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IX
WAYFARERS ALL!®

The Water Rat was restless, and he did not exactly know why.
To all appearance the summer’s pomp was still at fullest height,
and although in the tilled aeres green had given way to gold,
though rowans were teddening, and the woods were dashed
here and there with » tawny fierceness, yet light and warmth
and colour were still present i undiminished measure, clean of
any chilly premonitions of (he Passing year. But the constant
chorus of the orchardy aiml hedges had shrunk to a casual even-
song from a few yet unwenriod pertormers; the robin was be-
ginning to assert himsell (e more; and there was a feeling
in the air of change an departuce, The uckoo, of course, had
long been silent; but many another featheredd friend, for months
a part of the familiar landscape and i1 vl society, was miss-
ing too, and it seemed that (e ranken thinged steadily day by
day. Rat, ever observant uf all Winged movement, saw thar it
was taking daily a southing tendency | aid even s he lay in bed
at night he thought he could ks O paasing in the darkness
overhead, the beat and QUIVEE OF it e Pinions, obedient to
the peremptory call,

Nature’s Grand Hotel has (14 Seanon, ke the others, As the
guests one by one pack, pays aned dopait, wid the soats at the
table-d’héte shrink pitifully ar vaih Mg menl; an suites
of rooms are closed, carpets tuk ey W il wWaibiors woin awayy
those boarders who are SV O, o0 pemsion, il (e et
year’s full re-opening, cannot hl Bt s what affected Iy
all these flittings and farewells, ihis SANOE i nabin ol plan,
routes, and fresh quarters, (hy duily *Nnhﬂ W e stremin of
comradeship. One gets unsutile, depemmn, el i binnedd 1o 1
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querulous. Why this craving for change? Why not stay on qui-
etly here, like us, and be jolly? You don’t know this hotel out
of the season, and what fun we have among ourselves, we fel-
lows who remain and see the whole interesting year out. All
very true, no doubt, the others always reply; we quite envy
~ you—and some other year perhaps—but just now we have
engagements—and there’s the bus at the door—our time is up!
So they depart, with a smile and a nod, and we miss them, and
feel resentful. The Rat was a self-sufficing sort of animal,
rooted to the land, and, whoever went, he stayed; still, he
could not help noticing what was in the air, and feeling some
of its influence in his bones.
It was difficult to settle down to anything seriously, with all
this flitting going on. Leaving the water-side, where rushes
stood thick and tall in a stream that was becoming sluggish and
low, he wandered country-wards, crossed a field or two of pas-
turage already looking dusty and parched, and thrust into the
great sea of wheat, yellow, wavy, and murmurous, full of quiet
motion and small whisperings. Here he often loved to wander,
through the forest of stiff strong stalks that carried their own
golden sky away over his head—a sky that was always dancing,
shimmering, softly talking; or swaying strongly to the passing
wind and recovering itself with a toss and a merry laugh. Here,
too, he had many small friends, a society complete in itself,
leading full and busy lives, but always with a spare moment to
gossip, and exchange news with a visitor. To-day, however,
though they were civil enough, the field-mice and harvest-mice
seemed pre-occupied. Many were digging and tunnelling
busily; others, gathered together in small groups, examined
plans and drawings of small flats, stated to be desirable and
compact, and situated conveniently near the Stores. Some were
> hauling out dusty trunks and dress-baskets, others were already
L elbow-deep packing their belongings; while everywhere piles
and bundles of wheat, oats, barley, beech-mast and nuts, lay
about ready for transport.
“Here’s old Ratty!” they cried as soon as they saw him.
“Come and bear a hand, Rat, and don’t stand about idle!”
“What sort of games are you up to?” said the Water Rat
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severely. “You know it isn’t ti i
time to be i i
et e Lo A thinking of winter quar-
“O
Shamefzzz,d ]:’ve“ ll:ntoytv’ t}}at, ” explained a field-mouse rather
. ; “but it’s always as well to be i ime, i
? ) | ¢ in good time, isn’
]1; O‘YZE 2eatllyfm]:¢§t feft all the furniture and baggage and ;toreg
ut of this before those horrid machi in clicki
round the fields; and then e
; ‘ » you know, the best flat '
up so quickly nowadays, and i e i
' 5 if you’re late you have to
i ut u
;Z,lrth c}zlny’thmg, and they. want such a lot of doing up t(fo beL?

