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at once your majestic mind said to itself, ‘Door-scraper!’ Anc}
then you turned to and found the very door-scraper that done it!
Did you stop there? No. Some people would have' bee‘n quite
satisfied; but not you. Your intellect went on w?rkmg.. Lflt me
only just find a door-mat,” says you to yourself, ‘and my t, eory
is proved!” And of course you found'your dogr-maf. You,re s0
clever, I believe you could find aqythmg you 11kec,1. Now, seiys
you, ‘that door exists, as plain as if I saw it. There’s nothing else
remains to be done but to find it!” Well, I’ve read about that sort

of thing in books, but I've never come across it before 11.1 real» _
life. You ought to go where you’ll -be properly appreciated.
You’re simply wasted here, among us fellows. If I only had your

tt _” ‘ 4 (13
hei%’uIt{zs zou haven’t,” interrupted the Rat, r.ather unkmdiy, I
suppose you’re going to sit on the snow all night and L‘a'lkci Get
up at once and hang on to t}l‘ll.é;t Ii)cﬂl—pulll Y;i::.l see there, and ring

hard as you can, while I hammer! ‘
ha‘rﬁg,hfiilse the Raty attacked the door with his stick, the Mole
sprang up at the bell-pull, clutched it and swung there, both feleé
well off the ground, and from quite a'long‘way off they cou
faintly hear a deep-toned bell respond.

| joy and relief.

IV
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They waited patiently for what seemed a very long time, stamp-
ing in the snow to keep their feet warm. At last they heard the
sound of slow shuffling footsteps approaching the door from
the inside. It seemed, as the Mole remarked to the Rat, like
some one walking in carpet slippers that were too large for him
and down at heel; which was intelligent of Mole, because that
was exactly what it was. '

There was the noise of a bolt shot back, and the door opened
a few inches, enough to show a long snout and a pair of sleepy
blinking eyes. '

“Now, the very next time this happens,” said a gruff and sus-
picious voice, “I shall be exceedingly angry. Who is it this time,
disturbing people on such a night? Speak up!”

“Oh, Badger,” cried the Rat, “let us in, please. It’s me, Rat,
and my friend Mole, and we’ve lost our way in the snow.”

“What, Ratty, my dear little man!” exclaimed the Badger, in
quite a different voice. “Come along in, both of you, at once.
Why, you must be perished. Well I never! Lost in the snow! And
in the Wild Wood, too, and at this time of night! But come in
with you.” :

The two animals tumbled over each other in their eagerness
to get inside, and heard the door shut behind them with great

The Badger, who wore a long dressing-gown, and whose

- slippers were indeed very down at heel, carried a flat candlestick

in his paw and had probably been on his way to bed when their
summons sounded. He looked kindly down on them and patted
both their heads. “This is not the sort of night for small animals
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to be out,” he said paternally. “I'm afraid you’ve been up to
some of your pranks again, Ratty. But come along; come into
the kitchen. There’s a first-rate fire there, and supper and every-
thll?li. shuffled on in front of them, carrying th.e .ligh.t, and they
followed him, nudging each other in an anticipating sort of
~ way, down a long, gloomy, and, to tell the truth, d(?c;de;lly
shabby passage, into a sort of a cegtral hall, out of Wh_1ch they
could dimly see other long tunnel-like passages branching, pas-
sages mysterious and without apparent end. But there were
doors in the hall as well—stout oaken comfortable-looking

doors. One of these the Badger flung open, and at once they

found themselves in all the glow and warmth of a large fire-lit
klt'l(i?lznflloor was well-worn red brick, and on th_e wide hearth
burnt a fire of logs, between two attractive -chlmney-corners
tucked away in the wall, well out qf any suspicion of ‘draugikgcs
A couple of high-backed settles, facing each ‘other on elth.eli s]1) le
of the fire, gave further sitting accommodation for the socia ly
disposed. In the middle of the room stood a long tal?le of plain
boards placed on trestles, with benches down each side. At one
~end of it, where an arm-chair stood pushed back, were spread
the remains of the Badger’s plain but ample supper. Rows of
spotless plates winked from the shelves of the dresser at the far
“end of the room, and from the rafters overhead hung hams,
bundles of dried herbs, nets of onions, and baskets of eggs. It

seemed a place where heroes could fitly feast after victory,
where weary harvesters could line up in scores along the table

and keep their Harvest Home? with mirth anq_ song, or where
two or three friends of simple tastes could sit about as they
pleased and eat and smoke and talk in comfort and content-
ment. The ruddy brick floor smiled up at the smoky ceiling; the
" oaken settles, shiny with long wear, exchapged cheerful glances
with each other; plates on the dresser grinned at pots on the

shelf, and the merry firelight flickered and played over every-

: ; e B
thing without distinction. _

The kindly Badger thrust them down on a se*gtle to toast
themselves at the fire, and bade them remove their wet coats
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- and boots. Then he fetched them dressing-gowns and slippers,
'~ and himself bathed the Mole’s shin with warm water and
mended the cut with sticking-plaster till the whole thing was
just as good as new, if not better. In the embracing light and
‘warmth, warm and dry at last, with weary legs propped up in
front of them, and a suggestive clink of plates being arranged
on the table behind, it seemed to the storm-driven animals, now
in safe anchorage, that the cold and trackless Wild Wood just
left outside was miles and miles away, and all that they had suf-
fered in it a half-forgotten dream. :
When at last they were thoroughly toasted, the Badger sum-
moned them to the table, where he had been busy laying a repast.
They had felt pretty hungry before, but when they actually saw
at last the supper that was spread for them, really it seemed only
a question of what they should attack first where al] was SO at-
tractive, and whether the other things would obligingly wait for
them till they had time to give them attention. Conversation was
impossible for a long time; and when it was slowly resumed, it
was that regrettable sort of conversation that results from talking
with your mouth full, The Badger did not mind that sort of thing
at all, nor did he take any notice of elbows on the table, or every-
body speaking at once. As he did not go into Society himself,
he had got an idea that these things belonged to the things that
didn’t really matter. (We know of course that he was wrong, and
took too narrow a view; because they do matter very much,
:though it would take too long to explain why.) He sat in his arm-
‘chair at the head of the table, and nodded gravely at intervals as
the animals told their story; and he did not seem surprised or
shocked at anything, and he never said, “I told you so,” or, “Just
what I always said,” or remarked that they ought to have done
so-and-so, or ought not to have done something else. The Mole
began to feel very friendly towards him. :
- When supper was really finished at last, and each animal felt
I that his skin was now as tight as was decently safe, and that by
this time he didn’t care a hang for anybody or anything, they
.gathered round the glowing embers of the great wood fire, and
* thought how jolly it was to be sitting up so late, and so indepen-
dent, and so full; and after they had chatted for a time about

41
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things in general, the Badger said heartily, “Now then! .tell us ;:Ee
news from your part of the world. How’s old Toad going on:

“Oh, from bad to worse,” said the Rat gravely, while the

Mole, cocked up on a settle and basking in the firelight, his
heels higher than his head, tried to look properly mournful.
“ Another smash-up only last week, and a bad one. You see, he

will insist on driving himself, and he’s hopelessly incapable. If

he’d only employ a decent, steady, Well_-traine,d animal, pgy.h;lm
good wages, and leave everything to him, he d get on all rig dt.
But no; he’s convinced he’s a heaven-born derCf, and nobody
can teach him anything; and all the rest follows.’ '

“How many has he had?” inquired the Badger gloomily.

“Smashes, or machines?” asked the Rat. “Oh, well, after all,
it’s the same thing—with Toad. This is Fhe sevenF}’l. As for the
others—you know that coach—houise of his? Well, it’s piled up—
literally piled up to the roof—with fragments of motor-cz;lrs,
none of them bigger than your hat!c;ffhat accounts for the other

iX— r as they can be accounted for.”

Sl}i‘l-;e?sfgeen in h):)spital three times,” put in the Mole; “ind as
for the fines he’s had to pay, it’s simply awful to'thmk of. (

“Yes, and that’s part of the trouble,” COI_ltll‘ll}:ed the Ra;c.
“Toad’s rich, we all know; but he’s not a millionaire. And he’s
a hopelessly bad driver, and quite regardless of @aw and order.
Killed or ruined—it’s got to be one of the two things, sooner ;),f
later. Badger! we’re his friends—oughtn’t we to do something?

