaration and energy towards
two o'clock. When in tLe work of destruction he
wielded an ax. the bravest fle? his rneighbourhood.
Afterwards he was a little sobered by the tempora.y loss
of his spertacles, which were found for hir at last in his
side coat-pocket.

Men went to ard fro about him—grimy, energetic
men. Cossar moved amongst them like a god.

Bensington drank: that delight of human fellowship
that comes to nappy armies, to sturdy expeditions—
never to those who live the life of the sober citizen in
cities, After Cossar had taken his axe away and set
him to carry wood he went to and fro, saying they
were all “ good fellows.” He kept on—ling citer he
was aware of fatigae.

At last all was ready, and the broaching of the paraffin
began. Ths moon, robbed now of all its meagre night
retinue of stars, shone high above the dawn.

* Burn everything,"” said Cossar, going to and fro—
“ burn the ground und make a clean sweep of it. See ? "

Bensington became aware of him, looking now very
gaunt and horrible in the pale beginnings of the daylight,
hurrying past with his lorer jaw profecied and a flaring
torch of toucliwood in his hand.

“ Come away | * said some one, pulling Bensington’s
arm.
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The still dawn—no birds were singing there—was
suddenly full of a tumultuous crackling ; a little duoll
red flame ran about the base of the pyre, changed to
blue upon the ground, and set out to clamber, leal by
leaf, up the stem of a giant nettle. A singing sound
mingled with the crackling. . . .

They snatched their puns from the commer of the
Skinners living-room, and then every one was running.
Cossar came afier them with heavy strides, . . .

Then they were stiading looking back at the Experi-
mental Farm, It was boiling up; the sunoke and
flarres poured out like a crowd in a panic, from doors
and windows and from a thousand cracks and crevices
in the roof. Trust Cossar to buildl a hrel A great
column of smoke, shot with blood-red tongues and
dartirg flashes, rushed up into the sky, Tt was like
some huge giant suddenly standing up, straining
upwar] and abruptly spreading his great arms out
across the sky. It cast the night back upon them,
utterly hiding and obliterating the incandescence of the
sun thah rose behind it. All Hickleybrow was soon aware
of that stupendouns pillar of smcke, and came out *ipon
the crest, in various déshabillé, to watch them coming.

Behind, like some fantashic fungus, this smoke pillar
swayed and flactuated, up, up, iato the sky—making
the Downs seem low and all other objects petty, and
in the forsground, 9ed by Cossar, the makers of this
mischief followed .the path, eight little black figures
coming wearily, guns shouldered, across the meadow.

As Bensington looked back ih+re came into his jaded
brain, and ecuoed there, a familiar formula. What was
it? “You bave lit to-lay——7¢ You have lit to-

d:r ? FF
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Then he remembered Latimer's word.: * We have
lit this day sach a candle in England as no man may
ever put out again—"'

What a man Cossir was, to be sare! He admired
his back view for a space, and was proud to have held
that hat. Proud! Although he was an eminent in-
vestigator and Cossar only mgagedinappﬂadﬁdm

Suddenly he fell shivering and yawning enormously
and wishing he was warmly tucked awzy in bed In his
litile flat that Icoked out upon S'cane Street. (It didn't
do even o think of Cousin Jane) His legs Lecame
cotton strands, his feet lead. He wondeied if any one
would get them coffee in Hickleybrow. He had never
been up all night for thres-and-thirty years.

VIIL

And while tuese .eight adventurers fought with rats
abuutthaE:pedmenta]Fum,nﬁunmﬂeauwar,htha
viuage of Cheasing Eyebright, an old lady with an
excessive nose struggled with gveat difficulties by the
light of a flickering randle. She gripped & sarline tin
opener in one gnailed band, and in the other she held a
tin of Herakleophorbia, which she Lad resolved to open
or die. She struggled ind.fatigably, grunting at each
fresh efiort, while through the flimsy partition the voice
of the Caddles infant wailed.

“ Bless "is poor "art,” said Mrs. Skinner; and then,
with her solitary tooth biting her lip in an ecstasy of
determination, ** Come sup /"

And presently, ** Jah /" a fresh supply of the Food
of the Gods was lut loose to wreak its por. érs of giantry
upon the world.



CHAPTER THE FOURTH.
THE ZTANT CHILDREN.

L

For a time at least the spreading circle of residual con-
sequences adout the Experimental Farm must pass out
of the focus of our narrative—how for a long time a
powe of bigness, in fungus and toadstool, in grass and
weed, radiated from that charred but not absolutely
obliterated centre. Nor can we tell here at any length
how these mournful spingters, the two surviving hens,
made & wonder of and a show, spent.their remaining
years i egyless celebrity. The teader who is hungry
for fuller details in these matters is referred to the rews-
papers of the peripd—to the voluminous, indiscriminate
files of the modern Recordiug Angel. Our business lies
with Mr. Bensington at the focus of the disturbance.

He had come back to London to find himself a quite
terribly fewous maw In a night the whole world had
changed with -espect to him. Everybody understood.
Cousin Jane, it seemed, knew all about it; the people
in the streets kmew all about *t; the newspapers all
and more. ‘Lo meet Cousin Jare was terriole, of course,
but when it was over not so terrible after all. The good
woman had limits even to her power over facts; it was
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clear that she had communed with herselt and accepted
the Food as something in the nature of things.

She took the line of huffy dutifulness, She disap-
proved highly, it was avident, bat she did not prohibit.
The flight of Bensington, as she must have considered
it, may have shaken her, and uer worst was to treat
him with bitter persistence for a cold he fiad not caught
and fatipue he bad long since forgotten, and'tc buy
him a new sort of hygienic all-wool comuination under-
wear that was apt to get involviu and turned partially
inside out and partially not, and as difficalt to get
into for an absent-minded man, as—Soarty, And so
for a space, and as far as this convenience left him
Ieisure, he still coniinued to participate in the develop-
ment of this new element in human history, th2 Food
of the Gods.

The public mind, following its own mysterious laws of
selection, had chosen him as the one and only respunsible
Inventor and Promoter of this new wonder; it would
hear nothing of Redwood, and without a protest it
allowed Cossar to follow his natural impulse into a
terribly prolific obscurily. Before he was aware of the
drift of these things, Mr. Bensington was, so io speak,
stark and dissected wpon the hoardings. His baldness,
his curious general pinkness, and his golden spectacles
had become a national possession. Resolutm young
men with large expensive-looking cameras anc'a general
air of complete authorisation took pocsession of the
flat for brief but fruitful periods, let off flash lights in
it that filled it for day with denss, intolerable vapour,
and retired to fill the pages of the syndicared magazines
with their cdmirable photographs of Mr. Bensington
complete anc at homé in his second-best jacket and his
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slashed shoes. Other. resolute-mannered persons of
various ages and sexes dropped in and told him things
about Bromfood—it was Purch first called the stuff
* Boomfood “—and aflerwards ieproduced what they
had said 4s his own original contribution to the Inter-
view. The thing becanue quite an obsession with Broad-
beam, the Popular Humourist. He scented another con-
founded thing he could not understard, and ke fretted
dreadiully in nis efforts to " laugh the thing dewn.”
One saw him in clubs, a great clumsy presence with the
evidences of his midnight oil burning mamfest upon
his large urwholesome face, explaining to every one
he could buttonhole: * These Scientific chaps, you
know, haven't a Sense of Humour,"you kmow. That's
what it is, This Science—kills it." His jests at Ben-
singt )n became malignant libels, . . .

An enterprising press-cutting agency sent Bensington
a long article about himself from a sixpenny weekly,
entitled “ A New Terror,” and offered to supply one
hundred such disturbances for a guinea, and two ex-
tremely charming young ladies, totally unknown to him,
called, and, to the speechless indignation of Cousin
Jane, had tea with'him and afterwards sent him their
birthday books for his signature. He was speedily
quite hardened to seeing his name associated with the
most incorgruous ideas in the public press, and to
discover L1"the reviews articles written about Boomfood
and himself in a tone of the utmost intimacy by people
be had mever heard of. And whatever delusions he
may have cherished in the day of his obscurity about
the pleasantnesa of Fame were dispelled utterly and for
EVEL,

At first—except for Broadbesam—the tone of the
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public mind was quite free from any toucu of hostility.
It did not seem to occar to the public mind as anything
but a mere playful supposition that any more Herak-
leophorbia was going ‘o escape again. And it did not
seem to occur to the public mind that the growing
little baad of babies now being ‘ed on the food would
presently be growing more “up '’ than miost of us ever
grow, The sort of thing that pleased the pubtic mind
was caricatures of eminent politicians afier a course of
Boom-feeding, nses of the idea ow hoardings,-and such
edifying exhibitions as the dead wasps that had escaped
the fire and the remaining hens,

Beyond that the public did not care to look, until
very strenuous efforss were made to turn its zyes to the
remoter consequences, and even then for a while its
enthusizsm for action was partial. “ There's alwvays
somethin' New,” said the public—a public so glutted
with novelty that it would hear of the earth being split
as one splits an apple without surprise, and, “ I wonder
what they'll do next.”

But there were one or two people ontside the public,
as it were, who did aleady take that further glance,
and some it seems were frightened by what they saw
there. There was young Caierham, for example, consin
of the Earl of Pewterstone, and one of the most promis-
ing of English politicians, who, taking the risk of being
thought a faddist, wrote a long article in the Ninefeenth
Century and After to suggest its total supnression. And
—in certain of his moods, there was Bensington.

“ They don't seem to -eclise——"" he said to Cossar.

* No, they Jdon't."”

“And do we ? Sometimes, when I think of what it
means—— This poor child of Redwood's—And, of
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course, yoar chres . .., Forty fest high, pechaps! . . .
After all, ouphi we to goon with it 2 ™

“ 7o on with ft | ™ crled Co=sar, convulsed with inele
gant astonishment and pitching’ his note higher than
ever, " Of courss you'll go on with i1 What d'yon
think you were made for ¥ Just o Joaf about between
meal-thmes ?

“ Serfous consequences,” he screamed, “of coursel
Enormous. Obvlously, Ob-viously. Why, man. it's
the only chance you's: ever get of a serivus consequence |
And ‘pou want to shirk it1” For a momen: his indig-
nation was dpeechless. * It's downright Wicked | " he
said at last, and repeated explosively, “ Wicked | *

But Benslngton worked In his labgravory now with
more smotion than zest. He couldn't tell whether he
wanfed serlous consequences to his iife or not; he wasa
man of gulect tastes. It was a marvellons discovery,
of coarse, quite marvellous—bat—— He had
become the proprietor of several acres of scorched, dis-
credited property near Hickleybrow, at a price of nearly
£00 an acre, and at times he was disposed to think this
as serfons a consequence of speculative chemisivy as
any unambitions than could wish. Of course he was
Famous—terribly Famons., More than satisfying, alto-
gether more than satisfying, was the Fame he had
i

But the hablt of ‘Research was string in him. . . .

And at mewents, rare moments in the laboratory
chiefly, be would find something else than habit and
Cossar’s arguments to urge hin to his work. This little
spectaded rhan, poised perhaps with his slashed shoes
wrapped abount the legs of his higl. stool and his hand
upon the twdezer pf his balance welghts, would have
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agﬁnaﬂashufthﬁtlﬂmt?ﬁmawﬂhawa
momentary perception of the etérnal unfolding of the
seed that had been sown in his brain, would see as it
were in the sky, behind the grotesque shapes and acci-
dents of the present, the coming world of giants and
all the mighty things the future has in store—vague
and splendid, like some glittering paiace seen suddenly
in the passing of a sunbeam far away. . . . And pres-
ently it would be with hita as though that distant
splendour had never shone npon his brain, and he would
perceive nothing ahead but sinister shadows, vasi de-
clivities and darknesses, inhospitable immeasities, cold,
wild, and terrible things,
IL

Amidst the complox and confused happeniags, the
impacts from the great outer world that comstituted
Mr. Bensington's fame, a shining and active feure
prescatly became conspicmons—became almast, as it
were, a leader and marshal of thess externalities in Mr.
Bensington's eyes. This was Dr. Winkles, that cog-
vincing young practitioner, who has already appeared
in this story as the means whereby Redwood was able
to convey the Food to his.sca. Even before the great
oatbreak, it was evident that the mysterious powders
Redwood had given him had awakened this gentleman’s
interest immensely, cnd so soon as tha first w1sps came
he was putting two and two together.

He was the sort of doctor that is in manners, In morals,
in methods and appearance most succiscdy and finally
expressed by tke weod * rising.”” He was la ge and fair,
with a hard, alert, st perficial, aluminium-coloured eye,
and hair like chalk mud, even-featured Lnd muscular
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about the cl:an-shaven mouth, erect in figure and ener-
getic in movement, quick and spinning on the heel,
and he wore long frock coats, black silk ties and plain
gold studs and chains, and his silk hats had a special
shape and brim that made him look wiser and better
tham anybody. He looked as young or old as anybody
grown up. And cfter that first wonderful outbreak he
took to Bensington and Redwood and the Food of the
Gods with srch a convineng air of proprietorship, that
at times, in spite of the testimony of the Press to the
contravy, Bensington was disposed to regard him as the
original inwentor of the whole affair.

“ These accidents,” =aid Winkles, when Bensington
hinted at the dangers of further escapes, * are nothing.
Mothing. The discovery is everything. Properly de-
velrped, suitably handled, sanely controlled, we have—
we heve something very portentous indeed in this food
of purs. . . . We must keep our eye om it. ... We
musin’t let it out of control again, and—we mustn't
let it rest.”

He certainly did not mean to do that.. He was at
Bensington's now almost every day. Bensington, glan-
cing from the wirdow, wonld see the fanltless equipage
come spanking up Sloane Street, and after an incredibly
brief interval ‘Winkles wonld enter the room with a
light, strong motion, and pervade it, and protrude some
newspaper end supply information and make remarks.

“ Well,” Le woula say, rabbing his hands, * how are
we getting on ? ” and so pass to the current discussion
about it.

“ Da.yaq see,” he would say,cfor =xample, “ that
Caterham has been talking about 7ur stuff at the Church
Association #"
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“ Dear me | ” said Bensington, “ that's a cousin of
the Prime Minister, isn’t it ?

“ Yes," said Winkles, " a very able young man—very
able.. Quite wrong-headed, you know, viclently reac-
tionary—but thoroughly able. And he's evideatly dis-
posed to make capital out of this stuff of ours. Takes
a very emphatic line. Talks of our proposal to use it
in the elementary schools—"

* Our proposal to use it in tae elementary schoals |

“ I said sometling about that t%e other day—quite
in passing- little affair at a Polytechnic. Trying to
make it clear the stoff was really highly benuficial. Not
in the slightest degree dangerous, in spite of those first
little accidents. Whih cannot possibly occur azain. . . g
You know it would be rather pood stuff—— But he's
taken it up.”

 What did you say ?

“ Mere obvious nothings. But as you see— Takes
it up with perfect gravity. Treats the thing as an
attack. Says there is already a sufficient waste of nublic
money in elementary schools without this. Tills t'e old
stories about piano lessors again—you know. No one,
be says, wishes to prevent the children uf the lower classes
obtaining an education suitel t:ﬂ}’.hei: condition, but
to give them a food of this sort will be to destroy their
sense of proportion utterly. Expands the topic. What
Good will it do, he zsks, to make poar peuple six-and-
thirty feet high? He really believes, yon know, +hat
they tefll be thirty-six feet high.”

“ So they would be,” #ail Bensington, * if you gave
them our food at all regularly. Buot nobod, sald-any-
thing—"

* I said something."”
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* But, my dear Winkles—1 "

“ They'll be Bigger, of course,” interrupted Winkles,
with an air of knowing all about it, and discouragire
the crude ideas of Bensington. *“ Bigger indisputably.
But listen to what he says| Will it make them happier ?
That's his point. Curious, isn’t it ? Will it make them
better ? 'Will they be more respectful to properly con-
stitnted amthority ? Is it fair to the children them-
selvess?’ Curious how anxious his sort are for justice—
so far as any fotore. rrangements go. Ewen nmﬂa;rs,
he says, the cost of feeding and clothing children is
more than inany of their parents can contrive, and if
this sort of thing is to be permitted——! Eh ?

" You eee he makes my mere pessing suggestion into
a positive proposal. And then he calculates how much
a prir of breeches for a growing lad of twenty feet high
or so will cost. Just as though he really believed—
Ten pounds, he reckons, for the merest decency. Curious
man,* this Catetham1 So concrete! The honesi and
stygg'ing ratepayer will have to contribate to that, he
says. He'says we hLave to consider the Rights of the
Parent. It's all here. Two colmans. Every Parent
has a right to have his children brought up in his own
Size. « . »

“ Then comes the question of school accommodation,
mstnfenla:gc&ﬂﬁhandfmmsiﬂrw:ﬂrud}rtm
greatly burtLened National Schools: And to get what ?
—a .proletariat of hungry giants. Winds up with a
very serious passage, says even if this wild suggestion—
mere passing ‘fancy of mine, woun know, and misinter-
preted. at tLat—this wild suggestioh abint the schools
comes to mothing, that doesn’t end the matter. This
is a strange lo0d, so strange as to seem,to him-almost
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wicked. It has been scattered recklessly— so he says—
and it may be scattered agoin. Once you've taken it,
it's poison unless you go on with it. (“So it is,” said
Bensington.) And in short he proposes the formation
of a National Society for the Preservation of the Proper
Proportions of Things. Odd? Eb? People are hang-
ing on to the idea like anything.”

“ But what do they propose todo # *

Winlkles shrugged his shoalders and threw out his
hands. “ Form ¢ Society,” he said, “ and fuss. They
want to m-ke it illegal to manufacture this deraxleo-
phorbia—or at any rate to circnlate the kaowledge of
it. T've written about a bit to show that Catérham's
idea of the stuff is vary much exaggerated—mery much
exagperated indeed, but that doesn't seem to check it.
Curions how people are turning against it. And'the
National Temperance Association, by-the-by., bhas
founded a branch for Temperance in Growth."

* iim,"” said Bensington, and stroked his nose.

“* After all that has happened there’s boand to he this
uproar. On the face of it the thing's—starilirvg."”

Winlkles walked abont the room for a time, hesitated,

and departed.
It became evident there was something at the back
of his mind, some aspect of crucial importance to him,
that he waited to display. One day, when Redwood
and Bensington wero at the flat together, ke gave them
a glimpse of this something in reserve.

“"How's it all going ? " he said, rubbing his hands
together.

“ We're getting tugether a sort of report.”

“ For the Royal So iety 2 "

L] fﬂ."
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“"Hm," said Winkles, very profoundly, and walked
to the hearth-rog. “ Hm., Bot—— Here's the point.
Ought you 2 "'

* Ought we—what * "

“ Qught you to publish ? ™

“ We're not in the Middle Ages,” said Redwaod.

i I mw_ﬂ

“ As Cossar says, swapping wisdom—that's the true
scientific metaod.”

“In most cases, certainly. But-— This is ex-
ceptional.’”

“We shall put the whole thing before the Royal
Society in the proper way,” said Redwood.

Winkles returned to that on a later occasion.

“It's in many ways an Exceptional discovery.”

* That doesn’t matter,” said Redwood.

“T1's the sort of knowledge that could easily be subject
to g-ave abuse—grave dangers, as Caterham puts it.”

Redwood said nothing.

‘! Even carelesspess, yon know—-"

“1. we* were to form a committee of trustworthy
people to contrgl the mannfactare of Boomfood—
Herak'eophorbia, T skould say—we might—"

He paused, and Redwoud, with a certain private dis-
comfort, pretended that he did not see any sort of in-
terrogation. . . . )

Outside tle apdrtments of Redwood and Bensington,
Wirkles, in spite of the incompleteness of his instrnc-
tions, became a leading anthority npon Boomfood. He
wrote letters defending its rse; he made notes and
articles explaining its possibilities; he jumped up ir-
relevantly at the meetings of the scientific and medical
associations Lo talk about it ; he identified himself with
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it. -He published a pamphlet called * The Truth about
Boomfond,"” in which he minimised the whole of the
Eickleybrow affair almost to nothing. He said that it
was absurd to say Boorifood wonld make people thirty-
seven feet high. That was “ obviously exaggerated.”
It would make them Bigger, of course, but that was
Akl % . .

Within that intirate circle of two it was chiefly evident
that Winkles was extremely anxious to help in the
making of Herakleophorbia, help in correrting any
proofs there might be of any paper there might be in
preparation upon the sobject—do anything indeed that
might lead up to his participation in the details of the
making of Herakleopoorbia. He was continually telling
them both that he felt it was a Big Thing, that it had
big possibilities, If only they were—" safeguarded in
some way.” And at last one day he asked ontright
to be told Just how it was made.

“ I've been thinkingover what yon said,” said Redwood.

* Well ? ™ said Winkles brightly.

“ It's the sort of kmowledge that could easily be sub-
ject to grave abuse,” said Redwood.

* But I don't see how that applies,” said Winkles,

* It does,” said Redwood.

Winkles thought it uver for a day or so. Then he
came t0 Redwcod and said that he donbted if. he .onght
to give powders about which he Jruew nothing to Red-
wood's little boy; it seemed to him it was uncom-
monly like taking respomsibility in fhe dark. That
made Redwood thonghtful.

“ You've seen that the Society for the Total Suppres-
sion of Boomfood claims to have several thomsand
members,” said Winkles, changing the subject.
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“ They've drafted a Bill,” said Winkles. * They've
young Caterham to take it wp—readily enough.
re:in earnest. They're forming local committe.s

to influence candidatzs. They want to make it penal
to prepare and store Herakleophorbia without special
license, and felonv—matter of imorisonmeny without
option—to administer Boomfood—that's what they' call
it, you know—io any person und:r one-pnd-twenty.
But there's collateral societies you know. All sorts of
people. The sﬂﬂiﬂtj for the Preservation of Ancient
Statures is going to have Mr. Frederic Harrison on the
coancil thoy say. You know he's written an essay
about it; says it is volgar, and ent:rel_v,r inharmonious
with that Revelation of Humanity that is found in the
teachings of Comte. Itisthe sort of thing the Eighteenth
Cereury cowldn’t have produced even in its worst mo-
ments. The idea of the Food never entered the head
of Comte—which shows how wicked it really is. No
one be says, who really understood Comte. . . .

“But you don't mean to say—" said Redwood,
alarmed out of his disdain for Winkles.

“ They'll not do;all that,” said Winkles. “ But public
opiniou is public opinion, and votes are votes. Every-
body can see yqu are up to a disturbing thing. And the
human instinct is all against disturbance, you know.
Nobody seems to believe Caterham’s idea of
thirty-scven feet high, who won't pe able to get inside
a clurch, or a meeting-house, or any social or human
institution. Bot for all that they’re not so0 easy in
their minds about it. Thuy see there's sumethma-
z-u-me’thmg more than a commoan discovery—"

* Thete is,” said Redwood, * in every discovery.”
“ Anvhow, they're getting—vestive. Caterham keeps
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harping on what may happen if it gets lovse again. 1
say over and over again, it won't, and it can't. But—
there itis1"

And he bounced abort the room for a littls while as
if be meant to reopen the topic of the secret, and then
thought Letter of it and went.

The two scientific men looked at one another. For a
space only their eyrs spoke.

“If the worst comes to the worst,” said Redwood at
last, in a strenuously calm voice, * I shall give the Food
to my little Teddy with my own hands."”

III.

It was only a few cdays after this that Redwcod opened
his paper to find that the Prime Minister had promised
a Royal Commission on Boomfood. This sent him,

per in hand, rognd to Bensington's flat.

“ Winkles, I believe, is making mischief for the 3tuf.
He plays into the hands of Caterham. He keeps on
talking about it, and what it is going to do, and alerm-
ing people. If he goes on, I really believe he'll hamper
our inquiries. Even as it is—with this trouble about
my little

Bensington wished Winkles wouldn’t.

““Do yon notice hov he has dropped into the way
of calling it Beomfood 7 "

“I don't like thut name,” said Bensingtur, with a
glance over his glasses.

* It Is fust so exactly what it is—to Winldes."”

" Why does he keep or ebontit? Ttisn't hisi”

“ It's sometning called Booming,"” said Rudwooa. * I
don't understand. 1f it isn't his, everybody is getting
to thinkitis. Not that tha! matters.”
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"Int'hnﬂentnithmignormt this ridiculous agitation

fous,” began Bensington.

* My little bojr can't get ou without the stoff,” said
Redwood. “ I don’t see how ¥ can help myself now.
1f the werst comes to the worst——""

A slight bouncing noise proclaimed the presence of
Winkles. He became visible in the middle of the room
rabhing his hands together.

“ I wish you'd kmock,"sa1d Bensington, looking vicious
over the gold rims.

Winkles was apologetic. Then he turned tu Redwood.
“ I'm glad to find you here," he began ; * the fact is—"

“ Have you seen abou: this Royal Commission 2" in
termupted Redwood.

“ Yes," gald Winkles, thrown out. * Yes."

""-'-’hntd.-njmuthi.uknht?"

“ Excellent thing,” said Winkles. * Bound to stop
most of this clamour. Ventilate the whole afiair. Shut
up Caterham. But that's not what I came rouna for,
Redwead. The fact is—"

“I'don't llke this Royal Commisslon,” said Ben-

“T can assure you it will be all right. I may say—
I don't think it's & breach of confidence—that wery
possibly I may have a place on the Commission——"

* Oom," said Redwood, looking into the fire,

“1 can put the whole thing right. I can make it
perfectly clear, first, that the stufi is controllable, and,
mndly.thatmthmgahmtn{nmdehm
before anything like that cctrstrophe at Hickleybrow
can posaibly happen again. That is just what is wanted,
an authoritative assurance, Of course, 1 could speak
with more coafidence if I knew—— Brt that's quite
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by the way. And just at present there's something
else, another little matter, upon which I'm wanting to
consult you, Ahem. The fact fs— Wel'— 1
happen to be in a slight difficuly, and you can help
me out.”

Redwoud raised his eyebrows, aud was secretly glad.

“ The matter is—highly confidential.”

“Go op” said Redwood. * Don't worry about
that."

“I have recencdy been entrust:d with a child—the
child of—o1 an Exalted Personage.”

Winkles, coughed.

“ You're getting on,"” said Redwood.

“ I must confess it’s largely your powders—and the
reputation of my success with your little boy—— There
is, I cannot disguise, a strong feeling againat its uge,
And yet I find that amang the more intelligent—— One
mmust go quietly in these things, you know—littls by
little. Still, in the case of Her Serene High—I mean
this new little patient of mine. As a matter of fart—
the suggestion came from the parent. Or I should
never-—"'

He struck Redwood as being embarrassed.

4 thought you had a duvubt of the advisability of
using these powders,” s1id Redwood.

(1] apmdmﬂ'“

“ You don't propose to discontirue—"'

“ In the case of your little boy ? Certaiuly not 1"

 So far as I can see, it would be murder.”

“ I wouldn't do it for t9e¢ world.”

“ You shall have the pewders,” said Redwood.

“ 1 suppose you couldn’t—-"

“No fear,” said Redwood. * There fsn't a recipe.
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It's no good, Winkles, if you'll pardon my frankness.
I'll make you the powders myself.”

* Just as well, perhaps,” sa’d Winkles, after a momen-
tary hard stare at Redwood-— just as well” And
then: I can assure you I really don't mind in the
Jeast,”

IV.

When Winuxles had gone Bengington came and stood
on the hearth-rug anc looked down at Redwood.

“ Her Serene Highness | * he remarked.

* Her Serene Highness | " said Rerdwood.

“ It's the Princess of Weser Dreiburg 1

* No fuwther than a third cousin.’

“ Redwood,” said Bensington ; *it's a curious thing
to say, I lmow, but—do you think Winkles under-
stands 7 "

L3 -Hhat ? 1]

‘! Just what it is we have made,

“ Dués he really understand,” said Bensington, drop-
ping uis voice and keeping his eye doorward, " that in
the Family—the Family of his aew patient—"

“ Go on,” said Redwood.

* Who have glways beeu if anything a little snder—
under—""

“The Average ? ™

“¥Yes. And so verv tactfully undistingnished in any
way, he is go’ng to produce a royal personage—an out-
size rdyal personage—of fhal size. You know, Red-
wood, I'm mnot sure whethir there is not something
almost—ireasonable . . "

He transferred his eyes from the door to Redwood.

IRedwood tung 2 momentary gesture—index finger
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erect—at the fire. “ By Jove!™ he said, “he dossn’s
know [ ™

“ That man," said Redwood, ** doesn't know anything.
That was his most exesperating quality as a student.
Nothing. He passed all his examinations, he had all
his facts—and he had just as wuch lmowledge—as a
rotating bookshelf containing the Times Encyclopadia.
And he doesn’t know anything now. He's Winkies, and
incapable of really assimilating anything nut immediately
and directly related to his superficial self. He is utterly
void of imagination and, as a consequence, incapable of
Imowledge. No one conld possibly pass so many =x-
aminations and be 50 well dressed, so well done, and so
successful as a doctor without that precise ‘ncapacity.
That's it. And in spite of all he's seen and heard and
been told, there he is—he has no idea whatever of shat
he has set going. He has got a Boom on, he's working
it well on Boomfood, and some one has let him in to
this new Royal Baby—and that's Boomier than eyer |
And the fact,that Weser Dreiburg will presently have to
face the gigantic probiem of a thirty-odd-fvot F.incess
not pnly hasn't entercd his head, but couldn’t—it
couldn't [ ¥

* “ There'll be a fearful row, * sald Bensington.

“ In a year or s0.”

* So soon as they really see she is going on growing."”

“ Unless after their fashion—they nush it np ™

*“ 1t's a lot to hush up.”

“ Rather | "

“ I wonder what they’] o7 "

“ They never do anything—Royal tact.”

“ They're bound to do something."

“ Perhaps ghe will"
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“OLord: Yes."

“They'll suppress her. Such things have been
known.”

Redwood borst into desperste laughter. * The re-
dundant royalty—the bouncing babe in the Tron Mask ! **
he said, “ They'll heve to pot her in the taliest tower
of the old Weser Dreiburg castle and make heles in the
ceilings as she grows from floor to flear! . . . Well, I'm
in the very same pickile. And Cossar and his three
boys. And Well, well.”

“ [here'll be a fearful row,” Bensington repeated, not
joining in the laughter. “ A fearful row.”

“1 suppose,” he argued, " you've really thought it
out thorotghly, Redwood. You're quite sure it wouldn't
be wiser to warn Winkles, wean your little boy gradu-
ally, and—and rely upon the Theoretical Triumph ? ™

“ T wish to goodness you'd spend half an hour in my
nurs~ry when the Food's a little late,” said Redwood,
with a note of exasperation in his woice; “ then yon
wouldr’t talk likce that, Bensington. Besides—— Fancy
warnisg Winklesl . .. Nol The tide of this thing
has canght us nnawares, and “whetner. we're frightened
or whether we're not—we've got lo swim [

“ T suppose we have,” s.id Bensington, staring at L.
toes. * Yes. We've got to swim. And your boy will
have to swim, and Cossar's boys—he's given it to all
three of thewn. Nothing partial about Cossar—all or
nothing| And Her Serene Highness. And everything.
We are going on making the Food. Cossar also. We're
only just In the dawn of the b ginning, Redwood. It's
evident all jorts of things sve to follow. Monstrous
great things. But I can't imagine them, Redwood.
Except——"
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He scanned his finger nails. He looked up at Red-
wood with eyes bland through his glasses,

“T1've half a mind," he adventured,  that Caterham
is right. At times. It's going to destroy the Propor-
tions of Things. Tt's going to dislocate— What isn’t
it going to dislocate ?

* Whatever it dislocates,” said Redwood, * my little
boy must have the Food."

Thev heard some one falling rapidly wpstairs. Then
Cossar put his head into the flat. ™ Hullo 1™ he said at
their expressions, and entering, * Well #

They told him about the Princess. _

“ Diffictdt guestion |” he remarked. “ Not a bit of
it. She'H grow. Your boy'll grow, All the sthera you
giveit to'll grow. Everything. Likeanything. What's
difficult about that# That's all right. A chuld vould
tell you that, ‘Where's the bother 2 ™

They tried to make it clear to him.

“ Noi go on with ¢ | * he shrieked. * But——1 You
can't help yourselves now. It's what you're fe=. It's
what Winkles is for. It's all right. Often wo.dered
what Winkles was for. Now it's obvious. What's the
trouble ?

“ Disturbancs? Obviously, Upsel things? Upset
everything. Finally—vpset every human concern. Plain
as a pikestaff. They're going to try and stop it, but
they're too late, it's their way to be two Irte. You
g0 on and start as much of it as you cur. Thank God
He has a use for youl”

“ But the conflict | " £1i1 Bensington, *“ the stress | I
don't kmow if you bave imagined—-"

“ You ought 40 have been some sort of little vege-
table, Bensirgton," said Cossar—" tha.'s what you
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ought to have been. Something growing over a rockery.
Here you are, fearfully and wonderfully made, and -all
you think you're made for is just to sit about and taks
your vittles, D'you think this world was made for old
women 4o mop about in? Well, anyhow, you can't
help yourselves now—you've gof to go on.”

“ 1 suppose we must,” said Redwood. * Slowly—"

“ Nol" said Cossar, in a huge shrut. “ Nol Make
as much as yuu can and as soon as you can. Spread it
about 1™

He was inspired to a stroke of wit. He parudied one of
Redwood's curves with a vast npward sweep of his arm.

