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VIII
TOAD’S ADVENTURES

When Toad found himself immured in a dank and noisome
dungeon, and knew that all the grim darkness of a medieval
fortress lay between him and the outer world of sunshine and
well-metalled high-roads where he had lately been so happy,
disporting himself as if he had bought up every road in En-
gland, he flung himself at full length on the floor, and shed bit-
ter tears, and abandoned himself to dark despair. “This is the
end of everything” (he said), “at least it is the end of the career
of Toad, which is the same thing; the popular and handsome
Toad, the rich and hospitable Toad, the Toad so free and care-
less and debonair! How can I hope to be ever set at large again”
(he said), “who have been imprisoned so justly for stealing so
handsome a motor-car in such an audacious manner, and for
such lurid and imaginative cheek, bestowed upon such a num-
ber of fat, red-faced policemen!” (Here his sobs choked him.)
“Stupid animal that I was?” (he said), “now I must languish in
this dungeon, till people who were proud to say they knew me,
have forgotten the very name of Toad! O wise old Badger!” (he
said), “O clever, intelligent Rat and sensible Mole! What sound
Judgments, what a knowledge of men and matters you possess!
O unhappy and forsaken ‘Toad!” With lamentations such as
these he passed his days and nights for several weeks, refusing his
meals or intermediate light refreshments, though the grim and
incient gaoler, knowing that Toad’s pockets were well lined, fre-
(uently pointed out that many comforts, and indeed luxuries,
vould by arrangement be sent in—at a price—from outside.

Now the gaoler had a daughter, a pleasant wench and good-
hearted, who assisted her father in the lighter duties of his post.
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of animals, and, besides her canary,
| in the massive wall of the keep by
e of prisoners who relished an after-

dinner nap, and was shrouded in an antimacassar on the par-
lour table at night, she kept several piebald mice and a restless
revolving squirrel. This kind-hearted girl, pitying the misery of
Toad, said to her father one day, “Father! I can’t bear to see that
poor beast so unhappy, and getting so thin! You let me have the
managing of him. You know how fond of animals I am. Ill make &
him eat from my hand, and sit up, and do all sorts of things.”
Her father replied that she could do what she liked with him.
He was tired of Toad, and his sulks and his airs and his mean-
ness. So that day she went on her errand of mercy, and knocked:

at the door of Toad’s cell.
“Now, cheer up, Toad,”

“and sit up and dry your eyes a

try and eat a bit of dinner. See,

hot from the oven!”
It was bubble-and-squeak,*¢ between two plates, and its fras

grance filled the narrow cell. The penetrating smell of cabbag
reached the nose of Toad as he lay prostrate in his misery on th
floor, and gave him the idea for a moment that perhaps life wa
not such a blank and desperate thing as he had imagined. Bu
still he wailed, and kicked with his legs, and refused to be com
forted. So the wise girl retired for the time, but, of course‘.
good deal of the smell of hot cabbage remained behind, as it Vi
do, and Toad, between his sobs, sniffed and reflected, and gra
ually began to think new and inspiring thoughts: of chivalt
and poetry, and deeds still to be done; of broad meadows, at
cattle browsing in them, raked by sun and wind; of kitchl
gardens, and straight herb-borders, and warm snap-dragon be
by bees; and of the comforting clink of dishes set down on
table at Toad Hall, and the scrape of chair-legs on the floot:
every one pulled himself close up to his work. The air of ¢
narrow cell took a rosy tinge; he began to think of his friend
and how they would surely be able to do something; of I
yers, and how they would have enjoyed his case, and what af |
he had been not to get in a few; and lastly, he thought of his of
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she wanted to know about his animal-friends, and was very inter-
ested in all he had to tell her about them and how they lived, and
what they did to pass their time. Of course, she did not say she
was fond of animals as pets, because she had the sense to see that
Toad would be extremely offended. When she said good night,
having filled his water-jug and shaken up his straw for him, Toad
was very much the same sanguine, self-satisfied animal that he
had been of old. He sang a little song or two, of the sort he used
to sing at his dinner-parties, curled himself up in the straw, and
had an excellent night’s rest and the pleasantest of dreams.

They had many interesting talks together, after that, as the
dreary days went on; and the gaoler’s daughter grew very sorry
for Toad, and thought it a great shame that a poor little animal
should be locked up in prison for what seemed to her a very
trivial offence. Toad, of course, in his vanity, thought that her
interest in him proceeded from a growing tenderness; and he
could not help half-regretting that the social gulf between them
was so very wide, for she was a comely lass, and evidently ad-
mired him very much.