The Badger went through a bit of hard thinking. “Now look -

here!” he said at last, rather severely; “of course you know I

b = ?1,
can’t do anything now: . o
His two friends assented, quite understanding his point. No
animal, according to the rules of animal-etiquette, is ever ex-

pected to do anything strenuous, or heroic, or even moderately

active during the off-season of winter. All are sleepy—some ac
tually asleep. All are weather-bound, more or le§s; and all are
resting from arduous days and nights, during which every mus

cle in them has been severely tested, and every energy kept at_

full stretch. %

“Very well then!” continued the Badger. “But, when once the |
year has really turned, and the nights are shorter, and halfway
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through them one rouses and feels fidgety and wanting to be up
and doing by sunrise, if not before—you know!——2

Both animals nodded gravely. They knew!

“Well, then,” went on the Badger, “we—that is, you and me
and our friend the Mole here—we’ll take Toad seriously in

- hand. We’ll stand no nonsense whatever, We’ll bring him back

to reason, by force if need be. We’ll make him be a sensible
Toad. We’ll—you’re asleep, Rat!”

“Not me!” said the Rat, waking up with a jerk.

“He’s been asleep two or three times since supper,” said the

Mole, laughing. He himself was feeling quite wakeful and even
lively, though he didn’t know why. The reason was, of course,
that he being naturally an underground animal by birth and

breeding, the situation of Badger’s house exactly suited him and

made him feel at home; while the Rat, who slept every night in
a bedroom the windows of which opened on a breezy river, nat-
urally felt the atmosphere still and oppressive. .

“Well, it’s time we were all in bed,” said the Badger, getting
up and fetching flat candlesticks. “Come along, you two, and
Pll show you your quarters.” And take your time to-morrow
morning—breakfast at any hour you please!”

He conducted the two animals to a long room that seemed
half bedchamber and half loft. The Badger’s winter stores,
which indeed were visible everywhere, took up half the

- room—piles of apples, turnips, and potatoes, baskets full of

nuts, and jars of honey; but the two little white beds on the re-

- mainder of the floor looked soft and inviting, and the linen on

them, though coarse, was clean and smelt beautifully of laven-
der; and the Mole and the Water Rat, shaking off their gar-
ments in some thirty seconds, tumbled in between the sheets in
great joy and contentment,

In accordance with the kindly Badger’s injunctions, the two
tired animals came down to breakfast very late next morning,
and found a bright fire burning in the kitchen, and two young
hedgehogs sitting on a bench at the table, eating oatmeal por-
ridge out of wooden bowls. The hedgehogs dropped their

- spoons, rose to' their feet, and ducked their heads respectfully as

the two entered.
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“There, sit down, sit down,” said the Rat pleasantly, and go
on with your porridge. Where have you youngsters come from?
Lost your way in the snow, I suppose?” e

“Yes, please, sir,” said the elder of the two hedgehogs re-
spectfully. “Me and little Billy here, we was trying to find our
way to school—mother would have us go, was the weather ever
so—and of course we lost ourselves, sir, and Billy he got fright-
ened and took and cried, being young and faint-hearted. And at -
last we happened up against Mr. Badger’s back door, and made
so bold as to knock, sir, for Mr. Badger he’s a kind-hearted gen-
tleman, as everyone knows——"

«] understand,” said the Rat, cutting himself some rashers
from a side of bacon, while the Mole dropped some eggs into a

saucepan. “And what’s the weather like outside? You needn’t
‘sir’ me quite so much,” he added. .

«Q, terrible bad, sir, terrible deep the snow is,” said the
hedgehog. “No getting out for the likes of you gentlemen
to-day.” .

«YWhere’s Mr. Badger?” inquired the Mole, as he warmed the
coffee-pot before the fire. '

«The master’s gone into his study, sir,” replied the hedgehog,
“,nd. he said as how he was going to be particular busy this

" morning, and on no account was he to be disturbed.”

This explanation, of course, was thoroughly understood by
every.one present. The fact is, as already set forth, when you
live a life of intense activity for six months in the year, and of
comparative or actual somnolence for the other six, during the
latter period you cannot be continually pleading sleepiness
when there are people about or things to be done. The excuse
gets monotonous. The animals well knew that Badger, having
caten a hearty breakfast, had retired to his study and settled
himself in an arm-chair with his legs up on another and a red

cotton handkerchief over his face, and was being “busy” in the

usual way at this time of the year.

The front-door bell clanged loudly, and the Rat, who was
very greasy with buttered toast, sent Billy, the smaller hedge-
hog, to see who it might be. There was a sound &f much stamp-
ing in the hall, and presently Billy returned in front of the

“halfway across I
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Otter, who threw himself i
3 on th
shout of affectionate 'gi'eetingr.1 P SAE . B embrace g 2

“Get off!” spluttered the Rat, with h;

: t, with his mouth full.
Che;l;?l:)l?gh: ;hshould‘ ﬁnd.you here all right,” said the Ottel;
oheer hy. ey were a!l In a great state of alarm along River

when I arrived this morning. Rat never been home all

night—nor Mole cither—something dreadful must have hap-

- pened, they said; and the snow had covered up all your tracks

glfozzurse. But I knew that when people were in any fix the
; y went to Badger, or else Badger got to know of it som d
: l_i)ew;ns;)o I' 1:\3[11116' stralglét off here, through the Wild Wood aneci
w! My! it was fine, coming throu
| M ne, gh the snow as the red
sun was rising and showin i ) A
_ g against the black tree-t !

fsgwwef-lé all?fn,g;l mbthe stillness, every now and then rmu::(si's é;

slid off the branches suddenly wi i
' y with a flop! mak
jump and run for cover. Snow-cas cmminacdt

. -castles and snow-ca:

sprung up out of nowhere in the night—and snow—lcjirjggs }tl(?f

~ faces, ramparts—I could have stayed and played with them for

?}(l):errs. ‘i{(.ertel ancfl tiere great branches had been torn away by the
eight of the snow, and robins per '
: i 3 perched and h
:ﬁ:zslrll thei perkydconcelted way, just as if they ha?ipggieoilz
elves. A ragged string of wild geese d i
on the grey sky, and a few r ohiried over th e high
; ooks whirled over the tr in-
zﬁ)ec:cel()i, and flapped off homewards with a disgusted zfcs,r:;-
1; but I met no sensible being to ask the news of Ari)out |
alfy 1 came on a rabbit sitting on a stum 'l '
;11(5: silly face Wll:h his paws. He was a pretty scared aﬁli;nif 33;125
Shox;::llzli; ru}; li)eclllmd hgnhand placed a heavy fore-paw on his
-1 'had to cutf his head once or twice to
: et an
}(;;1:1 fegnm; :;1. At i;st ‘{W rriacilnaged to extract from h?m tha)g IS\ZI;TZ
, n in the Wild Wood last nighit b ;
was the talk of the burrows, he sai Mo MR
: : , he said, how Mole, Mr i
ticular friend, was in a bad fi ’ B
‘ : i x; how he had lost his wa
azge{— O‘nge u‘% End oult1 hu;llténg, and were chivvying him };)323
. en why didn’t any of you do somethi
: ‘why ething?’
ilraésdlzed. di;?u mayn’t be blest with brains, but there are E‘lugn-
and hundreds of you, big, stout tellows, as fat as butter

and you ing i irecti ‘
your burrows running in all directions, and you could have



6 ' THE WIND IN THE WILLOWS
4 o ;

taken him in and made him safe and comfortable, or tried to, at
all events.” “What, #s?’ he merely said: ‘do something? us rgb—
bits?’ So I cuffed him again and left him. The;e was gothmg
else to be done. At any rate, [ had learnt something; and if T l}ad
had the luck to meet any of “Them’ I’d have learnt something

- more—or they would.”

“Weren’t you at all—er—nervous?” asked the Mf)le, some
of yesterday’s terror coming back to him at the mention of the
Wild Wood. . : )

“Nervous?” The Otter showed a gleammg set of strong
" white teeth as he laughed. “I’d give ’em nerves if any of them
tried anything on with me. Here, Mole, fry me some slices of
ham, like the good little chap you are. I'm fmghtful,ly hunng,
and Dve got any amount to say to Ratty here. Haven’t seen him
for an age.” _ .