“ Reawood 1 he said, to point the allusion; * make
itsol"

vi

‘‘nese is, it seems, an upward limit to the pride of
matenity, and this in the case of Mrs. Redwood was
reached when her offspring completed his sixth month
of ter-estrlal existence, broke down his high-class
bassin-t-pesambulator, and was brought home, bawling,
in the milk-truck, Young Dedwood at that time
weighed fifty-nine and a half pounds, measured forty-
eight inches in height, and gripped about sixty pound..
He was carried upstairs to the nursery by the cook
and housemald. After that, discovery wes only a ques-
tion of Aiys. One afterncon Redwood came. home
from his laboratory to find his unfortunate wile deep
in the fascinating pages of The Mighty Aiom, and at
the sight of him she put the bro't aside and ran violently
forward and burst into tears op his shonlder.

“Tell me what. you have dons to him,” she wailed,
*“ Tell me wha. you have done."
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Redwood took her hand and led her to the sofa, while
he tried to think of a satisfactory line of defence.

" It's all right, my dear,” he said; “it's all right.
You're only a little overwrought. It's that cheap per-
ambulator.. I've arranged for a bath-chair mnn to come
round with something stouter tc-mormow——-="

Mrs! Redwood looked at him tearfully over the top of
her handkerchief

“ A baby in a bath-chair ? "' she sobbud.

" Well, why aot 2

“It's iike a cripple.”

“It’s like a young giant, my dear, and you've no
canse to be ashamed of him."

* You've aone something to him, Dandy,” she said.
“ 1 can see it in your face.”

“Well, it hasn't stopped his growth, anyoow,” said
Redwood heartlessly.,

“1 knew,” said Mrs. Redwood, and clencbed her
pocket-handkerchief ball fashion in one' hand. She
looked at him with a sudden change to severity * What
have you done to our child, Dandy ? ™

“ What's wrong with him ? *

“ He's so blg. He's a monster.”

“ Nonsense, He's as s.raight and clean a baby as
ever & woman had, 'What's wrong with him ?."

* Look at his size.”

“ That's all right. Look at tue puay little brutes
about us| He's the finest baby——"

* He's foo fine," said Mrs, Redwood.

“ It won't go on,” ~a'd Redwood reassuringly ; *it's
just a start he's caken.”

But he knew perfectly well it would go on. And it
did. By the time this baby was twelv2 months old he
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tottered just ¢oe inch under five feet high and scaled
cight stone three ; he was as big in fact as a 5t. Peter’s
tn Valicane cherub, and his afiectionate clutch at' the
hair and features of visitors beceme the talk of West
Kensington. They had an invalid's chair to carry him
up and down to his nvrsery, and his special nurse, a
muscular young person {ust out of training, used to
taknh:m[ath:saumgsm&]f’anhﬂ.rdﬂhp hill-climbing
perambulator specially made to meet his requirements.
It was lucky in every way that Redwood had his expert
witness cunnection in addition to his professorsuip,

When one 'got over the shock of little Redwood's
enormous size, he was, I um told by people who used
to see him rlmost daily teufteufing clowly about Hyde
FPark, a singularly bright and pretty baby. He rarely
cried c. needed a comiforter. Commonly he clutched a
big ruttie, and sometimes he went elong hailing the
bus-drivers and policemen along the road outside the
railings as " Dadda " and " Babbal" in a sociable,
democratic way.

“‘There goxs that there great Eoomfood ba
bus-driver nsed to say.

* Looks 'ealthy,” tue forward passenger would remark,

*“ Bottle fed,” the bus-driver would explain, * They
say it 'olds a gallon'and 'ad to be spacially made for 'im."

“ Very "ealthy child any'ow,” the forward passenger
would conclede,

When Mrs. kedwood realized that his growth was
indeed going on indefinitely and logically—and this she
really did for the drst time wher the motor-perambulator
arrived—she give way to a passion of grief. She de-
clared she never wished to enter her numsery again,
wished she was Jead, wished the child was dud.'nuhd
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everybody was dead, wished she had never married
Redwood, wished no one ever married anybody, Ajaxed
a little, and retired to her ovwn rouvm, where she lived
almost exclusively on chicken broth for three days.
When Redwood came to remonstrate with her, she

ba.ngﬁd pillows about and wept and tangled her

"H“anng,hf"m&mdwuud “ He's all .he better
for being big. You wouldn’t like him sraaller than other
people’s childrun.”

“ 1 want him to be Iike other children, nefther smaller
nor bigger. I wanted him to be a nice little boy, just
as Georgina Phylis is a nice little girl, and'T wanted
to bring him up uicely in a nice way, and. here he is "
—and the onfortunate woman's voice broke—"" wearing
number four growa-up shoes and being wheeles about
by—booboo |—=Petroleum |

“1 can never love him,” she wailed, *“never| He's
too much for me! I can never be a mother to him,
such as I meant to be | ™

Bntathsttheyctnmﬂtngathermhthrnmeqr
andthmqudﬂrdemnRadwmd{"Pmtagm&
was only a later nickname) swinging in a -specially
itrm.gthmu:l rocking-cha’sr and smiling and talking

* and “ wow.” And the heart of Mrs. Redwood
muiagmtﬂhﬂthﬁimdihamtandhd&h:m
in her arms and wept.

“ They’ve done something to youn,” sae sobbed, * and
you'll grow and grow, dear; but whatever I can do to
bring you up nice I'll do for you, wnutever your father
may say."”

And Redwood, who had helped to bring her to the
door, went down the passage much relivved.
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(Eh! but It's a base job this being a man—with
women as they are )

VL

Before the year was out there were. in addition to
Redwood’s pioneer vehicle, quite a number of motor-
perambulators to bo seen in the west of London, 1
am told there were as many as eleven; but the most
careful inquirics yield trustworthy evidence of onlv six
within the Metropolitan area at that {ime. It would
seem the siuff acted differently upon different types of
constitation. - At first Herakleophorbia was not adapted
to injection, and there can be no' doubt that quite a
considerable proportion of human bcings are incapable
of absorbing this substance in the normal course of
digesti-n. It was . given, for example, to Winkles'
younges: boy ; but he seems to have been as incapable
of growth as, if Kedwood was right, his tather was in-
capable of knowledge. Others again, according to the
Society for the Total Suppression of Boomfood, became
in some inexplicable way corrupted by it, and perished
at the onset of infantile disorders, - The Cossar boys
took to it with amazing avidity.

Of course a thing of this; kind never comes with
ahmlutesdmp]n:ltj‘ufapplnmhunmtﬂtbuhiau[m.
growth in particular is a complex thing, and all general-
hﬁmmﬁt:&nﬂsbﬁaﬁtﬂahﬁmﬂh Buot the

stimulated it in very nearly the saime degree in .all
cases. It increased the tnig:rnwthhumﬂ:h
seven times, and it did not go beyond that, whatever
amount of the :Food in excess was taken. Excess of
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Herakleophorbia indeed beyond the necessary minimum
led, it was found, to morbid disturbances of nutrition,
to cancer and tumours, rssifications, and the like, And
once growth upon the large scale had begun, it was soon
evident that it could only continue upon “hat scale,
and that the continuous admnistration of Herakleo-
phorbia in small but sufficient doses was imperative,

If it was discoatinued while growth was still going on,
there was first a vague restlessness and distress, then a
period of voracity—as in the cese of the young rats at
Hankey—and then the growing creature had a sort of
exaggerated anemia and sickened and died. Plants
suffered in a similar way. This, however, applied only
to the growtn period. So soon as adolescince was at-
tained—in plants this was represented by the formation
of the first flower-buds—the need and appeute for
Herakleophorbia diminished, and so soon as ihe plant
or animal was fully adult, it became altogether inde-
pendent of any further supply of the food. It was, as it
were, completely established on the new scale, It was
so completely established on the new scale tha., as the
thi~tles about Hickleybrow and the grass of -the down
side already demonstrated, its seed produced giant off-
spring after its kind.

And presently little Redwood, piomeer of the new
race, first child of all who ate the food, was crawling
about his nursery, smashing furniture, Liting like a
borse, pinching like a vice, and bawling gigantc baby
talk’ at his * Nanny * and “ Mammy " and the rather
scared and awe-stricken “ Daddy,” who had set this

The child was porn with good intentions. * Padda
be good, b2 good,” he used to say a. the breakables
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flew before hira. * Padda® was his rendering of Pan-
tagruel, the nickname Redwood imposed on him. And
Cossar, disregarding certain Ancient Lights that pres-
ently led to trouble, did. aiter a conflict with the local
building r=gulations, get building on a vacant piece of
ground adjacent to Redwood's home, a comfortable
well-lit playroom, schoolroom, and nursery for their
four boys—sixty feet square about this room was, and
forty feet high.

Redwood faﬂmluvemththatgreatnumaryashe
and Cossar built it, and his interest in curves a.aded, as
hehadnwerd.reamt it could fade, before the
needs of his son. ** There iz much,” he said, “ in fitting
a nursery. Much.

“The walls, the things in it, they will all speak to
this ne« mind of ours, a little mere, a little less elo-
quentiy, and teach it, or fail to teach it a thousand

* Obviously," said Cossar, reaching hastily for his hat,

They vrorked together harmoniously, but Redwood
supplied most of the educational thaory required. . . .

They had the walls and woodwork painted with a
cheerful vigour; for the most part a slightly warmed
white prevailed, but there w:re bands of bright clean
colonr to enforce the simple lires of construction.
“Clean colours we must have,” said Redwood, and i
one place had a peac horizontal band of squares, in
which rrimson and purple, orange and Jemon, blues and
grum,inmmyhmandmanyshadﬁ. did themselves
honour, These squares the gien* :h.tldren should ar-
range and rea-range to their pleasure. * Decorations
must follow,” said Redwood: “let chem first get the
m;anfaﬂthntm,mdthmtmnma}*pnﬂr. There
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is no reason why one should bias them i {avour of any
particular colour or design.”

Then, " The place must be full of interest,” said
Redwood. “ Interest is food for a child, and blankness
torture and starvation. He must have pictures galore.!”
There -vere no pictures hung sbout the room for any
permanent service, however, but blank frames were
provided into which new pictures would come and pass
thence into a portiolio so soon as the’r frish interest
had passed. There was one window that looked down
the leng:h of a street, and in addition, for an added
interest, Redwood had conirived above the roof of the
nursery a camera obscura that waiched the Kensington
High Street aad nct a little of the Gardens.

In one corner that most worthy implement, an Abacus,
four feet square, a specially strengthenew p.cce of
ironmongery with rounded corners, awaited the young
giants' incipient computations. There were few woolly
lambs and such-like idols, but instead Cossar, without
explanation, had brought one day in three fourrwheelers
a great number of tcys (all just too big fer thr coming
children to swalluw) that could be piled up, arranged
in rows, rolled about, bitten, mads to flap and rattle,
smacked together, felt ove:, pulled out, -opened, closed,
and mauled and experimented with to an interminable
g=iznt. There were many bricks of weod in diverse
colours, oblong ind cuboid, bricks of po‘ished china,
bricks of transparent glass and brick= of india-rubber ;
there were slabs and slates ; there were cones, truncated
cones, and cylinders;. there were cluate and prolate
spheroids, balls uf varied sgbstances, so''d aad -hollow,
many boxes of diverse size ‘and shape, with hinged lids
and screw lids and fitting lids, and one .or two. to catch
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and lock; the.e were bands of elastic and leather, and
a number of rough and sturdy little objects of a size
together that could stand up steadily and suggest the
shape of 2 man. * Give 'em these,” said Cossar. * One
at a time."

These things Redwond arranged in a locker in one
corner. Along one .ide of the room, at a convenient
height fo.'a six- or eight-foot child, there was a black-
board, on vhich the youngsters might flonrish in white
and coloured chalk, and near by a sort of drawing block,
from whi h sheet after sheet might be torn, and on which
they could drcw in charcoal, and a little desk there was,
furnished with great carperter’s penciss of varying hard-
nmmﬂnmpwussupplynipaper, on waich the boys
might first scribble and.then draw more neatly. And
moreor-.r Redwood gave orders, so far ahead did his
imagciation. go, for specially.large tobes of liquid paint
and boxes of pastels against the time when they should
be needed. He laid in a cask or so of plasticine und
modelling clay. * At first bie and his tutor shall model
together ” be said, “and when be is more skilful he
shall copy casts and perhaps animals. And that reminds
me, I must also have‘made for him a box of tools |

“Then books. T shall hrve to look out a lot of
books to put in his way, and they'll have to be big
type. Now what sort of books will he peed? Tio:
is his imagimation te¢ be fed. That, after all, is the
crown of every education. The crown—as sound habits
of mind and conduct are the thrope. No imagination
at all is brutalit, ; a base imagiratiou is lust and cow-
ardice; but r noble imagination is God walking the
ﬂ.ﬂ.hﬂgiill- He mast dream too of 4 dainty fairy-land
and of all the noaint little things of lifs, in dus time.
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But ho must feed chiefly on the splendic'real; he shall
have stories of travel through all the world, travels and
adventures and how the world was won ; bhe shall have
stories of beasts, great books splendidly and clearly
dope of animals and birds and plants and creeping things,
great baoks about the deeps of *he sky and the mystery
of the sea he shall have histories and maps of all the
empires the wor'd has seen, pictures and. stouies of all
the tribes and habits and customs of mex. And he
must have bocks and pictures to quicken his sense of
beauty, subtle Japanese pictures to make hin. luve the
subtler beauties of bird and tendril and falling flower,
and western pictures too, piztures of gracious' men and
women, swee: groapings, and broad views .of land and
sea. - He shall have books on the building of houses
and palaces ; he shall plan rooms and invent citif——

* 1 think I must give him a little theatre.

*“Then there is music 1"

redwood thought that over, and decided that his
son might best begin withi a very pure-sounding har-
monicon of one octate, to which afterwards there could
be an extension. * Ha shall play with this first, sing to
it and give names to the notes,” said Redwnod, * and
afterwards— 2 "

He stared up at the window-sill overhead and measured
s =z of the room with his eye.

“They'll have to baild his pisno in here~ he said.
* Bring it in in pieces.”

He hovered about amidst his preparations, a pensive,
dark, little figure! If you could have -cen him there he
would have looked to you like a ten-in-h maa amidst
common nursery things. A great rug—indeed it was a
Turkey carpet—four hundred square feet of ity wpom
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which young Redwood was soon to crawl—stretched
to the grill-guarded electric radiator that was to warm
the whole place. A man from Cossar's hung amidst
scaffolding overhead, fixing the grest frame that was
to hold e transitory pictures. A blotting-paper book
for plant specimens as big as a lonse door leant against
the wall, and from it projected a gigantic stalk, a leaf
edge or so0 and ome flower of chickweed, all of that
gigantic sire that was soon to make Urshot famous
throughout the botanical world. . . .

A surt of incredulity came to Redwood as he stood
among these ‘hings.

"I it seally 45 going on—"" said Redwood, staring
up at the remote

From far awaymmgasaundllkethebeﬂmmgnfa
Mafficking oull; almost as if in answe..

“lil's going on all right,” said Redwood. * Evi-
dently.”

There followed resounding blows upon a table, 10l-
lowed by a vast crowing shout, " Gooloo! Boozoo!
Brx .. ®

“The best thing I can do,” said Redwood, following
out some divergent iine of thought, “is to teach him
m}ﬂﬁ‘fl

That beating became more insistent. For a moment
it seemed to Redwood that it caught the rhythm <I ..
engine’s threbbing—tue engine he conid have imagined
of some great train of events that bore down upon him,
Then a descendant flight of sharper beats broke up that
ﬁett' Hﬂﬂ ‘I‘H'ﬂ‘u!pﬂm&.

“ Coma n,"” Y& cried, perceiving that some one rapped,
and the door that was big enough for a cathedral opened
slowly a little rray. The new winch ceased to creak,
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and Bensington appeared in the crack, gl:aming benevo-
lently under his protruded baldness and over his glasses.

* I've ventured round to seg,” he whispered in a con-
fidentially furtive manner.

“ Come in," said Redwood, and he did, shutting the
door behind him.

He walked forward, hands behind his back, advanced
a few steps, and peered up with a bird-like 120vement
at the duuensions abou. him. He rubbed' his chin
thoughtiully.

* Every time I come in," he said, with a sot duzd note
in his voice, " it strikes me as—" Big." "

“ Yes,” said Redwood, smrveying it all again also,
as if in an endeavour to keep hold of the wisible im-
pression. ' Yes. They're going to be big too, you
know.”

“1 kmow,” said Bensington, with a note thrd was
nearly awe. * Fery big.”

"‘heylunkedatnneanuthar almost, as it were, ap-
prehensively.

“Very big indeed,” said Bensington, stroking the
bridge of his nose, and with one eye that watched Red-
wood doubtfully for a confirmatery expression. * All
of them, you know—fearfully big. I don't seem able
to imagine—even with this—just Low big they're all
aning to be.”



CHAFTER THE FIF[H.
TIE MINIMIFICENCE O MR. BENSINCTON.

L

It was while the Royal Commission on: Boomfood was
ing its report that Herakleophorbia really began
to demonstrate its capacity for leakage. And the earli-
ness of this second outbreak was the more unfortunate,
from ths point of view of Cossar at dny rate, since the
draft renort still in existence shows that the Comumis-
sion had, under the tutelage of that most able member,
Doctor Stephen Winkles (F.R.5., M.D,, F.R.C.P.,, D.5¢.,
J.B., D.L., etc.), already quite made up its mind that
accidental leakages were impossible, and was prepared
to recommend that to entrost the prenaration of Boom-
food to a qualified committes (Winkles chiefly), with an
entire control over its sale, was quite enough to satisfy
all reasonable objections to its free diffusion. This
committee was to have an absolute monopoly. And it
is, no doabt, to be considered as a part or the irony of
life that tue fi-st and most alarming of this second
series uf leakagys occurred within fifty yards of a little
cottage at Kestom sccopied during the smmmer months
by Doctor Winkles,
There can be little doubt now that Redwood's refusal
to acquaint Winkles with the composition of Herakleo-
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phorbia IV, had aroused in that gentlemin a novel and
intense desire fowards analytical chemistry. He was
not a very expert manipulatot, and for that reason
probably he saw fit to do his work not in the excellently
equipped laboratories that were at his disposal in Lon-
don, but without consulting anv one, and almost with
an air of secrecy, 1 a rough little Jarden laboratory at
the Keston establishment. He does not seem to have
shown eitnec very great emergy or vory grest ability
in this quest; indeed one gathers he dropped the in-
quiry after working at it intermittently tor -alout a
month.

This garden laburatory, in which the work was done,
was very roughly equipped, supplied by a standpipe tap
with water, ana draining into a pipe that ran down
into a swampy rush-bordercd pool under an ald.ur tree
in a secluded corner of the common just outeids: the
garden hedge. The pipe was cracked, and the residuum
of {he Food of the Gods escaped through the crack into
a little puddle amidst clumps of rushes, just in time
for the spring awakening.

Everything was astir with life in that scummy little
corner. There was frog spawn adrift, tremulous with
+adpoles just bursting their gelatinous envelopes ; there
were little pond snails creeping out iuto life, and under
+ha orgen skin of the rush stems the larve of a big Water
Beetle were strugsling ouc of thei- egg rases. I doubl
if the reader knows the larva of ihe beetlz calied (I know
not why) Dytiscas. It is a jointed, queer-looking thing,
very muscular and sudden in its moverents, and given
to swimming heal downward with its tail out of water;
the length of a-max's top thumb joint it is, and more—
two inches, that ia for thowe who have not eaien the
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Food—and it has twu sharp jaws that meet in front of
its head—tubular jaws with sharp points—through
which its habit is to suck its victim's blood. . . .

The firct things to get at the drifting grains of the
Food were the little tadpoles and ihe littls water snails ;
the little wriggling tadpoles in particular, nnmthe;rhad
the taste of it, took to it with zest. But scarcely did
one of them begin to grow into a conspicuous position
in thet little tadpole world cnd try a smelfier brother
or so as an aid to a vegetarian dietary, when nip| one
of the Beetla larve haa its curved bloodsucking prongs
gripping into his heart. and with that red stream went
Herakleophorida IV., in a state of solution, into the
being of & new client. The only thing that had a chance
with thess monsters to get any share oi the Food were
the ru~hes and slimy green scum in the water and the
seedl’ng weeds in the mud at the bottom. A clean up
of the study presently washed a fresh spata of the Food
into the puddle, and overflowed it, and carried all this
sinister expansion of the struggle for life into the ad-
jacent pool under the roots of the alder. .

Thuﬁntpermntndiscumwhatquguingnnma
Mr, Lukey Camingten, a special science teacher under
the London Education Board, and, in his leisure, s
specialist in fresh-water alge, and he is certainly not
to be envied his discovery. He had come down tn
Keston Comunon for the day to fill a number of specimen
tubes for subseguent exumination, and he came, with a
dozen or 50 of corked tubes clanking faintly in his
pocket, werthﬂﬂndyuﬁtanﬂdumtﬂwdsthﬂ
pool, spiked walking stick in hand. A gzarden lad
standing on the top of the ki ﬁnateps::hppmgﬂudor
Winkles’ hedge saw him i. this unfrequented corner,
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and found him and his occupatiou sufficiently inexpli-
cable an] interesting to watch h'm pretty closely.

He saw Mr. Carrington stoop down by the side of the
pool, with his hand agaiist the old alder stem. and peer
mto the water, but ¢f course e could not appreciate
the surprise and pleasure with which Mr.. Carr
beheld the big urfamiliar-looking blobs and threads of
the algal scum at the bottom. There were no tadpoles
visible—th=v had all been killed by that time—and it
would seem Mr, Carricgton saw nothing at ‘all ununsual
except the excessive vegetation. He bared, his-arm to
the elbow, leant forward, and dipped deep in pursuit of
a specimen. His seeldng hand went dovm, Instuntly
there flashed out of the cool shadow under the tree roots
something—

Flash| It had buried its fangs deep into his arm—
a bizarre shape it was, a foot long and more, brown and
jointed like a scorpion.

Tts ugly apparition and the sharp amazing paiufulness
of its bite were too much for Mr., Carrington's equi-
librium. He felt himself going, and yelled aloud. . Over
be toppled, face foremost, splash | into the poou.

The boy saw him vanish, and heard the splashing of
his struggle in the water. The unfortunate man emerged
again into the boy’s field of vision, hetless and streaming
with water, and screaming |

Newver before had the bEoy heard screams from a man.

This astonishing stranger appeared to pu tearing ai
something on the side of his face. There appeared
streaks of blood there. He flung ort his anns as if in
despair, leapt in the «ir like ¢z frantic creature, ram
violently ten or twelve yards, and then fell and rolled
on the ground and over and. out of sight of the boy.
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The lad was down the steps and through the hedge in
a trice—happily with ‘he garden shears still in hand.
As he came crashing through the gorse bushes, he says
he was half minded to turn back, fearing he had to deal
with a lunatic, but the possession of the shears reassured
him. * 1 conld 'ave jabbed his eyes,” he explained,
‘ anyhow.” Directly Mr. Camringtou caught sight of
him, his demeanowr became at once that of a sane but
desperate man, He struggled to his feet, -stumbled,
stood up, and came to meet the boy.

“ Look | " he cried, ” I can't get 'em off |

And with a qualm of herror the boy saw that, attached
to Mr. Carrington’s cheek, to his bare arm, and to his
thigh, and lashing furiously with their lithe brown
muscular budies, were three of these horrible larves,
their preat jaws buried deep in his flesh and sucking for
dear life. They had the grip of bulldogs, and Mr. Car-
rington's efforts *o detach the monsters from his face
had owuly served to lacerate the flesh to which it had
attached itself, and streak face and neck and coat with
living scarlet.

*“I'll cut "im," cried the boy ; * 'old on, Sir.”

And with the zest of his age in such proceedings, he
severed one by one the heads from the bodies of Mr.
Carrington’s assailants. * Yup,” said the boy with a
wincing face as each one fell before him. Even then.
so tough and determined was their grip that the severed
heads rem.ined for a rpace, still fiercely- biting home
and still sucking, with the blood streaming out of their
necks behind. But the boy stopped that with a few
more slashes of his scissors—in one of which Mr. Car-
rington was implicated.

“I couldn't get ‘em off | ' repeated Carrington, and
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stood for a space, swaying and bleeding profusely. He
dabbed feeble hands at his Injuries and examined the
rcsnlt upon his palms. Then he gave way at the knees
and fell headlong in a dead faint at the boy's feet, be-
tween the still leaping bodies of his defeated foes, Very
lnckily it didn't occur to the boy to splash water on his
face—for there were still more of these horrors under
the alder roots—and instead he passed back by the
pond and went into the garden with the infention of
calling assistanc.. And there he met the gardener
coachman and told him of the whole affair.

When they got back to Mr. Carrington he was sitting vp,
dazed and weak, but able to warn them against the
danger in the pwol.

IL

Such were the circumstances by which the world nad
its first notification that the Food was loose again. In
another week Keston Common. was in full operation as
what naturalists call a centre of distribution. TLis time
there Were no wasps or rats, no earwigs and no nettles,
but there were at least three water-spiders, several
dragon-fly larve which presently became dragon-flies,
2-27ling all Kent with their hovering sapphire bodies,
and a nasty gelatinous, scummy growth that swelled
“vui t:= pond margin, and sent its slimy green masses
surging halfway up the garden path vo Docior Winkles's
house. And there began a growth of rashes and rqui-
setum and potamogeton that ended only with the drying
of the pond.

It speedily becamse evident to the publl. mind that
this time thers was oot simply one sentre of distribu-
tion, but quits a number of centres. Then was one at

3
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Ealing—there can be no doabt now—and from that
came the plague of flles and red splder ; there was one
at Sunbury, productive of ferocious great eels, that
could come ashore ard kill sheep; and thers was one
in Bloumsbury that gave the world: a new strain of
cockroaches of a quile terrible sort—an old house it
was in Bloomsbury, and much inhabited by undesirable
things., Abruptly the world found itself confronted with
the Hicllleybrow experiences all over again, with all
sorts of gneer exaggerations of famillsr monsters in the
place of the giant hens and rats and wasps, Tach centre
berst ont With its ‘own characterlstic Iocal fanna and
flora. . . .

We knew now that every one or these centres corre-
spopdad to one of the patlents of Doctor Winkles, but

t was by no means apparent at the time. Doctor

was the last person to Incur any odium in the
matter. There was a panic quite naturally, a passionate
indignation, but it was Indignation not against Lloctor
Winkles bat against the Food, and not so much against
the Food 4s agalnst the unfortinate Bensington, whom
from the very first the popula: imagination had irsisted
upon rogarding as the sole and only person responsible
for this new thipg.

The attempt to lynch him that followed is just one of
those gxplosive events that, bulk largely In hirt..y and
are in reafity the least significant of bocurrences.

The history of the outbreak ia a mystery. The nuclens
of the crowd rertainly came from an Anil-Boomfood
meeting in fiyde Park orgapied by extremists of the
Caterhdm party, but there séems no one in the world
who actually first proposgd, no one who ever first hinted

a suggestion®of the outrage at which so many peopls
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assisted. It is a problem for M. Gustave le Bon—a
mystery in the psychology of crowds. The fact emerges
that about three o'clock on Sunday afternoon a remark-
ably big and ugly London crowd. entirely out of hand,
came rolling down Thursday Street intent on Bensiigton's
exemplare death as a warning tc all scientific fnvesti-
gators, and that it came nearer accomplishing its object
than any London ~rowd has ever come since the Hyde
Park railings came down in remote micdle Victorian
times. This crov.d came =0 close to its object indeed,
that for thke space of an hour or more a word would
have settled the unfortunate gentlenan’s fate,

The first intimation he had of the thing was tHe noise
of the people cutside. He went to the window and
.peered, realising nothing .of what impended. For a
minute perhaps he watched them seething avout the
entrance, disposing of an ineffectual dozen of polivelaen
who barred their way, before he fully realised his own
impotiance in the affair. It came upon him in a flash—
that that roaring, swaying multitude was after hi
He was all alone in the fat—fortunately pirhapa—hi
cousin Jane having gone down to Ealing to have tea
with a relation on ber mother's side, and he had no
mere idea of how to behave under such circumstances
than he had of the etiquette of the Day of Judgment.
Heaszze still dashing about the flat asking his furniture
what he should do, turning keys in locks and then un-
locking them again, making darts at deof and wirdow
and bedroom—when the floor clerk cams, to him.,

“ There lsn't a momen?, Sir,” he spid.  They've got
your number®from the board in the ha’ll They're
coming stralght up | ™

He ran Mr. Bensington out into the pacsage, already
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echoing with the approaching tumult from the great
staircase, locked the door behind them, and led the way
into the opposite flat by means of his duplicate key.

“ It's our only chanre now,"” he said.

He fiang up a window which opened on a ventilating
shaft, rnd showed that the wall was set with iron staples
that made the rudest and most perilous of wall ladders
to serve as a fire escape from the upper flats. He
shoved ¥'r. Bensington out of the window, showed him
bow to cling on, and nursued him up ti.e ladder, goading
and fabbing his legs with a bunch of keys whenever he
desisted from climbing. It seemed to Bensington at
times tnat he must clim® that vertical ladder for ever-
more, Above, the .parapet was inaccecsibly remote, a
mile perhaps, below—— He did not care to think of
things below.

* Sceady on | ™ cried the clerk, and gripped his ankle,
It was quite horrible having his ankle gripped like that,
and Mr. Bensington tightened his hold on the iron
staple -above to a drowning clutch, and gave a faint
squea. of terror.

It became evident the clerl: had broken a window,
and then it seemed he had leapt a vast distance side-
ways, and therp came tle noise of a window-frize
sliding In its sash. He was bawling things.

Mr. Bensington moved his head round cautior’s Zotil
he could see the dlerk. “Emdmmm:staps,"the
clerk. commanrdad,

All this moving about seemed very foolish, but very,
very cautionsiy Mr. Bensingtnr lowered a foot.

* Dou't pall me | ™ he cried, as the clerk made to help
him from the open window.

It seemed o him that to reach the window from the
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ladder would be a very respectable feat for a flylng
fox, and it was rather with the dea of a decent suicide
than in any hope of accoraplishing it that he made the
step at last, and qulte mthlessl» the clerk pulled him
in, “ You'll have to stop here,” sald the clerk; “my
keys are no good bere. It's an American lock, I'll get
out gnd slam the door behind me and =ee If I can find
the man of this ficor. You'll be locked In. Don't go
to the window, that's all. It's the ugliest c owd I've
ever seen. If oniy they think you're out they'll nrob-
ably conteat themselves by breaking up your stuf—"'

“ The indicator sald In,” sald Beasington.

“ The devil it did] Well, aayhow, I'd better not be
found——"

He vanished with a slam of the door.

Bensington was left to his own Initiative again.

It took him under the bed.

There presently he was found by Cossar.

Bensington was almost comatose with terror when hewas
found, for Cossar had burst the door In with his shoulder
by jumping at it across the breadth of the passage.

“Come out of {r, Bunsington,” he said. * It's all
right. It's me. We've got to get out of this. They're
seking the place on fire. The porters are all clearing
out. The servants are gone. It's lucky I canght the
main won kmew.

(1} Im'k hm] 1]

Bensington, peering from under the bel, became aware
of some unaccountable garments on Cowmar’s arm, and,
of all things, a black bon.et In his hand |

“ They're having a clear out,” said Cossar, “If
they don't set the place on fire they'll cume here, Troops
may not be hare for an hoor yet. Fifty per cent. Hooli-
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gans in the crowd, and the more furnished flais they
go into the better they'll like it, Obwioosly, .  « They
mean & clear out, You put this skirt and bonnet ca,
Bensington, and clear sut with me.”

“D'yoo mean——ri " began Bensington, protruding a
head, iortoise fashion.

“T mean, put "em on and come! Obvionsly.” And
with a sudden vehemence he dragged Bensington from
under th. bed, and began to dress him for his new im-
persnnaticn of an eld>rly woman of the people.

He rolled up his tronsers and made him wick off his
slippers, tok off his coilar and tie and coat and west,
slipped a black skirt over his head, and put on a red
flannel bodice and- a body over the same., He made
him take off his all too characteristic spectacles, and
clapped the bonnet on his head. * Yoo might have
been born an o'd woman,” he said as he tied the strings,
Theu came the spring-side boots—a terrible wrench for
coms—and the shawl, and the disguise was complete.
“11p and down,” said Cossar, and Bensington obeyed,

“You'll do,” said Cossar,

And in this guise it was, simmbling awkwardl over
his unaccustomed skirts, shouting womanly imprecations
upon his own head in a weird falsetto to sostain nis
part, and to the roaring note of a crowd bent upon
lynching him, that the orifinal discoverer of Zierakleo-
phorbia IV, nroceeded down the corridor of Chesterfield
Mavsions, mitgled with that inflamed disorderly multi-
tude, and pased out altogether from the thread of
events that constitntes our stuy.

Never omce after that escape did he meddle again
with the stupendous development of the Food of the
Gods he of ail men had done most to begiu,
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This little man who stirted the whole thing passes
out of the story, and a‘ter a time he passed altogether
ount of the world of things, visible and tellable. Bat
becanse Le started ‘he whole thing it is seemly to give
his exit an intercalary page of attention. Ore may
picture him in his later davs as Tunbridge Wells came
to kmow him. For it vvas at Tonbridge Wels he re-
appeared after a teruporary obscarity, so sdon ¢s he
fully realised how transitory, how quite exceptional and
unmeaning that fory of rioting was. He reanpeared
under the wing of Cousin Jane, treating himself for
nervons shock to the exclosion of all other interests,
and totally indifferent, as it seemed, to the battl.s that
were raging then aboot those new centres of distributiom,
and about the baby Children of the Food,

He took up his quarters at the Momt Glory Hydro-
therapeutic Hotel, where thers are quite extraordinary
facilities for baths, Carbonated Baths, Creosote Baths,
Galvanic and Faradio Treatment, Massage, Pine Baths,
Starch and Hemlock Baths, Radinm Raths, Light Baths,
Heat Baths, Bran and Needle Baths, Tar and Birdsdown
Biths,—all sorts of batha] and he d:voted his mind
to the development of that system of curative treatment
that wa. still iiaperfect when he died. And soretimes
he would go down in a hired wshicle aud a sealskin
trimmed coat, and sometimes, when his {2et permitted,
he would walk to the Pantiles, and thcm he would sip
chalybeats water under tn. eye of hiv cousin Jane,

His stooping shoulders, his pink appearance, his beam-
Ing glasses, became a * featu ™ of Tunbridge Wells.
No one was the Jeast bit unkind to kim, and indeed the
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place and the Hotel sremed very glad to have the dis-
tinction of his presence. Nothing could rob him of
that distinction now., And though he preferred not (o
follow the developmert of his great invention in the
daily papers, yet when he crossed tbe Lounge of the
Hotel 0. walked down the Pantiles and heard the whisper,
“There he is1 That's him 1" it was not dissatisfaction
that sof*ened his mouth and gleamec for a moment in
his eye.