One morning the girl was very thoughtful, and answered at
random, and did not seem to Toad to be paying proper atten-
tion to his witty sayings and sparkling comments.

“Toad,” she said presently, “just listen, please. I have an aunt
who is a washerwoman.”

“There, there,” said Toad, graciously and affably, “never
mind; think no more about it. I have several aunts who ought to
be washerwomen.”

“Do be quiet a minute, Toad,” said the girl. “You talk too
much, that’s your chief fault, and I'm trying to think, and you
hurt my head. As I said, I have an aunt who is a washerwoman;
she does the washing for all the prisoners in this castle—we try to
keep any paying business of that sort in the family, you under-
stand. She takes out the washing on Monday morning, and
brings it in on Friday evening. This is a Thursday. Now, this is
what occurs to me: you’re very rich—at least you’re always
telling me so—and she’s very poor. A few pounds wouldn’t make

any difference to you, and it would mean a lot to her. Now, I
think if she were properly approached—squared, I believe is the
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woman. You’re very alike ;
y alike in man
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much as possible the victim of circumstances over which she
ontrol. ‘ e
haglggx:r it’s your turn, Toad,” said the girl. “Take off that coat
3 h as it is.”
aistcoat of yours; you’re fat enoug s .
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wicket-gate in the great outer door click behind him, felt the
fresh air of the outer world upon his anxious brow, and knew
that he was free!

Dizzy with the easy success of his daring exploit, he walked
quickly towards the lights of the town, not knowing in the least
what he should do next, only quite certain of one thing, that he
must remove himself as quickly as possible from the neighbour-
hood where the lady he was forced to represent was so well-
known and so popular a character.

As he walked along, considering, his attention was caught by
some red and green lights a little way off, to one side of the town,
and the sound of the puffing and snorting of engines and the
banging of shunted trucks fell on his ear. “Aha!” he thought,
“this is a piece of luck! A railway station is the thing I want most
in the whole world at this moment; and what’s more, I needn’t go
through the town to get it, and shan’t have to support this humil-
iating character by repartees which, though thoroughly effective,
do not assist one’s sense of self-respect.”

He made his way to the station accordingly, consulted a time-
table, and found that a train, bound more or less in the direction
of his home, was due to start in half-an-hour. “More luck!” said
Toad, his spirits rising rapidly, and went off to the booking-
office to buy his ticket.

He gave the name of the station that he knew to be nearest to

the village of which Toad Hall was the principal feature, and
mechanically put his fingers, in search of the necessary money,
where his waistcoat pocket should have been. But here the cotton
gown, which had nobly stood by him so far, and which he had
basely forgotten, intervened, and frustrated his efforts. In a sort
of nightmare he struggled with the strange uncanny thing that
seemed to hold his hands, turn all muscular strivings to water,
and laugh at him all the time; while other travellers, forming up
in a line behind, waited with impatience, making suggestions of
more or less value and comments of more or less stringency and
point. At last—somehow—he never rightly understood how—he
burst the barriers, attained the goal, arrived at where all waistcoat
pockets are eternally situated, and found—not only no money,
but no pocket to hold it, and no waistcoat to hold the pocket!
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To his horror he recollected that he had left both coat and
waistcoat behind him in his cell, and with them his pocket-
book, money, keys, watch, matches, pencil-case—all that makes
life worth living, all that distinguished the many-pocketed an-
imal, the lord of creation, from the inferior one-pocketed or
no-pocketed productions that hop or trip about permissively,
unequipped for the real contest.

In his misery he made one desperate effort to carry the thing
off, and, with a return to his fine old manner—a blend of the
Squire and the College Don—he said, “Look here! I find I've
left my purse behind. Just give me that ticket, will you, and I'll
send the money on to-morrow? I’m well-known in these parts.”

The clerk stared at him and the rusty black bonnet a mo-
ment, and then laughed. “I should think you were pretty well
known in these parts,” he said, “if you’ve tried this game on of-
ten. Here, stand away from the window, please, madam; you’re
obstructing the other passengers!”

An old gentleman who had been prodding him in the back
for some moments here thrust him away, and, what was worse,
addressed him as his good woman, which angered Toad more
than anything that had occurred that evening.