So the good-natured Mole, having cut some slices of ham, set
" the hedgehogs to fry it, and returned to his own breakfast,

‘while the Otter and the Rat, their heads together, eagerly talked -

river-shop, which is long shop and talk that is endless, running
n like.the babbling river itself.
° A plate of fried ham had just been cleared and sent bgck for
more, when the Badger entered, yawning and rubb.mg h.xs eyes,
and greeted them all in his quiet, simple way, with km.d en-
quiries for every one. “It must be getting on for 111.nch_eon time,
he remarked to the Otter. “Better stop and have it with us. You
“must be hungry, this cold morning.”_ ) L
“Rather!” replied the Otter, winking at the Mole. T_he mghtl
of these greedy young hedgehogs stuffing themselves with fried
ham makes me feel positively famished.”

The hedgehogs, who were just beginning' to feel hungry

again after their porridge, and after working so hard at their
frying, looked timidly up at Mr. Badger, but were t00 shy to say
anything. | | .

ZHere, you two youngsters be off home to your mother,
said the Badger kindly. “I’ll send some one with you to sho_v:
you the way. You won’t want any dinner to-day, I'll be bound.

He gave them sixpence apiece and a pat on the head, ancll. they
went off with much respectful swinging of caps and touching of
forelocks. ,
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Presently they all sat down to luncheon together. The Mole
found himself placed next to Mr. Badger, and, as the other two
were still deep in river-gossip from which nothing could divert
‘them, he took the opportunity to tell Badger how comfortable
and home-like it all felt to him. “Once well underground,” he
said, “you know exactly where you are. Nothing can happen to
you, and nothing can get at you. You’re entirely your own mas-
ter, and you don’t have to consult anybody or mind what they
say. Things go on all the same overhead, and you let ‘em, and
don’t bother about ’em: When you want to, up you go, and o
there the things are, waiting for you.” .
The Badger simply beamed on him. “That’s exactly what I
say,” he replied. “There’s no security, or peace and tranquillity,
except underground. And then, if your ideas get larger and you
want to expand—why, a dig and a scrape, and there you are! If
you feel your house is a bit too big, you stop up a hole or two,
and there you are again! No builders, no tradesmen, no re- -
marks passed on you by fellows looking over your wall, and,
above all, no weather. Look at Rat, now. A couple of feet of
flood water, and he’s got to move into hired lodgings; uncom-
fortable, inconveniently situated, and horribly expensive. Take
Toad. I say nothing against Toad Hall; quite the best house in
these parts, as a house. But supposing a fire breaks out— -
where’s Toad? Supposing tiles are blown off, or walls sink ‘or
crack, or windows get broken—where’s Toad? Supposing the

‘rooms are draughty—I hate a draught myself—where’s Toad?
~ No, up and out of doors is good enough to roam about and get
‘one’s living in; but underground to come back to at last—that’s

my idea of home!” ‘ | :
The Mole assented heartily; and the Badger in consequence

got very friendly with him. “When lunch is over,” he said, “I’ll

take you all round this little place of mine. I can see you’'ll ap-
preciate it. You understand what domestic architecture ought to
be, you do.” ‘ '

~ After luncheon, accordingly, when the other two had settled

‘themselves into the chimney-corner and had started a heated ar- .

gument on the subject of eels; the Badger lighted a lantern and
bade the Mole follow him. Crossing the hall, they passed dowr

one of the principal tunnels, and the wavering light of the
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lantern gave glimpses on either side of rooms both large and
small, some mere cupboards, others nearly as broad and impos-

ing as Toad’s dining-hall. A narrow passage at right angles led

them into another corridor, and here the same thing was re-
peated. The Mole was staggered at the siz.e, the extent, the ram-
ifications of it all; at the length of the dim passages, the solid
vaultings of the crammed store-chambers, the“masonry everirl—
where, the pillars, the arches, the pavements. How on earth,
Badger,” he said at last, “did you ever find time and strength to
is? It’s astonishing!” L
do“gﬁt[!;:l ;}:)ild be astonishing indeed,” said the Badger snpply, if
I had done it. But as a matter of fact I did none of it—only
cleaned out the passages and chambers, as far as I had need (zf
them. There’s lots more of it, all round about. I see you don’t
understand, and I must explain it to you. Well, very Iong ago,
on the spot where the Wild Wood waves now, before ever it had
planted itself and grown up to what it now is, there was a city—
a city of people,™ you know. Here, where we are stgndlng, the.y
lived, and walked, and talked, and slept, and carried. on their
business. Here they stabled their horses and feasted, from herp
they rode out to fight or drove out to trade. They were a pow;ar—
ful people, and rich, and great builders. Tfley built to last, for
they thought their city would last for ever.

“But what has become of them all?” asked the Mole.

“Who can tell?” said the Badger. “People come—thx'ey stay
for a while, they flourish, they build—and they go. It is their
way. But we remain. There were badgers here, I've been told,
long before that same city ever came to be. And now there are
badgers here again. We are an enduring lot, and we may move

out for a time, but we wait, and are patient, and back we come.*

it will ever be.” -
j-\rtfi\)(sj’eolll,t ::‘ld when they went at last, those people?” said the
Mgl\i;hen they went,” continued the Badger, “the strong w1nd§
and persistent rains took the matter in hand,'patlently, 1cf:asvf:—
lessly, year after year. Perhaps we badgers too, in our sma cll way,
helped a little—who knows? It was all down, down, down,
gradually—ruin and levelling and disappearance. Then it was
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all up, up, up, gradually, as seeds grew to saplings, and saplings
to forest trees, and bramble and fern came creeping in to help.
Leaf-mould rose and obliterated, streams in their winter freshets
brought sand and soil to clog and to cover, and in course of time
our home was ready for us again, and we moved in. Up above
us, on the surface, the same thing happened. Animals arrived,
liked the look of the place, took up their quarters, settled down,
spread, and flourished. They didn’t bother themselves about the
past—they never do; they’re too busy. The place was a bit

. humpy and hillocky, naturally, and full of holes; but that was

- rather an advantage. And they don’t bother about the future,
either—the future when perhaps the people will move in
again—for a time—as may very well be. The Wild Wood is

 pretty well populated by now; with all the usual lot, good, bad,
and indifferent—I name no names. It takes all sorts to make a

- world. But I fancy you know something about them yourself by

this time.”

“I do indeed,” said the Mole, with a slight shiver.

“Well, well,” said the Badger, patting him on the shoulder,
it was your first experience of them, you see. They’re not so

~ bad really; and we must all live and let live. But I'll pass the

‘word around to-morrow, and I think yowll have no further
trouble. Any friend of mine walks where he likes in this coun-
try, or I'll know the reason why!” ,

When they got back to the kitchen again, they found the Rat
walking up and down, very restless. The underground atmo-
sphere was oppressing him and getting on his nerves, and he
iseemed really to be afraid that the river would run away if he
wasn’t there to look after it. So he had his overcoat on, and his

~ pistols thrust into his belt again. “Come along, Mole,” he said

anxiously, as soon as he caught sight of them. “We must get off
while it’s daylight: Don’t want to spend another night in the
Wild Wood again.”

“Itll be all right, my fine fellow,” said the Otter. “Pm coming
along with you, and I know every path blindfold; and if there’s
a head that needs to be punched, you can confidently rely upon
me to punch it.” ' -

“You really needn’t fret, Ratty,” added the Badger placidly.
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“My passages run further than you think, and I’ve bolt-holes to
the edge of the wood in several directions, though I don’t care
for everybody to know about them. When you really have to
go, you shall leave by one of my short cuts. Meantime, make
yourself easy, and sit down again.”

The Rat was nevertheless still anxious to be off and attend to
his river, so the Badger, taking up his lantern again, led the way
along a damp and airless tunnel that wound and dipped, part
vaulted, part hewn through solid rock, for a weary distance that
seemed to be miles. At last daylight began to show itself confus-
edly through tangled growth overhanging the mouth of the pas-
sage; and the Badger, bidding them a hasty good-bye, pushed
them hurriedly through the opening, made everything look as
" natural as possible again, with creepers, brushwood, and dead
leaves, and retreated. '

They found themselves standing on the very edge of the Wild
Wood. Rocks and brambles and tree-roots behind them, confus-
edly heaped and tangled; in front, a great space of quiet fields,
hemmed by lines of hedges black on the snow, and, far ahead, a
glint of the familiar old river, while the wintry sun hung red and
low on the horizon. The Otter, as knowing all the paths, took
charge of the party, and they trailed out on a bee-line for a dis-
tant stile. Pausing there a moment and looking back, they saw
the whole mass of the Wild Wood, dense, menacing, compact,
grimly set in vast white surroundings; simultaneously they
turned and made swiftly for home, for firelight and the familiar
things it played on, for the voice, sounding cheerily outside their
window, of the river that they knew and trusted in all its moods,
that never made them afraid with any amazement.