Ths little figure, *his minute little figure, launched
the Food of the Gods upon the world! Ome does mot
know which is the most amazing, the greatness or the
littleness of these scientific and philosophical men. You
figure him there on the Pantiles, in the overcoat trimmed
with frr. He stands under that chinaware window where
the spring spouts, and holds and sips the glass of chaly-
beate water in his hand. Ome bright eye over the gilt
rim is fixed, with an expression of inscrutable severity,
on Cousin Jane, * Mm,"” he says, and sips,

=0 we make our sonvenir, 50 we focus and photograph
this discoverer of ours for the last time, and leave him,
a mere dot in our foreground, and pass to the greater
picture that has developed about him, to the story of
his Food, how the scattered Giant Children grew up uay
by day into a world that was all too small for them, and
how tle ret of Boomiood I aws and Beomiocod Conven-
tions, waich the Bonmfood Commmssion was weaving
ever. then, drow closer and closer upon them with every
year of their growth. Until—
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CHAPTER THE FIRST.
THE COMING OF THE FOOD.

L

Our theme, which began so compactly in Mr, Bensington's
study, has already spread and branched, ontil it points
this way and tnat, and henceforth our whoeie story is
one of dissemination. To follow the Food of th» Gods
further is to trace the ramifications of a perpetually
branching tree; in a little while, in the quarter of a
lifetime, the Food had trickled and increased froin its
first spring in the little farm near Hickleybrow until
it had spread,—it and the report and shadow of its
power,—thronghout the world. It spread beyond Eng-
land” very speedily. Scon' in America, all over the
coptinent of Enrope, In Japan, in Australia, at last all
over the world, the thing was working towards fts ap-
pointed end. Always it worked slowly, by indirect
courses und against resistance, It was bignese innwgent.
In spite of prejudice, in spite of 'aw and, regulation, in
spite of all that obstinate conservatism tahat lies at the
base of the formal order of mankind, che Food of the
Gods, once it had been se. going, pursued its subtle and
Invincible progress.

The children of the Food grew steadily through all
these years; that was the cardinzl fact of the timse.
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But it is the leakages make history. The chi'dren who
had eaten grew, and soon there were other children
growing and all the best intvntions in the world couid
not stop further leakag>s and sti'l further leakages, The
Food insisted on escaping with the perlinacity of a thing
alive. Flour treated with the stu crumbled in dry
weather almost as if by intention into an impalpable
powder and would lift and travel before the lightest
breeze. 1low it would be some fresh insect won its way
to a ‘empcrary fatal aew development, now some fresh
outbreak from the sewers of rats and such-like vermin.
Fov some doys the village of Pangbourne.in Berkshire
fought with giant ants. Three men were bitten and
died. There would be a panic, there wowd be a struggle,
and tb-, salient evil would be fought down again, leaving
always something behind, in the obscurer things of life
—changed for <ver. Then again another. acute and
startling outbreak, a swift upgrowth of monstrous weedy
thickets, a drifting dissemination about the world of
inhrm#nly growing thistles, of cockroaches men fought
with shot guns, or a plague of mighty flies,

Thers were some strange and desperate struggls in
obscure places, The Food begot herces in the tause of
littleness, . . .

And men took such happenings Into thelr lives, and
met thrm by the expedients of the mrment, and told
one anotlLer there was * no change in the essential order
of things." After the first great panic, Caterham, in
spite of his pover of eloquence, became a secondary
figure in the politicl] world, .2mained In men's minds
as the exponent of an extrems view.

Only slowly did he win a way towards a central position
in affairs, * 1here was no change in the essential order
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of things—that eminent leade- of modern thought,
Doctor Winkles, was very clear upon this,—and the
exponents of what was called In those days Progressive
Liberalism grew quite sentimen‘al upon the essential
insincerity of their progress, Their dreams, it wounld
appear, 1an wholly on little naviops, Lttle largnages,
Little, houscholds, each self-supported on its little farm.
A fashion for the small and neat sef in. To be big was
to be “ vulgar,” and drinty, neat, mignon, niniature,
“ minutely perfect,” became the key-words of critical
approval. . . .

Meanwhile, quietlv, taking their time as children must,
the children of the Food, gruwing into a world that
changed to recvive them, gathered strength and stature
and knowledge, became Individual and purposeful,
rose slowly towards the dimenslons of their destiny.
Presently they. seemed a natural part of the world ;
all these stirrings of bigness seemed a natural purt of
the world, and men wondered how things had been before
their time. There came to men's ears stories of things
the giant boys could do, and they said * Wonderful |
—mwithout a spark of wonder. The popular papers would
téll of the three sons of Cossar, and how these amazing
cHildren would lift great cunnons, hurl masses of iron
for hundreds of yards, and leap two hundred feet. They
were sa.] to bc digging a well, deeper than any well or
mine that man had ever made, seeking, it was said,
for treasures hidden In the earth since »ver the zarth
began.

These Children, sald tt> popular magazines, will level
mountains, bridge seas, tunnel your earth to a honey-
comb, " Wonderfull" said the little folks, “isn't it ?
What a lot of conveniences we sha'l havel” and went
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about thelr business s though there was no cuch thing
as the Food of the Gods on earth. And indeed these
things wers no more than tks. first hints and promises
of the powers of the Children of the Food. It was still
no more than child's play with them, no more than the
first nt2 of a strergth in which no purpose had arisen.
They did not know themselves for what they were.
They were children—slow-prowing children of a new
race. Tte giant strength grev day by day—the giant
will kad still to grow into purpose pnd an aim,

Loolang at it in a shortened perspective of time, those
yeurs of trausition have the quality of a single consecu-
tive occurrence ; but indeed no one saw the coming of
Bigness in the world, as no one in all the world till cen-
turies had passed saw, as one happening, the Decline
and Fall of Rome, They who lived In those days were
too much amorg these developments to see them to-
gether as a single thing, It seemed even to wise men
that the Food was giving the world nothing but a crop
of rnmanageable, disconnected Irrelevancles, that might
shake and trouble indeed, but conld do no more to the
established order and fabrc of mankind.

To one observer at least the most wonderful ‘thing
thronghout that.period of accumulating stress is the
fnvincitile inertia of the great mass of people, their quiet
persisteace In all that ignorad the enoriaons puesences,
the promise of still rore enormous things, that grewy

them. just as many a stream will be at its
mat. will ook most tranquil, running deep and
strong. at the very: verge of 1 cataract, no all that is
most conservative in man seemed settling quietly Into a
gerene ascendency during these latter days. Reaction
became popular: there was talk of the bankrupicy of
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science, of the dying of Progress, of the advent of the
Mandarins,—talk of such things amidst the echoing foot-
s'sps of the Children of the Food, The fussy pointless
ﬂwniutiun! of the old time, a vast crowd of slly little
people chasing some silly little monarch and the like,
had inderd died out and passed away ; but Change had
not died out. It was only Change that had changed.
The New was coming in its own fashion and beyond the
common undersianding of the world.

To tell fully o. its coming would be to write a great
history, bLat everywhere there was a parallel chain of
happenings. To tell therefore cf the manner of its coming
in one place is to tell something of the whole. It chanced
one stray seed of Immensity fell into the pretty, petty
village of Cheasing Eyebright in Kent, and from the
story of its queer germination there and of the tragic
futility that ensued, one may attempt—followhig ‘one
thread, as it were—to show the direction in which the
whole great loterwoven fabrlc of the thing rolled off the
loom of Time. -

Cheasing Eyebright hod of course a Vicar. There are
vicars and vicars, and of all sorts I love an Innovating
vitar—a piebald progressive professional reactlonary—
the least. But the Vicar of Cheasing Eyebright was
one of the least Innovating of vicars, a most worthy,

ump ripe, and wnservative-minoed Httie pan. It is

ming to go back a Httle in our story to tell of him.
He matched hils village, and one may Ggure them best
together as they used tc:be, on the suns: evenlng when
Mss. Skinner—you will vemember her flight |—brought
the Food with her all unsuspected into these mustic
serenities.
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The village was looking its very best just then, under
that western light. It lay down along the valley beneath
the beechwoods of {he Hanger, a beading of thatched
and red-tiled cottages—cottages with trellised porches
and pyracanthus-lined faces, that clustered closer and
closer 73 the road dropped from the yew trecs by the
church towards the bridge. The vicarage peeped not
too ostentatiously between the trees Leyond the inm, an
early Geogian front ripened bv time, and the epire of
the church rose happily in the depression made by the
valley ia the outline of the hills. A winding stream, a
thia intermittency of sky blue and foam, glittered amidst
a thick margin of reeds aad loosestrife and overhanging
willows, along the centre of a sinuous penr.ant of meadow.
The whole prospect had that curiously English quality
of ripened cultivation—that look of still completeness
—trat apes perfection, under the sunset warmth,

Ani the Vicar too looked mellow, He looked habitu-
ally and essentially mellow, as though he had been a
mellow vaby born into a mellow class, a ripe and fuicy
little Lay. Ome could see, even before he mentioned it,
that he had pone to an fvy-ciad public school In its
anecdotzge, with magnificent traditions, aristocratic
associations, and no chemical laboratories, and puo-
ceeded thence to a venerable co'lege in the very ripest
Gothic. Few books he had younger than a *housand
years ; of tuese, Yarfow and Ellis and good pre-Methodist
sermens made the bulk. He was a man of moderate
height, a little stortened in appearance by his equatorial
dimensions, and & face that bal been mellow from the
first was now climacterically rips. The beard of a David
hid his redundancy of chin; he wore no watch chain
out of refinem.nt, and his modest clerical garments were
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made bv a West End tailor, , . . And he sat with a
hand on either shin, blinking at his village in beatific
approval. He waved a plump palm towards it. His
burthen sang out again, What more could any one
desire ?

“ We are fortunately situated,” he said, putting the
thing tamely.

" We are in a Jastness of the hills,” he exparded.

He sxplained himself at length, * We are cut of it all,”

For they hac been talking, he and his f-end, of the
Horrors of the Age, of Democracy, and Seculur Educa-
tion, and Sky Scrapers, and Motor Cars, and the Ame.ican
Invasion, the Scrappy Readiag of the Public, and the
disappearance of any Taste at all,

* We are out of it all,” he repeated, and eren as he
spoke the footsteps of some one coming smote upon his
ear, and be rolled over and regarded her.

You .figure the old woman’s steadfastly trenulous
advance, the bundle clutched in her gnarled lank hand,
her nose (which was her countenance) wrinkled with
breathless resolution. You see the poppies aodding
fatefully on her bonnet, and the dust-white spring-sided
boots beneath her skimpy skirts, pointing with an fr-
révocable slow alternation =ast and west. Beneathher
arm, a restive captive, waggled and slipped a scarcely
valuab's umbrella, What was there to tell the Vicar
that this grotesque old figure was—so far ug his village
was concerned at any rate—no less than Fruitfol Thance
and the Unforeseen, the Hag weak mrn call Fate, But
for us, you understand, no more than Mrs. Skinner.,

As she was too much encumbered for a curtsey, she
pretended not to see him and his friend at all, and so
passed, flip flop, within three yaurds of them, enward
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down towards the village. The Vicar watched her slow
transit in silence, and ripened a remark the while. . . .

The incident seemed to him of no importance what-
ever. Old womankind, aere perennius, has carred
bundles since the world began. What difference has it
made ?

“ We ore out of it all,” said the Vicar, “ We live in
an atmosphere of simple and permanent things, Birth
and Toil, 'imple seed-time and simple harvest. The
Uproar passcs us by, He was always very great upon
what he called the permanent things. * Things change,”
he would say, * but Humanity—aere derennius.”

Thus the Vicar., He loved a classical quotation subtly
misapplied. Below, Mrs, Skinner, inelegar: but resolute,
had invelved herself curiously with Wilmerding's stile.

II1.

No one knows what the Vicar made of the Giant Pufl-
Balls,

No doubt he was among the first to discover them.
They were scattered at intervals up and down the path
between the near down and the village end—a path he
frequented daily in'his constitutional round. Altogether,
of these abnormal.fungi theie were, from first to last,
quite thirty. The Vicar seems to have stared at each
severallv ard to have prodd~d most of them r.ith his
stick once ur twice. Ore he attempted to measore with
his arr.s, but it Surst at his Ixlon embracs,

He spoke to se\zral people about them, and said they
were * marvellons 1" and he r~lated to at least seven
different persoas the well-knows story of the flagstone
that was lifted from the cellar floor by a growth of fungt
beneath, He looked up his Sowerby to mwe if it was
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Lycoperion coelatum or gigantzwn—like all his kind since
Gilbert White became famous, he Gilbert-Whited. He
cherished a theory that siganieum is unfairly named.

One- does  not know if he observed that those white
spheres lay in tLe very track that old woman of yesterday
had foliowed, or if he noted that the last of ‘he series
swelled not a score of yards from the gate of tha Caddles’
cottage. Ifheopserved these things, he made ro attempt
to place his observaticn on record. His okt iervation in
matters botanical was what the *nferior sort of scientific
people call a * trained observation "—you look for cer-
tain definite things and neglect everything else. And
he did nothing to link this phenomenon with the remarik-
able expansioa of the Caddles’ baby that had been going
on now for some weeks, indeed ever since Caddics walked
over one Sunday afterncon a month or more ago to see
his mother-in-law and hear Mr, Skinner (since defunct)
brag about his management of hens,

IV.

The growth of the pufi-balls following on the expan-
gioa of the Caddles’ baby really ought to have opened
the Vicar's eyes, The latter fact had already come
right into his arms at toe christening—almost over-
pnweﬂng]?. .58

The youngcter bawled with deafening violen~= when
the cold water that sealed its d'vine inheritunce and fts
right to the name of “ Albert Edwasd Caddles ™ fell
upon its brow, Itmalmdybognndmtemﬂpnﬂﬂ-
age, and Caddles, stagzering indsed, but grinning tri-
umphantly at quantitatively- inferior parents, bore it
back to the free-sitting occupied by his party.

* I never saw such a child | * sa’d.the Vicar.
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This was the first public intimation that the Caddles’
baby, which had begun its earthly career a little under
seven pounds, did after all int-nd to be a credit to its
parents. Very soon it was clear it meant to be not only
a credit but a glory. And within a munth their glory
shone so brightly as to be, in connection with people in
the Caddles’ position, improper.

The butcher weighed the infant eleven times. He
was a man of few words, and he soon got throngl with
them, The first time he said, * "E's a good un ;" the
next time he said, “ My word | " the third time he said,
“ Well, mum,” and after that he simply blew enormously
each time, scratched his head, and looked at his scales
with an unprecedented mistrust. Ewvesy ome came to
see the Tip Baby—so it was called by universal consent
—and most of them said, * "E's a Bouncer,” and almost
all remarked to him, *“ Did they ? " Miss Fletcher came
and sasd she ' never did,"” which was perfectly true.

Lady Wondershoot, the village tyrant, arrived the day
after the third weighing, and inspected the phenomenon
narrowly through glasses that filled it with howling terror:
“It's an unusually Big child,"” she told its mother, in
a loud instroctive voice, * You ought to take unusual
care of it, Caddless Of course it won’t go on like this,
being bottle fed, but we must de¢ what we can for it.
I'll serA yor: down some more flannel.”

The docior ceme and.measured the child with a tape,
and put the figares in a notebook, and old Mr. Drift-
hassock; who farn.ed by Up Marden, brought a manure
traveller two miles ott of their way to look at it. The
traveller asked the child’s age three times over, and
said finally that he was blowed. He left it to be Inferred
now and why he wes blowed ; apparently it was the
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child's £2ze blowed him. He alro said it ought to be put
into a baby show, And all day long, out of school hours,
little children kept coming and saying, " Please, Mrs.
Caddles, mum, may we have a luok at your baby, please,
mum ? * until Mrs, Caddles had to put a stop toit. And
amidst all these scones of amazemert came Mrs. Skinner,
and stood and smiled, standing somewhat in *he back-
ground, with each sharp «lbow in a Jank gnaled hand,
and smiling, smiling under and about her rose, with a
smile of infinite profundity.

““It makes even that old wretch of a grandmother
look quite pleasant.” said Lady Wondershoot. “ Though
I'm sorry she’s come back to the village.™

Of course, 48 with almost all cottagers’ babijes, the
eleemosynary element had already come im, %t the
child scon made it clear by colossal bawling, that o far
as the filling of its bottle went, it h~dn't come in yet
nearly enough.

The baby.was entitled to a nine days' wonder, and
every one wondered happily over its amazing growth
for twice that time and more. And then you know,
ins‘ead of its dropping into the background and giving
place to other marvels, it went on growing nore than
ever |

Lady Wondershoot heard Mre. Greenfield, her honse-
keeper, with icfinite amaz>ment.

“ Caddles dewnstairs again. No food. for the child |
My dear Greenfield, it's impossible. Ilue creatwe eats
like a hippopotammus | I'm sure it can f he trae.”

“ I'm sure I bope yor're not belng imposed unon, my
lady,"” said Mrs, Greenfield.

“ It's so difficult to tell with these people,” sald Lady
Wondershoot. * Now I do wish, my good Greenfield,
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that .you'd just go down there yourseli this a‘termoon
and see—see it have its bottle. Big as it is, I cannot
imagine that it needs more than six pints a day."”

‘“ It hasn't no businest to, my lady,"” said Mrs, Green-
field.

The hund of Lady Wondershoot quivered, with that
C.0.5. sot of emotion, that suspicious rage that stirs in
all true wristocrats, at the thought that possibly the
meaner cla ses are after all—as mean as their betters,
and — where the sting liss—swrng points in the
game,

But Mrs. Greenfield could observe no evidence of
peculation, and the order ror an increasing daily supply
to the Caddles’ nursery was issued. Scarcely had the
first irstalment gone, when Caddles was back again at
the great house in a state abjectly apologetic,

“We took the greates’ care of 'em, Mrs. Greenfield,
I do assure you, mum, but he’s regular bust 'em ! They
flew with such vilence, mum, that one button broke a
pane of the window, mum, and one hit me a regular
stinger jest "ere, mum."”

Lady Wondershoot, when she heard that this amasving
child had positively burst out of its beautiful charity
clothes, decided that she must speak to Caddles herself,
He appeared in her presence with uis hair hastily wetted
and srmoothad by hand, breathless, and linging to his
hat brim &s thrugh it -vas a life-belt, and he stumbled
at the carpet edge out of sheer distress of mind.

Lady Wonderauoot liked bullying Caddles, Caddles
was her ideal lowerclass percon, dishonest, faithful,
abject, industrious, and finconceivably incapable of
responsibility. She fold him it was a serions matter,
the way his child wat goiny on.
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“ It's 'is appetite, my ladyshiv,” sald Caddles, with a
rising note.

* Check "im, my ladyshlp, you can’t,” raid Caddles.
* There 'e lies, my ladyship, ard kicks out s does, and
"owls, that dist.essin’. We ‘aven't the ‘eart, my lady-
ship. If we ‘ad—'he neighbours would Interfer., . . "

T.ady Wondershoot consnited the parish doctrr.

“What I want to koow,” said Lady Wordershoot,
“1s it right this child should have such an ex‘raordinary
quantity of milk ?

“ The proper allowance for a child of that age,” said
the parish doctor, *Is a pint and a half ts two pintsin
the twenty-four hours. I don’t see that you are called
upon-to provice more. If you do, it Is your own gener-
osity. Of course we might try the legitimate qrantity
for a few days. But the child, I must admit, seems for
some reason to be physiologically d'fferent. Possibly
what is called a Sport. A case of General Hypertrophy,”

“ 1t fsn't fair to the other parish children,” said Lady
Wondershoot. “ I am certain we ehall have comp'alnts
if this goes on™

* 1 don’t see that any one can be expected to glve more
than the recognised allowance, We might insist on Its
doing with that, or If it woaldn't, serd it as a case Into
the g
“1 cupposc,” sald Lrdy Wondershoot, r+fi=cting,
“ that apart from the size and the appetite, you don't
find anything elss abnormal—nothing munstrons 7 »

“No. No, I don't. But no doult i this growth
goes on, we shall find grave moral and intellectual
deficiencies. One miglt almost prophesy that from
Max Nordau's law. A most gifted and celebrated phi-
losopher, Ludy Wondershoot. He discovered that the
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abnormal is—abnormal, a most valnable discov>ry, and
well worth bearing In mind. I find it of the utmost
help In practice. When I come apon anything abnormal,
I say at once, This Is abnormeL"” His eyes became
profound, his voice dropped, his manner verged upon
the Intiruately confidential, He raised one hand stiffly.
* And I “reat it In that spirit,” he sald.

V.

“Tut, tut 1. said tle Vicar to nis breakfast things—
the day after the coming of Mrs, Skinner. * Tut, tut!
what's this ? ' and poised his glasses at his paper with
a general air of remonstrance.

“ Giant wasps| What's the world couning to? . . .
Amerizzn fournalists, I suppose | Hang these Novelties |
Giart gooseberries are good enough for me.

" Nonsense | " naid the Vicar, and drank off his coffee
at a gulp, eyes steadfast on the paper, and smacked his
lips incredulonsly,

** Bosh | " said the Vicar, rejecting the hint altogether.

But the next day there was more of it, and the light
came,

Not ali at once, however. When he went for his
constitutional that day he was still chuckling at the
absurd story his paper would have had him believe.
Wasp: f.dexd—Xkilling a dog! Incidentsliy as he passed
by the site of *hat first crop of puff-balls he remarke?
that 1ae grass was growing very rank there, but he did
not comnect thrt in any way with the matter of his
amusement. “ 'We should cer{ainly have heard some-
thing of it,”” he said; * Whitstable can't be twenty
miles from here.”

Beyond he found anoth+r pufi-ball, one of the second
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crop, rising likearoc's egg out of the abnormally coars-
ened turf.

The thing came upon him in a flash,

He did not take his usual round that morning. In-
stead he turned aside by the second stile and came round
to the Caddles’ rottage. " Wuere's that baky?" he
demanded, and at the sight of it, * Goodness me | ™

He went up toae village blessing his heart, and met
the dnctor fuli *ilt coming down. THe grasp=d his arm.
“YWhat does tuis mwon?” he said. * Have ycu seen
the paper these last few days ¢ "

The doctor-said he had.

““Well, what's toe matter with that child 7 What's
the matter with everything—wasps, pufi-balls, babies,
gh ? What's making them grow so big ? Thi: is most
unexpected. In Kenttoo! Ifit was America now—"

“It's a little difficult to say just what it is,” said the
doctor, * So far as I can grasp the symptoms—-="'

L1 fﬁ ? (1]

“ It's Hypertrophy—General Hypertrophy."

“ Hypertrophy ? *

“ Yes, Generat—affecting all the bodily stractures—
all the organism. I may say that in my cwn mind,
between ourselves, I'm veiy nearly convinced it's that.
. » « But one has to e careful.”

# Ak ** sald the Vicar, o good deal relieved tn find the
doctor equal to tne situation. ** But how is it it's break-
ing out in this fashion, all over the place 2

*“ That again,” said the doctor, "' is Cifficult to say.”

“ Urshot. Here. I.'s a pretty clear case of spread-

&)

“ Yes," said the doctor. * Yes. I think so. It has

a strong resemblance at any rate to scme sort of epi-
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demic. Probably Epidemic Hypertrophy will meet the

C'ﬂ&ﬂ.“l

* Epidemir: |  said the Vicar * You don’t mean it's
contagious ? "

The doctor smiled gently and rubbed ¢ne hand against
the othe., * That T couldn't say,"” hc said.

“ But——1" cried the Vicar, round-eyed. " If it's
calching— it—it affects us /"

He made a stride up the road =nd tr.ed about,

“I"e fust been there,” he cried. * Hado't I
better——? I'll go home at once and have a bath
and fumigate my clotnes,”

The doctor regarded his retreating back for a moment,
and them turned about and went towards his own
bouse, . . .

But on the way he reflected that one case had been
in the village a month without any one catching the
disease, and after a pause of hesitation decided to be
as brave as a doctor should be and take the risks like a,
man.

And Indeed he was well advised by his second thoughts,
Growth was the last thing that could eveér happen to Lim
again. He could have eaten—and the Vicar could have
eaten—Herakleophorbia by the truckful. For growth
bad done with them. Growth had done with ‘these two.
gentleme for evermore.

VL
It was a dav or so after this conversation—a day or
=p, that is, after the bamning of the Experimental Farm—
that Winkles came to Redwood and showed him an
insulting letter. It was an anonymous letter, and an
anthor should respect his character’s secrets. * You are



THE COMING OF THE FOOD. 155

only taking credit for a natural phenomenon,” said the
letter, “ and trying to advertise yourself by your letter
to the Times. You and your Boomfood! Let me tell
you, this absurdly named food of yours has only the
most accidenta'! connection with those big wasps and
rats, The plain fact is there Is an epidemic of Hyper-
trophy—Contagious Hypertrophy—which you have
about as much JJaim to control as you have to control
the solar systers  The thing is 2s old as che bills, There
was Hypertropay i. the family of Anak.: 'Quite out-
side your range, at Cheasing Eycbright, at the present
time there is a baby—""

“Shaky up ana down wniting. Old gentleman ap-
parently,” saii Redwood. * But it's odd a baby—"

He read a few lines further, and had an inspi-ation.

“By Jovel" said he. * That's my mssing Mrs.
Skinner | *

He descended upon her suddenly in the afterioon of
the iollowing day.

She was engaged in pulling onions in the little garden
before her daughter’s cottage when she saw hin. coming
through the garden gate. She stood for a moment
“ consternated,” -as the country folks say, and then
fulded her arms, and with the little bunch of onions
beld defensively under ber left elbow, awaited his ap-
proach Her mouth opened and shut seversl times;
she mumbled her remaining tooth, and once quite sud-
denly she curtsied, like the blink of an erc-light.

* I thought I should find you,” said Redwood.

“1 thought you migat, sir,” she said, without joy.

* Where's Skinner ?

“'E ain't never written to me, Sir, not once, nor
come nigh of me since I came here, Sir."”
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“ Don't you know what's become of him ? "

 Him not having wntten, no, Sir,"” and she edged a
step towards the left with an fmperfect idea of cutting
off Redwcod from the barn door.

“No one knows what has become of him," said
Redwood.

I dessay "¢ knows,"” said Mrs, Skinner,

* He doesn't tell.”

“he was always a great one for lookiug after ‘imself
and Ikaving them that was near and dear to ‘im.in
trouble, *.7as Skinner. Though clever as could be,” said
Mrs. Skinner. . . .

“ Wheue's this child ? " .sked Redwood abruptly.

She his pardon. )

“* This child I hear about, the child you've been giving
our stuff tu—the child that weighs two stone.™

My3. Skinner's hands worked, and she dropped the
onions. * Reely, Sir,” she protested, “ I don't hardly
know, Sir, what you mean. My daughter, Sir, Mrs.
Caddles, as a baby, Sw." And she made an agitated
curtsey and tried to look innocently inquiring by tilting
her nose to one side.

“Yon'd batter let me ses that baby, Mrs, Skinner,”
said Redwood.

Mrs. Skinner unmasked an eye at him as she led the
way towards the barn. * Of course, Sir, there may
'ave been a [illie, in a'littls can of Nicey I give his father
to bring over from the farm, or a little perhaps what 1
happeped to bring about with me, so to speak. Me
packing In 2 hurry and all . . "

“ Um I sa'] Redwood, after he had cluckered te the
infant for a space. “ Oom1"

He told Mrs. Caddles the baby was a very fine child
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indeed, a thing that was getting well hume to her in-
telligence—and he ignored her altogether after that.
Dresently she left the barn—through sheer insignificance.

“Now you've started 'him, you'll have to keep on
with him, you know,” ge said to Mrs, Skinner.

He turned on her abruptly. * Don't splash it about
this time,” he said.

“ Splash it abeut, Sir? ™

“Ohl you krow."

She indicated knw~ladge by convulsive grs.

* You haven't told these people here? The parents, the
squire and so on at the big heuse, the doctor, no one ? ™

Mrs, Skinner shouk her heal.

“ 1 wouldn't,” said Redwood. . ..

He went to the door of the barn and surveyed the
world about him.. The door of the barn looked between
the end of the cottage and some disused pigneries
through a five-barred gate upon the highroad. FPeyond
was . high, red brick-wall rich with ivy and wallflower
and pennywort, and set along the top with broxen glass.
Beyond the corner of the wall, a sunlit.npotics-board
amidst green and yellow branches reared itseli above
the rich tones of the first fallen leaves and announced
ttat * Trespassers in these Woods will be Prosecuted.”
The dark shadow of a gap in the hedge threw a stretch
of barbed wire into relief,

“ Um,” said kedwood, then in a ueeper wote.* Oom | ™

Theére came a clatter of horses ana the sound of
wheels, and Lady Wondershoot's preys came into
view. He marked th> faces of coacusian and foot-
man, as the equipage aoproached. The ~oachman was
a very fine specime., full and fruity, and be drove with
a_sort of sacramental dignity. Other~ might doubt
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their calling and posivdon in the world, he at any rate
was sure—he drove her ladyship, The footman sat
beside him with folded arms and a face of inflexible
certaintiez. Then the great lady herself became visible,
in a hat and mantle disdainfully inelegant, peering
through her glasses. Tvwo young ladies protruded necks
and peered also,

The Vicar passing on the other side cwept off the hat
from ais David's brow unheeded. . . .

Redwood. remained standing ie .ne doorway for a
long time after the carriage had passed, his bands folded
behind him. His eye: weat to the green, grey upland
of down, and into the clov l-curdled sky, and came back
to the glass-set wall. "He turned upon the cool shadows
within, and amidst spots and blurs of colour regarded the
giant chila amidst that Rembrandtesque gloom, naked
except for a swathing of flannel, seated upon a huge
truss cf straw and playing with its toes.

* I bagin to see what we have done,” he said.

He mused, and young Caddles and his own child and
Cossar’s brood mingled in his mucing.

He langhed abruptly. “Good Lord!™ he said at
some passing thought.

He roused himself preseatly and addressed Mr..
Skinner, * Anyhow he mustn't be tortured by a break
in his food. That at least we can prevent, I shall
send you A <aa every six montbs, Tuat ought to do
for him all right.”

Mrs. Skinner mumbled somethlng abont *If you
think.so, Sir,'’ and * probably got packed by mistake.
. « » Thotght wo harm in giving him a litue,” and so
bythuﬂdnfwﬂmalpmgﬁtumindimtedthat:hu
understood.
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So the child went on growing.

And growing,

“ Practically,” said Lady Wondershoot, * he's eaten
up every calf in the place, If I have any mure of this
sort of thing from thai man Caddles—"

VIL

But even sc secluded wu place as Che.sing Eyebright
could not rest or .>ne in the theory of Hrypertrophy—
Contagi~us or not—in view of the growing hubbub
about the Food, In a little while there were palnful
explanationy for Mis. Skinner —explanations that reduced
her to speechless mumblings of her remalning tooth—
explanations that probed her and ransacked her and
exposed her—until at last she was driven to vake refuge
from a universal convergence of blame In the di nity of
inconsolable widowhood. She turmed her eye—which she
vons.;ained to be watery—upon the angry Lady of the
Manor, and wiped sods from her handa,

* You forget, my lady, what I'm bearing up under,

And she followed np this warning note with a slightly
defiant :

o It's 'IM I think of, my lady, night and day.”

Shnmmprﬁandhnrl!ps,udharwluhttmudnad
faltered : *“ Bein" et, my lady.”

And having established herself on the.e grounas, she
fepeated the affirmation her ladyship hau refused before.
“I'admmmldmwhtlwgiv‘n;thtuhﬂd.my
lady, than any one cowld ‘ave. .

Her ladyxh:ptmadnarm!ndlnmhupeﬁﬂﬂlnc—
huna.mggmgﬂad-ﬂﬁoimmtmmmdwﬂrbyth:

Emissaries, full of diplomatic threatenings, en-
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tered the whirling lives of Bensington and Redwood.
They presented themseives as Parish Councillors, stolid
and clinging phonographically to prearranged statements
“We hold you responsible, Mister Bensingtom, for the
injury inflicted upon our parisa, Slr. We hold you
responsible,”

A firm of solicitors, with a snake of a style—Bang-
hurst, Hrown, Flapp, Codlin, Brown, Tedder, and
Snoxcon, they called themselves, and =ppeared invari-
ably in tur form of a small muvus cunning-looking
gentlemzn with a pointed nose—said ‘vague thizzs about
damages, and there was a polished personage, her
ladyship s agent, who car.e in suddenly upon Redwood
one day and asked, ‘““Well, Sir, and wnat do you proposa
todo?™

To which Redwood answered thal he proposed to dis-
contiue supplying the food for the child, if he or Ben-

were bothered any further about the matter,
Y giva it for nothing as it is," he said, “ and the child
will yell your village to ruins before it dies if you don't
Jet it hwtheﬂuﬁ. The child's on your hands, and
you have to keep it. Lady Wendershoot can't always
be Lady Fountifu and Earthly Providenwe of her
parish without sometimes meeting a responsibility, you
know.”