e they’re fit to move into. Of course, we’re earl ;v k,
thit; but we’re only just making a start.” i
. O, bother startis.“ said the Rat. “It’s a splendid day. Come

or a row, or a stroll along th icnic i ;
o £ the hedges, or a picnic in the woods,
[13 )

Well, 1 .thmk not fto-day, thank you,” replied the field
mouse hurriedly. “Perhaps some other day—wh A :
m I en we’ve more

The Rat, with a '

. SHort of contempt, swun

| g round to
trlgffed over a hat-box, and fell, with undignified remarks e
o piople would be more careful,” said a field-mouse r'ather
b VA , and look where they're poing, people wouldn’t hurt
. ur?dseb ves—-—a_nd forget themselves, Mind that hold-all, Rat!
etter sit down somewhere, In an hour or two we : b ;

more free to attend to you, ke

113 b
masY?lé won’t be ‘iifec’ A% you call it, much this side of Christ-

» | can see that,” retorted the Itat prumpily, as he picked hi

way out of the field, , i GiIY
H

faith? Lflet:t?;fjd sorpewhl:it cfnpundmuly to his river again—his

; y-going old river, which never packe i

Oor went into winter quarters, ’ R fited,

tinIn tlile osmlrs which frinnvd the bank he spied a swallow sit-

g Yresently it was joined by another, and then by a third;

o4

and the birds, fidgeting restl
ethre i an% 10V§, stlosaly on thelr bough, talked to-
“What, already,” said the It
) : e strallin m, “ s
thigurry? I call it simply rldu'ul;mn.“ it
» we’re not off yet, if that's what you mean, " replied the

first swallow. “We’
w. “We’re only making plans aid artanging things,
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Talking it over, you know—what route we’re taking this year,
and where we’ll stop, and so on. That’s half the fun!’

«Fun?” said the Rat; “now that’s just what I don’t upder- ‘
stand. If you’ve got to leave this pleasant place, and your friends !
who will miss you, and your snug homes that you’ve just settled

into, why, when the hour strikes I've no doubt you’ll go bravely,
and face all the trouble and discomfort and change and new-
ness, and make believe that you’re not very unhappy. But to |
want to talk about it, or even think about it, till you really -
need i ]

“No, you don’t understand, naturally,” said the second swal-
low. “First, we feel it stirring within us, a sweet .unres‘t; then
back come the recollections one by one, like homl'ng pigeons.
They flutter through our dreams at night, they ﬂy w1t.h us in our
wheelings and circlings by day. We hunger to inquire of each ~
other, to compare notes and assure ourselves that it was all re-
ally true, as one by one the scents and sounds and names gf"‘
long-forgotten places come gradually back and beckon to us.” =

“Couldn’t you stop on for just this year?” suggested the Wa-y
ter Rat, wistfully. “We’ll all do our best to make you feel at
home. You’ve no idea what good times we have here, while you

away.” :
ariﬁf’ied ‘s?;opping on’ one year,” said the third swallow. “I ’:_
grown so fond of the place that when the time came I hgng back
and let the others go on without me. For a few weeks it was a |
well enough, but afterwards, O the weary length of ‘Fhe mghts%“_
The shivering, sunless days! The air so clammy and chill, and not
an insect in an acre of it! No, it was no goc?d; my courage .brok
down, and one cold, stormy night I took wing, ﬂymg well 1nlan
on account of the strong casterly gales. It was snowing hard as |
beat through the passes of the great mountains, apd I had a stiff
fight to win through; but never shall I forget the blissful feeling of
the hot sun again on my back as I sped down to the lakes that lay

5o blue and placid below me, and the taste of my first fat insect!