As he hurried along, eagerly anticipating the moment when

he would be at home again among the things he knew and liked,
the Mole saw clearly that he was an animal of tilled field and
hedgerow, linked to the ploughed furrow, the frequented pasture,
the lane of evening lingerings, the cultivated garden-plot. For oth-
ers the asperities, the stubborn endurance, or the clash of actual
conflict, that went with Nature in the rough; he must be wise,
must keep to the pleasant places in which his lines were laid and
which held adventure enough, in their way, to last for a lifetime.
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The sllleep ran huddling together against the hurdles blowing
out thin nostrils and stamping with delicate fore-feet tﬁeir heads
throx.;vn back and a light steam rising from the crox?vded sheep-
pen into the frosty air, as the two animals hastened by in high

spirits, with much chatter and laughter. They were returning

across country after a long day’s outing with Otter, hunting and
exglormg on the wide uplands where certain streams tributary to
their own River had their first small beginnings; and the shades
_of_ the short winter day were closing in on them, and they had
still some distance to go. Plodding at random across the plough
Fhey had heard the sheep and had made for them; and now legd:
ing fil'OIIl the sheep-pen, they found a beaten track that,rnade
walking a lighter business, and responded, moreover, to that

- small inquiring something which all animals carry inside them

‘s&'}f‘ing unmistalfably, “Yes, quite right; this leads home!”
It looks as if we were coming to a village,” said the Mole

“somewhat dubiously, slackening his pace, as the track, that had

in time become a path and then had developed

. ped into a lane, now
hapded th.em over to the charge of a well-metalled road. The
animals did not hold with villages, and their own highways

"thickly frequented as they were, took an independent course
regardless of church, post office, or public-house. ’

(43 = b} : [1 S,
Oh, never mind!” said the Rat. “At this season of the year

; ; o .
| they’re all safe indoors by this time, sitting round the fire; men
5

women, and children, dogs and cats and all. We sl

. en, x shall sli
through all right, without any bother or unpleasantness, and WE
can have a look at them through their windows if you like, and

see what they’re doing.”
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'The rapid nightfall of mid-December had quite beset the little
village as they approached it on soft feet over a first thin fall of -
powdery snow. Little was visible but squares of a dusky orange-
red on either side of the street, where the firelight or lamplight
of each cottage overflowed through the casements into the dark
world without. Most of the low latticed windows were innocent
of blinds, and to the lookers-in from outside, the inmates, gath-
ered round the tea-table, absorbed in handiwork, or talking
with laughter and gesture, had each that happy grace which is
the last thing the skilled actor shall capture—the natural grace
which goes with perfect unconsciousness of observation.
Moving at will from one theatre to another, the two spectators,
so far from home themselves, had something of wistfulness in
their eyes as they watched a cat being stroked, a sleepy child
picked up and huddled off to bed, or a tired man stretch and
knock out his pipe on the end of a smouldering log.

But it was from one little window, with its blind drawn down,

a mere blank transparency on the night, that the sense of home =

and the little curtained world within walls—the larger stressful
world of outside Nature shut out and forgotten—most pulsated.
Close against the white blind hung a bird-cage, clearly silhouet-
ted, every wire, perch, and appurtenance distinct and recognis-
able, even to yesterday’s dull-edged lump of sugar. On the
middle perch the fluffy occupant, head tucked well into feathers,
seemed so near to them as to be easily stroked, had they tried;
even the delicate tips of his plumped-out plumage pencilled
plainly on the illuminated screen. As they looked, the sleepy lit-
tle fellow stirred uneasily, woke, shook himself, and raised his
head. They could see the gape of his tiny beak as he yawned in a
bored sort of way, looked round, and then settled his head into
his back again, while the ruffled feathers gradually subsided into
perfect stillness. Then a gust of bitter wind took them in the
back of the neck, a small sting of frozen sleet on the skin woke
them as from a dream, and they knew their toes to be cold and
their legs tired, and their own home distant a weary way.

"' Once beyond the village, where the cottages ceased abruptly, .

on either side of the road they could smell through the darkness
the friendly fields again; and they braced themselves for the last
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long stretch, the home stretch, the stretch that we know is
‘bound to end, some time, in the rattle of the door-latch, the sud-
den firelight, and the sight of familiar things greeti,ng us as
long-absent travellers from far oversea. They plodded along

- steadily and silently, each of them thinking his own thoughts.

The Mole’s ran a good deal on supper, as it was pitch-dark, and
it was all a strange country for him as far as he knew, ’ and
he was following obediently in the wake of the Rat, leavir;g the
guidance entirely to him. As for the Rat, he was walking a little
way ahead, as his habit was, his shoulders humped, his eyes
fixed on the straight grey road in front of him; so he di,d not no- .

 tice poor Mole when suddenly the summons reached him, and

took him like an electric shock. - :

We others, who have long lost the more subtle of the physical
senses, hfwe Not even proper terms to express an animal’s inter-
communications with his surroundings, living or otherwise, and
have only the word “smell,” for instance, to include the V\;hole
range of delicate thrills which murmur in the nose of the animal
night and day, summoning, warning, inciting, repelling. It was
one of these mysterious fairy calls from out the void that sud-
denly reached Mole in the darkness, making him tingle through
and through with its very familiar appeal, even while yet he
could not clearly remember what it was. He stopped dead in his
tracks, his nose searching hither and thither in its efforts to re-
capture the fine filament,. the telegraphic current, that had so

- strongly moved him. A moment, and he had caught it again;

and with it this time came recollection in fullest flood.

- ‘Home! That was what they meant, those caressing appeals

those soft touches wafted through the air, those invisible littlf:
hands pulling and tugging, all one way! Why, it must be quite
c_lose by him at that moment, his old home that he had hur--
riedly forsaken and never sought again, that day when he first
found the river! And now it was sending out its scouts and its
messengers to capture him and bring him in. Since his escape
on that bright morning he had hardly given it a thought, so ab-
so%'bed had he been in his new life, in all its pleasures ,its sur-
prises, its fresh and captivating experiences. Now, Witi’l a rush
Qf old memories, how clearly it stood up before him, in the
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darkness! Shabby indeed, and small and pootly furnished, and
vet his, the home he had made for himself, the home he had
been so happy to get back to after his day’s work. And the
home had been happy with him, too, evidently, and was miss-
ing him, and wanted him back, and was telling him so, through
his nose, sorrowfully, reproachfully, but with no bitterness or
anger; only with plaintive reminder that it was there, and
wanted him.

The call was clear, the summons was plain. He must obey it
instantly, and go. “Ratty!” he called, full of joyful excitement,
“hold on! Come back! I want you, quick!”

“Qh, come along, Mole, do!” replied the Rat cheerfully, still
plodding along.

“Please stop, Ratty!” pleaded the poor Mole, in anguish of |

heart. “You don’t understand! It’s my home, my old home! I've
just come across the smell of it, and it’s close by here, really

quite close. And I must go to it, I must, I must! Oh, come back, -

Ratty! Please, please come back!”

The Rat was by this time very far ahead, too far to hear
clearly what the Mole was calling, too far to catch the sharp
note of painful appeal in his voice. And he was much taken up
with the weather, for he too could smell something—something
suspiciously like approaching snow.

“Mole, we mustn’t stop now, really!” he called back. “We’ll
come for it to-morrow, whatever it is you’ve found. But I
daren’t stop now—it’s late, and the snow’s coming on again,
and I’m not sure of the way! And I want your nose, Mole, so
come on quick, there’s a good fellow!” And the Rat pressed for-
ward on his way without waiting for an answer.