“ The mischief's done,” Lady Wondershoot declded
when they told her—with expurgations—what Redwood
had said.

“ The mischief’s done,” echoed the Vicar.

Though indeed as a matter ol fact the mischief was

only beghuninz,



CHAPLER THE SECOND.
THE BRAT GIGANTIC.

L.

Tue giant child was ugly—the Vicar would insist.
“He always had been ugly—as all excessive things
must be,” The Vicar's views had carried him out of
sight of just julgment in this matter. The child was
much subjected to smapshots even in that rustic retire-
ment, and their net testimony is against the Vicar,
testifying that the young monster was at first alniost
pretty. with a copious curl of hair reaching to his brow
and a great readiness to smile. Usually Caddles, who
was slightly built, stands smiling behind the baby,

became more subtle and more contestable, He began
to grow, as his unfortunate grandfather would no doubt
have put it, “ rank.” e lost colour and developed an
increasiny effect of being somehow. albeit colenal., yet
%zht. He was vastly delicate. His eyes ‘aad some-
thing about his face grew finer—grew, s people: say,
“ fnteresting” His hair, after one cucting, began to
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how far the youngster's lapse from ideal healthfulness
was the result of living entirely in a whitewished bamn
upon Lady Wondershuut's sense of charity tempered
by* justice. is open to queston.

The photographs of hum that present him from three
to six show him developing into a iound-eyed, faxen-
haired youngster with a truncated nose and a friendly
stare. There Jurks about his lips that never wvery
remote promise of a smile that all the photographs of
the early giant children disply. 7= summer e wears
loose garmuents of ticking tackea together with string;
there i3 usually one of those straw baskets upon his
head that trorkmen use for their tools, and he ia bare-
footed. In one picture he grins broadly and holds a
bitten melon in his hand,

The winter pictures are less numerons and satisfactory,
He wears huge sabots—go doubt of beechwood, and (as
fragments of the inscription “ John Stickells, Iping,”
show) sacks for socks, and his trousers and jacket are
unmistakably cut from. the remains of a gaily pattermed
carpet. Undemeath that there were rude swathings
of flaunel ; five or six yards of flannel are tied comiorter-
fashior, about his neck, The thing on his head is prob-
ably anather sack. He stares, sometimes smiling, some-
times a little roefully, at the camera, Even when he
was only five years old, one sees that half whimsical
wrinkl™g over his soft brown eyes that -choracterised
his face,

H» was from the first, the Vicar always declared, a
terrible nuisance about the village. He seems to have
had a .proportionate impulse to play, much curiosity
and sociablity, and in addiiion there was amrlnm
craving within him-—I grieve to say—ior more to eat.
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In spite of what Mrs. Greenfield called an.* excessively
generous ' allowance of food from Lady Wondershoot,
he displayed what the doctor perceived at once was the
* Criminal Appetite.” It carries out only too com.
pletely Lady Wondershnot's woist experiences of the
lower classes—that in spite of an allowance of nourish-
ment mordinately beyond what is nown to e the
maxioum necessitv even of an adult human being, the
creature was fonnd to steal. And what, he stole he
ate with an inelemun® vo.acity., His great hand would
come over garden walis ; he would covet the very bread
in the bakers' carts. Cheeses went from Marlow’s store
loft, and never a pig-trough was safe from aim. Some
farmer walking oves his field of swedes would find the
great spoor of his feet and the evidence of his nibbling
hunger—a root picked here, a root picked there, and
the holes, with childish cunning, heavily erased. He
ate a swede as one devours a radish. He would stand
and ea* apples from a tree, if no one was about, as normal
children eat blackberries from a bush. In one,way at
any rate this shortness of provisions was good for the
peace of Cheasing Fyebright—for many years he ate up
every grair very mearly of the Food of the Gods that
was, given him. ...

Indisputably the child was troublesome and ont of
place, * He was always about,” the Vicar used to say.
He counld not go ‘o school; he corld not go to charch
uy virtne of the obvious limitatiLns of ity cubical con-
tent. There was some athn.'-pthsa.tisi‘ythuaphituf
that * most foolisk and destructive law "—I quote the
Vicar—the Clementary Edncation Act of 1870, by
getting him to sit outside the open window while instruc-
tich was goimg on within, But his presence there
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destroyed the discipline of the other children; They
were always popping np and peering at him, and every
time he spoke they laughed together, His woice was
so odd! So they let him stay away,

Nor did they persist in pressing him to come to
church, for his vast proportions were of little help fo
devotivn. Yet there they might have had an easier
task ; there are good reasons for guessing there were
the geims of religions feeling somewhere in that big
carcase, The music pethaps Jrew Lum. He was often
in tle churchyard vn a Sunday motning, picking his
way sortly among the graves after the congregation had
gone in, and he would sit the whele service out beside
the porch, listening as one listens ovtside a hive of bees.

At first he showed a certain want of wact ; the people
inside would hear his great-fest crunch restlessly roind
their place of worship, or become aware of his dim face
peecing in throrgh the stained glass, half curious, half
envious, and at times some simple hymn wounl? catch
him unawares, and he would howl lugubriously in a
gigantic attempt at unison, Whereapon little Sloppet,
who was organ-blower and verger and beadle and sexton
and beil-ringer o Sundays, besides being pestman and
chimney-sweep all the week, would go ‘ont very briskly
and valiantly and send him mournfully away. Sloppet,
I am glad to say, felt it—in his more thoughtfal moments
at puy =afs, It was like seuding a dog home when you
start out for » walk, E» told me,

Bt the iniellectual and moral training of young
Caddles, thongh fragmentary, was cxplicit, From the
nirst, Vicar, mothe:, amd all the world, combined to
make it clear to him that his giant strength was not
for mse. It was a misfortune that he had to make the
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best of: He had to mind what was told im, do what
was set Lim, be careful never to break anything nor
hurt anything. Particularly he must not go treading
on things or jostling agaiist things or jumring about.
He had to salute the gentlefoiks respectiul and be
grateful for the food and clothing they spared him out
of their riches, And he learnt all these things sub-
missively, being by nature and habit a teachabls crea-
ture and enly by food and ~ccident gigantic.

For Lady Woracishool, in these early days, he dis-
played the profoundest awe. She jound she could talk
to him best when she was in short skirts and had her
dog-whip, and she ge~ticnlated with that anu was always
a little contemptocus and shrill. But sometimes the
Vicar played mtaster—a minute, middle-aged, rather
breathless David pelting a childish Goliath with .eproof
and reproach and dictatorial command. The monster
was now 50 big that it seems it was irpossible for any
one tc remember he was after all only a child of seven,
with all a child's desire for noticc and amuserent and
iresh experience, with all a child’s craving for respoase,
attention and affection, and all a child's capacity for
dependencs and unrestricted dolness and misery.

The Vicar, walking down the village road some sunlit
morming, wounld encounter an ungainly eighteen feet of
the Inexplicable, as fantastic and uonpleasant to him
as some new fore of Dissent, as it padded fitfuily 2long
with craning neck, seeking, always seeldng the two
primary needs of childhood—something to eat and some-
thing with which to plaw,

There would corte & look of furtive respect into the
creature’s eyes and an attempt to touch the matted
forelock,
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In a limi*sd war the Vicar had an imagination——at
any rate, the remaine® of one—and with young Caddles
it took the line of developing the huge possibilities of
personal injury such vast mascles must possess. Sup-
pose a sudden madness——1 Suppose a mere lapse into
distespect——1 However, the truly brave mian is not
the man who does not feel fear bat the man who over-
comes it. Every time and always the Vicar gyt his
imagination wnder. And Pe used always to address
young Crddles stoutly in a goud clear <ervice tenor,

* Being a good boy, Albert Kdward ?

And the young giant, edging closer to the wall and
blushirg deeply, would answer, * Yessir—trying."”

“Mmd you do,”-said the Vicar, and wounld ge past
him with at most a slight acceleration of his breathing.
Anc vut of respect for his manheod he made it a rale,
whatever he might fancy, never to look back at the
danger, when oace it was passed.

In a fitful manner the Vicar would give young “addles
private tuition. He never taught the monster to read—
it was not needed; bunt he taught him the more im-
portant points of the Catechism—his duty to his neigh-
bour tor example; and of that Deity who would punish
Caddles with extreme vindictiveness if ever he wen-
tured to disobdy the Vicar and Lady Wondershoot.
The lessons would go on in the Vicar's yard, and passers-
by we..d hear that great cranky chillish voice droning
oot the essen*ial teacuings of the Established Church.

" To onner 'n "bey the King and allboer put "nthority
under ‘im. T s’bmit meself t'all my gov'ners, teachers,
spir'shall pastors 4n’ masters. To order myself lowly
‘n rev'rently t'all my betters—"

Presently it became evident that the effect of the
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growing giant on unaccustormed horses ‘was like that of
a camel, and he was told to keep off the highroad, not
orly near the shrubbery (where the oafish smile over
the wall had exasperated her ladyship extremcly), but
altogether. That law he never completely obeyed, be-
cause of *he vast interest the highroad had frr him.
But it turned what had been his constant resort into
a stolen pleasure, He was limited at last almost sntirely
to old pasture and the Downs.

I do not know what h2 would have done i1 ix hai not
been for che Downs. There there were spaces where he
might wander for miles, and over taese speces he wan-
dered. He would pick branch:s from trees and make
insarie vast nosegays there until he was forbidden, take
up sheep and put them in neat rows, from which they
immediately wandered {at this he invariably laughed
very heartily), ontil he was. forbidden, dig away the turf,
great wanton holes, until he was forbidden. . . .

He wounld wander over the Downs as far as the hill
abovi Wreckstone, but not farther, because there he
came upon cultivated iand, and the people, by ceason
of his depredations upou their root-crops, and inspired
moreover by a sort of hostile timidity his big ankempt
appearance frequently evoked, always came out against
him with yapping dogs to drive him away. They would
threaten him and lash at him with cart whips. I have
heard that they would sometimes fire at hinl with shot
guns. And in the other direction he rang=d within sight
of Hickleybrow. From above Thursley -danger he could
get a glimpse of the London, Chatbam, and Dover rail-
way, ‘but ploughea field~ and a suspiciouc hamlet pre-
vented his nearer access.

And after a time there came Doards -great hoards
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with red letters that barred him in every direction. He
could not read what the letters said : * Out of Bounds,”
but in a little while he understood, He was often ‘o
be seen in chose days, by the railway passengers, sitting,
chin on knees, perched up on the Down bard by the
Thursley chalk pits, where afterwards he was set work-
ing. The train seemed to inspire a dim emotion of
friendliness in him, and sometimes Le would wave an
encimous hand at it, and sometimes give it a rustic
incob=rernt aail,

“ Big,"” the peering passenger would say. * One of
thrse Boom childrea, They say, Sir, quite unable to
do anything for itself- little better than an idiot in
fact, and a great burden on the locality.”

* Parents quite poor, I'm told.”

*“ Lives on the charity of the local gentry,”

Uvury one would stare intelligently at that distant
squa‘ting monstrous figure for a space.

" Cood thing that was put a stop to,” some spacious
thinking mind would suggest. * Nice to ’ave ~ few
thousend of them on the rates, ek 7 ™

And usually there was some one wise enough to tell
this philosopher: * You're about Right there, Sir,” in
hearty tones.

IL

He had Lis bad days,

There was, jor example, that trouble with the river.

He made litt’e boats out of whole newspapers, an art
he learnt by watching the Spender boy, and he set them
sailing duwn *he stream—great naper cocked-hats, When
they vanished under the bridge wiich marks the boun-
dary of the etrictly private grouads abent Eyebright
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House, he would give a great shout and rin round and
across Tormat's new field—Lord | how Tormat's pigs
did scamper, to be sure, and tum their good fat into
lean muscle |—and so to meet his boats b the ford.
Rjghta:rmthnmhwusﬂ.mpa.pe:bnatsuihﬁ
used to go, right in front of Eyebright House, right under
Lady Wondershoot’s eyes] Disorganising folded news-
papess | A pretty thing |

Gathering enterprise from impunity, he began babyish
hydraulic enginesring. Ile delved a huge nort for his
paper flerts with an old shed door that served him as a
spade, and, no one chancing to cbserve his operations
just then, be devised an ingenious canal thai' incidentally
flooded Lady Wordershoot’s ice-house, and finally he
dammed the river. Hadammedltnghtmmtha
few vigorous doorfuls of earth—he must have warked
like an avalanche—and down came a most amasing
spate through the shrubbery and washed away Miss
Spink® and her easel and the most promising water-
colour sketch she had ever begen, or, at any rate, it
washed away her easel and left her wet to the kuees
and dismally tucked up in flight to the house, and thence
the waters rushed through the kitchen garden, and so
by,the green door into the lane and down into the river-
bed again by Short's ditch.

l[emwhﬂa the Vicar, interrupted in conversation with
the blachemith, was amazed to ses distressfal wtranded
ﬁﬁlm;ﬁngmtﬂiafewrﬂsidaalpooh,udhmped
green weed in the bed of the stream, whére ten minutes
before thers had Leen might feet and mnm of clear cool
water.,

After that, horrified at his own consequences, young
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returned onlv at the insistent call of hunger, to bear
with stoical caim an amount of violent scoiding that
was more in proportion to his size than anything else
that had ever before fallen to his lot in the Happy
Village.

IIL

Imreediately after that affair Lady Wondershoot, cast-
ing abuut for exemplary additions to the abuse and
fastings she had inflicted, isszed a Ukase, She fssued
it fust to her butle, and very saddenly, so that she
made him jump. He was clearing away the breakfast
things, and whe was staring out of the tall window on the
terrace where the fawns would comec to be fed. * Job-
bet,” she said, in her most imperiai voice—" Jobbet,
this Thirg must work for its living

And she made it quite clear not only to Jobbet (which
was easy), but to every one else in the village, including
young Caddles, that in this matter, as in all thir s, she
meant what she said.

“EKeep him employed,” said Lady Wondershoot.
" That's the tip for Master Caddles.”

“It's the Tip, I fancy, for all Humanity ” said the
Vicar. “The simple duties, the modest round, seed-
time and harvest—"

“ Exactly,” said Lady Wondershoot. * What I always
say Salan finds seme mischief still for idle hands to
do. At any rate ationg the labouring classes. W&
bring up our nuder-housemaids on that principle, always.
What shall wa net him to do ? *

That.was a little difficult. They thought of
things, and meanwhile they broke him in to labour a
bit by using him instead of a borse messenger to carry
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telegrams and notes when extra speed vas needed, and
he also carried luggage and packiig-cases and things of
that sort very conveniently in a big net they found for
him. He seemed to like employment, regarding it as a
sort of game, and Kinkie, Lady Wondershoot’s agent,
seeing him shift a mockery for her one day, was struck
by the brilliant idea of putting him into her chalk quarry
at Thursley Hanger, hard by Hickleybrow. This idea
was carried out, and it siemed they hud settled -his
problem.

He wo.ked in the chalk pit, at first with the zsst of a
playing child, and afterwards with an effect of habit—
delving, loading, doing all thc haulage of the trucks,
running the full ones down the lines towards the siding,
and hauling the empty ones up by the wire of a great
windlass—working tae entire quarry at lasc single-
handed.

I am told that Kinkle made a very good thing irdeed
out of him for Lady Wondershoot, consuming as hbe
did e~arcely anything but his food, though that never
restrained her denunciation of " the Creaure™ as a
gigantic parasite upon her charity. . . .

At that dme he nsed to wear a sort of smeck of sack-
ing* trousers of patched leather, and iron-shod sabots.
Over his head was sometimes a queer thing—a worn-out
beehive straw chair it was. but usually he went bare-
headed. He would be ing alout ths pit wita a
powerful deliberation, and the Vicar on his constitutional
round wonld get there about midday to 4nd him shame-
fully eating his vast need of food with b back to all
the world.

His food was brought to him every day, a mess of
grain in the husk, in a truck—a small railway truck,
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like one of +he trucks he was perpetually filling with
chalk, and this load k2 used to char in an old limekiln
and then devour. Sometimes he would mix with it a
bag of sugar. Sometimes he would sit licking a lump
of such salt as is piven to cows, or eating a huge lump
of dates, stones and all, such as one sees in London on
barrows. For drink he walked to the rivulet beyond
the burnt-out site of the Experimental Farm at Hickley-
brow and put down his face (o the stream. It was from
his drink’ngs in that way after eating that the Food of
the Gods did at last get loose, spreading- first of all in
huge weeds from the rives-side, then in big frogs, bigger
trout wnd stranding carp, and s. last in a fantastic
exuberance of vegetation all over the little valley.

And cfter a year or so the queer monstrous grub things
in the Beld before the blacksmith's grew so big and de-
velop.d into such frightful skipjacks and cockchafers—
moter cockchafers the boys called them—that they drove
Lady Wondershoot abroad.

IV.

But soon the Food was to enter upon a new phase of
its work in him. In spite of the simple instructions of
the Vicar—instructions intended to round off the moGest
natural life befitting a giant pessant, in the most com-
plete and final manner—he began to ask questions, to
inquire intc things, to fhink., As he grew from boyhood
to adolescence it became increasingly evident that his
mind had procecses of its own—out of the Vicar’s control.
The Vicar did his best to ignoce this distressing phe-
nomenon, ba* still—he could fel it thete.

The young giant’s material for thought lay about him.
Quite involuntarily, with his spacious views, his constant
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overlooking of things; he must have seer a good deal of
human life, and as it grew clearcr to him that he too,
saye for this clumsy greatness of his, was also human,
he must have come to realise more and mors just how
much was shut against him by his melancholy distine-
tion! The sociable hum of the echool, the mystery of
Teligion that was partaken in such finery, and which
exhaled so sweet a strain of melody, the jovial chorusing
from the Inn, the warmly plowing rooms, candle-lit and
fire-lit, into whick he peered out of the darkniss) or again
the shonting excitement, the vigour of flannellrd exer-
cise upon some imperfectly anderstond issue that centred
about the cricket-fieldl—all thewe things must have cried
alonc to his companionable heart. It would seem that
as his adolescence crept upon him, he began te. take a
very considerable nterest in the proceedings of lovers,
in those preferences and pairings, those close intimacies
that are so cardinal in life,

One Cunday, just abont that hour when the stars and
the hats and the passions of rural life come out, there
chanced ‘to be a young couple * kissing ewch other a
bit " in Love Lane, the deep hedged lane that runs out
back towaids the Upper Lodge. They were 7iving their
littlz emotions play, as secure in the warm still twilight
as any lovers conld be. The only conceivable interrup-
tion. they thought possible must come pacing visibly up
the lane; the twr.ivn—inut hedge towards: the suent
Dnmmmaﬂ.tuthnmmﬂmlutrgumm

Then suddenly—incredibly—they were lifted and
drawn apart.

They discovered themselves held up, each with & finger
and thumb under the armpits, and with the perplexed
brown eyes of young Caddles scanning thejs warm flushed
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faces. They were raturally dumb with the emotions of
their sitnation.

* Why do you like doing that ? " asked young Caddles,

I gather the embarrassmeny continued until the swain,
remembering his manhood, vehemently, with Iloud
shouts, threats, and wvirile blasphemies, such as became
the occasion, bade young Caddles under penalties put
them Jdown. Whereupon young Caddles, remembering
his manners, did put them cown politely and very care-
fully. ap1 conveniently near for a re:umption of their
embraces, and having hesitated above them fc- a while,
vanished again into the twilight. , . .

“ Brt I felt precious silly,” the swain confided to me.
“ We couldn't 'ardly look at one another—bein' c.ught
like that.

“KsEng we was—youn kmow.

“ And the cur'vus thing is, she blamed it all on to
me,"” said the swain,

" Flew out something outrageous, and wounlde'. *ardly
speak tc me all the way ‘ome. . , .”

The giant was embarking upon investigations, there
could be no doubt. His mind, it became manifest, was
throwing vp questions. He put them to few people as
yet,hlrtth&ptmuhludh:m. His mother, one gathars,
sometimes came in for cross-examination.

He used to come into the yard behind his mother's
cotiage, ard, after 'a careful inspection of the ground
for hens and -hicks, he would sit down slowly with his
back against the barn, In a minute the chicks, who
liked him, would be pecking al’ over him at the mossy
chall-mnd in the seams of his clothing, and if it was
blowing up for wet, Mrs. Caddles' Litten, who never lost
her confidence in him, would assume a finuous form
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and start scampering into the cottage, un to the kitchen
fender, round, out, up his leg, up his body, right up to
his shoulder, meditative moment, and then scat! back
again, and so on. Sometimes she would sticl: her claws
in his face out of sheer gaicty of heart, but he never
dared to touch her because of the uncertain weight of
his hand upon a creature so frail. Besides, he rather
Liked to be ticklel. And after a time he wonld put
some clumsy questions to his mother.

“ Mother,” he would say, “if it's good to work why
doesn't cvery one work ?

His mother would look up at him and answer, “ It's
good for the likes of us.”

Hu would meditate, ** Wy ? "

And going unanswered, * What's work for, mother ?
Why do I cut chalk aad you wash clothes, day wfter'day,
while Lady Wondershoot goes about in her cacricge,
mother, and travels off to those beautiiul foreign ~oun-
tries y. and I muostn't see, mother 7"

* Bhe's a lady," said Mrs, Caddles.

* Oh," said young Caddles, and meditated profcandly.

*“If there wasn't gent'efolks to make work for us to
do,” said Mrs. Caddles, * how should we poor people
get=a living ?

This had to be digested.

* Mother," he tried again; "if there wasn't any
gentlefolks, wouldn't things belong to poople like me
and you, and if they did—"

*“ Lord sakes and drat the Boy | " Mre. Caddles would
say—she had with the hulpnilgoodmf..nuryhmma
quite a florid «nd. vigorous individualitv sinca Mrs.
Skinner died. *“'Siuce your poor dear grandma was
took, there’s no abiding you. Dox’t you arst no ques-
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tions and yca von' be told no les. If once I was to
start out answerin' ycu serfous, y'r father ‘d ‘ave to go
and arst some one else for 'is supper—Ilet alone finishin'
the washir.".”

“ All right, mother,” he would say, after a wondering
stare at her. " I didc't mean to warry.”

And he would gu on thinking.

V.

He was thinking too four years after, when +he Vicar,
now no louger ripe but over-ripe, saw him for the last
time of all. You figurr the old gentleman visibly a
little older now, slacker in his girth, a little coar.ened
and a little weakened in his thought and speech, with
a qu.veriag shakiness in his hand and a quivering shalki-
ness in his convictions, but his eye still bright and merry
for 21l the troulle the Food-had caused his village and
himself. He had been frightened at times c..d dis-
turbed, but was he not alive still and the same =till ?
and fifteen long years—a fair sample of eternity—had
turned the trouble into use and wont.

* It was a disturbance, I admit,” he would say, " and
things are different—different in many ways. ' There wvas
ahmewhmnhc;rmuldwmd but now a man must go
uutmthmmdcmwhu—mmmuphmdumhy
the thickeis at least, And it's a little strange still' to
us old-fashioncd people for all this valley, even what used
to be the river bed before they irrigated, to be under
wheat—as it is this year—twen'y-five feet high. They
used the old-fashioned scythe here twenty years ago,
and they would bring home the harvest on a waln—re-
joicing—in a simple honest fashion. A little. simple
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drunkenness, a little frank love-mak’ng, ‘o Lonclude. . . .
Poor dear Lady Wondershoot- she didn't like these
irmovations. Very conservative, poor dear ladyl A
touch of the eighteenth century about he., I always
said. Her language for szample, . . . Bluff vigour. . . .

“ She died comparatively poor. These big weeds got
into her garden. She was not ome of these gardening
women, but she Eked her garden in order—things grow-
mgwhmthermphnttdandnsthermPhntﬁd—
under control. . Thawaythlngg:ﬁ *7as Unex-
pected- upae.thurldma. . She didn't like ﬂ:nper-
petual invasion of this ynung monster—at last she besan
to fancy he was alw.ys gaping at her over her wll. . . .
She didn't like his being nearly as high as her house.
. « » Jarred with her sense of propertion. Poor dear
lady | I had hoped she would last my timu. It was
the big cockchafers we had for a year or so that cecided
her, They came from the giant larse—nasty things
as big s rats—in the valley turf. . . .

“ And the ants no doubt weighed with her also.

" Since everything was upset and there was po peace
and quietness anywhers now, she said she thought she
might just as well be at Monte Carlo as arywhere else,
And she went.

“She played pretty boldly, I'm told. Died In a
hotel there, Very sad end. . .. Exile. , . . Not—not
what one considers meet. . . . A natural Jeader ol our
English people. . , . Uprooted. Sol ...

“ Yet after all,” harped the Vicar, " it comes to very
little. A nuisance ol comrse. Childie.. cannot run
abont so freely au they used to do, what with ant bites
and so forth. Perlaps it's as well. . . . Thers used to
be talk—as though this stufi would revolutionise every-
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thing. . . . Bat thers is something that defies all these
forces of the New. .. I don't know of course. I'm
not one of your modemn philosophers—explain everr-
thing with :ther and atoms. Evolution. Rubbish like
that, What I mean is sometbing the 'Ologies don't
include, Matter of reason—not understanding. Ripe
wisdom. Human uature. Aere peremnius, . . . Call it
whﬂtmwiﬂil‘l

And so at lact it came to th2 last time.

The Vicar bad no intimation of what ay so close upon
him. He did his customary walk, over by Farthing
Down, as h> had done it for more than a score of years,
and so to toe place whence he -vould watch young
Caddles, He did the rise over by ihe chalk-pit vrest
a little pufily—he had Jong since lost the Muscular
Christian 3tride of early days; but Caddles was not at
his work, and then, as he skirted the thicket of giant
bracken that was beginning to obscure and overshadow
the Hanger, he came upon the monster's hug: form
seated on the hill—brooding as it were upon the world.
Caddles’ knees were drawn up, his cheek was on his
hand, his head a little aslant. He sat with his shoulder
towards the Vicar, 'so that those perplexed eyes could
not be seen. He must have been thinking very In-
tcntly—ﬂtﬂrmhhﬂwaﬂﬁiﬁiﬂﬂ'?ﬂ?ﬂ- = e

He never tumed round. He never kmew that the
Vica., whu had playcd so large a part In shaping his
life, looked the:. at him for the very last of Innumerabie
times—did not kuow even that he was there. (So it is
so many part'ngs happen) Th. Vicar was struck at
the timeby tbe fact that, after ull, no oue on earth had
the slightest idea of what this gre.t monster thought
about when he saw fit to rest from his labours. But
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he was too indolent to follow up that ncw theme that
day;: he fell back from its svegestion into his older
grooves of thought.

“ Aere perennius,” he whispered, walking 'owly home-
ward by a path that no longer ran straight athwart
the turf after its former fashion, but wound circuitously
to avoid new sprung tussocks of giant grass. “ Nol
nothing is charged. Dimensions are nothing, The
simple round, the commor way——"

And that night, quite painlessly, and al’ rnknowing,
he himealf went the common way—out of this Mystery
of Change he had spent his lif= in denying.

They buried him in the chnrchyard of Cheasing Eye-
brigut, near to the largest yew, and the modest tomb-
stone bearing his epitaph—it ended with: Ut én Prin-
cipio, nunc est ef semder—was almost immediataly Fidden
from the eye of man by a spread of giant, grey tess=lled
grass too stout for scythe or sheep, that came sweeping
like a g over the village out of the germinating moisture
of the valley meadows in which the Food of the Gods
had been working.



BOOK IIL
THE HARVEST OF THE FOOD.



CHAPTER THE FIRST.
THE ALTFRED WORLD.

L

CHANGE played in fts new fashion with tho world. for
twenty years. To rmost men the new things carnoe little
by Fttle and day by day, remarkably enough, but not
s0 abruptly as to overwhelm, But to one map at least
the full accumulatior of those two decades of the Food's
work was to be revealed suddenly and amazingly in one
day. For our purpose it is convenient to take him for
that ona day and to tell something of the things he saw.
This man was a convict, a prisoner for life— his crime
is no concern of ours—whom the law saw fit to pasdon
after twenty years. Oue summer morning this poor
wretch, who had left the world a young man of three-
an--twenty, found himself thrust oot again from
grey simplicity of toll and discipline, that had become
his life, into a dazzling freedom. They had put un-
accuston.ed clothes upon him ; his hair had béen growing
for some weeks, and he had parted it now for some days,
and there he stood, in a sort of shabby and clumsy new-
ness of body and 1iind, blinking with his ¢ 7es and blink-
ing Indeed with h's sowl; ewdside again, trving to realise
one incredible thing, that after all he was again for a
little whils in the world of life, and for all other incredible
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things, totall roprepared. He was so fortunate as to
have a brother who cared enough for thewr distant
common memories to come and meet him and clasp his
hand—a L-other he had left a little lad, and who was
now a bearded prosperous man —whose very eyes were
unfamiliar, And together he and this stranger from
his kindred came Jown Into the town of Dover, saying
little to one another and feeling many things.

They sat for a space in a prblic-house, the one answer-
ing the gqrecdons of the other wbout thi- person and that,
reviving queer old points of view, brushing asid~ endless
pew aspecis and new perspectives, and then it was time
to go t7 the station and take the “ondon train. Their
names and the personal things they had to talk »f do
not matter to our story, but only the changes and all
the vtrargeness that this poor retumning sounl found in
the orce familiar world.

In Dover itsell he remarked little except the goodness
of beer from pewter—never before had there be=n such
a dranglt of beer, and it brought tears of gratitude to
his eyss. " Beer's as good as ever,” said he, believing
it infinitely better, . . .

It was only as the train rattled them past Folkestone
that he conld look oot beyond his more immediate
emotions, to see what had happened to the world, He
peered out of the window. * It's sunny,” he said for
the twelfth time. “ I couldn’t ba' had better weather,”
And then for the first time it dawned upon him tlat
there were novsl disproportions in the world, * Lord
sakes,” he crlzc, sitting up and ‘nﬂhugamatudiurthu
first tim=s, “but them’s mort.! grent thissels growing
out thmnnthubankbythatbrm If s0 be they
be thissels ? Or "ave, I been forgetting 7 "
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But they were thistles, and whkat Le iook for tall
bushes of broom was the new g.ass, and amidst these
tkings a company of British soldiers—red-coated as ever
—was skirmishing in accordance with the d.rertions of
the drill book that had been partially revised after the
Boer War. Then whack ! into a tunnel, and then into
Sandling Junction, which was now embedded and dark
—its lamps were wll alight—in a great thicket of rhodo-
dendron that had crept oat of some adjacent gardens
and grown enornously up the valley, Thee was a
train -of trucks on the Sandgate siding piled hish with
rhododendron logs, and here it was the returning citizen
heard first of Boomfuod.

As they sped out into a country again that seemed
absolutely unchanged, the two brothers wers hard at
their explanations. The one was full of eager, dull
questions ; the other had never thought, had pyver
troubled to see the thing as a single 1act, and h. was
allusive and difficult to follow. “ It's this here Boom-
food <tuff,” he said, touching his bottom rock of know-
ledge, ™ Don't you kaow? ‘*Aven’t they told you—
anynf'em? Boomfood! Youlmow—Boomfood What
all ‘the election’s about, Scientific sort of stuff. ‘Asn't
no one ever told you ?

He thought prison had made his brother a fearful
duffer not to know that.

They made wide shots at each other by way of ques-
tion and answer. Between these scraps of talk were
intervals of window-gazing. At first tLe man’s interest
in things was vague and general. His 1magination had
been busy with waat oid so-and-so woul® say, how so-
and-so would look, how-he would say to all and sundry
certain things that would present his “ nutting rway



186 THE FOON OF THE GODS.

in a mitigatea Fght, This Boomfood came in at first as
it were a thing in an odd paragraph of the newspapers,
then as a source of intellectual difficulty with his brother.
But it came to him presently that Boomfood was per-
sistently coming in upon any topic he

In thase days the world was a patchwork of fransition,
so that this great new fact came to him in a series of
shocks cf contrast. The process of change had not been
unifvrm ; it had spread from one centre of distribution
hmmﬂmth&rmtmthw The country was in
patclies : great areas where the Food was still w0 come,
and areas where it was aheady in the soil and in the air,
sporadic and contagious. It was a bold new motif
creeping in among ancient and venerable alrs,

The contrast was very vivid indeed along the line
from Dover to London at that time. For a space th
traversed just such & country-side as he had
since his childhood, the emall oblongs of field,
lined, of a size for pigmy horses to plough, the litue
three cart-widths wide, the elms and oaks and
dotting these fields about, little thickets of willow beside
the streams, ricks of hay no higher than a glant's knees,
dolls’ co‘tiges with diamond panes, brickfields, and
sh‘aggl.m; /village streets, tk> larger honses of the petty

railway ban'ts, garden-set statioms,

L

thmmﬂhnnpatchutwhﬂmwhﬂ-ﬁﬂuﬂglmt
thistls defying the axe; here and there a ten-foot puff-
ball or the ashen rtems of some burnt-out patch of
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to foreshadow In any way the strangs ligness of the
wheat and of the weeds that were huiden from him
not a dozen miles from his route just over the hills in
the Cheasing Eyebright valley. And then presently
the traces of the Food would begin, The first striking
thing was the great new viaduct at Tonbridge, where
the swamp of the choked Medway (due to a giant variety
of Chara) began in those days. Then apain tae little
country, and then, as the petty multitudizons immensity
of London spread out uncer its haze, the truces of man's
fight to keep out greatness became abundant and in-
cessant,

In that south-eas*ern region of London at that time,
and all about where Cossar and his children lived, the
Food had become mysterously insurgent at a hundred
points; the little life went on amidst daily porients that
only the deliberation of their increase, the slow
growth of usage to their presence, had robbed of, their
warnire. But this retuming citizen peered out to see
for. the first time the facts of the Food strangu and pre-
dominant, scarred and blackened areas, hig unsightly
defences and preparations, barracks and arsenals that
this subtls, persistent influence had forced into the life
of men.