The past was like a bad dream; the future was all happy holiday

as T moved southwards week by week, easily, lazily, lingering as
long as I dared, but always heeding the cal'l! No, I had had my
warning; never again did I think of disobedience.” (1
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“Ah, yes, the call of the South, of the South!” twittered the
other two dreamily. “Its songs, its hues, its radiant air! O, do
you remember——" and, forgetting the Rat, they slid into pas-
sionate reminiscence, while he listened fascinated, and his heart
burned within him. In himself, too, he knew that it was vibrat-
ing at last, that chord hitherto dormant and unsuspected.
The mere chatter of these southern-bound birds, their pale and
second-hand reports, had yet power to awaken this wild new
sensation and thrill him through and through with it; what
would one moment of the real thing work in him—one passion-
ate touch of the real southern sun, one waft of the authentic
odour? With closed eyes he dared to dream a moment in full
abandonment, and when he looked again the river seemed steely
and chill, the green fields grey and lightless. Then his loyal heart
seemed to cry out on his weaker self for its treachery.

“Why do you ever come back, then, at all?” he demanded of
the swallows jealously. “What do you find to attract you in this
poor drab little country?”

“And do you think,” said the first swallow, “that the other call
is not for us too, in its due season? The call of lush meadow-
grass, wet orchards, warm, insect-haunted ponds, of browsing
cattle, of haymaking, and all the farm-buildings clustering round
the House of the perfect Faves?”

“Do you suppose,” asked the second one, “that you are the
only living thing that craves with a hungry longing to hear the
cuckoo’s note again?”

“In due time,” said the third, “we shall be home-sick once
more for quiet water-lilies swaying on the surface of an English
stream. But to-day all that seems pale and thin and very far
away. Just now our blood dances to other music.”

They fell a-twittering among themselves once more, and this
time their intoxicating babble was of violet seas, tawny sands,
and lizard-haunted walls.

Restlessly the Rat wandered off once more, climbed the slope
that rose gently from the north bank of the river, and lay look-
ing out towards the great ring of Downs that barred his vision
further southwards—his simple horizon hitherto, his Moun-
tains of the Moon, his limit behind which lay nothing he had
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King of Norway,™ and how he sailed thither with sixty ships,
and how he and his men rode up through streets all canopied in
their honour with purple and gold; and how the Emperor and
Empress came down and banqueted with him on board his
ship. When Sigurd returned home, many of his Northmen re-
mained behind and entered the Emperor’s body-guard, and my
ancestor, a Norwegian born, stayed behind too, with the ships
that Sigurd gave the Emperor. Seafarers we have ever been, and
no wonder; as for me, the city of my birth is no more my home
than any pleasant port between there and the London River, I
know them all, and they know me. Set me down on any of their
quays or foreshores, and I am home again.” 1
“I suppose you go great voyages,” said the Water Rat with
growing interest. “Months and months out of sight of land,
and provisions running short, and allowanced as to water, and
your mind communing with the mighty ocean, and all that sort
of thing?” !
“By no means,” said the Sea Rat frankly. “Such a life as you
describe would not suit me at all. 'm in the coasting trade, and
rarely out of sight of land. It’s the jolly times on shore that appeal

to me, as much as any seafaring. O, those southern seaports! The
smell of them, the riding-lights at night, the glamour!” 4

“Well, perhaps you have chosen the better way,” said the
Water Rat, but rather doubtfully. “Tell me something of your
coasting, then, if you have a mind to, and what sort of harvest
an animal of spirit might hope to bring home from it to warm
his latter days with gallant memories by the fireside; for my life,
I confess to you, feels to me to-day somewhat narrow and cir-
cumscribed.” 5