Poor Mole stood alone in the road, his heart torn asunder;
and a big sob gathering, gathering, somewhere low down inside
him, to leap up to the surface presently, he knew, in passionate

“escape. But even under such a test as this his loyalty to his
friend stood firm. Never for a moment did he dream of aban-
doning him. Meanwhile, the wafts from his old home pleaded,
whispered, conjured, and finally claimed him imperiously. He

dared not tarry longer within their magic circle. With a wrench-

that tore his very heartstrings he set his face down the road and
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followed submissively in the track of the Rat, while faint, thin

 little smells, still dogging his retreating nose, reproached him

for h.is new friendship and his callous forgetfulness.
With an (Iaffort‘he caught up to the unsuspecting Rat, who be-
gan chattering cheerfully about what they would do when they

* got back, and how jolly a fire of logs in the parlour would be,

fmd what a supper he meant to eat; never noticing his compan-
lon’s silence and distressful state of mind. At last, however
Wheg they had gone some considerable way further, and wer;
passing some tree-stumps at the edge of a copse that bordered
the road, he stopped and said kindly, “Look here, Mole old
chap, you seem dead tired. No talk left in you, and your feet
dragging like lead. We’ll sit down here for a minute and rest.
The snow has held off so far, and the best part of our journey is
over.”

The Mole subsided forlornly on a tree-stump and tried to
control himself, for he felt it surely coming. The sob he had
fought with so long refused to be beaten. Up and up, it forced
its way to the air, and then another, and another, and others
thick and fast; till poor Mole at last gave up the struggle, and
cried freely and helplessly and openly, now that he knew it was
all over and he had lost what he could hardly be said to have

~ found.

The Rat, astonished and dismayed at the violence of Mole’s
paroxysm of grief, did not dare to speak for a while. At last he
said, very quietly and sympathetically, “What is it, old fellow?
Whatever can be the matter? Tell us your trouble, and let me see
what I can do.” :

Poor Mole found it difficult to get any words out between the
upheavals of his chest that followed one upon another so -
quickly and held back speech and choked it as it came. “I know
it's a—shabby, dingy little place,” he sobbed forth at last,
brokenly: “not like—your cosy quarters—or Toad’s beautiful

hall—or Badger’s great house—but it was my own little

home—and T was fond of it—and I went away and forgot all

:about it—and then I smelt it suddenly—on the road, when I
called and you wouldn’t listen, Rat—and everything came back

to me with a rush—and I wanted it!—O dear, O dear!—and
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when you wouldn’t turn back, Ratty—and I had to leave it
" though I was smelling it all the time—I thought my heart Would
break.—We might have just gone and had one look at it,
Ratty—only one look—it was close by—but you wouldn’t turn
back, Ratty, you wouldn’t turn back! O dear, O dear!”
Recollection brought fresh waves of sorrow, and sobs agam
took full charge of him, preventing further speech
The Rat stared straight in front of him, saying nothing, only
patting Mole gently on the shoulder. After a time he muttered
gloomily, “I see it all now! What a pig I have been! A pig—
that’s me! Just a pig—a plain pig!”
 He waited till Mole’s sobs became gradually less stormy and
more rhythmical; he waited till at last sniffs were frequent and
sobs only intermittent. Then he rose from his seat, and, re-
marking carelessly, “Well, now we’d really better be getting on,
old chap!” set off up the road again, over the toilsome way they
had come. -
“Wherever are you (hic) going to (hic), Ratty?” ‘crled the
tearful Mole, looking up in alarm. ‘
“We’re going to find that home of yours, old fellow,” rephecl
the Rat pleasantly; “so you had better come along, for it will
take some finding, and we shall want your nose.’
“Oh, come back, Ratty, do!” cried the Mole, getting up and
hurrying after him. “It’s no good, I tell you! It’s too late, and
too dark, and the place is too far off; and the snow’s coming!

And—and I never meant to let you know I was feeling that way

about it—it was all an accident and a mistake! And think of
River Bank, and your supper!” .

“Hang River Bank, and supper too!” said the Rat heartily. “I
tell you, I'm going to find this place now, if I stay out all night.
So cheer up, old chap, and take my arm, and we’ll very soon be
back there again.” ‘

Still snuffling, pleading, and reluctant, Mole suffered h1m_se1f
to be dragged back along the road by his imperious companion,
who by a flow of cheerful talk and anecdote endeavoured to be-
guile his spirits back and make the weary way seem shorter.
When at last it seemed to the Rat that they must be nearing that
part of the road where the Mole had been “held up,” he said,
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“Now, no more talking. Business! Use your nose, and give your
mind to it.’

- They moved on in silence for some little way, When suddenly
the Rat was conscious, through his arm that was linked in
Mole’s, of a faint sort of electric thrill that was passing down

that ammal s body. Instantly he chsengaged himself, fell back a
pace, and waited, all attention.

The signals were coming through! :

Mole stood a moment rigid, while his uphfted nose, quivei--
ing slightly, felt the air.

Then a short, quick run forward—a fault—a check—a try .
back; and then a slow, steady, confident advance.

The Rat, much excited, kept close to his heels as the Mole,

~ with somethmg of the air of a sleep-walker, crossed a dry ditch,

scrambled through a hedge, and nosed his way over a field open

* and trackless and bare in the faint starlight.

Suddenly, without giving warning, he dived; but the Rat was
on the alert, and promptly followed him down the tunnel to
which his unerring nose had faithfully led him.

It was close and airless, and the earthy smell was strong, and
it seemed a long time to Rat ere the passage ended and he could
stand erect and stretch and shake himself. The Mole struck a
match, and by its light the Rat saw that they were standing in

© -an open space, neatly swept and sanded underfoot, and directly

facing them was Mole’s little front door, with “Mole End”
painted, in Gothic lettering, over the bell-pull at the side.

Mole reached down a lantern from a nail on the wall and lit
it, and the Rat, looking round him, saw that they were in a sort
of fore-court. A garden-seat stood on one side of the door, and

- on the other a roller; for the Mole, who was a tidy animal when
~at home, could not stand having his ground kicked up by other

animals into little runs that ended in earth-heaps. On the walls

~ hung wire baskets with ferns in them, alternating with brackets

carrying plaster statuary—Gar1bald1 and the infant Samuel,

and Queen Victoria, and other heroes of modern Italy.™ Down

on one side of the fore—court ran a skittle-alley, with benches
along it and little wooden tables marked with rings that hinted
at: beer -mugs. In the middle was a small round pond containing
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gold-fish and surrounded by a cockle-shell border. Out of the
centre of the pond rose a fanciful erection clothed in more
cockle-shells and topped by a large silvered glass ball that re-
flected everything all wrong and had a very pleasing effect.

Mole’s face beamed at the sight of all these objects so dear to
him, and he hurried Rat through the door, lit a lamp in the hall,
- and took one glance round his old home. He saw the dust lying
thick on everything, saw the cheerless, deserted look of the
long-neglected house, and its narrow, meagre dimensions, its
worn and shabby contents—and collapsed again on a hall-
chair, his nose to his paws. “O Ratty!” he cried dismally, “why
ever did I do it? Why did I bring you to this poor, cold little
place, on a night like this, when you might have been at River
Bank by this time, toasting your toes before a blazing fire, with
all your own nice things about you!”

The Rat paid no heed to his doleful self-reproaches. He was
running here and there, opening doors, inspecting rooms and
cupboards, and lighting lamps and candles and sticking them
up everywhere. “What a capital little house this is!” he called
out cheerily. “So compact! So well planned! Everything here
and everything in its place! We’ll make a jolly night of it. The
first thing we want is a good fire; 'll see to that—I always know
where to find things. So this is the parlour? Splendid! Your own
idea, those little sleeping-bunks in the wall? Capital! Now, I’ll
fetch the wood and the coals, and you get a duster. Mole—
you’ll find one in the drawer of the kitchen table—and try and
smarten things up a bit. Bustle about, old chap!”

Encouraged by his inspiriting companion, the Mole roused

himself and dusted and polished with energy and heartiness, -

while the Rat, running to and fro with armfuls of fuel, soon
had a cheerful blaze roaring up the chimney. He hailed the
Mole to come and warm himself; but Mole promptly had an-
other fit of the blues, dropping down on a couch in dark despair
and burying his face in his duster. “Rat,” he moaned, “how
about your supper, you poor, cold, hungry, weary animal? I’ve
nothing to give you—nothing—not a crumb!” :

“What a fellow you are for giving in!” said the Rat re-
proachfully. “Why, only just now I'saw a sardine-opener on the
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kitchen dresser, quite distinctly; and everybody knows that
means there are sardines about somewhere in the neighbour-
hood. Rouse yourself! pull yourself together, and come with
me and forage.”