Here, on an ampler scale, the experience of the first

Farm had been repeated time and again.
It had b2en in the inferior and accidenta® things or life
—under foot and in waste places, frregularly and irrele-
vantly—that the coming of a new forcs and new ‘issues
had first declared itsel’, There were goct evil-smelling
yards and enclyswes wshere some invincible jungle of
weed furnished fuel for gigantic machinery (little cockneys
came to stare at its clangorous oiliness and tip the men
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a sixpence) ; thrre were roads and tracks for big motors
and wvehicles—.0adz made of the interwoven fibres of
hypertrophied hemp; there were towers containing
steam sirers that could yell al once and warn the world
against any new Inswgence of vermin, or, what was
queerer, venerable chwrch towers conspicuously fitted
with a mechanical scream. There were little red-painted
refuge nnts and garrison shelters, each with its 3oo-yard
rifle range, wke=re the riflemen practised daily with soft-
nosed ammunition at targets .o the shape of monstrous
rats.

Six timcs since the day of the Skinners there had
been ovtbreaks of giant rats—each time from the south-
weat London sewers, and now they were as much an
accepted fact there as tigers in the delta by Calcutta. . . .

TE> mn's brother had bought n paper in a heedless
sort of way at Sandling, and at last this chanced to catch
the eve of the rcleased man, He opened the unfamiliar

seemed to him to be smaller, more numer-
ous, and different in type from the papers of the times
befcre—and he found himself confronted with-innumer-
able pictures about things so strange as to be uninterest-
ing, and with talh columns of printed ma‘ter whose
headings,. for the most part, were as unmeaning as
though they had been written In a foreign tongne—
* Great Speech by Mr. Caterham ;" “ The Boomfood
Ia‘_‘_“l'l'

“ Who's thir here Cairerham ? "' he asked, in an atten.pt
to muke conversation.

* He's all rglt,” said his brother.

“Ak! Sort of pofiticlan, eh 2 ™

* Goin’ to turn out the Government. Jolly well time
he did.”
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“Ah1" He reflected. “ I suppose .ll *he lot I used
to know—Chamberlain, Rosebary—all that lot—
What? ™

His brother had grasped his wrist and poited out of
the window.

“That's the Cossars!” The eyes of the released
prisoner followed the finger's direction. and saw—

“ My Gawd | ” he cried, for the first time realiy over-
come with amazement. The paper dropped into final
forgottenness be*ween his feet. Through ihe. trees ha
could see very distinctly, standing in an easy attitude,
the legs wide apart and the hand erasping u ball as if
about to throw it, a gigantic human figure a good
forty feet *high. The figure glittered in the sunlight,
clad in a suit of woven white metal and belfed with
a broad belt of steel. For a moment it focussed all
attention, and then the eye was wrested to another more
distant Giant who stood prepared to catch, and ' be-
came anoarent that the whole area of that great bay in
the. hills just north of Sevenoaks had been s:arred to
gigantic ends.

A hugely banked entrenchment overbung the chalk
pit, in which stood the house, a monstyous squat Egyptian
shope that Cossar had built for his sons when-the Giant
Nursery had served fts turn, and behind was a great dark
shed that might have covered a cathedral, in which a
splutterig incandescence came and went, anii from out
vi which came a Titanic hammering to beat upon the
ear, Then the attention leapt back to the giant us the
great ball of fron-bourd timber soared vp out of his
hand.

The two men stocd up and stared. The ball seomed
as big as a cask.
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“Caught!” cded the man from prison, as a tree
blotted out the thrower.

The train looked on these things only for the fraction
of a minute and then passed bihind trees into the Chisle-
burst tunnel, “ My Gawd [ " said the man from prison
again, as the darkness closed about them. " Whyl
that chap was as 'igh as a "ouse.”

“ Thut's them young Cossars,” said his brother, jerk-
ing his head allusively—“what all this trouble's
about. . . .

They emerged again to discover more siren-surmounted
towers, mecre red huts, and then the clustering villas of
the outer suburbs, The art of billsticking had lost
nothing in the interval, and from countless tall Lrard-
fngs, from honse ends, from palings, and a hundred
such puirts of vantage came the polychromatic appeals
of the great Boomfood election. * Caterbam," * Boom-
food,” and “ Jac’: the Giant-killer ' agaiu and again and
again, and monstrous caricatures and distorfions—a
hundred varieties of misrepresentations of those great
and shining figures they had passed so nearly only a few

III

It had been the purpose of the younger brother to do
a very magnificent thing, to celebrate this return to life
by a dianes ot some restaurant of indisputabl. quality,
a dinner that should ve followed by all that glitteriug
succession of impressions the Music Halls of those days
were 5o capehl: of giving. It was a worthy plan to
wipe off the more siperficial stains of *he prison house
by this display of free indulgence; but so far as the
second jtem went the plan was changed. The dinner
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stood, but there was a deslre alread)’ rrore powerful
than the appetite for shows, already n'ore efficlent in
turning the man’'s mind away from his grim prepossession
with his past than any theatre could be, and that was an
enormons curiosity and perplexity about this Boomfood
and these Boom children—this new portentous giantry
that seerued to dowminate the world, “I 'avea’t the
‘ang of 'em,” he said. * They disturve me.”

His brother had that fineness of mind that can even
set aside a contemplated Sospitality. “ It's your even-
ing, dear old boy,” ks said. * We'll try to get into the
mass meeting at the People'a Palace.”

And at last the man from prison had the luck to find
himself wedged inte a packed multitude and staring from
afar at a little brightly lit platform under an organ and
a pallery. The organist had been playing =oraething
that had set boots tramping as the people swarmed In ;
but that was over now.

Hardly had the man from prison settled into place and
done his guarrel with an importunate stranger who
elbowed, before Caterham came, He walked out of a
shadow towards the middle of the platform, the most
insigoificant little pigmy, away therc in the disiance, a
little black figure with a pink dab for a face,—in profile
one saw his guite distincdve aquiline nose—a little
figure that trafled after it most inexplicably—a cheer,
A cheer it was that begau away there and giew and
spoead. A little spluttering of vcices abont the platform
at first that suddenly leapt up into a flazae of souzd and
swept athwart the whole mass of humeuity within the
building and without. How they cheered| Hoorayl
Hooray |

No one in all those myriads cheered like the man from
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prison. The ters poured down his face, and he only
stopped cheerirg at last because the thing hid choked
him. You must have been in prison as long as he before
you can understand, or even begin to understand, what
it means to a man to 1=t his lungs go in a crowd. (But
for all that he did not even pretend to himself that
he knew what all this emotion was about) Hooray!
O God |—Hoo-ray |

And then a sort of silence. Caterham’had subsided
to a conspicious patience, ané subordinate and inaudible
persons were saying and doing formal 4nd insignificant
things. It was like hearing voices through the noise
of leaves in spring. “ Wawawawa——" What did it
matter ? People in the audience talked to one arother.
“ Wawawawawa—"" the thing went on. Would that
grey-headed duffer never have done? Interrupting ?
Of course they were interrupting. ** Wa, wa, wa, wa—"
But shall we hear Caterham any better ¢

Meanwhile at any rate there was Caterham to stare
at, and one could stand and study the distant prospect
of the great man’s features. He was easy to draw was
this man, and already the world had him to study at
leisure on lamp chimneys and children’s plates, on Anti-
Boomfood medals and Antl-Boomfood flags, on the
selvedges of Caterham silis and cottons and in the
linings of Good Old English Caterham hats. He per-
vades L1l the carcature of that time. One sess him as
a sailor standing to .n old-fashioned gun, a port-ire
label'sd “ New Boomfood Laws” in his hand; while
in the sea wallvws that huge, ugly, threatening monster,
“ Boomfood ;* or ha is cap-2-pie in armour, St. George's
cross on shield and helm, and a cowardly titanic Caliban
sitting amidst desecrations at the mouth of a horrid
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cave declines his gauntlet of the “New Boomfood
Regulations ; ' or he comes flyirz down as Persens and
rescies a chained and beauntiful Andromeda (labelled
distinctly about her belt as * Civilisation ™) from a
wallowing waste of sea ronster bearing upon its various
necks and claws * Irreligion,” * Trampling Egotism,”
" Mechanism,"” * Monstrosity,” and the like. But it
was as " Jackdhe Giant-killer ** that the popular imagina-
tion considered Caterham most correctly cast, and it
was in the vein p a Jack the Giant-killer poste~ that the”
man from prison enlarged that distant miniature

The “ Wawawawa " came abruptly to an end.,

He's done. He's sitting down. Yes! No! Yes!
It's <Caterham! * Caterham!"™ * Catertham!” And
then came the cheers.

It takes a multitude to make such a stillness as folliwed
that disorder 'of cheering. A man alone in a wildeincss ;
—it's stillness of a sort no doubt, but he hears hinself
breathe, he hears himself move, he hears all soris of

mngs. Here the voice of Caterham was the one single
thing heard, a thing very bright and clear, like ~ Lttle
light burning in a blacl: velvet recess. Hear fndeed |
One heard him as though he spoke at one's elbow.

I* was stupendously effective to the man from prison,
that gesticulating little figure in a halo of light, in a halo
of rich and swaying sounds ; behind it, partially effaced
as it were, sat its supporters on the platforn, and in the
foreground. was a wjde perspective of innu.nerable backs
and profiles, a vast multitudinous attenton. That little
figore seemed to pave absorbed the soustance from
them all.

Caterham spoke o! our ancient institutions. * Ear-
earear,” roared the crowd. * Ear| ear ™ said the man

7
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from prison. H::spoke of our anclent spirit of order and
justice. ** Earcairear!' roared thecrowd. * Earl Earl”
cried the man from prison, deeply moved. He spoke of
the wisdor of our forefathers, of the slow growth of
venerable institutions, of moral and social traditions,
that fitted our English national characteristics as the
skin fils the hand. “Ear! Ear!" groaned the man
from prison, with tears of excitement on his chzeks.
And now all +hese things were to go into the melting
pot. VYes, futo the melting put] Becruse three men in
London twenty years ago had seen fit to mix something
indescrivable in a bottle, all the order and sanctity of
things—— Cries of “ Nol Nol"—Well, if it was not
to be so, they must exert themselves, tht.y muct say
gmﬂ-hje to hesitation~~— Here there came a gust of
cheering. They must say good-bye to hesitation and
half measures.

“We have heard, gentlemen,'” crled Caterham, “ of
nettles that become giant nettles. At first thev are no
murcth;:nuthern.ettlﬁ—litﬂﬁphntﬂthataﬁ:mhand

grasp and wrench away ; but if you leave them—if
wnlﬁ?ethem,thergmwmthmchapuwerﬂipmﬂm
ous expansion that at last yon must needs have axe and
rope, you must needs have danger to life and limb, vou
must needs have toil and distress—men may be killed in
their felling, men may be killed in their felling—"'

Therv came a stir and interruption, and ther, the man
from prison heard Caterham’s volce.agaln, ringing cloar
and »trong: “ Leam about Boomiocod from Boomiood
itself and——"He pansed—"' Gras} your nelle befors
it {5 don lats I™

He stoppea and stood wiping his lips. “ A crystal,”
cried some one, “ a crystal,” and then came that same
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strange swift growth to thunderrus tumult, until the
whole world seemed cheering. . . .

The man from prison came out of the hall at last,
marvellously stirred, apd with that in his face that
marks those whe have seen a vision. He knew, every
one knew; his ideas were no ionger vague, He had
come back to a world in crisis, to the immediate decision
of a stupendons issne. He must play his pact in the
great conflict like a man—Ilike a free, responsible man,
The antagonism presented itself as a picturc. On the
one hoad those easy gipantic mail-clad figures of the
morning—one saw them now in 4 differsnt light--on
the other: this little black-c!ad gesticulating creature
under the limelight, that pigmy thing with its ordered
flow of melodious persuasion, its little, marvellously pene-
trating voice, John Caterham—" Jack the Giant-kaller.”
They must all unite to * grasp the nettle " before it was
‘Imm:l

III!

The iallest and strongest and most regarded of all
the children of thy Food were the thres sons of Cossar,
The mile or so of land near Sevencaks in which their
boyhood passed became sn trenched. so dug ount and
twisted about, s0 covered with sheds and huge working
models and all the play of their developing pywers, it
was like no other place on earth. And long since it
had become too little for the things they sought to do.
The eldest son was a mighty schemer of #heeled engines ;
he had made himself a sort of giant bicycle that no read
in tke world hau 100m yor, no bridge coul” bexr. There
it stood, a great thiug of wheels and engines, capable of
two hundred and fifty miles an hour, ueeless save that
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now and then he world mount it and fling himself back-
wards and forwards azross that cumbered work-yard.
He had meant to go around.the little world with i*;
he had made it with that intention, while he was still
no more than a dreaming boy. Now its spokes were
rusted deep red like wounds, wherever the enamel had
been chipped away.

“ Yor must make a road for it firs{, Sonnie,’ Cossar
had said, “ betore you can do that.”

So one morning about dawn the young giant and his
brothers had set to work to make a road about th> world.
Tkey seem to have had an inkling of opposition impend-
ing, anc they had worked with remarkable vigour. The
world had discovéred them soon enough, driving that
road as straight as a flight of a bullet towards the English
Chanmel, already some miles of it levelled and made and
stawoped hard, They had been stopped befors midday
by-a vast crowd of excited people, owners of land, land
agents, Jocal authorities, lawyers, policemen, soldiers
even.

“W2're wnaking a road,” tha biggest boy had ex-

“ Make £ road by all means,” said the leading lawyer
on the gronnd, ' but pleas~ respect the rights of other
people. You have already infringed the private rights
of twenty-seven private proprietors; let alone the
special privileges and property of an urban district
board, nine parish councils, & county council, two gas-
works, and a ralway company, « « »

“Goodney | said the elder Loy Cossar,

* You will have to stop it."”

“ But don't you want a nice straught road in the place
of all thess rotten ruity little lanes ?
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“1 won't say it wouldn't be advuntageous, but—"

“It isn't to be done,” said the eldest Cossar boy,
picking ap his fools,

“ Not in this way,” said the lawyer, * cenairly.”

“How is it to he dona ? "

The leading lawrer's answer had been comolicated
and vague,

Cossar had come down to see the mischief his children
had done, and reproved them severely and lamghed
enormously and seemed to be extremely huppy over
ihe aficzir. * You boys must wait a bit,” he shnated up
to them,”* before you can do thinge like that."

““The lawyer told us we mast begin by preparing a
scheme, and getting special powers and all sorts of rot,
Said it would take us years.”

“ We'll have a scheme before long, little boy,” cried
Cossar, hands to his mouth as he shouted, " never {rar,
For a bit you'd better play about and make niodels
of the tLings you want to do,"

They did as he told them like obedient sons,

But for all that the Cossar lads brooded aittles

“It’'s all very well,” said the second to the first,
“but I don't always want just to play aboct and plan,
I want to do something real, you lknow. We didn't
come into this world =0 strong as we are, just to play
about in this messy little bit of ground, ';!m].h:tﬂw
and take little walks and keep out of tha towns'—
for by that time they were forbidden als’ boroughs and
urban districts. * Doing nothing's jus? wicked, Can’t
we find out something the little people’wané done and
do it-for them—just for the fun of doing i* ?

_“Lots of them haven't houses fit to live in,"” said the
second boy, “"Let's go and build 'em a housa close
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up to London, that vill hold heaps and heaps of them
and be ever so comforts ble and nice, and let's make ‘em
a nice little road to where they all go and do business- -
a mice straight little road, and make it all as nice as nice.
We'll make it all so clean and pretty that they won't
any of them be able to live grubby and beastly like most
of them do now., Water enough for them to wash with,
we'll have—you know they're so dirly now that nime
out of ten of tneir honses haven't even baths in them,
the fil-hy “ittle skunks | Youo know, the ones that have
baths spit insults at the omes that haven't, instead of
helping them to get them—and call ‘em the Great
Unwash:d.—You know. We'll alter all that, And
we'll make electricity light and cook and clean up for
them, aud all. Fancy! They make their women—
women wuao are going to be mothers—crawl about and
scrud Jdoors |

“ Ve could muke it all beantifully, We could bank
up & valley in that range of hills over there and make a
nice reservoir, and we could make a big place here to
genera‘e our electricity and have it all simply lovely.,
Couldn’t we, brother? . .. Ard thon perhaps they'd
let us do some other things."

“ Yes,” said the elder brother, * we could do it vory
nice for them,"”

“Then lef's,” said the second brother,

“I don't mind,” said the elder brother, and looked
abont for a haudy tool.

And that led to another dreadful bother,

Agitated maoltitudes were at taem in no time, telling
them for a thousand reasons to stoy, telling them to
stop for no reasom at all—babbiing, confused, and
varied multitndes, The place they were bumlding was
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too high—it couldn’t possibly be rafe, It was ngly; it
interfered with the letting of pruper-sized houses in the
nuighbourhood ; it ruined the tone of the meighbour-
hood; it was unneighbourly; it was contrary to the
Local Building Fegulatons; it infringed the right of
the local authority to muddle about with a minute
expensive electric supply of its own ; it interfersd with
the concerns of the local water company.

Local Government Board clerks roused themselves
to judicial obstruction, The little lawyer thmed up
again (o represent about a dozen threatemed i~teresis;
local landowners appeared in oppesition; people with
mysterious claims claimed to b2 bought off at exdrbitant
rates; the Trades Unions of all the building trades
lifted up collective voices; and a ring of dealérs in all
sorts of building material became a bar. Exuanrdmujr
associations of people with prophetic visions of ssthetic
horrors rallied to protect the scenery ot the place where
they would build the great house, of the valley where
they would bank up the water,. These last people were
absolutely the worst asses of the lot, the Cossar boys
considered. That ‘beamifunl house of the Cossar boys
was just hke a walking-stick thrust into a wasps' nest,
in no time.

I never did | ** said the elder boy.

“ We can’t go on,” said fhe second brother.

“ Rotten little beasts they are " said the third of the
brothers ; * we can't do amything /™

when it's for their own comfort. Such a mice
place we'd have made for them too."”

“They seem to spen-d their silly little'lives getting
in each other's way,” said the eldest boy. " Rights
and laws and regulations and rasealities: it's like a
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game of spehicans. . . . Well, anyhow, they'll have to
live in their grubby, dirty, silly little houses for a bit
longer, It's very evident we can't go on with this.”

And the Cossar children left that great house un-
finished, a mere hole of foundations and the beginning
of a wall, and solked back to their hig enclosure, -After
a time the hole was filled with water and with stagnation
and weuds, and vermin, and the Food, either dropped
theie by the gons of Cossar ur blowing thither as dust,
set growl going in its usual fashion, Water voles came
out over the country and did infinite havoe, wnd one
day a farmer caught his, pigs drnking there, and in-
stantly and with great presence oi mind—for he knew
of the great hog of Oakham—slew them all. And from
that deep pool it was the mosquitoes came, quite terrible
mosquitoes, whose only virtue was that the soms of
Cossar, after being bitten for a little, could stand the
thing no longer, but chose a moonlight night when law
and crder were abed and drained the water ch.an away
into the river by Brook,

But they left the big weeds und the big water voles
and al' sorts of big undesirable thiags still living and
bmcdmgunthcﬂtﬂ they had chosen—ithe site om which
the fair great house of the little people might Lave
towered to m ]

1v.

That had besn in the boyhood of the Sons, but now
they were nearny men, Andth&dmmshadhmt:ght-
ening upon them and tightemng with every yedr of
growth, Ea-h year they grew, ani «he Food spread
and great things maultiplied, each year the stress and
tension rose, The Food had been at first for the great
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mass of mankind a distant mar-el, ana now it was
coming home to every threshold, and threatening, press-
irg against and distorting the whole order of life. It
blocked this, it overturned that; it changed mnatural
products, and by changing natural products it stopped
employments and threw men out uf work by the hundred
thousands; il swept over boundaries and turned the
world of trade inio a world of cataclysms: no wonder
mankind hated it.

And since it Is easier to hate animate than Jnanimate
things, animals more than plants, and one’s fel'ow-men
more completely than any aninals, the fear and trouble
engendered by giant pettles sad six-foot grass blades,
awful insetcts and tiger-like vermin, grew all into one
great power of detestation that aimed itself with a
simple directness at that scattered band of great human
beings, the Children of the Food. That hatrea uad
become the central force in political affairs. Thd old
party linzs had. been traversed and effaced altogether
under the insistence of these newer issues, and the con-
ﬂictlaynuﬂwiihthcpartyufthutemwﬁmm who
were for putting little -political men to control and
regulate the Food, and the party of reactior: for whom
Catorham spoke, speaking rlways with a more sinister
ambiguity, crystallising his intention first in one threat-
ening phrase and then another, now that men must
“prune the bramble growths,” now that they must
find a “cure for elephantiasis” and at last upon
the eve of the election that they must * Grasp the
nettle.”

Onc day the imee sors of Cossar, who were now no
longer boys but meu, sat among the masses of their
futile work and talked together after their fashion of all
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these things. They had been working all day at one of
a series of great and complicated trenches their father
had bid them make, and now. it was sunset, and thay
sat in the little garden space before the great house
and looked at the world and rested, until the Iittle
servants within should say their food was ready,

You must figure these mighty forms, forty feet high
the leas* of them was, reclining on a patch of turf that
wouwld have scemed a stubtle of reeds to a common
man, Ore sat up and chipped earti. from his huge
boots with an iron girder he grasped in his hard; the
second rested on hi= elbow; the third whittled a pine
tree into shape and mace a smel of resin in the air.
They were clothed not fn cloth but in
of wovea rope and outer clothes of felted alumininm
wire; they were shod with timber and iron, and the
links and buttons and belts of their clothing were all
of plated steel. The great single-storeyed house they
lived In, Egyptian in its massiveness, half built of
monstrons blocks of chalk and half excavated from the
living«rock of the hill, had a front a full hundred feet
in height, and bevond, the chimmejs and wheels. the
cranes ard covers of their work sheds rose marvellously
against the sky., Through a circular window in the
houss there was visible a spout from which some white-
hot metal dripped and dripped In measured drops into
a receptaclc vut of sight. The place was enciosed and
radelv fortified by monstroms banks of earth backed
with steel botk over the crests of the Downs above
and across tus dip of the valley. It needed something
of cominon =*ze to mark the natore ol the scale. The
train that came rattling from Sevenoaks athwart their
vision and presently plunged into the tuonel out of
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their sight, looked by contrast with them like some
small-sized automatic toy.

* They have made all the woods this side of Ightham
out of bounds, said ome, “and moved the board
that was out by Enoukholt two miles and more this
wa]r.-ll

“1It is the least they could do,” said the youngest,
after a pause. * They are trying to take the wind out
of Caterham's sails.”

* It’s not enough for that, and—it is almosl toc' much
for us,"” said the third.

“ They are cutting us offl from Brotber Redweod.
Last time I went 10 him th: red notices had crept a
mile in, either way. The road to him along the Downs

is no more than a narrow lane.”
The speaker thoaght. “ What has come to our
brother Redwood ? "

“ Why ? " said the eldest brother.

The cpeaker hacked a bough from his pine. * He
was like—as though he wasn't awake. He didn't seem
to listen to what I hac to say. And he said sonething
of—love."

The yoangest tapped his glrder on the edge of his
irca sole and langhed. " Brother Redwood,” he said,
‘' has dreams."

Neither spoke for a space. Then the eldest, brother
sald, “1his cooping up and cnoping up grows more
than I can bear. At last, I believe, they will draw a
line round our boots and tell us to Hve oa that.”

The middle brother swept aslde 2 heap of pine boughs
with one hand ard shifted his attitude. ** What they
do now ia nothing tv what they wlil do when Caterham

bas power."
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““ If he gets power,” said the youngest brother, smiting
the ground witn his girder.,

“* As he will,” said the eldest, staring at his feet.

The pidlle brother ceased his lopping, and his eye
went to the great banks that sheltrred them about.
" Then, brothers,” he said, *“our south will be over,
and, as Father Radwnnd said to us long ago, we must
quit ourcelves like men.™

“ ¥Wes,” said the eldest brother; * but what exactly
does (hat mean 7 Just what does it ean—when that
day of trouble comes ? ™

de too glanced at those made vast suggestions of
entrerciment about them, looking aot so much at them
as through them and owver the hills to the inoumerable
multitndes beyond. Something of the same sort came
into all heir minds—a wvision of little people coming
out tuv war, in a flood, the little people, inexhanstible,
inceswant, maliguant. . . .

“‘They are little,” said the youngest brothe-; * but
they have numbers beyond counting, like the sands of
thu-mlll

“They have arms—they have wzapons even, that
our brotber: in Sunderland have made.”

“ Besides, Brothers, except for vermin, except for
little accidents with evil things, what have we seen of
kill!ns ? L1

I know,"” said the eldest brother. * For all that—
we are what we are. When the day of trouble comes
we must do the thing we have to do.”

He closed his knife with a snap—the blade was the
length of a man—and used his new p.ne staff to help
himself rise. He stood wp and tumed. towards the
squat grey immensity of the house. The crimson of the
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sunset caught him as he rose, caught the n.ail and clasps
about his neck and the woven wnetal oi'his arms, and
te the eyes of his brother it seemed as though he was
suddenly suffused with biood. . . .

As the young piant rose a little black figure became
visible to him against that western incandescence on the
top of the embankment that towerea aboye the summit
of the down. TLe black limbs waved in ungainly ges-
tures.  Something in lhe fling of the Lmbs suggested
haste to the yoing glant’s mind, He waver his pine
mast ™ reply, filled the whole valley with his mt
Hullol threw a “ Somethinz's un™ to hid brothers,
and set off in twenty-foot strides to meet and help his
father.

V.

It chanced too that a young man who was iot a
giant was delivering his soul about these sons of Tcssar
just at that same time. He had corie over the hills
beyond Sevenocaks, he and his friend, and he it was did
the talking. In the hedge as they came along they
bhad heard a pitiful squealing, and had intervened to
rescue three nestling ti's from the attack of a couple
of giant ants. That adventure it was had set him
tallsing.

" Reactionary | " he was saying, as they came within
sight of the Cossar encampment. * Who wouldnt be
rca-:tmnarjri' Look a* that souare of ground, ihat
spm&aiﬁﬂdsearﬂ:thatwasnnmsweelnndm torn,
desecrated, disembowelled! Those sheds | Th.a.t great
wind-wheel | That mo.astrons wheeled machine | Those
dykes| Look ut those'three monsters scuatting there,
plotting some ngly cevilment or other | Look—look at
all the land |
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His friend zlaaced ac his face. “ You have been
listening to Cat.rham,"’ he said,

“ Using my eyes. Looking a little into the peace and
order of th~ past we leave behind. This foul Food is
the last shape of the Levil, still set as ever upon the
ruin of our world. Think what the world must have
been beiore our days, what it was still when our mothers
bore us, and see it now | Think how these slopes unce
smiled under the golden harvest, how the hedges, full
of sweet littie flowers, parted the mrdest portion of
this man from that, how the ruddy farmhouses dotted
the land, aad the voice of the church bells from yonder
tower stilled the whole world each Sqbbath into Sabbath
prayer, And now, every year, still inore and mure of
monstrops weeds, of monstrons: vermin, and these
giantz groving all about us, straddiing over us, blunder-
ing aginst all that is subtle and sacred In our world.
Why here—Look | "

He polnted, and his frlend's eyes followed the line of
his white inger.

“ One of their footmarks. See! It has smashed itself
three feet deep and more, a pitfall for horse and rider,
a trap to the unwary., There Is a brlar rose smashed to
death ; there is grass uprooted and a teazle crushed
aside, a farmer’s drain pipe snapped and the edge of the

y broken down. Destruction! So they are
doirg ali over the world, all vver the order anc decency
the world of ren has made, Trampling on all things.
Reaction| What else ?

“ But—reartiivn. What do yoa bhope to do ? ™

“Stop Jt | " cried the young man freoe Oxford. “ Be-
fore it is too late.™

“B“.t—"_:"
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“1I's =of impossible,” cried the youug man from
Oxford, with a jump in his voicy, * We want the firm
hand ; we want the subtle plan, the resolute mind.
We have been mealy-mounthed and weak-handed; we
have trifled and temposised, and the Food has grown
and grown. Yet evan now—"'

He stopped for a moment. * This is the =cho of
Caterbam,” said nis friend.

“Even now. Even nuvw thers Is hope—abundant
hope, if only we make sure of what we want and’ what
we mean to destroy. The mass of people are with us,
much more with us than they wee a few years ago;
the law is with us, tue constitution and order of'society,
the spirit of the established religions, the customs and
babits of mankind are with us—and against the Food.
Why should we temporise #¥ Why should we lie? We
hate it, we don’t want it; why then should we Lave
it? Do you mean to just grizzle and vbstruct passively
and do uothing—till the sands are out 7 *

He stopped short and turned about. * Look at that
grove of nettles there. In the midst of them are homes
—drgerted—where once clean families of simple men
played our their honest livea |

And there|" he swunp round to where the young
Cossars muttered to oos another of their wrongs.

“Look at them| And T know their father, a brate,
amrtathrutem.at ‘#ith an intolerant loud volce, a

slow march !mmprmedanttnm:admttha’thmmde
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our Epglish jeople great and this sunny island free—
it js all .an idle tale, told and done with. Some claptrap
about the Future is worth all these sacred things. . . .
The sort ¢ man who would run a tramway over his
mother's grave if he thought that was the cheapest
line the tramway could take. ., .. And you think to
temponse, to make some scheme of compromise, that
will enable you to live in your way while that—that
machinery—lives in its. I tell you it is

hopelcss. As well make freaties witl. a figer! They
want things monsirous—we want them sane and sweet.
It is one thing or the other”

‘" Bu* what can you de 7'

“Much! Alll Stop the Food! TIhey are stili scat-
tered, th=se giants, still immature and disunited. Chain
them, gay, them, muzzle them. Al any cost stop them.
It %s their world or ours! Stop the Food, Shut up
these men who rake it. Do anything to stop Cossarl
You don't seem to remember—one generation— only one
generation needs holding down, and then—— Then-we
conld level those mounds there, fill np their footsteps,
take the ugly sirens from our churck towers, smash all
our elephart guns, and turn our faces again to the old
order, the ripe old civilisation for which the soul of rian
iﬂ'ﬁ [ L]

"Ifllmlght?'ﬂfﬂﬂ-"

“For a mighty end. And if.we don't? Lon't you
see the prospict before us clear as day ¢ Everywhere
the giants will ivcrease and multiply ; everywhere they
will make ard scatter the Food. Toe grass will grow
giganticin our fields, the weeds 1 ourdiciges, the vermin
in the thickets, the rats In the drains. More and more
and more, This is oaly  beginning, The Insect world
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will rise on us, the plant world, the very fishes in the
sea, will swamp and drown ovr ships. Tremendous
growths will obscure and hide our houses, smother our
churches, smash and destroy all the order of our cities,
and we shall become n> more than a feeble vermin
under the heels of the new race. Mankind will be
swamped and drowned in things of its own begetting |
And all for nothing! Size! Mere size! Enlaceement
and da capo. Already we go picking our way among
the first beginnings of the coming time. And ~ll we do
is to sry ‘How inconwvenient!’ 7o grumble and do
nothing,. Ne/™

He raised his hand.

“ Let them do the thing they have to do! So also
will I. I am for Reaction—unstinted and fearless
Reaction. Unless yoa mean to take this Fuod also,
what else is there to do in all the world? We hrve
trified in the middle ways too long. ¥oul Trifling in
the midd': ways is your habit, your circle of existence,
your space and time. So, mot I| I am against the
Food, with all my strength and purpose against the
Food.”

He tumed on his companion's grunt of dissent.
“'Where are you ? '

‘ It's a complicated business——"

* Oh |—Driftwood | * said the young man from Cx-
ford, very bitterly, with a fiing of ll his Lyrbs, “ The
miadle way is nothingness. It is one thing or the
other. Eat or destroy. Eat or destroy! What else
is there to do ?



CHAPTER THE SECOND.
THE GIAN.' LOVERS,

L

Luwrtn:'n?nmdmtheﬂayswhﬁnﬁate:hamwasmm
paigniug against the Beom-children before the General
Election that was—amidst the most tragic and terrible
circumstances—to bring him into power, that the giant
Princess, that Serene Highness whose early nutrition
hal played s0 great a part in the brilliant career of
Docior Winkles, had come from the kingdom of her
EnlhﬂtnEngland.unmmmsimthatmdmmi
important. She was affianced for reasoms of rtate to
a certain Prince—and the wedding was to be made
an event of ioternational significance. There had
arisen mysterious delays. Rumonr and fmagination
collaborated in the story and many things were said.
There were suggestions of a recalcitrant Prince who
declared he would not be made to look like a fool—
at least tc fhis extert. People sympathised with him.
That is the rhgst singificant aspect of the affair,

Now it may seem a strange thing, but it Is a fact
that the giant Pri when she came to England, knew
of no other 7iants whatever. She Lab lived in a world
where tact is almost a passion and reservations the air
of ope’s life. They-had kept the thing from her; they
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had hedged her about from siglht or susp":mn of any
gigantic form, until her appointed comingy to England
was due. Until she met young Redwood she had no
inkling that there was sucl. a thing as another giant in
the world.