Baffled and full of despair, he wandered blindly down the
platform where the train was standing, and tears trickled down
each side of his nose. It was hard, he thought, to be within
sight of safety and almost of home, and to be baulked by the
want of a few wretched shillings and by the pettifogging mis-
trustfulness of paid officials. Very soon his escape would be
discovered, the hunt would be up, he would be caught, reviled,
loaded with chains, dragged back again to prison, and bread-
and-water and straw; his guards and penalties would be dou-

bled; and O, what sarcastic remarks the girl would make!
What was to be done? He was not swift of foot; his figure was
unfortunately recognisable. Could he not squeeze under the
seat of a carriage? He had seen this method adopted by school-
boys, when the journey-money provided by thoughtful parents
had been diverted to other and better ends. As he pondered, he
found himself opposite the engine, which was being oiled,

wiped, and generally caressed by its affectionate driver, a burly
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man with an oil-can i
b n one hand and a lump of cotton-waste!7
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shout and sing snatches of song, to the great astonishment of the
engine-driver, who had come across washerwomen before, at
long intervals, but never one at all like this.

They had covered many and many a mile, and Toad was al-
ready considering what he would have for supper as soon as he
got home, when he noticed that the engine-driver, with a puzzled
expression on his face, was leaning over the side of the engine and
listening hard. Then he saw him climb on to the coals and gaze
out over the top of the train; then he returned and said to Toad:
“It’s very strange; we’re the last train running in this direction to-
night, yet I could be sworn that I heard another following us!”

Toad ceased his frivolous antics at once. He became grave
and depressed, and a dull pain in the lower part of his spine,
communicating itself to his legs, made him want to sit down
and try desperately not to think of all the possibilities.

By this time the moon was shining brightly, and the engine-
driver, steadying himself on the coal, could command a view of
the line behind them for a long distance.

Presently he called out, “I can see it clearly now! It is an en-
gine, on our rails, coming along at a great pace! It looks as if we
were being pursued!”

The miserable Toad, crouching in the coal-dust, tried hard to
think of something to do, with dismal want of success.

“They are gaining on us fast!” cried the engine-driver. “And
the engine is crowded with the queerest lot of people! Men
like ancient warders, waving halberds; policemen in their hel-
mets, waving truncheons; and shabbily dressed men in pot-hats,
obvious and unmistakable plain-clothes detectives even at this

distance, waving revolvers and walking-sticks; all waving, and
all shouting the same thing—*Stop, stop, stop!’” A

Then Toad fell on his knees among the coals and, raising his
clasped paws in supplication, cried, “Save me, only save me, dear
kind Mr. Engine-driver, and I will confess everything! I am not
the simple washerwoman I seem to be! I have no children waiting
for me, innocent or otherwise! I am a toad—the well-known and
popular Mr. Toad, a landed proprietor; I have just escaped, by
my great daring and cleverness, from a loathsome dungeon into
which my enemies had flung me; and if those fellows on that

engine recapture me, it will be chains and bread-and-water and
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straw and rpisery once more for poor, unhappy, innocent Toad!”
-Thi engine-driver looked down upon him very sternl ar;d
sal‘EiI, Now tell t_he truth; what were you put in prison foijiD ?
deepf vs‘r‘z}s nlot}lljmg very much,” said poor Toad, colouring
: h}.’. T only borrowed a motor-car while the owners were at
funch; they had no need of it at the time. I didn’t mean to steal
it, really; but people—especially magistrates—take such harsh
VI?}’]S of t}}ou%htless and high-spirited actions.” =
¢ engine-driver looked very grave and said,
have been indeed a wicked toa}:izgand by rlsgali(tis’ IIofsglI;tdizt yi(‘)rl;
you up to offended justice. But you are evidently in sore trofbl
and distress, so.I will not desert you. I don’t hold with motor(-:
;ars, flc?r one thing; and I don’t hold with being ordered about
t }37 policemen Wh‘en I’rp on my own engine, for another. And
e sight of an animal in tears always makes me feel queer and
soft-hearted. So cheer up, Toad! I'll do my best anc(il
beat them yet!” ’ remy
i Thzy Elled on more coals, .shovelling furiously; the furnace
oared, the sparks ﬂew, the engine leapt and swung, but still their
pursuers slowly gained. The engine-driver, with a sigh, wiped his
brow with a handful of cotton-waste, and said, “I’m’ afraid it’s
lgo good, Toad. You see, they are running light, and they have the
ctter engine. There’s just one thing left for us to do and it’s your
only chance, so attend very carefully to what I tell’you. A s}l;ort
1vivriiey ahead (;,f usisa loqg tunnel, and on the other side of that the
[ne Iipaslsle.ls through a thl;k wood. Now, I will put on all the speed
. vvgﬂi e; lWe acli‘e running through the tunnel, but the other fel-
i OWh own a b;t, naturally, for fear of an accident.
e ¢ are through, I will shut off steam and put on brakes as
ard as I.can, and the moment it’s safe to do so you must jum
and hide in th.e wood, before they get through the tunnel an]d selt:
};ou. Th_en I'will go full speed ahead again, and they can chase me
i Fhey like, for as long as they like, and as far as they like. N
m#g and_i)(ii ready to jump when I tell you!” i
| ¢y piled on more coals, and the train shot into the tun
jl?gt t(il;t 21;;,;;111: (ftfhed qu ro?re(}il and rattled, till at last tﬁii
s er end into fresh air and the peaceful moon-
(l)lgh}tl, a?d saw the Wood lying dark and helpful fpon eitheros(i)(rile
the line. The driver shut off steam and put on brakes, the
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Toad got down on the step, and as the train slowed down to al-
most a walking pace he heard the driver call out, “Now, jump!”