They went and foraged accordingly, hunting through every
cupboard and turning out every drawer. The result was not so
very depressing after all, though of course it might have been
better; a tin of sardines—a box of captain’s biscuits, nearly
full—and a German sausage encased in silver paper.

“There’s a banquet for you!” observed the Rat, as he arranged
the table. “T know some animals who would give their ears to be
sitting down to supper with us to-night!” .

“No -bread!” groaned the Mole dolorously; “no butter,
no i

.“No paté de foie gras, no champagne!” continued the Rat,
grinning. “And that reminds me—what’s that little door at the
end of the passage? Your cellar, of course! Every luxury in this
house! Just you wait a minute.”

He made for the cellar-door, and presently reappeared some-
what dusty, with a bottle of beer in each paw and another under
each arm, “Self-indulgent beggar you seem to be, Mole,” he
observed. “Deny yourself nothing. This is really the jolliest lit-

- tle place I ever was in. Now, wherever did you pick up those

prints? Make the place look so home-like, they do. No wonder
you’re so fond of it, Mole. Tell us all about it, and how you
came to make it what it is.”

Then, while the Rat busied himself fetching plates, and

~ knives and forks, and mustard which he mixed in an egg-cup,

the Mole, his bosom still heaving with the stress of his recent

- emotion, related—somewhat shyly at first, but with more free-

dom as he warmed to his subject—how this was planned, and
how that was thought out, and how this was got through a

' Windf-ali, from an aunt, and that was a wonderful find and a
- bargain, and this other thing was bought out of laborious sav-

ings and a certain amount of “going without.” His spirits fi- -

- -nally quite restored, he must needs go and caress his possessions,
- and. tfﬁce a lamp and show off their points to his visitor and
. . expatiate on them, quite forgetful of the supper they both so
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much needed; Rat, who was desperately hungry but strove to
conceal it, nodding seriously, examining with a puckered brow,
and saying, “wonderful,” and “most remarkable,” at intervals,
when the chance for an observation was given him.

At last the Rat succeeded in decoying him to the table, and
had just got seriously to work with the sardine-opener when
sounds were heard from the fore-court without—sounds like
the scuffling of small feet in the gravel and a confused murmur
of tiny voices, while broken sentencés reached them—*“Now,
all in a line—hold the lantern up a bit, Tommy—clear your
throats first—no coughing after I say one, two, three.—Where’s
young Bill>—Here, come on, do, we’re all a-waiting ”

“What’s up?” inquired the Rat, pausing in his labours. .

“I think it must be the field-mice,” replied the Mole, with a
touch of pride in his manner. “They go round carol-singing reg-
ularly at this time of the year. They’re quite an institution in
these parts. And they never pass me over—they come to Mole
End last of all; and I used to give them hot drinks, and supper
too sometimes, When I could afford it. It will be like old times
to hear them again.”

“Let’s have a look at them!” crled the Rat jumping up and
running to the door.

It was a pretty sight, and a seasonable one, that met their eyes
when they flung the door open. In the fore-court, lit by the dim
rays of a horn lantern, some eight or ten little field-mice stood
in a semicircle, red worsted comforters round their throats,
their fore-paws thrust deep into their pockets, their feet jigging
for warmth. With bright beady eyes they glanced shyly at each
other, sniggering a little, sniffing and applying coat-sleeves a

good deal. As the door opened, one of the elder ones that car-’

ried the lantern was just saying, “Now then, one, two, three!”
and forthwith their shrill little voices uprose on the air, singing
one of the old-time carols that their forefathers composed in
fields that were fallow and held by frost, or when snow-bound
in chimney-corners, and handed down to be sung in the miry
street to lamp-lit windows at Yule-time.
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CAROL

Villagers all, this frosty tide,

Let your doors swing open wide,

Though wind may follow, and snow beside,

Yet draw us in by your fire to bide; '
Joy shall be yours in the morning!

Here we stand in the cold and the sleet,
Blowing fingers and stamping feet,
Come from far away you to greet—
You by the fire and we in the street—
Bidding you joy in the morning!

For ere one half of the night was gone,
Sudden a start bas led us on, '
Raining bliss and benison—
Bliss to-morrow and more anon,

Joy for every morning!

Goodman Joseph toiled through the snow—
Saw the star o’er a stable low;
Mary she might not further go—
- Welcome thatch, and litter below!
Joy was bers in the morning!

And then they beard the angels tell

“Who were the first to cry Nowell?

Animals all, as it befell,

In the stable where they did dwell!
Joy shall be theirs in the morning!”

The voices ceased, the singers, bashful but smiling, exc:hanged
sidelong glances, and silence succeeded—but for a moment
only. Then, from up above and far away, down the tunnel
they had so lately travelled was borne to their ears in a faint

musical hum the sound of distant bells ringing a joyful and
clangorous peal
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“Very well sung, boys!” cried the Rat heartily. “Agd novzr1
come along in, all of you, and warm yourselves by the re? an
ing hot!”
haXCYZ;):n sg;r;g along, field-mice,” cried the Mole eagerly.
“This is quite like old times! Shut the Fioor gfter you..Pull up
that settle to the fire. Now, you just wait a minute, while we.—h
O, Ratty!” he cried in despair, plumping down on a seat, wit

tears impending. “Whatever are we doing? We've nothing to

. 5 "
gf‘f;ﬁ; ri]::ave all that to me,” said the masterful Rat. “Here, you-
with the lantern! Come over this way. I want to talk to yollli.
Now, tell me, are there any shops open at this hour of the
i |
mg“th(}hy, certainly, sir,” replied the field-mouse respectfully. ¢ f},t
this time of the year our shops keep open to all sorts of hours. y
“Then look here!” said the Rat. “You go off at once, you an
| and you get me P
Yogeiinrfizﬁ mutzeredg conversation ensued, and the Mole only
heard bits of it, such as—“Fresh, mind!-—no, a pound of that
will do—see you get Buggins’s, for I won’t have any other—l-110,
only the best—if you can’t get it there, try somewhere g seIl—
yes, of course, home-made, no tinned'stuff——wlell ther}, (z the
best you can!” Finally, there was a cllunk of coin passxlng{) :im
paw to paw, the field-mouse was p_rowded w1th- an ample basket
for his purchases, and off he hurried, he. and his lantern. 1
The rest of the field-mice, perched in a row on.»the sett e%
their small legs swinging, gave themslelves up to enjoyment g
the fire, and toasted their chilblains till they t'mgled; th(lie.t e
Mole, failing to draw them into easy conversation, plunge fuﬁo
family history and made each of them recite the names (l)) 115
numerous brothers, who were too young, it appegred, tod e al-
lowed to go out a-carolling this year, but looked forward very
inning the parental consent.
Sh?["-'ﬁ?[f&:v mean%z\}hilel,) was busy examining the labelﬂon one
of the beer-bottles. “I perceive this to be Old Burton,” he re-

marked approvingly. “Sensible Mole! The very thing! Now we

shall be able to mull some ale! Get the things ready, Mole,
while I draw the corks.”
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It did not take long to prepare the brew and thrust the tin -
heater well into the red heart of the fire; and soon every field-
mouse was sipping and coughing and choking (for a little -
mulled ale goes a long way) and wiping his eyes and laughing
and forgetting he had ever been cold in all his life.

“They act plays too, these fellows,” the Mole explained to
the Rat. “Make them up all by themselves, and act them after-
wards. And very well they do it, too! They gave us a capital one
last year, about a field-mouse who was captured at sea by a Bar-
bary corsair, and made to row in a galley; and when he escaped
and got home again, his lady-love had gone into a convent.
Here, you! You'were in it, I remember. Get up and recite a bit.”

The field-mouse addressed got up on his legs, giggled shyly,
looked round the room, and remained absolutely tongue-tied.
His comrades cheered him on, Mole coaxed and encouraged
him, and the Rat went so far as to take him by the shoulders
and shake him; but nothing could overcome his stage-fright.

~ They were all busily engaged on him like watermen applying
~ the Royal Humane Society’s regulations to a case of long sub-

mersion, when the latch clicked, the door opened, and the field-
mouse with the lantern reappeared, staggering under the weight

of his basket.

There was no more talk of play-acting once the very real and
solid contents of the basket had been tumbled out on the table.