In the kingdom of the father of the Princess there
were wild wastes of upland and mouatains whee she
had been accustomed to roam freely. She loved the
sunrise and the sunset and all the great rama of the
open heavens morr than anything else in the world but
among a people at once so democratic and so vehemently
loyal as the English her freedom was much restricted.
People came in brakes in excursion trains, in organised
multitudes to see her; they would cycle lung distances
to stare at her, and it was necessary to rise betimes if
she would walk in peace. It was still near the dawn
that morning when young Redwood came upon her.

The Great Park near the Palace where she lodged
stretched, for a score of miles and more, west and south
of the western palace gates, The chestnut tress of its
avenues reached high above her head. Each one as ehe
passed it seemed to proffer a more abundant wealth of
blessom. For a time she was content with sight and
scent but at last she was won over by these offers, and
set herself so busily to choose and pick that she did
not perceive young Redwood until he was close upon her.

She mov:d among the chesunut tre=s, with the destined
loves drawing near to her, nnanticipated, unsuspected,
She thrust her hands in among the branches, breaking
them and gathering therr. She was alonc in the world.

She looked up, and ’n that moment che was mated.

We must needs put our imaginations to his stature



212 THE FOOD OF THE GODS.

to see the buauty he saw. That unapproachable great-
ness that prevents ovr immediate sympathy with her
did not exist for him. There she stood, a gracious'girl,
the first ceated being that had ever seemed a mate for
him, light, and slender, lightly clad, the fresh breeze of
the dawn mpulding the subtly folding robe upon her
against the soft strong lines of her form, and with a
great mass of blossoming chestnut branches in her hands.
Th~ collar of her robe ppencd to show the whiteness of
her reck and a soft shadowed roundnuss that passed out
of sight towards her shoulders. .The breeze had stolen
a strand or sp of her hair too, and strained its red-tipped
brown across her cheek. Her eycs were open blue, and
her lips rested always in the promise of a smile a3 she
reached among the branches.

Sue turmed upon him with a start, saw him, and for a
spic: they regarded one another. For her, the sight of
him was so amazing, so incredible, as to be, for some
moments at least, terrible. He came to her with the
shock ok a supernatural apparition; he broke all the
established law of her world. He was a youth of one-
and-twenty then, slenderly built, with his father's dark-
ness and his father's gravity. He was clad in a sober
soft brown leather, close-fitting easy garments, and in
brown hose, that shaped him bravely. His head went
uncovered in all weathers. They stood regarding one
asother—rha incredulously amazed, sand he with his
heart beating, fast, It was a moment without a prelude,
the-cardinal m-eting of their lives.

For him there was less surprise. He had been seeking
her, and yer his beart beat fas:.. Hs= came towards her,
slowly, with his eyes upon her facc.

“You are the Erincess,” he said. * My father:has
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told me. You are the Princess who was given the Food
of the Gods.”

“I am the Princess—yes,” she said, with eyes of
wonder. * But—uwhat are you ?

“ I am the son of the rian who made the Food of the
Ends"ll

* The Food of the Gods ™

* Yes, the Food of the Gods.™

B Eut__lv

Her face expressed infinite perplexity.

“Whzt? I don't understand. The Food of the
Gmk ? L

“ You have not hea.d 7 *

“ The Food of the Gods| Not"

She found berself trembling violently., The colour
left her face. I did not know,” she said. “'Do you
mean— 7

He waited for her.

" Do yc1 mean there are other—giants ? *

He repeated, “ Did you not know ? **

And she answered, with the growing amazement of
realisation, ™ No /"

The whols world and all the meaning of the world was
changing for her. A branch of chestnut slipped from
herhand, * Do you mean to say,” she repeated stupidly,
*“ that there are other giants in the world ? That sone
M_ P

He caught her amazement.

“ You know nothing ? "' he cried. “ You have never
heard of us# You, whom the Food has maae akin to us|”

There was terrer 3till ia the eyes that stared at him:
Her hand rose towarcs her throat and. fell again. She

whispered, * No."
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It seemec. to her that she must weep or faint. Then
in a momen. she hed rule over herself' and she was
speaking and thinking clearly. *' All this has been lept
from me,"” she said. "It is like a dream. I have
dreamt— Ihave dreamtsuch things. But waking——
No. Tell mel Tell mel What are you? What is
this Food of the Gods ? Tell me slowly—and clearly.
Why have they kept it from me, thai I am not alone ? **

IL.

" Tell me,” she said, and young Redwood, tremulous
and excited, set himse'f to tell her—it was poor and
broken telling for a time—of the Food of the Gods and
the giaat children who were scattered over the world.

You .nust figure them both, flushed and startled in
thei’ bearing, getting at one another’s meaning through
endless half-heurd, balf-spoken phrases, repeating, mak-
ing perplexing breaks and new departures—z wonderful
talk, in which she awakened from the ignorance of all
ber Jde. And very slowly it became clear to her that
she was no exception to the order >f mankind, but one
of a scattered brotherhood, who had all eaten the Food
and grown for ever out of the little limits of the folk
beneath their feet. Young Redwood spoke of his father,

o' Cossar, of the Brothers scattered throughout the
muntqr, of the gréat dawn nf wider meaning that ‘had
come at last into the history of the world. * We are in
the beginning of a beginning,” he said; * this world
of theirs is the prelude tv the world the Food will
malke.

“ My father believes—and I alo believe—that a time
will come when litt'eness will have passed altogether out
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of the world of man,—when giants shall go freely about

this earth—their earth—doing continually greater and

mere splendid things. Buot that—that is to come. We

are not even the first generation of that—we a e the first
iments,”

“ And of these thirgs,” she said, “ I knew nothing ! "'

" There are times when it seems to me almost as if we
had come too soon. Some one, I suppose, had %o come
first. But the world was a'l unprepared for our coming
and for the coming of all the lesser great things that drew
their groatness from the Food. There have been blun-
ders; there have been conflicte. The little people hate
our kind. . . .

“ They are hard towards us because they are so little.
. + » And because our feet are heavy on the thiugs that
make their lives, But at any rate they hate as now:
they will have none of us—only if we conld shrink brek
to the common size of them would thiy begin to ror-
give, . . .

"They are happy in houses that are prison cells to
us; their cities are too small for vs; we go in risery
along their narrow ways; we cannot worship in their
churches. . . .

*“¥e see over their walls and over their protections ;
we look inadvertently into their upper windows; we
look over their customs ; their laws are no more thar a
net about var feet. .

“ Every time we 5t"umbIe we hear them shouting ;
every time we blunder against their limits or stretch ount
to any spacious act. . . .

“QOvr easy pacec are wild flights to them, and-all
they deem great an¢ wonderful no more than dolls'

pyramids to us. Their pettiness of method and appli-
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ance and imagination hampers and defeats our powers.
There are no machines to the power of our hands, no
helps to fit pur needs. They hold our greatness in se-vi-
tude by a thousand invisible bands. We are stronger,
man for man, a hundred times, but we are disarmed ;
our very greatness makes ns debtors; they claim the
land we stand upon ; they tax our ampler need of food
and shclter, and for all these things we must toil with
the tools these dwarls can muke us—and to satisfy their
dwarfsh fancies. . . .

“They pen us in, in every way. Even to live one
must cross their boundcries. Even to meet you.here
to«day I have passed a I'mit. All that is reasonable and
desirable in life they make out of bounds for us. We
may nut go into the towns; we may not cross the
bridges ; Wmaynntatepauthmp]ﬂughedﬁeldaur
info Che harbours of the game they kill. I am cut off now
fron. all our Biethren except the three sons of Cossar,
and even that way the passage parrows da* by day.
One cowd think they sought occasion against us to do
somne moreevil thing, . . "

** Bt we are strong,” she sa’d.

"We should be strong—yes. We feel, all of us—
you too I know must feel—that we have power, power
tadugmatthmga.puwerlnsu:gmtmus But before
w: can do anything—-"

I{e flung Jut a hand that ssemed to sweep away a
world.

* [bough I thought I was alone in the world," she
said, after 4 pausg, “I have chought of these things.
They Lave taught me always tiat st-eugth was almost a
sin, that it was better to be littic than great, that all
true religion was Lo shelter the weak and little, encourage
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the weak and little, help them to multiply and multiply
until at last they crawled over o.e another, to sacrifice
all our strength in théir canse. But . . . always I have
doubted the thing they taught."”

“ This life,” he szid, * Jhese bodies of ours, are not for
dying.™

"Hﬁali

“Nor to live in futility, But if we would not do
that, it i= already plain to all our Brethren a condlict
must come. I know not what bitterness of conCict must
presently come. before the little folks will suffer us to
live as we rieed to live. All the Bre*hren have thought
of that. Cossar of whom I told you : he fon has tuought
of that."

** They are very little and weak."

“ In their way. But you know all the means of death
are in their hands, and made for their hands, For hun-
dreds of thousands of years these little people, whose
world we invade, have been learning how to kili one
another They are very able at that. They are able in
many ways. And besides, they can deceive and cuange
suddeuly, . . . Ido oot koow, . . . There comes a con-
flict. You—you perhaps are different from =us. For
us, assuredly, the conflicf comes. . . . The thing they
call War. We know it. In a way we prepare forit.
But you know—thiose little people l—we do not; katw
how to kill, at least we dv not wan* to lall—"

“ Look,” she interrupted, and he heard ~ yelping hom.

He turned at the direction of her eyes and found a
bright yellow motor car, with dark goggled driver and
fur-clad passenge:s, whooping, throbbing, ind buzzing
resentfully at his heel. He moved his foot, and the
mechapism, with three angry snorts; resumed its fussy



218 THE FOOD OF THE GODS,

way towards the town, * Filling up the roadway!”
floated up to him.

Then some one said, “ Look | Did you see? TLere
is the monster Princess over beyond the trees|” and
all their goggled faces came round to stare.

“ 1 =ay,"” said another. * Thaf won't do. . . "

“* A’l this," she said, ** is more amazing than I can tell.”

“That thev should not have told you,” he said, and
left his sentance incomplete,

“"'Untl you came upon mc, I had lived in a world
where ¥ was great—alone. I had made myself a life—
for that. I had ‘hought I was the victim of some
strange freak of nature. And now my world has crumbled
down, in half an hour, and I see another world, other
conditions, wider possibilities—fellowship—-"

“ Fellowship,” he answered.

* [ want you to tell me more yet, and much more,”
she sail. " You know this passes through my mind like
a tale that is told. You even. . . . In a day perhaps,
or after several days, I shall believe in you, Mow—
Now I am'dreaming. . . . Listen|"”

The first stroke of a clock above the palace offies far
amyh:&rmwﬂe&tnthm Each counted mechanic-
ally * Seven.”

* This,” she said, * should te the bour of my retum.
They will be taking the bewl of my coffee into the hall
where I Sléep. The little cfiicials and servants—you
cannot dreatnchow grave they are—will be stirring about
their little dufies.”

* They will wonder. . ., . But I want to talk to you.”

She thought. *“ But I want to tnink too. I want
now to think alone, and think out this change in things,
thin': away the old so'itude, and think you ard those
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others into my world. . . . I shall go. I slall go back
to-day to my place in the castle, »nd to-moirrow, as the
dawn comes, I shall come again—here,"”

“ I shall be here waiting 1or you.”

““ All day I shall dream and dream of this new world
you have given me. Even now, I can scarcely believe—"

She took a step back and surveyed him from the feet
to the face. Their eyes met and locked for a monient.

“ Yes,” she said, with a little Jaugh that.was half a
sob. " You are real. But it i5 very wonderfqll Do
you thirk—indeed——? Suppose to-morrow T come
and find you—a pigmy like the others! .. ., Yes, I
must think. And so for to-day—as the little people
do—-""

She held out her hand, and for the first time they
touched one another. Their hands clasped firmly and
their eyes met again.

“ Good-bye,” she said, “for to-day. Good-byel
Good-bye, Srother Giant | "

He hesitated with some unspoken thing, and at last
he answered her simply, * Good-bye.”

For a space they held zach other’s.hands, stulying
each the other's face. And many times after they had
parted, she looked back half doubtfully at him, standing
still in the place where thay had met. . . .

She walked into her apartments across the great, yari
of the Palace like one who walks in a drearn, with a
vast branch of chesinut trailing from her band.
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or on the Leights and among the gorges of the rusty-
roaded, heathery mocrland, set with dusky pine-wouds,
that stretched to the south-west. Twice they me? in
the great avenue of chestnuts, and five times pear. the
broad ornamental water the lking, her great-grandfather,
had made. There was a place where a great trim lawn,
set with tall conifers, sloped graciously to the water's
edge, and there she would sit, and ne would lie at her
knees and Jook up in her face and talk, telling of all the
things that had been, and of the work his father had set
before him, and of the great and spacious dream of what
the giant neople rhould one day be. Commenly they
met ia the early dawn, but once they met there in the
afternoon, and found presently a multitude of peering
eavesdroppers about them, cyclists, pedestrians, peeping
from the bushes, rustling (as sparrows will rustle abont
owe in the London parks) amidst the dead leaves in the
wouds behind, ‘gliding down the lake in boats towards a
point of view, trying to get nearer to them acd hear,

It was the first hint that offered of the enormous
intersst the countryside was taking in their: meetings.
And once—it was. the seventh timw, and it precinitated
the scandal—they met out upon the breezy moorland
under a clear moonlight, and talked In whispers there,
for the night was warm and still.

Very scon they had passed from the realisation that
in them aaG through them a now world of giantry shaped
itself in the earth, from the contemplation of the great
struggle betwoen big and little, in which they were clearly
destined to participate, to interests at once more personal
and more ~pacious. Each time they met and talked
and looked on one another, it crept a littls more out of
their subconscions«being towards recognition, that some-
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thing more dear and wonderful than frivndship was
between them, and walked between them and drew
the’r hands together. And in a little while they came
to the word itself and found themselves lovers, the Adam
and Eve of a new rece in the world,

They set foot side by side into the wonderful valley
of love, with its deep and quiet places, The world
changed about them with their changing mood, until
presently it had become, as i were, a tabernasular beauty
about their meetings, and the stars were no mre than
flowers of light beneath the feet of their love, and the
dawn and sunset the coloured hanpings by the way.
They ceased to be beings of flesh 1nd blood to ons asother
and themselves; they passed into a bodily texture of
tenderness and desire. They gave it first whispers and
then silence, and drew close and looked into one another’s
moonlit and shadowy faces under the infinite arch o: the
sky. And the stll black pine-trees stood about taem
like sentincls.

The heating steps of time were hushed into silence,
and ft to them the universe hung still. Only
their hearts were aundible, beating. They seemed to be
living together in a world where there is no death, and
indecd so it was with them then. It seemed to them
that they sounded, and indeed they sounded, such hidden
splendours in the very heart of things as none have evir
reached besore. Even for mean ana little souls, love is
the revelation of splendours. And these were giant lovers
whﬂhadﬂtmthﬂﬂ'mduiﬂmﬁuds. .

L] L

Yﬂnma}rlmagl.nthuwmdmgmmm-muﬁhthl
ordered world when it became known that the Princess
who wae ~Zoanced to the Prince, the Irincess, Her Serene
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Highness | with roval bloed in her veins | met,—fre-
quently met,—the hypertrophied offspring of a common
professor of chemistry, a creature of no rank, no posi-
tion, ro wealth, and talked to him as though there were
ne Kings and Princes, no orcer, nc reverence—nothieg
but Giants and Pigmies in the wocld, talked to him and,
it was only too certain, held him as her lover.

*If those newspaper fellows get hold of it 1 " gasped
Sir Arthur Poodle Bootlick. . . .

1 a a told—"" whisperec the ola Bishop of Frumps.

* New story upstairs,” said the first footmun, as he
nibbled armong the dessert things, " So far as I can
make out this here giar.t Princess——"

* They say——"" said the lady who kept the stationer’s
shop by the main entrance to the Palace, where the
little Americans get their tickets for the State Apart-
nents. . ..

And then :

“We are authorised to deny—""' said "' Picaroon ™
in Gossip.

And so the whole trouble caune out.

1v.

“*They say that we must part,” the Princess said to
ber lover,

*“ But why ? " he ~ried. * "What new folly have thess
people got into their heads ? *

“Do you smow,’ she asked, " that to love me—is
high treasen 7 *

“ My derr," he cried ; * buc does i« matter 7 What is
their right—right without a shadow of reason—and their
tresson and their loyalty to us ? ¥
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* You shall hear,"” she said, anC told him ~f the things
that had been told to her.

* It was the queerest little man who came to me with
a soft, beautifully modulated voice, a softly moving little
gentleman who sidled into the roum like a cat and put
his pretty white hand up so, whenever he had anything
significant to say. He is bald, but not of course nakedly
bald, znd his nose and face are chubby rosy little things,
and his beard is trimmed to a point in quits the loveliest
way. He pretencsed to huve emotions several times
and made his eyes shina. You know he is quite a frend
of the real royal family here, and he called me'Lis dear
young lady and was nerfectly sympathetic even from
the begloning. ‘My dear young lady,’ hu said, ‘you
kmow—you musin'," several times, and then, *You owe
a dl:l.tj".’ i

“ Where do they make such men ?

** He likes it," she said.

' But I don't see——"

id Hﬂ tD]d me E-Erim thi‘-.u@.lF

" You don’t think,” he said, turning on her abruptly,
* that there’s anything in the sort of thing he said »*

** There's romething in it quite certainly,” said she.

“ You mean—- ¢ '

“ I mean that without knowing it we have been tramp-
ling on the most sacred conceptions of the little folks.
We who ar~ royal are a class apart. 'We are warsilipp <
priscners, processional toys. We pay for worship by
losing—our elementary freedom. And I was to Lawve
married that Prince — You know no!hipg of him
though. Well, a pigmy Prince. He doecn't matter.
« «« It seems it wou'd Lave strengthened the bonds
between my country and another, And this country
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also was' ty profit. Imagine it !—strengthening the
bonds 1 ™

*“ And now ?

" They want me to go on with it—as though there
was nothing between us two."

“ Nothing | ™

“¥es. But thatisn't all. He said—"

* Year specialist in Tact ? "

“Yes. He said it would be better for you, better
for cll the giants, if we two—abstaired from conversa-
tion. That was how he put it.”

“ But what can they o if we don't 2

* He said you might have your freedom.”

LE I ‘|' #*

“ He said, with a stress, * My qear young lady, it
would De better; it would be more dignified, if you
parted, willingly." That was all he said. With a stress
on "villingly.”

“But——] What, business is it of these little
wretches, where we love, how we love? What have
they and their world to do with ns ?

" They do not think that."”

“ Of course,” he said, ** you disregard all this.”

“ It seems utterly foolish to me.”

*That their Jaws should fetter us! That we, at the
fi:st spring of life, should be tripped by their old engage-
rients, toeir aimlecs institations| Oh—! We dis-

“1am yours. So far—yes."”

“Sofar® Isn'tthatall?”

“ Dut they——  If they waat to prrt ns—"
“What can they do ? "

“1don't kmow. What can they do? "
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“Who cares what they can do' or what they will do ?
[ am yom.s and you are mine. What is there more
than that? I am yours and yea are mine—for ever.
Do you think I will stop for their little rules, for their
little prohibitions, their scarlet boards indeed |—and
keep from you ? ™

*“Yes. Bot still, what can they dc ?"

" You mean,” he sald, * what are weto do ? ™

“YB'"

“We? We cangoon”

““ But if they seek ‘o prevent us? "

He clenched his hands. He Jooked round.as if the
little people were already coming to prevent them.
Then t.rned away from her ana looked abrut the world.
“Yes,"” he spid. " Your guestion was the right one.
What can they do 2"

“ Here In this little land,” she said, and stopped.

He seemed to survey it all. * They are everywhers.”

* But we might—""

* Whither ? _

“We could go. We could swim the seas together.
Beyond the seas—"

“ T have never been beyond the seas.”

“ There are great and desolate mountams amidst
which we should seem no more than Ettls people, there
are remote and deserted valleys, there are hidden lakes
and snow-girdled uplands watrodden by the fset of mren.
Tkre—"

“ But to get.there we must fight om way day after
day through milliors ard millions of markind.”

“It s ovr only hope. In this rowded land there
is no fastness, no shelter. What place is there for us
among these mnlﬁtnﬂﬂ'?ﬂ'lhajr who are little can
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hide from one anothe-, but where are we to hide?
There is no place where we could eat, no piace where
we could sleep. If we fled—night and day they wounld
pursue our footsteps.”

A theught came to kEim.

* There is one place,” he said, “ even in this island.”

I‘.“F}‘_Erﬂ?"

“The place our Brothers have made over bcyond
there. They have made great banks about their hounse,
north and svuth and east ard west; they have made
deep pits and hiddrn places, and even now—one came
over tu me quite recently. He sald—I did not alto-
gether heed what he said then. But he spoke of arms.
It may be—tere—we should find shalter. . . .

“ For many days,” he sald, after a panse, “ I have not
seen our Brothers. . .. Dear! I have been dreaming,
I have been forgetting! The days have passed, and 1
have dome nothing but look to see ycu again. ... I
must go to them and talk to them, and tell them of you
and of al! the things that hang over us. If they will
help us, they can help us. Then indeed we might hope.
I do it know how strong their place is, but certainly
Cossar will have made it strong. Before all tals—
before yuuw came to me, I remember now—there was
trouble brewing, There was an election—when all the
little people settle things by coanting heads. It must
be oves mow. There were (hreats against all our race
—apainst all rur race, that is, but you. I must see Jur
Brotters. I must tell them all that has happened
between us, ani all that threatens now."
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?‘I

Ha did not come to their next meeting until she had
waited some time. They were to meet that day about
midday in a great space of park that fitted into a bend
of the river, and as she waited, looking ever southward
under her hand, it came to her that <he world was very
still, that indeed t was broodingly still. And then she
perceived that, spite of the lateness of the hour, her
costomary retinie of vonntary spies had failed her.
Left and right, wheu she came to look, there was no
one in sight, and there was never a boat upon the
silver curve of the Thames. She tried to iind a reason
for this strange stillness in the world. . . .

Then, a grateful sight for her, she saw yorng Red-
wood far away over a gap in the tree masses tha*, bornded
her view.

Immediately the trees hid him, and presently he was
thrusting through them and in sight again. Sne could
see there was something different, and theu she saw
that he was hurrying unusually and then that he limped.
He pgestured to her, and she walked towards him, His
facs became clearer, and she saw with infinite concern
thet he winced at every stride.

She ran towards him, her mind full of questions and
vague fear, He drew near to her and spoke withort a

" Are we to part ? ™ he panted.

“No,” ghe answered. “Why? What s the mat-
tec?”

“ But if we d~ not prrt

“ What is the matter #

# Y de aot want to part,” he said. ** Only——"

| Itismou.”
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He broke off abruply to ask, * You will not part
from me ? "

She met his eyes with a steadfast look. * What has
happened ? ¥ she pressed.

“ Nox for a time ? "

“ What time ? "

nYmPHhan'n

“Part| Nol”

“ You have thought ? * he insisted.

“J will not part.” She took his hand. “If this
meant death, sow, I would not let you go.”

“If ic meant death,” he said, and she felt his grip
upon her fingers.

He looked about him as if he feared to see tne little
people coming as he spoke. And then: ™ It may mean
death.”

“ Now tell me,” she said.

“ They tried to stop my coming.”

HHDW?J:I

 And as I came out of my workshop where I make
the Food of the Gods for the Fossars to store in their
camp, I found a little officer of police—a man in blue
with white clean gloves—who beckoned me to stop.
* This way is closed | * said he. I thought Little of t-at;
I went round my workshop to where another road runs
weit, and there was another officer. ‘This road is
cloved | he seid, and added : * All the roads are losed | '™

fle:H‘

“1 argued with him a little, * They are publicroads!!
I said.

“¢That's it sdid he, You socil them for the
public.’

"¢ Vary well,' said I, ‘I'll take the felds, sad thex
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up leapt others from behlnd a “edge and said, * These
fields are private.”

** Curse your public and private,’ I said, ' I'm
to my Princess,’ and I stcoped down and picked him up
very gently—kicking and shoutirg-—and put hira out of
my way. In a munute all the fields about me seemed
alive with running men, I saw one ov horseback gallop-
ing baside me and reading something as he rode—shout-
ing it. He finished and tomed and galloned away from
me—heaa down. I couldn't make it out. And then
behind me I heard tho crack of gune.”

HGm!"

“ Guns—just as they shoot at the rats. The bullets
came turough the air with a.sound like things tearing :
one stung me In the leg.”

nmm?u

“Came on to you here and left them shoufing and
runaing and sheoting behind me, And now——"

“ Now?"

‘“It is only the beginning, Thay mean that we shall

Even now they are coming after me."

" We will not.”

“Wo. Pat if we will not part—then you must come
with me to our Brothers."

*“Which way ? " she sald.

“To the east. Yonder is the way my pursuers wil' be
coming. This then is the vvay we must go. Along this
avonue of trees. Let me go fizst, so that if they are
WEIEEE_"

He made a stride, bu* she had seized ks arm.

“No,” cried she. “I come clese to you, holding
you. Perhaps I am ruyal, perhaps I aun sacred. If
I hold vou—  Would God we could fly with my
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arms about vou !l—It ray be, they will not shoot at
wu_ll

She clasped his shonider and seized his hand as she
spoke; she pressed herself pearer to him. “ It may
be they will not shoot youn,” she repeated, and with a
sudden passion of tenderness he took her into his arms
and kis.ed her check. For a space he held her,

“ Even if it {s death,” she whispered.

She put her hands about his neck and lifted her face
to his.

* Dearest, kiss me once more.”

He drow her to him. Silently they kissed one another
on the lips, and for another moment clung to one an-
other. Then hand in hand, and she striving always to
keep her body near to his, they set forward if haply they
might reach the camp of refuge the sons of Cossar had
made, befors the pursnit of the little people overtook
them.

And ws they crossed the great spaces of the park
behina ths castle there came horsemen galloping out
from among the trees and vainly seeking to keep pace
with tueir glant strides. And presently abead of them
were houses, and men with guns running out of the houses,
At the sighr of that, though he sought to go on and +yas
even disposed to dght and push through, she made him
turn aside towards the south.

As they Sed a bullet whipped by them overhrad.



CHAPTER THE THIRD.
YOUNG CADDLES IN LONDOMN.

L

Arr unaware of the trend of events, unaware of the
laws that were closing in upon all the Brethren, vnaware
indeed that there lived a Brother for him on the earih,
young Caddles chose this time to come out of his chalk
pit and see the worid. His brooding came ut last fo
that, Thers was no answer to all his questicne in
Cheasing Eyebright ; the new Vicar vas less lumiaous
even thar the old, and the riddle of his pointless labour
grzwntlasttuthﬂdlmmﬂnnanfena ration. “ Why
ghould I work in this+pit day after day ? " he asied.
“ Why should. I walk within bounds and be refused all
the wonders of the world beyond there 7 What have I
done, to be condemned to this ? *

And one day he stood up, stralghtened hia back, and
sald In a loud volce, ** No |

“ T wou't,” he sald, and then with great vigonr cuired
the pit.

Then, having few words, he sought: to express his
thought In acts. He tuok a truck half hllcd with chalk,
lifted it, and fluag It, snash, against anotaer. Then he
grasped a whole row of empty trucks and spun them
down = Lank. He sent a huge bou'der of chalk bursting
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among them, and then ripped up a dozen yards of rai
with a mighty plunge of his foot. So he commenced
the conscientious wrecking of -the pit.

L1 wﬂ:kﬂmr dajrsl:l hﬁﬂﬂ!’d, 113 ltthiS!-"

It was an astonishing five minutes for the little geologist
he bad, in his preoccupation, overlooked. This poor
little creature having dodged two boulders by a hair-
breadth, got out by the westward comner and fled athwart
the hill, with flapping ruckscck and twinkling knicker-
bockcred Jegs, leaving a trail of Cretaveous echinoderms
behind him; while young Caddles, satisfied with the
destruction he had achieved, came striding out to fulfil
his purpose in the world.

*“ Work in chat old pit, until I die and rot and stink |
« « - What worm did they think was living in my glant
body ? Dig chalk for God kmows what foolish purpose |
Not It™

Thae trend of rvad and railway perhaps, or mere chanca
it was, turned his face to London, and thithe= he came
striding, over the Downs and athwart the meadows

the hot afternoon, to.the infinite amazement
of the world. It signified nothing to him that torn
puatminredanﬂwmtebmingmnusnamuﬂapped
from every wall and barn; he kaiew nothing of the
electoral revolution that had flung Caterham, “ Jack the
Giant-killer,” into power. It signified nothing to bhim
tha" every oclice stadon along his route had what was
known as Cal:rham’s ukase upon its notice board that
afternoon, proc’aiming that no giant, no person what-
ever over eighf feet In height, should go more than fim
miles from his “place of location” v.ithout a special
permission. It signified nothing to him that on his wake
belated police officers, not a little relieved to £+ them-
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gelvea belated, shook warning haadbills at Pis retreating

ack. He was golog to see what the world had to show
him, poor incredulous blockhead, and he did not mean
that occasional spirited pessons shouting * Hi | ™ at him
should stay his conrse. He came on down by Rochester
and Greenwich towards an ever-thickening aggregation
of houses, wilking rather slowly now, staring abcat him
and swinging his huge chopper.

People in London had heard something of him before,
how that he was idiotic but gentle, and wonderfully
managed by Lady Wondershoot’s agent and tHe Vicar ;
how fin his dull way he revered these autherities and
was grateful to them ‘or their care ot him, and so forth.
So thar when they learnt from the newspaper placards
that afternoon that he also was * on strike,” the thing
appeared to many of themas a deliberate, concarted act.

“ They mean to try our strength,” said the men ‘n the
trains going home from business.

“ Lucky we have Caterham.”

* It's in answer to his proclamadon.”

The men In the clubs were better informed. They
clustered round the tape or talked in groups In their
smoking-rcoms, -

“ He has no weapons. He would have gone to Seven-
oaks if he had been put up to it.”

* Caterham will handle him. . . .

The shopmen told their customers. The waiter; in
restawrants snatched a moment for an vening paper
between the conrses, The cabmen reac it .
after the betting news. . . -

The placards 9f the ~hief government .vening paper
were conspicuous with * Grasping the Nettle.” Others
pélied for effect on: **'Giant Redwood continues to meet
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the Princess * The Eclo struck a line of its own with:
“ Rumoured Revolt f Giants In the North of England.
The Sunderland Glants start for Scotland.” The Wasi-
minsier Gazeile sounded its usnal warning note.  * Glants
Beware,” sald the Wesiminster Gazetfe, and tried to make
a point out of It that might pechaps serve towards
uniting the Libetal party—at that time ‘greatly tormn
between seven Intensely egotistical laaders. The later
newspapers diopped into uriformity. " The Giant in
the New Kent Road,” they proclalmed.

“ What I want to know,” sald the pale young man in
the tea shop, * Is why we aren’t getting any news of the
young Cossars. You'd think they'd be In It most of
al. .. ."

“They tell me there's another of them young giants
got 120se,” said the barmald, wipicg out a glass. “ I've
alwars sald they was dangerous things to 'ave about.
Righ* away from the beginning. . . .'It ought to be
put astop to. Amy'ow, I ‘ope 'e won't come along "ere.”

“I'd lixe to "ave a lpok at "im,” said the young man
at the bar recklessly, and added “ I seen the Princess.”

“ D you think they'll "urt im ?  sald the barmaid.

" May 'ave to,” said the young man at the bar, finish-
ing his glass,

Amidst a hum of ten million such sayings young Caddles
cams to London. . . .

IL

I tLink of yorng Caddles always as he was seen in the
New Kent Road, the sunset wa#rm %:pon his perplexed
and staring fuce. ‘The Road wes thjck witn its varied
traffic, omnibises, trams, vans, casts, trolleys, cyclists,
mma,andamawqﬂingmwd—-'tuaim,m" nurse~
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maids, shopping women, children, venturesome hobble-
dehoys—pgathered behind his gingurly moving feet, The
heardings were untidy everywhere with the tattered
election paper. A babbiement of wvoices srrged about
him. One sees the curtomers and shopmen crowding
in the doorways of the shops, the faces that cames and
went at the windows, the little street boys running and
shouting, the poiicemen taking it all quite stiffiy and
calmly, the workmen knocking off npon scafioldings, the
seething miscelluny of the little folks. They shotted to
him, vague encouragement, vague insults, the imbecile
catchwords of the day, and he stared down at them,
at such a multiude of llving ~reatures as he had never
before imagined in the world.

Now that he had fairly entered London he had had
to slacken his pace more and more, the little folls crowded
50 mightily upon him, The crowd grew denser at eyery
step, and at last, at a corner where two great wayz con-
verged, e came to a stop, and the multlinde flowed
sbout him and closed him in.

There he stood, with his feet a Hitle apart, his back

“ I don't see it,” Lg sald.
Hi» ~coent was unfamiliar, A great babblement went
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across the o en space—a babblement amidst which the
gongs of the trams, pluughing their obstinate way through
the mass, rose like red poppies amidst corn. * Wlat
did he say ? " ‘Said he didn't see." * Said, where is
the sea 7™ “ Said, where Is ¢ seat*"” " He wanis a
seat,”” * Can't the brasted fool sit on a "ouse or some-
.ﬂﬁnl?.l

“ Whaut are ye for, ye swarming little people 7 What
are ye all doinj, what are ye ull for ?