Toad jumped, rolled down a short embankment, picked him-
self up unhurt, scrambled into the wood and hid.

Peeping out, he saw his train get up speed again and disap-
pear at a great pace. Then out of the tunnel burst the pursuing
engine, roaring and whistling, her motley crew waving their
various weapons and shouting, “Stop! stop! stop!” When they
were past, the Toad had a hearty laugh—for the first time since
he was thrown into prison.

But he soon stopped laughing when he came to consider that it
was now very late and dark and cold, and he was in an unknown -
wood, with no money and no chance of supper, and still far from
friends and home; and the dead silence of everything, after the :
roar and rattle of the train, was something of a shock. He dared.
not leave the shelter of the trees, so he struck into the wood, with
the idea of leaving the railway as far as possible behind him. ‘ J

After so many weeks within walls, he found the wood strange
and unfriendly and inclined, he thought, to make fun of him,
Night-jars, sounding their mechanical rattle, made him think
that the wood was full of searching warders, closing in on him.
An owl, swooping noiselessly towards him, brushed his shouls
der with its wing, making him jump with the horrid certainty
that it was a hand; then flitted off, moth-like, laughing its low
ho! ho! ho! which Toad thought in very poor taste. Once he met
a fox, who stopped, looked him up and down in a sarcastic sort
of way, and said, “Hullo, washerwoman! Half a pair of soc
and a pillow-case short this week! Mind it doesn’t occut
again!” and swaggered off, sniggering. Toad looked about for a
stone to throw at him, but could not succeed in finding oné
which vexed him more than anything. At last, cold, hungr
and tired out, he sought the shelter of a hollow tree, where with
branches and dead leaves he made himself as comfortable a beg

as he could, and slept soundly till the morning.

i

IX
WAYFARERS ALL"®

}"ilea 1\lX;ater Rat was restless, and he did not exactly know wh
T ﬁfeaﬁapce the summer’s pomp was still at fullest heighz.
iy ugh in the tilled acres green had given way to gold,
tho {i . (irmlzlvans were reddening, and the woods were dashed’
her colomt« ;Zewit'ﬁ a tawny fierceness, yet light and warmth
. Still present in undiminished meas
ill ur
Sﬂgrﬁlsnllfytﬁremo}intéons of the passing year. But th: ,c(z)lﬁiilagf
ot the orchards and hedges had sh k
song from a few yet unweari e W i
ong _ ed performers; the robi
fg;ntr}llleng. to fas;ert himself once more; and there wasnaV;:ZIilileg—
air of change and departure, Th
| s - T'he cuckoo, of course,
ao;gf?zefnﬂsjﬂe;t, blut rrllanél another feathered friend, for meon}iics1
: amiliar landscape and its small societ '
g too, and it seemed that th red tcaly dos 1o
e ranks thinned steadily d
:)1;5;. tR;t_t, e‘zier. observant. of all winged movement sazv t?l);tbi}tr
g a;l tlﬁg hally a southing tendency; and even as l;e lay in bed
Sew }%ead e; }:e cl))ugilt hz could make out, passing in the darkness
) eat and qui i i ini i
e quiver of impatient pinions, obedient to
guel\i?;u;el es g}rand Hotel has its Season, like the others. As the
o yhopi pa.ck, pay, and depart, and the seats at the
b shrink pitifully at each succeeding meal; as suites
i ll)lz)sa ra;: clos}fd, carpets taken up, and waiters s’ent away;
IS who are staying on, en pension i ’
; . 5 , until th
Zﬁafhs; sf:lil fe-opening, cannot help being somewhat affec:ecrile;(t
2l ihe dltftmgs and farewells, this eager discussion of plansy
Comra:ianh‘ resh quarters, this daily shrinkage in the stream of
eship. One gets unsettled, depressed, and inclined to be