- Under the generalship of Rat, everybody was set to do some-

thing or to fetch something. In a very few minutes supper was

- ready, and Mole, as he took the head of the table in a sort of a

dream, saw a lately barren board set thick with savoury com-
forts; saw his little friends’ faces brighten and beam as they fell
to without delay; and then let himself loose—for he was fam-

~ished indeed—on the provender so magically provided, think-
ing what a happy home-coming this had turned out, after all.

As they ate, they talked of old times, and the field-mice gave

him the local gossip up to date, and answered as well as they
could the hundred questions he had to ask them. The Rat said

little or nothing, only taking care that each guest had what he

wanted, and plenty of it, and that Mole had no troublé or anxi-
ety about anything.
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They clattered off at last, very grateful and showering wishes
of the season, with their jacket pockets stuffed with remem-
brances for the small brothers and sisters at home. When the
door had closed on the last of them and the chink of the
lanterns had died away, Mole and Rat kicked the fire up, drew
their chairs in, brewed themselves a last nightcap of mulled ale,
and discussed the events of the long day. At last the Rat, with a
~ tremendous yawn, said, “Mole, old chap, 'm ready to drop.

Sleepy is simply not the word. That your own bunk over on that
side? Very well, then, I'll take this. What a ripping little house
this is! Everything so handy!” _

He clambered into his bunk and rolled himself well up in the
blankets; and slumber gathered him forthwith, as a swathe of
barley is folded into the arms of the reaping machine.

The weary Mole also was glad to turn in without delay, and
soon had his head on his pillow, in great joy and contentment.
But ere he closed his eyes he let them wander round his old
room, mellow in the glow of the firelight that played or rested
on familiar and friendly things which had long been uncon-
sciously a part of him, and now smilingly received him back,
without rancour. He was now in just the frame of mind that the
tactful Rat had quietly worked to bring about in him. He saw
~ clearly how plain and simple—how narrow, even—it all was;

but clearly, too, how much it all meant to him, and the special
“value of some such anchorage in one’s existence. He did not at

all want to abandon the new life and its splendid spaces, to turn -

his back on sun and air and all they offered him and creep
home and stay there; the upper world was all too strong, it
called to him still, even down there, and he knew he must return

to the larger stage. But it was good to think he had this to come*

back to, this place which was all his own, these things which
were so glad to see him again and could always be counted
upon for the same simple welcome.

. breakfast in their little pa

VI
MR. TOAD

It was a bright mornin

g in the early part of summer: the rjver
had resumed its wonte ce, and 1

d banks and its accustomed
. pace, and
hot sun seemed to be pulling everything green and bushy anz

spiky up out of the earth towards him, as if by strings. The Mole °
p since dawn, very busy on matters .

and the Water Rat had been u

copngcted with b(?ats and the opening of the boating season:
Ezﬁt.mgfand varnishing, mending paddles, repairing cushions’
ing for mi - ishing

g ssing boat-hooks, and so on; and were finishing

lThe _,Mole went to attend-the summons, and the Rat heard
him utter a cry of surprise. Then he flung the parlour door o
and announced with much importance, “Mr. Badger!” ’

This was a wonderful thing, indeed, that the Badger should

en,
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had to be caught, if you wanted him bad] '
’ | ] ) h < s
- along a hedgerow of an early m ¥ as he slipped quietly

igerc orning or a late evening, or else:
hunted up in his own house in the middle of the Woodj which
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The Badger strode heavily into the room, aﬁd stood looking at

- the two animals with an expression full of seriousness. The Rat

let his egg-spoon fall on the table-cloth, and sat open-mouthed. -

“The hour has come!” sai ‘
: !” said the Badger at | i
solemnity. : 8 ¢ last with great

“What hour?” asked the R
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The Industrial Revolution: Changes and Challenges
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Chapter 1
Effects of the Industrial
Revolution

The World Transformed Some of the 4 )

most important changes in all of human The Big Question

history began in Great Britain in the 1700s | How would you

and early 1800s describe working
. conditions in the

early part of the
Industrial Revolution?
pumps began to replace animals and human muscle - J

During those years, steam-powered engines and

power. Steam engines helped pump water out of coal

mines. They helped grind grain into flour. They ran

loom, n. a machine

machines in factories that powered looms to weave
used to weave

threads into cloth cotton or woolen cloth.
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As the Industrial Revolution gained speed,

factories sprang up in one city after another. These

factories drew many workers from the countryside Industrl.al
Revolution, n. a
to the cities. Thousands of people who had lived period of history

according to the age-old rhythms of planting and during which the

. : : use of machines
harvesting began to live according to the new

to produce goods

rhythms of the modern factory. changed society and

the economy
By the late 1800s, the Industrial Revolution had

spread beyond Great Britain. It had spread across industrialization, n.a
shift to the widespread

use of machines and
to Europe and across the Atlantic Ocean to the factories to produce

the body of water called the English Channel

United States. It had also begun to enter a new

phase of development. Great Britain had taken the
lead during the first phase of the Industrial Revolution, which featured steam
power, coal, and cotton manufacturing. During the second phase, which

featured steel, electricity, oil, and gas, the United States took the lead.

Like most great changes in human history, the Industrial Revolution has had
positive and negative results. Generally speaking, the Industrial Revolution
improved the lives of millions by making a great variety of goods more
affordable and more widely available. Most importantly though, the Industrial

Revolution provided new kinds of employment opportunities for people.

But industrialization has also had less desirable consequences. For instance,
it has led to great inequalities of wealth. Almost from the beginning, factory
owners and businessmen became very wealthy, while most workers toiled
away in factories and generally remained poor. The workers who lived
through the early phases of the Industrial Revolution had an especially

hard time. These workers worked long hours in dangerous circumstances.
They received low wages and had little or no legal protection. And,

industrialization has had a significant impact on our environment, too!



Quite often, men, women, and children worked all day in factories for very little money.

Historians have many records of what it was like to live in Great Britain during
the early stages of the Industrial Revolution. We can read, for example, about
Patience Kershaw, a girl who worked in the coal mines near Manchester,

England, in the 1840s. Here is a part of her story.

Patience Kershaw Speaks Out

“When they ask you a question, Patience Kershaw, look them right in the eye
and tell the truth. That’s all they want, the truth. You are doing this for your
father, may he rest in peace. And for your sisters and your brothers. It is for

our family, Patience. We can’t go on like this.”
“Yes, Mother.”

Patience wanted to do just as her mother asked. But when she stood before
the gentlemen from London—a Parliamentary Committee of Inquiry—and

tried to answer their questions, she began to tremble. She worried that



they would laugh at her ragged pants and jacket, and especially at her bare
feet. She wished she had a dress. Even though she had washed herself that
morning, she still felt dirty. Coal dust was caked around her eyes and in her

hair. Her hands were bruised and sore. She looked worn and old.
Lord Ashley himself asked her how old she was.
“Seventeen, sir.”

When he smiled and softly said he had a daughter just about her age,
Patience realized these men meant her no harm. Their questions about her
life and work in the coal mines were not meant to make fun of her, Lord

Ashley said. Patience took a deep breath.

She told them that her father had died in a mining accident. She was the
oldest of ten children. Her three sisters worked in the mill, but she and six

brothers worked in the mine. Her youngest brother was five.
“He works, too?”
“Yes, sir. We all work.”

“And school?”

“No, sir, | never went to school. | cannot read or write. None of us

Kershaws can.”
“Tell us about your work, Patience.”

“l go [into the mine] at five o’clock in the morning and come out at five in the
evening. | get my breakfast of porridge and milk first; | take my dinner with

me, a cake [a thick, oat cracker] and | eat as | go; | do not stop or rest any time.”
“Twelve hours each day?”

“Yes, sir. | have to walk about a half-hour to get to work, so | am up early. And
home late, long after dark. | don’t mind in the summer, but it's raw in the

winter, and the rain.”

“What clothes do you have?”



“I [work] in the clothes | have now on.”

Lord Ashley looked at the other men,
especially the doctor. He frowned and wrote
something down in a large book that

was open on the table in front of him.
“Go on, Patience. We're listening.”

“I am the only girl in the pit; there are
about twenty boys and fifteen men.
... Sometimes they beat me, if

| am not quick enough; they strike
me upon my back.” She looked

down at her feet and began to sob. Lord Ashley

“l would rather work in the mill than in the coal-pit.” She started to cry even

louder now.

“Thank you, Patience. You may go.”