“ Yhat are ye doing up here, ye swarming little people,
while I'm a-cuttin’ chalk for ye, down in the chalk pits
there p ™

His queer voice, the voice that*hgd been so had for
school discipliae at Cheasing Eyebright, smote the multi-
tude to silence while it sounded and splashed them all
to tumull at the end. Some wit was andible screaming
“Snexch, speech|” “ What's he saying #" was the
burthen of the pablic mind, and an opinion was abroad
that he was drunk. “Hi, hi, bi,” bawled the smnibus-
drivers, threading a dangerous way. A drunken Ameri-
can sallor wandered about tearfully inquiring, * What's
he want anyhow ? " A leathery-faced rag-dealer rpon
a little pony-drawn cart soared up over the tumult by
virtue of his voice. * Gam 'ome, you Brasted Giant 1"
he brawled, *“ Gam "Ome! You,Brasted Great Danger-
ous Thing! Can’t you see you're a-frightening the ‘orses?
Go fome wi'k you! ‘Asn’t agy one 'ad the sense to
tell you the law?" And over all this uproar young
Caddlés stared, perplexed, expectant, saying no more.

Down a sidz foad came a little btring of solemn police-
men, and thieaded Itself ingeglously into the traffic.
* Stand back,” said the little.volles; * keep moving,
please.”
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Young Caddles became awar: of a little dark blue
figure thumping at his shin. He }aoked down, and per-
ceived two white hands gesticulating. “ What?" he
said, bending forward.

“ Can't stand about here,” shouted the inspector.

“No! You can’t stand about here,” he repeated,

“PBut wheream I togo? "

“ Back to your village. Place of location. Anyhow,
now—you've got to move on. You're cbstructing the
trﬁl:.ll

“ What traffic ? ™

“* Along the road.”

* But where Is it going ? Where does it come from ?
What does it mean ? They're all round re. What do
they want ? What are they doin’ ? I want to under-
stand. I'm tired of cuttin' chalk and bein’ all alone.
VWhat are they doin' for me while I'm a-cuttin’ chalk ?
I may just as well understand here and now as any-
where.”

“Sorry. But we aren’t here to explain thiags of that
sort. I must arst yon to move on.”

"Dﬂn't‘jl'ﬂﬂhlﬁ‘ﬂ"l""

“ I muct arst you to move on—if you please, . ..
T'd strongly advise you to get off ‘ome. We ve "ad no
special instructions yet—but it’s against the law. . ..
Clear away there. Clear away."”

The pevement to his lefc becamre Inviting’y Lare, and
young Caddles went slowly on nis way. But now his
tongue was loosened.

T don't undersiant’,” he muttered. * ¥ don't under-
stand.” He would anpeal brokedly to the changing
erowd that ever triiled beside him and behind, “I
didn't V.ow there were such places as this. What are
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all you people doing with yourselves? What's it all
for ? 'What is it all for, and where do I come n #"”

He had already begutten a new catchword. Young
men of wit and spirit addressed 2ach other in this manner,
“Ullo "Arry 0'Cock. Wot's it all for? Eh? Wot's
it all bloomin" well for 7 "

To which there sprang up a competing variety of
repartees, for the most part impolite. The most popular
and best adap*ed for general use appears to have been
" Chut it,” or, in a voice of scomiul detochment—

“Garnl”

There x2re others almost equally popular,

IIL

What was he seeking? He wanted something the
pigmy world did not give, some end which the pigmy
world prevented his attaining, prevented even his seeing
clearly, wkich he was aever to see clearly. It was the
whole gigantlc social side of this lonely dumb monster
cqring‘quftfnrhhzam.inrihuthing&akintﬂhim,{nr
something he might Jove and something he mizht serve,
for a purpose he might comprehend and a command he
could obey. And, you know, all this was dumb, raged
dumbly within him, could not even, had he met a fellow

4, have fonnd outlet and expression in spe.ch. All
the hfe he knew was toe dull round of the village, all
the spxch he koiew was the talk of the cottage, that
failed and collapsed at the bar. outline of his least
gigantic -need. He Enew nothing of meney, this mon-
strous simpleton, nothing of traae, aothing of the com-
plex pretences upon which the social fabric of he little
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folks was built. He needed, he neeaed—— Whatever
he needed, he never found his neac.

All through the day and the summer night he wan-
dered, growing hungry but as yet untired, marking thie
varjed traffic of the different streets, the inexplicable
businesses of all fhese infinitesimal beings. In the
aggregate it had no other colour \han confuion for
him. . ..

He is said to bave plutked a lady frcm her carriago
in Kensington, = lady In evening dress of the smartest
sort, to have scrotimsed her closely, train anu shoulder
blades, and to have replaced her—a little caelessly—
with the profoundect sigh. For that I cannot vouch.

For an hour or so he watched people fighting for places
in the omnibuses at the end of Piccadilly. He was
scen looming over Kemnington Oval for somn mo-
ments in the afterncon, but when he saw these dense
thousands were engaged with the mystery of frcket
and qui‘e regardless of him he went his way with 2

groan.

He came back to Pircadilly Clrcus between elever and
twelve at night, and found a new sort of multitude.
Clearly tley were very intent: full of things they, for
in.onceivable reasons, might do, and of others they
might not do. They stared at him and Jeered at him
and went thelr way. The cabmen, vulture-eyed, fol-
lowed cae another continually along the edge of the
gwarming pavement, People emerged from the restau-
rants or entered them, grave, intent, dignified, o gently
and agreeably excrted or keen and vighart—beyond the
cheating of the eharpost waiter born. The great giant,
standing at his coraer, peered at them all. “ What is
it all for ? * he murmured in a mournful vast undertone,
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" What is it all for ? They are all so0 earnest. What
is it I do not nnderstend ? **

And none of them seemed to see, as he could do, *he
drink-sodden wretchedness of the painted women at the
corner, che ragged mise,y that sneaked along the gutters,
the infinite futility of all this employment. The infinite
futility | None ol them secmed to feel the shadow of
that giant’s need, that shadow of the future, that lay
nﬂ:wart‘l:hl:ir}:rﬂth& .o

Across the road high up mysterious letters flamed and
went, that might, could he have read them, have mcasured
for him the dimensions of human interest, have told
him of the fundamental needs acd features of life as
the little folke conceived it. First would come a flandng

T;

Then T would follow,

TU;

Then P,

TUE;

Until at last there stood complete, acrosg the skv, this
cheerful message to all who felt the burthen of life's
earnestness :

TUPPLR'S TONIC WINE FOR VIGOUR.
Snap! and it Had vanished into night, to be followed
in the same slow development by a second universs/
solicitude : .0
BEAUTY SOAP.

Not, you remack, mere cleansing chemicals, but some
thing, as they say, * ideal ;" and then, completing the
tripod of the lttle Life :

YANKER'S YELLOW PILLS,
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After that there was nothing for it but Tupper agam,
in flaming crimson letters, snap, snap, acrss the void.

T U P P ow & % s

Early in the small hours it would seem that young
Caddles came to the shadowy quiet of Regent's Park,
stepped over the railings and lay down on a grassy
slope near where the people skate in winter time, and
there he slept an hour or so. And aboul six o'clock in
the morning, he was talking to a draggled woman he
bad feund sleeping in a ditch nea Hampstead Heath,
asking her very eamestly what she thought she was
{mlr LI

NI

The wandering of Caddles about London came:to a
head on the second day in the moming. For then his
hunger overcame him. He hesitated where the hot-
smelling loaves were being tossed into a cart, and then
very quietly knelt down and commenced robbery. He
emptied the cart while the baker's man fled for:the
police, and then h's great hand camn into the shop and
cleared coanter and cases, Then with an armful, still
eat'ng, he went his way looking for another shop to go
on with his meal. It happened to be one of those
seasons when work Is scarce and food dear, and the
crowd Irn that qoarter was sympathetic, gven with a
giant who took the food they all desired. They applanded
the second phase of his meal, and laughed at his stupid

i at the

“ Y wofl aung-y " he said, with his mowih full,

“ Brayve | "' cried thecrowd. " Brayve!"

Then when he was beginning his third baker’s shop,
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he was stopped by hal a dozen policemen hammering
with trunchecns at Lis shing. * Look here, my fine
giant, you come along o’ me,” said the officer in char,e.
“You ain': allowed away from home like this. You
come off home with me.” They did *heir best to arrest
him. There was a trolley, I am told, chasing up and
down rtreets at that time, bearing rolls of chain and
ship’s cable to play the part of bandcufis in that
great arrest. There was no intention then of killing
him, “He is no party to the plot,” Caterham had
gaid. “JI will not have innocent blood wpun my
hands” And added: * -—until everything else has been
&iﬂ.ll

At first Caddles did not undetstand the import of these
attentions. When he did, bhe told the policemen not
to be fools, and set off in great strides that left them all
beb'nd. The bakers’ shops had been in the Harrow
Roal, and he went through canal London to St. John's
Wood, and sat down in a private garden theie to pick
his teeth and be speedily assailed by another prsse of

palns.
“ You lea' me alone,” said Caddles, facing the hreath-
less crowd. “* I ain't donp anything to you."
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At that time he was unarmed, fo: he had left his
chalk chopper In Regent's Park. But now, poor wretch,
he seoms to have feit the need of some weapon. He
turned back towards the gnods yard of the Great Western

umab}rthummctniﬂmﬂ.mth:mtﬁﬂ]ghg?h

again. He turmed aslde-and sat down In
his back to a house that overlooked all Lond

had thought. “ Why can't they lea’ me alune?”
growled yoang Caddles. "I mus’ eat. Why can't they
lea’ me alone ? "'

whispered. * They mean nothing. And they wox'f let
me alone, and they wil} get In my way!” And again,
over and over to himsalf, ** Meanin' nothing.

“Ugh! the little peoplel™

He bit Larder at his knuckles and his scowl deepened.
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" Cuttin' chrlk for "em " he whispered. * And all the
world is theire | T dca't come In—nowhere.”

Presently with a spasm of slck anger he saw the nnw
familiar form of a policeman a.tride the garden wall

“Lea me alone,” grunted the giant. * Lea’ me
alone."

“ I gut to do my duty,” said the little policeman, with
a face that was white and resclute.

* You lea’ rue alone. I go* to live as well as you. I
got tc think. T gotto eat. 'You lea' Lie alone.”

“It's the Law,” said the little policeman, coming no
further. " We never marde the Law."”

“ Nor me,” said youns Caddles. “ You little people
made all thal before I was born. You and your Law |
What I must and what I mustn’t] No food for me to
eat rnles: I work a slave, no rest, no shelter, nothin’,
and you tell me——"

“ T ain't got no business with that,” said the police-
man. “I'm not one to argue. All I got to do is fo
carry out the Law.” And he brought his second leg
uv:thnwa‘lmdmddmpuiﬁitngatduwm Other

behind him.

"Igotnuquwrelw:thynn—md."smdrﬂwﬂadﬂﬂ,
with his grip tight upon his huge mace of iron, his .ace
pale, and a lank explanatory great finger to the police-
man, “1I got no quarrel with you. But—Yowu lea’ me
m:l‘

The policer:an tried to be calm and -commonplace,
with « monstroms tragedy clear before his eyes. “ Give
me the proclymation,” he said to some unseen follower,
andahtﬂtwmtﬂp&pu'mshandedtnhm.

“ Lea’ mec alone,” said Cadgles, scowling, tense, and
drawn together.
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“‘This means,” said the polceman bef-wre he read,
“go 'ome, Go 'ome to your chalk pit. If not, you'll
be hurt.”

Caddles gave an inarticulate growl,

Then when the vroclamation nad been read, the offi-
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face, saw hira staring, with a grimace of weeping dismay,
at the blood upon his hand, and then his knees bent
under him, and he came crashing to the earth, the frst
of the giart nettles to fall to Laterham's resolute clutch,
the very last that he had reckoned would come into
his hand.



CHAPTER THE FOQURTH.
REDWOOD'S TWO DAYS.

i

So soon as Caterham knew the moment for grasping his
nettle had come, he: took the law into his owr hands
and sent to arrest Cossar and Redwood.

Redwood was there for the taking. He had been
undergoing an operation in the side, and the ductor. had
kept all disturbing things from him until his conva-
lescence was assured. Now they had released him. He
was just nat of bed, sitting In a fire-warmed room, with
a heap of newspapers about him, reading for the first
time of the agitation that had swept the country into
the hands of Caterham, and of the trouble that was
darkening over the Princess and his son. It was In the
moiaing of the day when young Caddles died, and when
the policeman trled to stop young Redwood on his way
to the Princess. The latest newspapers Redwood had did
but vaguuly prefigure these Immiuent things. He was
re-reading these first adumbrations of disaster with a
sinking heart, reading the shadow of cdeath moré and
more perceptibly Into tnem, reading to occapy his mind
until further nevs should come, When the officers fol-
lowed the servant intu his room, he looked up eagerly.

1 thought it was an early evenirg paper,” he said.
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Then stanCing up, anc with a swift change of manmner :
“What's this> . . .

After that Redwood bad no news of anything for t.70
days.

Theyhadmmawithaveh:clﬂtnt:\kemaway,but
when it became evident that he wes ill, it was decided
to leavs him for a day or so until he could be safely
regaoved, and his house was taken over by the police
and converted into a temporary prison. It was the
same nouse in which Giant Redwood had been born and
in which Herakleopnorbia had for the first time been
given to a human being, and Redwood had now been
a widorer and had lived ~lone in iieight years,

He had becume an iron-grey man, with a little pointed
grey beard and still active brown eyes. He was slender
and ooft-voiced, as he had ever been, but his features
had now that indefinable quality that comes of brooding
over wnighty things. To the arresting officer his appear-
ance was in impressive contrast to the enormity of his
offences, “ Here's this feller,” said the officer ir com-
mand, to his next subordinate, * has done his level best
to bust up everytling, and e’s got a face like a nuiet
country gertleman ; and here's Judge Hangbrow keepin'
ewqthmgmneandinﬂrdﬂiurmone,md ‘e’s got
a 'ead like a 'og. Then their manners| One all con-
sideration and the other snort and grunt. Which just
shows you, Goesn't it. that appearances arew’t to be
gone upon, whatever else you do.”

But his praisu of Redwood’s consideration was pres-
ently dashed. The officers found him troublesome at
first until thew had made it cleas that ii was useles for
him to ask 'questions or beg for papers. They made a
sort of inspection of his study indeed, and cleared away



REDWOOD'S TWO DAYS. 249

even the papers he had. Redwod's voice was high and
expostulatory. * But don’t you 3ee,” he said over and
over again, “it's my Son, my only Son, that is in this
trouble. It isn’t the Foud I care for, but m» Son."”

“ I wish indéed I could tell you, Sir,” said the officer.
* But our orders are strict.”

“ Who gave the orders ? ™ eried Redwood.

“ahl tha!, Sit——" said the officer, and moved {p-
wards the door. . . .

“'E's going up and down 'is room,” said the second
officer, when his superior came down.» “ That’s all right,
He'll walk it off a bit.”

“1 hope "e will,” caid the chief officer. " The fact is
I didn't see it in that light before, but t.is here Giant
what's been going on with the Princess, you know, is
thh I:lml:l.'.‘! mll

The two regarded one another and the third polizeman
for a space.

" Theo it is a bit rough on him,” the third policeman
said.

It became evident that Redwood had sti!! imperfectly
apprehended the foct that an fron crriain had dropped
between him and the outer world, They heard him go
to the door, try the handle and rattle the lock, and then
the voice of the officer who was stationed on the landing
telling him it was no good to do that. Then afterwards
they hea.d him at the windows wnd saw tlie men out-
sioe looking up. " It's mo good that vay,"” said the
second officer, Then Redwood began upon the bell.
The senior officer went up and explained very patiently
that it cowd do-po good to ring the bell like that, and
if it was rung for ncthing now it might have to be dis-
regarded presently when ha had need of something, * Any
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reasonable a‘tendance, Sir,” the officer said, * Bat il
you ring it jrst by wav of protest we shall be obliged,
Sir, to disconnect.”
ﬁelﬁtmtdihenﬂimheardmﬁt&dwmﬁshjgh-
pitched, “ But at least you might tell me if my Son—"

IL

After that Redwood spent most of his time at the
windows,

But the windows offered him little of the march of
events outside, It was a quiet street at all times, and
that dey it was unusuall; quiet: scarcely a cab, scarcely
a tradesman’s cart passed all that moming. Now and
then men went by—without any distinctive air of events
—now aund then a little group of children, a nursemaid
and a woman going shopping, and so forth. They came
on 13 the stage right or left, up or down the street, with
an exasperating suggestion of indifference to any con-
cerns more spacions than their own; they wovld dis-
cover the pclice-guarded bouse with amazement and exit
in the opposite diection, where the great trusses of a
giant hydrengea hung across the pavement, stariog back
or pointing. Now and then a man would come and ask
one of the policemen a question and geta curt reply. . . .

Opposite the houses seemed dead. A housemaid ap-
pcared onc: at a bedroom window and stared for a

and it veeurred to Redwood to signal to her.  For
a time she wat.hed his gestures as if with interest and
made a vag.e resppnse to them, then looked over her
shoulder sudcenly and turned aad w2t away. An old
man hobbled out of Number 3% anu came down the steps

and went off to the zight, altogether without looking up.
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For ten minutes the only occupant of the road was a
cat. . . .

With soch eventa that Interminable momentous morm-
ing lengthened out.

About twelve there came a bawling of newsvendors
from the adjacent road; but it passed. Contrary to
thelr wont they [left Redwood's streel alone, and a sus-
picion dawned upcn him that the police were i
the end of the street. He tried to open th» window, but
this brought a pol'ceman Inio the room forthwith. . . .

The clock of the parish church stru:k twelve, und after
an abyss of time—one.

They mocked him with lunch.

H= ate a mouthful and tumbled the frod about a
little In order to get it taken away, drank freely of
whisky, and then tock a chair and went back to the
window, The minutes expanded into grey immenrities,
and for a time perhaps he slept. . . .

He woke with a vague impression of remote concus-
sions. He percelved a rattling of the windows like the
quiver of an earthquake, that lasted for a minute or.so
and died away. Then after a silence it returned. . . .
Then it dieC away agaln. He fancied it might be merely
the nassage of some heavy vehicle along the main road.
What else conld it be? . . .

After a time he began to doubt whether he had heard
this sound

Ee began to reason Interminably with h'mself. Why,
after all, was he seized ? Caterham had been In pffice
two days—just long smough—to grasp his Nettls!
Grasp his Nettle] Grasn his Glant Nettle| The refrain
once started, sang through his mind, and would not be
dismissed.
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What, after all, conli Caterham do? He was a re-
ligions man. He war bound In a sort of way by that
not to do violence without a caunse,

Grasp hs Neftle! Perhaps, for example, the Princess
was to be seized and sent abroad. There might be
trouble with hisson. In which case——] But why had
he beeu arrested ¥ Why was it necessary to keep him
in jgnorance of a thing like-that ? Tae thing suggested
—snmething nuore extensive.

Pechaps, for example—they meant to lay all the giants
by the heels! They were all to be arrested together,
There had been hints of that In the.electlon speeches.
And then ?

No doubt they had got Cossar also ?

Caterham was a religions man. Redwood clung to
that Tl.e back of his mind was a black curtaln, and
on tkat curtain there came and went a word—a word
writften in letters of fire. He struggled ‘perpetually
against that word. It was always as it were beginning
to get wrirten on the curtain and never getting completed.

Ie faced it at last, " Massacrel™ There was the
word in its full brrtality.

Nol Nol Nol It was impossible! Caierham was
a religious man, a civilised man. And besides afte: all
these years, after all these hopes |

Redwood sprang up; he paced the room. He spoke
tn pimself , ke shouted.

HH'u‘fl’

Mankind war surely not so mad as that—surely not |
Itmimprﬁ:blﬁ.:twaamcmd;bm it could not be.
Wh:tgﬂudmuldﬁdﬁhkﬂlthnmthmnwﬁm
the gigantic in all the lower things had now inevitably
come 7 They could not be s0 mad as that |
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I must dismiss such an idea " he said #loud : ** dis-
miss such an fdeal Absolutely 1"

He pulled up short. What was that ?

Certainly the windows had ratiled. He went to look
out into the street. Opoosite he saw the instant con-
firmation of his ears. At a bedroom at Number 35 was
a woman, towel in hand, and at tne dining-reom of
Number 37 a maa was visible behind a greal vase of
hypertrophied maidenhair fern, both stariag out and up,
both disquieted and curivus. He could see now too,
quite clearly, that the policeman own the pavement had
lLieard it also, The thing was not his imaginatibu,

He turned to the dorkling ronm.

"Gﬂ-ﬂﬂ:'hﬂﬁﬂid—

He broaded.

IIGW-?II

They brought him In strong tea, such as he was cocus-
tomed to have. Itwaseﬁdmthishouselu;e;whad
been taken into consultation, After drinking it, he was
too restless to sit any longer at the window, and he
paced tbe room. His mind became more capable of
consecutive t,

The rooun had been his study for four-and-twenty
yeazs. It had been furnished at his marriage, and all
the essentlal equipment dated from then, the large
complex writing-desk, the rotating chair, the easy chair
at the fire, the rotating ‘bookcase, the fixture’of mdexed
pigeon-holes that filled the further rececs. The vivid
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among thes> thiugs his connection with the Food had
left abundan® traces. Along one wall, above the dado,
ran a crowded array of black-framed photographs and
photogravares, showing his son and Cossar’s sons and
others of the Boom-children at various ages and amidst
various surroundings. Even young Caddles’ vacant
visage had its place in that collection. In the corner
stood a sheaf of the tassels of gigantic meadow grass
from Cheasing Eyebright, tnd on the desk there lay
threu empty poppy beads as big as Lats, The curtain
rods were grass stems. And the tremendous skull of
the great hog of Oakhara hung, a portentous fvory over-
mantel, with a Chinese jar In either eye socket, snout
down above ihe fire. . , .

It was to the photographs that Redwood went, and in
parliculir to the photographs of his son.

TLey brought back countless memories of things that
hat passed out of his mind, of the early days of the
Food, of Bensington’s timid presence, of his crusin Jane,
of Cossar and the night work at the Experimental Farm,
These thinzs came to him now very little and bright
and distinct, like things seen through a telescope on a
sunny day. And then there was the giant aursery, the
giant childhood, the young giant's first efforts to speak,
his first clear signs of affectlon.

Guns ?

it flowed In on hhia. Irresistibly, overwheln.ingly, that
outside there, outside this accursed silence and mystery,
his son and Cassar's sons, and all thess glorious first-
fruits of a greater pge were even now—fighting. Fight-
ing for life | Ewen now hls son might be in some dismal
quandary, comnered, wounded, ovurcome. . . .

He swung away from the pictures and went up and
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down the room gesticulating. * It cannot be,” he cried,
it cannot be. It cannot end like that | "

“ What was that ? "

He stopped, stricken rigid.

The trembling of the windows had begun agrin, and
then had come a thud—a vast concussion that shook
the house. The concussion seemed to last for an age.
It must have been very near. For a moment it seemed
that something had struck the honse above him—an
enormous impact that brok= Into a tinkle of falling glass,
and then a stillness that ended at last with ~ minute
clear sound of ranning feet in the street below.

Those feet released him from his rigor. He turned
towards the window, and saw It starred and broken.

His heart beat high with a sense of crisls, of conclusive
occurrence, of release. And then agaln, his realisation
of impotent confinement fell about him like a curtain |

H= could see nothing outside except that the sziall
electric Jamp opposite was not lighted; he corld aear
nothing arter the first suggestion of a wide alare. He
could udd nothing to Interpret or enlarge that mystery
except that presently there came a reddish fluctaating
brighiness In the sky towards the south-east.

This light waxed and waned. When It waned he
doubted if it had ever waxid. It had crept upon him
very gradually with the darkling. It became the pre-
dominant fact in his long night of suspense. Sometimes
it reemed to him it had the guiver one assiclates -wicth
dancing flames, at others he fancied t-was no more
than the normal reflection of the evering lights. It
waxed and waned through the long bours, and only van-
ished at last when it wic submerged alt.gether under
the rising tije of dawn. Did it mean——7? What counld
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it mean ? Almos* certslnly It was some sort of fire, near
or remote, but he could not even tell whelaer it was
smoke or cloud drift that streamed across the sky. But
about one o'clock there began - flickering of searchlights
athwarl that ruddy twnult, a flickering that continued
for the rest of the night. That too might mean many
things . What cunld it mean? What did it mean ?
Just thir stained unrestful sky he had and the suggestion
of a luge exgplosion to occuny his mind. There came
no ﬁ'rﬂlermunds,nuﬁ:ﬂhﬁmnﬂlﬁl. nothing but a
shouting that migh* have been ouly the distant efforts
of drunl ea men. . . .

He did not turn up his lights ; hestood at his draughty
broken windrw, a distressful, slight black ouatline to, the
officer who looked ever and again into the room and
exhorted him to rest,

Al night Redwood remained at his window peering
up af the ambiguous drift of the sky, aud only with the
coming of the dawn did he obey his fatigue and lie
down upca the little bed they had prepared for him
between his writing-desk and the sinking fire in the
fireplace under the great hog's skull.

111,

For thirtysix long hours did Redwood remain im-
prisoneu, cioced in and shoy off from the great drama
of the Two Days, while the little people in the dawn
of graatness fonght against the Children of the Food.
Then abruptly the iron curtain rise again, and he found
himself near the very centre of the struggle. A That
curtain ross as’ unexpectedly as it fell In the late
afternoon he was called to the window by the clatter
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of a cab, that stopped withort. A yourg man de-
scended, and in another minute stnod before him in the
room, a slightly built young man of thirty perhaps.
¢lean shaven, well dressed, well mannered.

““ Mr. Redwood, Sir,” he began, * would you be willing
to come to Mr. Caterham ? He needs your presence
very urgendy.”

‘ Needs my presence ! . . . There leapt a question
into Redwood's mind, that for a moment he could not
put. He hesitated. Then in a voice that broke he
asked : * What has he done to my'Son ?*' and stood
breathless for the reply.

“Your Son, Sir? Your Son is doing well. So at
least we gather.”

* Doing well ? *

“He was wounded, Sir, yesterday. Have you not
heard # "

Redwood smote these pretences aside. His voice was
no longer coloured by fear, but by anger. ' You know
1 have not heard. You know I have heard nothing.”

“ Mr. Caterham feared, Sir—— It was a time of up-
heaval. Every one—taken by surprise. He arrested
you to save you, Sir, from any misadventure—"

“ *Je arrested me to prevent my giving any warm-
ing or advice to my son. Go on. Tell me what has
happened. Have yon succeeded? Have you killed
them all ?

1ne young man made a pace or so towards the win-
dow, and tomed.

“ Wo, Sir,” he said coucisely.

““ What have y.u to tcll me 2 "

“ It's our proof, Sir, that this fighting was not planned
by us. They found us . . . totally nnprepared.”

9
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“ You mean ? "

“ I mean, Sir, the Giants have—to a certain extent—
held their own."

The world changed for Redwood. For a moment
something like hysteria had the muscles of his face and
throat. Then he gave vent to a profound " Ah 1" His
heart Lounded towards exultation. “ The G.ants have
held theit own "

* There has been terrible fighting—terrible destruc-
tion. It is all a most hideous misucderstanding, . . .
In the nurth and midlands Giants nave been killed. . . .
Everywuere."”

[} mF m ﬁghﬁns nuw ? e

“ No, Sir. There was a flag of truce,”

“ From them # "

“No, Sir. Mr. Caterham sent a flag of truce. The
whol> thing is a hideous misunderstanding. That is
why he wants to talk to you, and put his case before
you. lhey insist, Sir, that you should intervene—-"

Reawood interrupted. “ Do you know what hap-
pezed to my Son ? " he asked.

* He was wonnded.”

“Tell mel Tellmel”

" He and the Princess came—before the—the move-
ment to surround the Cossar camp was complete—the
Cossar pit at Chislehurst. They came suddenly, Sir,
crashing turvugh a ‘dense thicket of giant sats, mear
River, upon a column of infantry, .., Soldiers uad
been very nervous all day, and this produced a panic.”

“ They shnt pim ? *

“No, Sir. They ran away. Som: shotr at him—
wildly—ageinst orders.”

Redwood gave a note of denial,
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“ It's true, Sir. Not on accoant ot yow som, I won't
pretend, but on account of the Pyincess.”

“Yes. That’s true.”

“The two Gianis ran shouting towards the encamp-
ment. The soldiers rar this way and that, and then
some began firing. They say they saw him stag-
Eer ¥

L Ugh t Fi

“Yes, Sir. But we know he is not badly hart.”

i Hﬂw ? Fi

" He sent the message, Sir, that he was doing well |

“To me "

L1 “'h'l dm,. S.h. ? L

Redwood stood for mearly a minute with his arms
tightly folded, taking this in. Then his indignation
found a voice.

" Becanse you were fools in doing the thing, because
you miscalculated and blundered, you would like rie to
think yoz are not murderers in intention. And be-
sides—— The rest ? "

The young man looked interrogation.

““ The other Giauts 7 "

The young man made no further pretence of mis-
understanding. His tone fe'l. ** Thirteen, Sir, are dead.”

* And others wounded ? ™

“ Yes, Sir.”

"An.d caterham,” he, gasped, * wants t» meet mez |

. Where are the others #
“ Some got to the encampment &urihg the fighting,
Sir. . . . They seem to have known—

“Well, of course tiey did. If it hedn't been for
Cossar—— Cossar is there ? ™

“Yes, Sir. And all the surviving Giants are there—
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the ones whe didu't get to the camp in the fighting have
gone, or are giing now under the flag of truce."”

* That means,” said Redwood, * that you are beatea.”

“We ary not beaten. No, 3ir. You cannot say we
are beaten. But your sons have broken the rules of
war. Once last night, and now agzin. After our attack
had bren withdrawn. This afternoon they began to
bombara London——"

* That’s legitimate | "

" They have been firing shells filled with—poison.”

** Poison 7 "

“Yes. Poison. The Food—"

* Herakleophorbia ¢ *'

“ Yes, Sir. Mr. Caterham, Sir——"

“You are beaten! Of course that beats you. It's
Cosswr| What can you hope to do now? What good
is it to do anything now ? You will breathe it in the
dus* of every street. What is there to fight for more ?
Rules of war, indeed| And now Caterham wants to
humbug me to help him bargain. Good heavens man !
Why should I come to your exploded windbag ? He has
played his game . .. murdersd awd muddled. Why
shouldI ™

The young man stood 'with an air of vigilant re-

“1It is a fact, Sir,” he interrupted, * that the Giants
irsist that tLey shall =ee you. They will have no am-
bassador but you. Unless you come to them, I am
afraiq, Sir, ther2 will be more bloodshed.”

Hﬂnmﬂde'wmn

" No, Sir—on, both sides. The wond is resolved the
thing must end.”

Redwood looked about the study., His eyes rested for
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a moment on the photograph »f his boy He turmed
and met the expectation of the yoing man
“Yes,'" he said at last, " I will come.”

IV.

His encounter with Caterham was entirely daifferent
from his anticipation. He had seen the man only twice
in his life, once at dinner and once in the lobby of.the
House, and his iniagination had been active not with the
man but with the creation of the newspapers and cari-
caturists, the legendary Caterham, Jack the Giant-killar,
Persens, and all the rest of it. The element of a human
personality came in to disorder all that.

Here was not the face of the caricatures and portraits,
but the face of a worn and sleepless man, lined and
drawn, yellow in the whites of the eyes, a little weakened
about the mouth. Here, indeed, were the red-Lrown
eyes, the black hair, the distinctive aguiline profile of
the great demagogue, but here was also something else
that smote any premecitated scorn and rhetoric aslde,
This man was suffering he was suffering acutely; he
was under enormous stress. From the beginning he
had an air of impersonating himself. Presently, with a
single gesture, the slightest movement, he revealed to
Redwood that he was keeping himself up.with druogs.
He move’ a thumb to his waistcoat poclbet, and then,
after a few -sentences more, threw concalment aside,
and slipped the little tabloid to his lips.

Moreover, in spite of the stresses upon him, in spite of
the fcet that he #es in the wrong, and Reoweod's junior
by a dozen years, thai strange quality in hiw, the some-
thing—personal magnetism one may call it for want of a
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better name—tha’ had won his way for him to this
eminence of disaster was with him still. On that also
Redwoud had tailed to reckon. From the first, so iar as
the course and cunduct of theis speech went, Caterham
prevailed over Kedwood. All the quality of the hrst
phase of their meeting was determined by him, all the
tone ard procedure were his.  That happened as if it
was a matter of course. All Redwood's expectations
vanished at his presence. He shook hands belore Red-
woud remembered that he meant to parry that famili-
arity ; he pitched the note of tneir conference from
the outset, sure and clear, as a search for expedients
under a common catastrovhe,

I he made any mustake it was when ever and again
his fatigde got the better of his immediate attention,
and *he Labit of the public meetiug carried him away.
Then he drew himself up—through all their interview
both men stood—and looked away from Redwood, and
began to fence and justify. Once even he said * Gentle-
men | **

Quietly, evpandingly, hs began to talk. . . .

Therr were morments when Redwood ceased even to
feel himself an interlocutor, when he became the mere
auditor of a monologue. He became the privileged spéc-
tator of an extraordinary phenomenon. He perceived
something a'most like a specific difference between him-
sell and this being whose beautifal voice envelsped him,
who was talkiag, talking, This mind before him was so
powesful and s> limited. From its driving energy, its
personal weirht, its invincible obivion to certain things,
there sprang Jp in Redwood's mind th. most grot=sque
and strange of images, Instead of an antagonist who
was a fellow-creature, a man one could hold morally
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responsible, and to whom one could address reasonable
appeals, he saw Caterham as souething, something lile
a monstrous rhinoceros, as it were, a civilised rhinoceros
begotten of the jungle of demncratic affairs, a monster
of irresistible onsel and iavincible resistance, In all the
crashing conflicts of that tangle he vas supreme. And
beyord ? This man was a being supremely adapted to
make his way through multitudes of men. For him
there was no fanlt so important as self-contradiction,
oo science so signifirant as the reconciliatior, of * in-
terests.”” Economic realities, topographical negessities,
the barely touched mines of scieatific expedients, ex-
isted fo. him no more than ruilways or rifled guns or
geographical literature exist for his animal prototype.
What did exist were gatherings, and caucuses, and votes
—above all, votes. He was votes incarnate—millions of
votos,

And now in the great crisis, with tlie Giantr briken
but not beaten, this vote-monster.talked.

It was so evident that even now he had everything to
learn. He did not know there were physical lavs and
econJmic laws, quantities and reactions that all humanity
voting memiine confradicente cannot vote away; and that
are disobeyed only at the price of destruction. He did
not know there are mmal laws that cannot be bent by
any force of glamour, or are bent only to fiy beck with
virdictive violence. In the fare of pnel or toe
Judgment Day, it was evident to Red that thiz mari
would have sheltered behind some curiowaly dodged vote
of the House of Commons.

What most coocerned his mind now was not the
powers that held the fasiness away there to the south,
not defeat and death, but the ~ffect »f these things upon
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his Majority, the cardiual reality in his life He had
to defeat the Giants or zo under. He was by no means
absolutely despairful. In this hour of his utmost failure,
with blroo and disaster upon his hands, and the rich
promise of still more horrible disaster, with the gigantic
destinies of the world towering and toppling over him,
he was capable of a belief that by sheer exertion of his
voice, by explaining and qualifying and restating, he
might yet reconstitute his power. He was puzzled and
distresse’® no doubt fatigued and suffering, but if only
he could Feep up, if only he could keep talking—

As he talked he seemed to Redwood to advance and
recede, to dilate and contract. Redwood's sha.e of the
talk was of the most subsidiary sort, wedges as it were
suddenly thrust in. “ That’s all nonsense.” * No."
“It's no use sugpesting that” * Then why did you
bﬂﬂ,h?"

IL is doubtful if Caterham really heard him at all.
Round svch interpolations Caterham's speech flowed
indeed like some swift stream about a roclk. There this
incred’ble man stood, on his official hearthrug, talking,
talking with enormous power and skill, talking as tLough
a pause fu his talk, his explanations, his presentation of
standpoints and Eghts, of ccasiderations and expedients,
would permit some antagonistic influence to leap into
being— ntq vocal being, thc only being he could com-
prelend. There he siood amidst the slightly faded
splendours of tLat official room in which one man after
another had suzcumbed to the be'ief that a certain power
of intervention was the creative control of an empire. . . .

The more L2 talked the moce certain Redwood's sense
of stupendous futility grew. Did this man cealise that
while he stooc' and talked there, the whole great world
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was moving, that the invincibl~ tide of growth flowed
and flowed, that there were any hours but narliamentary
homrs, or any weapons in the hands of the Avengers of
Blood # OQOutside, darklirg the whole room, 2 single leaf
of giant Virginian creeper tappew unheeded on the pane.

Redwood became ~nxious to end this amazing mono-
logue, to escape to sanity and judgment, to trat be-
leaguered camp, 1he fastness of the future, where, at
the very nucleus of greatness, the Sons were gathered
together. For that this talking was endured. He had
a curious impression that onless this monol ended
he would presently find himself carried away by'it, that
he must fight agains: Caterherm's woice as one fights
against a drug. Facts had altered and were altering
beneath that spell.

What was the man saying ?

Since Redwoud had to report it to the Childr:n of
the Food, in a sort of way he perceived it did matter.
He would have to listen and guard his sense of realities
as well as he could.

Much ‘about bloodgniltiness. That wa= elogueuce.
That didn't matter. Next?

He was saggesting a convention |

He was suggesting that the surviving Children of the
Food should capitulate and go apart and form a com-

munity of their own. Thmwuaprmndenh,hesﬂd
hl.' this. * We would assign themterritory—""

* Where ? " interjected Redwood, stooping to argae.

Caterham snatched at that concession. He tarned
his face to Redwood's, and his voice fell to a persnasive
reasocableness, That could be determined. That, he
contended, was a quite subsidiary question. Then he
went on to stipulate: * And except ior them and where
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they are we musi have absolute control, the Food and
all the Fruits of the Frod must be stamped out—"

Redwood found himsed bargaining : * The Princess ? "

** She strnds apart.”

“No,” said Redwoou, strugeling fo get back to the
old footing. " That's absurd."”

“Tkat afterwards. ﬁtany:’ﬂ.i&w&araagmedthat
the making of the Food must stop—"'

“ I have agreed to nothing., I have said nothing—"

“ But on one planet, to have two 1aces of men, one
great, nne small | ‘Consider what has happened! Con-
gsider that is but a little frretaste of what might presently
happen if this Food has its way | Caonsider all vou have
already brought upon this world! If there is to Le a
race of Giants, increasing and multiplying—"'

* 7t is aot for me to argue,” saia Redwood. * I must
go te. our sons. I want to go to my son, That is why
I heve come to vou, Tell me exactly what you offer,”

Caterham made a speech upon his terms.

The Chuldren of the Food were to be given a great
reservation- -in North America perhaps or Africa—in
which *hey might “ive out their lives In their own fashion.

“ But it's nonsense,” said Redwood. There are
other Giants now abroad. All over Europe—here and
there |

“ There eould be an International convention, It's
not impossinla.  Somefhing of the sort indeed L.as already
been spoken 'of. . . . But in this reservation they can
live vut their vwn Lives in their own way. They may
do what thyy like; they may make what they like,
We shall be glad if they will mak> as things. They
may be happy. Think!”

“ Provided there are no more Children,”
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“ Preci=ely. The Children ace for us. And so, Sir,
we shall save the world, we shall save it absolutely from
the fruits of your terrible discovery. It is not too. late
for us. Only we are eager to temper expe.liency with
mercy. Even now we a.ce burning and searing the places
their shells hit yesterday. We can pet it under. Trust
me we shall get it under. But in that way, without
cruelty, without injustice—-"

" And suppose the Children do not agree ?

For the first time Catcrham looked Redword fully in
the face.

“They must !

“T doan’t think *hey will.”

“Why should they not agree ? ” he asked, in richly
toned amazement.

“ Suppose they don’t 2 ™

“What can it be but war? We cannot have the
thing go on., We cannot, Sir. Have you sdentific' men
no imagination ? Have you ng mercy ? We,cannot
have our world trampled under a growing herd of such
monsters and monstrous growths as your Fepd has
mace, We cannot and we cannotl I ask yom, Sir,
what can it be but war # And remember—_kLis that has
happened fs only a beginiing| Thés was a skirmish.
A.I:nmaﬁai:nt}rpaliw. Believe me, a mere affair of

Do not be cheated. by perspective, by the imme-
diate bigness of these mewer things. Behnd us is the
nation—is humanity, Behind the thousands who have
died there are millions. Were it not for the fear of
bloodshed_ Sir, behind our first atiacks tiere would be
forming other attacks, #ven now. Whether we can kill
this Food ‘or not, most assuredly we can kill your sons |
You reckon too much on the thingr;of yesterday, on the
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happenings ¢. a mere sccre of years, on one battle,. You
have no sense of the slow course of history. I offer this
convention for the sake of lives, not because it can
change the inevitable end. If you think that your poor
two dozen of Giants can resist a'l the {orces of our people
and of all the alien peoples who wili come to our aid ; if
you think you can change Huwmanity at a blow, in a
single generation, and alter the nature and stature of

He flung out an arm. * Gr to them pow, Sir| See
them, for all the evil they have done, crouching among
their wounded——""

He s*opped, as though he had glanced at Redwood's
son by chance.,

There came a pause,

“ Co to them,” he said.

* 1hat is what I want to do.”

“T1hen go now. . . ."”

He turned and pressed the button of a bell ; without,
in immediate response, came a sound of opening doors
and hastening feet.

The talk was ot an end. The display was over,
Abruptly Caterham seemed to contract, to shrivel up
into a yellow-faced, fagged out, middle-sized, middle-
aged man. He stepped forward, as if he were stepping
out of a picture, and with a complete assumption of that
frlendliness tuat lies Bshind o'l the public conflicts of
our race, he heid out his hand to Redwood.

As o it were ~ matter of course. Redwood shook hands
with him for the second time.



CHAPTER THE FIFTH.
THE GIANT LEAGUER.

I

PresENTLY Redwood found hirself in a train going socth
over ths Thames, He had a brief vision of the river
shining under its lights, and of the smoke still going up
from the place where the shell had fallen on the north
bank, and where a vast multitude of men had been
organised to burn the Herakleophorbia out of the giound.
The southern bank was dark, for soma reason even the
streets ware not lit, all that was clearly visible was the
outlin=s of the tall alarm-towers and the dark bulks of
flats and'schools, and after a minute of pessing scrutiny
he trroed his back on th2 window and sank into thought.
There was nothing more to see or do until he saw the

He was fatigued by *he stresses of the last two days ;
it seemed to him that his emotions must needs be ex-
hausted, out he had fortified higself witk strong coffee
before starting, and his thoughts tan thin ind clear, His
mind touched many things. He reviiwed again, but
now in the enlightenment of accomplished events, the
manuer in which the Food had entered. and unfolded
ifself in the world.

“ Bensington thought it might he an excellent food
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for infants,” he whispored to himself, with a faint smile,
Then there came intw Jus mind as vivid as if they wete
still unsettled his own hurrible doubts after he had com-
mitied himself by giving it tw Lis uwn son, From that,
with a steady unfalteriug expansion, in spite uf every
effort of men to help and hinder, the Fuod had spread
through the whole world of man, And now ?

“Even if they kill them all,” Redwood whispered,
“ tha thing is done.”

The sccret of its making was kmown far and wide,
That had been his own work. Plants, animals, a multi-
turde of distressful prowing children would conspire irre-
sistibly to force the world to reveit again to the Food,
whatever haprened in the present struggle. “ The thing
is done,” be said, with his mind swinging round beyond
all hit cortrolling to rest upon the present fate of the
Childrzn and his son. Would he find them exhausted
by the efiorts of the battle, wounded, starving, on the
verge of defeat, or would he find them still stout and
bopeful, ready for the still grimmer conflict of the
motrow ? . . . His son was wourded | But he nad sent
a message |

His mind came back to his interview with Caterham.

He was roused from his thoughts by the stopping of
his train in Chislehurst gtation. e recognised the place
by the huge.rat alarm-tower that crested Camden Hill,
and the row of blossuming giant hemlocks {hat lined

Caturham’s prvate secretary came to him from the
nthcrmmagrmdtnldhmthatml:amﬂafarﬂ:ﬁthu
line had been wrecked, and that *he ves: of the
was to be made in a motor car. Redwood descended
upon a platform lit only by a hand lantern and swept
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by the cool night breeze. Thy quiet of hat derelict,
wood-set, weed-embedded suburb ~for all the inhabitants
hed taken refuge in London at the outhbreak of yester-
day's conflict—became mstantly impressive His con-
ductor took him down *he steps to where a motor car
was waiting with blazing lights—the only lights to be
seen—handed him over to the care of the driver and
bade him farewell.

* ¥You will do vour best for us,” he said, with an imita-
tion of his master's manper, as he held Redwood's hand.

So soon as Redwood could be wrapped abuut they
started out into the night. At one momest they stood
still, and then the motor ca was rushing sofily and
swiftly down the station incline. They turded one corner
and another, followed the windings of a lane of villas,
and then before them stretched the road. The motor
drened up to its topmost speed, and the black' night
swept past them. Everything was vety dark unarr the
starlight, and the whole world crouched mysterionsly
and <vag gone without a-sound. Not a breath stirred

the flying things by tae wayside; mﬂddﬂﬂm
whi'e villas on either haud, with their dlack unlit
reminded him of a noiseless procession of skulls. The
driver beside him was a silent man, or stricken into
silence by the conditivns of his jounrney. He answered
Redwood’s brief questions in monosyllables, nndgruﬂ;ir
Athwart the sbuthern sky thn beams of

waved noiseless passes; the sole strange evidences nE
life they seemed in all that derelict world abdut the
hurrying machine.

Toe road was presently bordered on either side by
gigantic blackthorn shoots that made it very dark, and
by tall grass and big campions, hrge giant dead-nettles
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as high as tres, flickering past darkly in silhounette over-
head. Beyord Keston they came to a rising hill, and
the driver went slow. At the crest he stopped. The
engine throbbed and became still. * There,”” he said,
and his big gloved finger pointed, 2 black misshapen
thing before Redwood's eyes.

Far away as it seemed, the great embankment, crested
by the blaze from which the searchlights sprang, rose
up against the sky. Those beams went and came among
the clouds and the hilly Jand about them as if they traced
mysterious incantations.

“I don't know,” said the driver at last, and it was
clear ha was afraid to go on.

Presently < searchlight swept down the sky to them,
stopped as it were with a start, scrutinised them,
a bliadin, stare confused rather than mitigated by an
inter-ening monstrous weed stem or so. They sat with
their gloves held over their eyes, trying to look under
them and meet that light.

" Go on,” said Redwood after a while.

ahe driver still had his doubis; he tried to express
them, end died do.m to ** I don’t knuw * again.

At last be ventured on. '‘ Here goes,” he said, and
roused his machinery to motion again, followed intently
by that great white eye,

To Redwcod it seemed for a long time they were no
longer on easth, but ‘n a stete of palpitaung hurry
through a luminous cloud. Teuf, teuf, teuf, teuf, went
the machine, and ever and again—obeying I know not
what pervonr impulse—the driver sounded his horn.

They passed into the welrome dorkness of a high-
fenced lane, sud down ioto 2 hollow and past some
houses into that blinding stare again, Then for a space
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the road ran naked across a dowa, and they seemed to
harg throbbing in immensity. (nice more giant weeds
rost about them and whirled past. Then quite abruptly
close upon them loomed the figure of a giant, shining
brightly where the searchlight caught him below, and
black against the sky above, “ Hullo therel™ he cried,
and " stop| There's no more road beyond, . . . Is that
Father Redwood ?

Redwood stood up and pave a vague shout by way
of answer, and then Cnssar was in the road bes'de him,
gripping both hands with both of his and pulling him
out of the car,

* What of my son # " asked Redwood.

“ He's all right," said Cossar. * They've nurt nothing
serious in him."

* And your lads ? "

“Well, All of them, well. But we've had to make. a
fight for it.”

The Giaut was saying something to the motor driver.
Redwocd stood aside as the machine wheeled round, and
then suddenly Cossar vanished, everything vanished,
and h. was in absolute darkness for a space. The glare
was following the motor back to the crest of the Keston
hill. He watched the little conveyance receding in that
white halo. It had a carious effect, as though it was
not moving at all and the kalo was. A gromp cf wer-
blasted Giant elders flashed into guunt scarred gesticnla-
tions and were swallowed again by the night. . . . Red-
wood turned to Cossar's dim outline agaiy and clasped
his hand., * I have been shut up and kept ir. ignorance,”
he said, * for twc wiole days.”

“We fired the Food at them,” said Cossar. * Obvi-
ously | Thirty shots, Eh|"™
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"1 come from Cateraam.”
“ 1 know you do.” He langhed with a note of bitter-
ness. ' I suppose he's wiping it up.”

1I.

 Where is my son ? * said Redwond.

“He is all right, The Giants are waiting for your
mgelll

“Ye~, but my sop— . . .

He massed with Cossar down a long slanting tunnel
that was iit red for a moment and then becamne dark
again, and came owt presently irto the great pit of
shelter the Giants had made.

Redwood's first impression was of an enormous arena
bounded by very high cliffs and with its floor greatly
edcumbered, It was in darkmess save for the passing
redections of ithe watchman's searchlights that whirled
perpatuelly high overhead, and for a red glow that came
and went from a distant corner where two Giants worked
toge‘her amidst a metallic clangour. Against the sky,
as the glare came about, his eye caught the {amiliar
outlines of the old worksheds and playsheds that were
made for the Cassar boys. They were hanging now, as
it were, at a cliff brow and strangely twisted and dis-
torted with the gums of Caterham's bombardment.
There weie suggestious of huge gun emplacéments =bove
thers, and nearer were piles of mighty cylinders that
were perhap. ammunition, All About the wide space
below, the forms f great engines and incrmprehensible
bulks were cattered in vagae disouder, The Giants ap-

and vanished among these masses and in the
uncertain lizht; great shapes they were, 2ot dispro-

"



THE GIANT LEAGUER. 275

portionate to the things amidst which thyy moved,
Some were actively employed, some sitting and lying
as if they courted sleep, and one near at hand, whose
body was bandaged, lay oL a rough litter of pire boughs
and was certainly asleep. Redwood peered at these
dim forms; his eyes -vent from one stirring ontline to
another.

** Where is my son, Cossar ? ™

Then he saw him.

His son was sithing under the shadow of a great wall
of steel. He presented himself as a black shape recog-
nisable only by his pose,—his leatures wers mvisible.
He sat chin uwpon hand, as thugh weary or lost in
thought., Beside him Redwood discovered ihe figure of
the Princess, the dark suggestiom of her merely, and
then, as the glow from the distant irom retmhbed, he
saw for an instant, red lit and tender, the infinite kindli-
ness of her shadowed face. She stood looking down
upon her Inver with her hand resting against the steel.
It seemed that she whispered to him.

Redwood would have gone towards them.

" tly,” said Cossar. * First tlers ia your mes-
sage.”

“ Yes,” said Redwood, * brt—"

He stopped. His son ‘7as now looking up and speak-
E:athePﬁnm:,bntintuuluwatnnum:thamtu

» Youig Redwood raised hi face, awd she bent
down towards him, end glanced aside before she spoke.

“Buot if we are beaten,” they heard he whispered
voice of young Redwood.

She pansed, ann the red hlaze showed her eyes bright
with unshed tears. She bent nearer him acd spoke still
lower. There was something so intimate and private
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in their b.aring, in their soft tomes, that Redwood—
Redwood who had thought for two whole days of noth-
ing but his son—felt himself intrusive there, Apruptily
he was checked. For the first time in his life perhaps
he realised how much more a son riay be to his father
than a father can ever be to a sou ; he realised the full
predominance of the future over the past. Here be-
tween these two he had no part. His part was played.
H: turned to Cossar, in thu instant realisation. Their
eyes met. His voice was changed to the tone of a grey
resolve.

“1 will deliver my message now,” be said. * After-
warde—— . . . It will be soon enough then.” ;

The pit was so enormous and. so encumbered that it
was a long and tortuous route to the place from which
Recwood could speak to them all.

Tae and Cossar followed a steeply descending way that
parsed beneath an arch of interlocking machinery, and
so came into a vast deep gangway that ran cthwart the
bottom of the pit. This gangway, wide and vacant, and
yet relatively narrow, conspired with everything about
it to enhance Redwood's sense o: his own lit‘leness.
It becary, as it were, an excavated gorge. High over-
head, separated from him by clifis of darkness, the
searchlights wheeled and blazell, and the shining shapes
went to aid fro. Giant voices called to one another
above there, calling the Giants together to the Council
of War, to hear the terms that Caterham had sent. The
gangway stil' inclined downward towards black vast-
nesses, tow.rds shadows and mysteries and inconceivable
things, into which Redwood went clowly with reluctant

anc Cossar with a confident stride. . . .

Redwood's thovshts were buosy.
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The two men passed into the completest darkness,
and Cossar took his companion's wsist, They went now
slow.y perforce.

Redwood was moved to speak. * All this, he said,
e ii Strﬂngt.”

“ Big," said Cossar.

“Strange. And strange that it should be strange to
me—T]I, who am, in a sense, the beginning of it all.
It's—"

He stopped, wrestlirg with his elusive meaning, dnd
threw an unseen gesture at the clifi.

“T have not thought of it before. = have been busy,
and the years have passed. But here I see— Tt is
a new generation, Cossar, and new emotions and new
needs., All this, Cossar——"

Cossar saw now his dim gesture to the things about
them.

““ All this is Youth.”

Cossar miade no answer, and his frregular foctfalls
went striding on.

"It isn't owr youth, Cossar. Th taking things
over. They are beginning upon geirwm a:i&ﬁuns.
their own experiences, their own way. We hive made
a new world, and it isn't vurs. It isn't even—sym-
pathetic. This great place—"

*1 planned it," said Cnssa:, his fape close.

“Bot now 2 "

“Ah1 I have given it to my sons.”

Redwood could feel the loose wave of che arm that
he conld not see.

“That is it. Ve ure o-e.—or almost ov.r.”

* Your message |

" Yes. And then—"
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“ We're over ¥

“ Well—=2 "

“ Of course we are out of it, we two old men,' said
Cossa-, with his familiar note of sudden anger. * Of
course we are. Obwiously. Each man for his own
time. And now—it's their time beginoing. That's all
right. Excavator's gang. We do our job nnd go.
See ? That is what death is for. We work out all our
little brains and all our li*tle emot'ons, and then this
lot bepins afresh, Fresh and fresh! Perfectlv simple.
Whax's the trouble ?

He paused to guide Redwood to some steps.

“ fes.” said Redwood, * but one feels—"

He left his sentence incomplete.

* That is what Death is for.” He heard Cossar below
him insisting, “ How else could the thing be done?
That is what Death is for.”

IIL.

A'ter devious windings and ascents they came out
upon a projecting ledge from which it was possible to
see over the greater extent of the Giants' pit, and from
which Redwood might make himself heard by the whole
of their assembly. The Giants were already gathered
helow and about him at different levels, to hear the
message e had to Jeliver. 'I‘h:eidutmoil"‘m
stond on the bank overhead watching the rew.hﬁum
oithuuuarch!ighh,iurthnri&rm‘nhﬂdm!thnm
Ihu-wmhr!ntmmmtappuatushthrmurum
out clear Iz thelr own light; they wure near stripped;
theymthdrﬁnumnmdsﬂuiwmhntﬁﬂ:a
watchful referent ) ever and again to the co~tings that
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they could not leave. He saw these nearer Sgures with
a fluctnating indistinctness, by lights that came and
wen*, and the remoter omes stili less distinctly. They
came from and vanished .gain into the depthn of great
obscurities. For these Giants had no more light than
they could help in the pit, that their eyes might be ready
to see effeciually any attacking force that might opring
upon them out of the darknesses around.

Ever and again some chance glare would pick out and
display *his group or that of tall and powerful forms,
the Giants from Sunderland clothed in overlapping metal
plates, and the others clad in leather, in woven rope o:
in woven metal, as tueir conditions had determgined,
They sat amidst or rested their hands upin, or stood
erect among machines and weapons as mighty as them-
selves, and all their faces, as they came and w.nt fom
visible to invisible, had steadfast eyes.

He made an efiort to begin and did not do s0, Then
for a moment his son’s face glowed out in a hot in-
surgence of the fire, his son's face looking up to him,
tender as ¥ell as strong , and at that he feund a voice
to reach them all, »peaking across a gulf, as it wore, to
his son.

“I come from Caterham,” he said, * He sent me to
you, to tell you the terms he offers.”

He pansed, “ They are impossible terms, I'know, now
that I see you here all together « *they are impossibie.
terms, but I brought them to ydu, because T wanted
to see you all—and my son. Once more, .. I wanted
to see my son. . . .

“Teil them the terms,” said Cossar,

“ This is what Caterilam offers. He wants you to go
apart and Jeave his world | ™
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“* Where >

“ He does not lmow, Vaguely somewhere in the world
a great region is to be set apart. . . . And you are 10
male no nore of the Food, tu have no children of your
own, to live in your own way for your own time, and
then to end for ever.”

He stopped.

“ And that isall?”

“ That is ail.”

Toere followed a preat stillness, [he darle vss that
veiled the Giants seemed to look thoughtfully av nim.

He felt a touch at his elbow, and Cossar was holding
a cheir for him—a queer fragment of doll's furniture
amidst these piled immensities. He sat down and
crossed his legs, and then put one across the knee of
the. oth.r, and clutched his bout nervously, and felt
small and self-conscions and acutely visible and ab-
suraly placed.

Then at the sound of a voice he forgot himself again.

“ You have heard, Brothers,” said thiz voice out of
tne shadows,

And another a.swered, * W+ have heard.”

“ And the answer, Brothers ? "

(] Tn Cﬂtﬂ‘mﬂm ?u

“IsNol"™

“ And then 7"

There wac a silence for the space of some s-conds.

hen a woice said: “These people are right. After
theix lights, that is. They have been right in killing ai
that grew Jarger than its kind—beast and plant and all
manner of great things that arase. They were tight in
trying to .nessacre us. They ace right now in saying
we must not marry our kind, According to their lights
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they are mzht. They koow—it is time that we also
knew—that you cannot have piguies and giants in one
world together. Caterham has said that again and
again-—clearly—their werld or ours,”

“We are not half a Lundred now," said another,
““ and they are endless millions.”

“ 8o it may be. But the thing is as I have said.”

Then another long silence,

* And are we to die then "

“ Gor orbid1"

(13 AI,E ﬂ],E}F ? FR

11 Nﬂ.‘l

" But that is what Caterham says!| He would’have
us live out onr lives, ie one by one, till only one remains,
and that one at last would die also, and they wynld cut
down all the giant plants and weeds, kill all the giant
undez-life, burn cut the traces of the Food—make un
end to us and to the Food for ever. Then tho little
pigmy worid would be safe. They would go-on-—safe
for evei, living their litile pigmy lives, doing pigmy
kindnesses and pigmy cruelties each to the other: they
might even nerhaps attain a sort of pigmy millennium,
make an end to war, make an end to over-population,
sit down in a world-wide cicy to practise pigmy arts,
worshipping one another till the world begins to
freeze, . . "

In the comer a sheet of irom 1All in thnnder to the
ground,

* Brothers, we know vhat we mean to do.”

In a spluttering, of light from the cearchiights Red-
wood saw earnest youtbfu' faces tuming to lis son,

It is easy now to make the Food. It would be easy
for us to —ake Food for all the world."”
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" You mean, Broth.r Redwood,” szid a voice out of
the darkness, " that * is for the little people to eat the
Fmdlll

“ Whay else is there to do ?

“We are mot half a hundred and they are many
millicms."”

“ But we held our own."

usﬁm‘ll

“1f it is God's will, we mzy still ho'd our own.”

“Ye-. But thiok of the Jead1”

AnotLer voice took vp the strain. “The dead,” it
said, * Taoink of the unbomm, , . .

“ brothers,” came the voice of young Redwcod, “ what
can we do but fight them, and if -ve beat them, make
them take the Food ? They cannot help but take the
Fornd now., Suppose we were to resign our heritage and
d» this folly that Caterham suggests] Suppoze we
coald Suppose we give up this great thing that stirs
within mw, repudiate this thing our fathers uid for us—
that yow, Father, did for us—and pass, when vur time
has come, into decay and nothingmess! What then ?
Will this little world of theirs be as it was before : They
mayﬁgn:n.gatungreatnmmuswhumthanhﬂdrm
of men, but can they couquer ? Even if they should
destroy us every one, what then ? Would it save them ?
Mol For greatness is abroad, not only in us, not only
in the Fobd bat in 1he purpose of all things! It isin
the nature of Il things; it is part of space and time. To
grow and stils to grow: fmmﬁ-ﬂtmla:tthatmﬂemg—-
that is the 'aw of life, What other law car there ba?"

“To help others 2

“To grow, [t is still, to grow, Unless we help them
tﬂmill-’
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“ They will fight hard to overcome us,”” said a voice,

And anuther, * What of that ?

“They will fight,” said young Redwood. * If we refuse
these terms, I doubt not tley will fight, Inderd I hope
they will be open and fight. If afier all they offer peace,
it will be only the better to catch us nnawares. Make no
mistake, Brithers; in some way or other they:will
fight. Yhe war has begun, and we must fight to the
end, Unless we are wise, we may find presently we
have liv- 1 only to make them better weapons agaimst
our chiluen and our kind. <his, so {ar, has been only
the dawn of battle. All qur livesuwill be a battle. Some
of us will be killed in battle, some of us will be waylaid.
There 18 no easy victory—no victory whatever that is
not more than half defeat for us, Be sure of that.
What of that ? If only we keep a foothold, if Jnly we
leave behind ns a growing host to fiht when we are
gone 1 "

“ And to-morrow ? "

“We will scatter the Food; we will saturate the
world with the Food."”

* Suppose they cLue to terms ?

“ QOur terms are the Food., It is not as thoysh little
and g.eat could live together in any perfection of com-
promise. It is one thing or the other. What right have
parenis fo say, My child shall have no light but the light
I have had, shall grow no greater tHan the ;reatness to
which I have grown ? Do I speak for you. Srothers ?

Assenting murmurs answered him.

" And to the children who will be women as well as
to the children who will be men,” said a voice from the
darkness,

* Even more so—to be mothers of a new race. , . "
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" But fc- the next generation there must be great and
little,” sald Redwood. with his eyes on his son's face.

* For many geoerauons. And the little will hamper
the great and the great pre~s upon the little. So it
must needs be, father,

" There will be conflict.”

“Landless conflict. Endless misundersianding, All
life s that. Great and little cannot understand one
another. But in every child born of man, Father Red-
wood, lurks some seed of greatness—waitine for the
F EE]

“ TLen J am to go to Laterham again and tell him——""

“You will stay with us, Father Redwood. Our
answer goe to Caterham at dawn.”

* He says that he will fight. . . .’

*So e it,” sald young Redwood, and his brethren
musmured assent.

** The iron waiis,” cried a voice, and the two giants who
were working In the comer began a rhythmic hammer-
ing tnat made a mighty music to the scene. The metal
glowed ont far more brightly than it had done before,
and mave Redw_od a clearer view .¢ the encampment
than had yet come to him. He saw the oblong space
to its full extent, with the preat engines of warfare .anged
ready to hand. Beyond, and vt a higher level, the house
of the Cossars stood. About him were the young giants,
auge and bsautiful, glittering in their mai' amidst the
preparations for the morrow. The sight of them Lifted
his geart. TlLey were so easily powerful | They were so
tall and pracious! They were so steadfast In thejr
movements | There was his scn aroagst them, and the
first of all gant women, the Frincess. . . .

There leapt into his mind the oddest comtrast, a
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memory of Bensington, very bright and little—3ensingtosi
with his hand amidst the soft breast feathers of that
first zreat chick, standing in that conventionally furnished .
room of his, peering ovir his spectacles dubiously as
cousin Jane banged the doar, . . .

It had all happened in a yesterday of ons-and-twenty
years,

Then suddenly a strange doubt took hold of him:
that this place and presert greatness were but the tek-
ture of Jdream; that he was dreaming, and would in
an instant wake to find himse!f in hid study again, the
Giants slaughtered, the Food suppressed, and himself a
prisoner locked in. What else iudeed was life buts that
—always to be a prisoner locked inl| Tiis was the
culmination and end of his dream. He would .wake
through bloodshed and battle, to find his Food the nuost
foolish of fancies, and his hopes and faith of a greatsr
world to come no more than the colour:d film upon a
pool of bottomless decay. Littleness invincible) . , .

So strong and deep. was -this wave of despondency,
this suggestion of impedding fisillusionment, that he
started to his feet. He stood and pressed his cleached
fists into his eyes, and so for a moment remained, fear-
ing to open them again and see, lest the dteam should
already have passed away. . . -

The voice of the giant children spoke to one arother,
an undertoua to that clangorous mﬂlnd}r of the mthﬂ
His tide of doubt ebbed. He heard the giant
lte heard their movements about him still. Itmrﬁl
shirely it was real—as real as spiteful acts | Morerred,
for these great th'age, it may be, are the comirg things,
and the littlness, bestiality, and infirmity of men are
the things that go. He openpad his ey=s.
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“ Done, cried one of the two ironworkers, and they
flung their-aammers down.

A woice sounded abave. The son of Cossar, staading
on the _reat embankment, u~d turned and was now
speaking to them all.

“It is not that we would ous. the little people from
the world,” he said, “ in order that we, wlo are no more
than one step upwards from their littleness, may hold
tieir world for ever. It is “he step we fight for and
not ourselves, . . . We are here, Brothers, to watend ?
To scrve the spirit and th» purpose that has been breathed
into our Eves. We fight not for ourselves—for we are
but *he momentary hunds and eyes of the Life of the
World. Su you, Father Redwood, taught us. Through
us ard through the little folk the Spirit looks and learns.
Frum us by word and birth and act it must pass—to
still greater lives. This earth is no resting place ; this
ezrth is no pleying place, else indeed we might put our
throats to the little people’s knife, having no Jreater right
to live than they. And they in their tum mizht yield
to the ants and vermin. We fight not for ourselves but
for growth—growth that goes on ror ever. To-morrow,
whether me live or die, growth will conquer through us.
That is the law of the spirit for ever more. To grow
according to the will of Goa! To grow out of these
rracky and crannies, out of these shadows and dark-
nesses, in‘o greatnes: and tha light| Grea.er,” he said,
speaking with slow deliberation, * greater, my Brothers |
And then—s.ill greater. To grow,and again—to grow. To
grow at lavt into the fellowship and understanding of God.
Growing. . . . Till the earth {3 no mecre *han a footstool. . . .
Till the spir.t shall have driven fear into nothingness, and
spread. ...” He*wung his arm heavenward :—" There /"
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His voice ceased. The white glare of one of the
searchlights wheeled about, and fur a moment fell upon
him, standing out pigantic with “and upraiied against
the sky.

For one instant he sheue, lookirg up fearlessly into the
starry deeps, mail-clad, youang and strong, resolute and
still, Then +he light had passed, and he was no-more
than a great black outline against the starry sky—a
great black outline that threatened with,one might
gesture the firman:nt of /heaven and all jts mu!?timtfz
of stars,

THE END.
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