Child Labor

When Patience Kershaw left the room, Lord Ashley spoke to the members of
the committee: “Imagine, gentlemen! This, in the year of our Lord 1842. Our
beloved Queen Victoria herself is just a few years older than this poor girl.
We must do something to prevent the sons and daughters of this nation from

the excess zeal of our industrialists. We must act in Parliament.”

Lord Ashley had summoned Patience Kershaw to testify about one of

the great problems created by the Industrial Revolution: the problem of
child labor. Thousands of children, many of them younger than you are,
worked in the mines and in the factories during the early stages of the
Industrial Revolution. They had to. Their parents needed every penny of
income to care for their large families, especially when they could not find

work themselves.



The owners of factories and mines
actually preferred children over
adult laborers. Children worked

in small, cramped quarters. They
could and would be beaten if
they disobeyed. They often did
dangerous tasks that adults would
refuse to do. Above all, they were
easily replaced. There were always
more children looking for work.
Many orphanages gladly contracted
out their children to bring the
owners some profit. Families

that were sent to the poorhouse
because they could not pay their
rent or other bills often had no
choice but to send their children
to work. If the father of a family
lost his job or was injured or died,
the mother and her children were
desperate. They had to beg or work,
and often did both.

Changes for Everyone

Gradually, reformers, or people who wanted to
change things for the better in Great Britain and in

other European countries, passed laws to protect

Children were employed in mines and in
factories. They could work in small, cramped
places and were easily replaced. There were
no laws to protect working children at the
start of the Industrial Revolution.

poorhouse, n. a place
where poor people

women and children from harsh and unsafe were sent to live if

working conditions. Inspectors traveled to factories

and mines; small children were required to attend

they were unable to
pay their bills

school at least two hours a day. These measures,




when they were enforced, certainly helped. But working men were still at the
mercy of employers. Becoming ill or getting fired could happen at any time.
Horrible poverty and suffering could still befall whole towns and country
areas if prices fell. What kept the workers going was, at times, the promise of

a better life.

Many people looked to America as the place where that new life might begin.
People heard stories that there was gold in the streets, just waiting to be
picked up! This made many want to leave the lands where their families had

lived for centuries.

Still other workers in Great Britain and in Europe wanted to stay and improve
things at home. They wanted more sweeping reforms, even a revolution that
would free them from an economic system that

seemed merciless. When they formed unions and

refused to work in such bad conditions, they were union, n.an
organization
sometimes arrested and sent to jail. Often, they formed by workers

would never work again. to win and protect
workers’ rights

The Industrialists

economy, n. the
way a country

manages its money
factory and mine owners were unhappy, too. They and resources

believed that many of the laws introduced to to produce, buy,
and sell goods

and services

Workers weren’t the only ones to complain. Many

protect the workers were unfair, and that working

conditions were really not that bad. Many argued
that the government had no right to interfere in the free exchange of goods
and labor. The pay might be low, and the work at times dangerous, but no
one was actually forcing people to do it. After all, people chose to work in

factories or in mines.

These industrialists believed that the economy would balance, or take care
of itself naturally, if left alone. No one would supply or produce more goods

than could be sold at a fair price; and no one would want goods that were too



expensive or undesirable. If the government interfered too much, it would
upset this balance, they argued. For example, if the government stepped
in to set conditions for workers’ safety or for the

quality or amount of goods being produced, the

employers’ profits would be affected. This, in free market, n.an
turn, would affect the price of the goods and the economic system
. based on competition
wages paid to the worker. In the end, there would mp
between private
be no free market, and perhaps fewer jobs too! businesses, where the

government does not

Everyone would be worse off. In their minds, the :
control prices

factory owners were doing the right thing.

Industrialists argued that by being forced to make factories and mines safer and healthier
they would make less money and this could reduce workers’ wages. Generally though,
their main concern was keeping their profits as high as possible.

10



Of course, many of these industrialists’ idea of a “free market” meant that they
should be free to make as much money as they could. They saw anyone who
argued to the contrary as an enemy of business. Because they were wealthy
and had great influence in society, these men often held political power or
could influence those who did. Thankfully, there were some outstanding
exceptions, such as the determined Lord Ashley. But for the most part, many
wealthy industrialists disliked those who sought to change things. They did
what they could to strengthen their grasp on their wealth and privilege, or at
least to stall any reforms. Meanwhile, the Patience Kershaws and her brothers

and sisters of the era suffered.
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Isaac Newton, Opficks

from Query 31

...All these things being consider'd, it seems probable to me, that
God in the Beginning form'd Matter in solid, massy, hard, impenetrable
Particles, of such Sizes and Figures, and with such other Properties, and
in such Proportion to Space, as most conduced to the End for which he
form'd them; and that these primitive Particles being Solids, are
incomparably harder than any porous Bodies compounded of them; even
so very hard, as never to wear or break in pieces; no ordinary Power being
able to divide what God himself made one in the first Creation. While the
Particles continue entire, they may compose Bodies of one and the same
Nature and Texture in all Ages: But should they wear away, or break in
pieces, the Nature of Things depending on them, would be changed.
Water and Earth, composed of old worn Particles and Fragments of
Particles, would not be of the same Nature and Texture now, with Water
and Earth composed of entire Particles in the Beginning. And therefore,
that Nature may be lasting, the Changes of corporeal Things are to be
placed only in the various Separations and new Associations and
Motions of these permanent Particles; compound Bodies being apt to
break, not in the midst of solid Particles, but where those Particles are
laid together, and only touch in a few Points.

The Atom * 115

probable — likely

impenetrable — Latin
etymology: in +
penetrabilis, “not
penetrable”; not able to
be entered into or
penetrated

Particles — Latin
etymology: particular,
“little part”

conduced — helped to
bring about

porous — Latin
etymology: porus,
“opening”; full of
openings or holes

entire — whole

compose — Latin
etymology: com + poser,
“to put with”; to make up

corporeal — Latin
etymology: corpus, “body”;
having the nature of a

body

Associations —
groupings or
combinations of particles

apt — likely

in the midst of — in the
middle of
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intensification —
increase

remission — decrease
apprehended — grasped
diminished — decreased
extension — Latin
etymology: ex + fendere,
“to stretch out”; the
quality of being stretched
out in all three

dimensions

thence — “from this”

quantity of matter — see
Newton’s Definition 1

Isaac Newton, “Rules of Philosophizing”

(trom Principia Mathematica)

Rule III:

The qualities of bodies that do not suffer intensification and remission,
and that pertain to all bodies upon which experiments can be carried ont, are to
be taken as qualities of bodies universally.

For the qualities of bodies are apprehended only through
experience, and are accordingly to be declared general whenever they
generally square with experiments; and those which cannot be
diminished cannot be removed... The extension of bodies is
apprehended only through the sense, nor is it perceived in all things. But
because it belongs to all perceptible bodies, it is affirmed to be universal.
We experience many bodies to be hard. Hardness of the whole, moreover,
arises from hardness of the parts, and thence we rightly conclude that the
undivided particles, not only of these bodies which are perceived, but also
of all others, are hard. We conclude that all bodies are impenetrable, not
by reason but by perception. Those that we handle are found to be
impenetrable, and thence we conclude that impenetrability is a property of
bodies universally. That all bodies are movable, and that by certain forces
(which we call the forces of inertia) they persevere in motion or rest, we
gather from these very properties in bodies that we see. Extension,
hardness, impenetrability, movability, and the force of inertia of the whole
arise from the extension, hardness, impenetrability, movability, and
foreces of the inertia of the parts, and thence we conclude that all the least
parts of all bodies are extended and hard and impenetrable and movable
and endowed with forces of inertia. And this is the foundation of all of
philosophy... Finally, if it be established universally by experiments and
astronomical observations that all bodies on the surface of the earth are
heavy towards the earth, and this according to the quantity of matter in
each, and that the moon is heavy towards the earth according to the
quantity of its matter, and that our sea in turn is heavy towards the moon,
and that all planets are heavy towards each other, and that the gravity of
comets towards the sun is similar, it will have to be said, by this rule, that
all bodies gravitate towards each other. For the argument from
phenomena for universal gravitation will be even stronger than that for
the impenetrability of bodies, concerning which we have absolutely no
experiment in the heavenly bodies; nay, not even an observation.
Nevertheless, I do not at all assert that gravity is essential to bodies. By
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