“My last voyage,” began the Sea Rat, “that landed me even- :
tually in this country, bound with high hopes for my inland
farm, will serve as a good example of any of them, and, indeed,
as an epitome of my highly-coloured life. Family troubles, as
usual, began it. The domestic storm-cone> was hoisted, and
I shipped myself on board a small trading vessel bound from ‘
Constantinople, by classic seas whose every wave throbs with a
deathless memory, to the Grecian Islands and the Levant. Those -
were golden days and balmy nights! In and out of harbour all |
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ic, its shores Swimming in an
atmosphere of amber, rose, and aquamarine; we lay in wide

la.qd-locked harbours, we roamed through ancient and noble
cities, until at last one morning, as the sun rose royally behind
us, we rode; into Venice down a path of gold. O, Venice is a fine
at his ease and take hj !
Or, when Wweary of wandering, can sit at the edgte(flflstﬁ)eleésrgiz
Cangl at night, feasting with his friends, when the air is full of
music and .the sky full of stars, and the lights flash and shimmer
on the polished steel prows of the swaying gondolas, packed so
Xza; Zﬁm C(Elkz w;lk Zcross the canal on them from s’ide to side!
nd then the food—do i - 't
rgse ok you like shell-fish? Well, well, we won’t
He was silent for a time; and the i
enth.ralled, floated on dream-canals ar\z(c/iaff;atl‘tia: i
peilmg high between vVaporous grey wave-lappe
/ Sogthwards we sailed again at last,” continued the Sea Rat
coasting do“'m the Italian shore, ti]] finally we made Palermo,
and there I quitted for 4 long, happy spell on shore. I never stick’
too.long to one ship; one gets narrow-minded and prejudiced
Besides, Sicily is one of my happy hunting-grounds, T kno“;
everybc?dy there, and their ways just suit me, | spent many joll
weeks in the island, staying with friends up country, When}ll
stl vantage of a shj i
to Sardinia and Corsica; and verygglad I wals) :gaftega:hgﬁ:slf
breeze and the Sea-spray in my face once more,”

“But isn’t it very hot and stuff in th \
5 Y. dOWIl mt -—h
you call it?” asked the Water Rat. ] e

) ,The seafarer looked at him with the sug
I’'m an old hand,” he remarked with muc
captain’s cabin’s good enough for me.”

“It’s a hard life, by all accounts,” m ;
deep thought. »~ murmured the Rat, sunk in

§ ik :
‘For the crew it is,” replied the seafarer gravely
the ghost of a wink. /

picion of a wink.
h simplicity. “The

again with
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“From Corsica,” he went on, “I made use of a ship that was
taking wine to the mainland. We made Alassio in the evening,
lay to, hauled up our wine-casks, and hove them overboard,
tied one to the other by a long line. Then the crew took to the
boats and rowed shorewards, singing as they went, and drawing
after them the long bobbing procession of casks, like a mile
of porpoises. On the sands they had horses waiting, which
dragged the casks up the steep street of the little town with a
fine rush and clatter and scramble. When the last cask was in,
we went and refreshed and rested, and sat late into the night,
drinking with our friends, and next morning I took to the great
olive-woods for a spell and a rest. For now I had done with is-
lands for the time, and ports and shipping were plentiful; so I
led a lazy life among the peasants, lying and watching them
work, or stretched high on the hillside with the blue Mediter-
ranean far below me. And so at length, by easy stages, and
partly on foot, partly by sea, to Marseilles, and the meeting of
old shipmates, and the visiting of great ocean-bound vessels,
and feasting once more. Talk of shell-fish! Why, sometimes I
dream of the shell-fish of Marseilles, and wake up crying!”

“That reminds me,” said the polite Water Rat; “you hap-
pened to mention that you were hungry, and I ought to have
spoken earlier. Of course, you will stop and take your midday
meal with me? My hole is close by; it is some time past noon,
and you are very welcome to whatever there is.”

«“Now 1 call that kind and brotherly of you,” said the Sea
Rat. “I was indeed hungry when I sat down, and ever since I in-
advertently happened to mention shell-fish, my pangs have been
extreme. But couldn’t you fetch it along out here? I am none
too fond of going under hatches, unless I'm obliged to; and
then, while we eat, I could tell you more concerning my voy-
ages and the pleasant life I lead—at least, it is very pleasant to
me, and by your attention I judge it commends itself to you;
whereas if we go indoors it is a hundred to one that I shall
presently fall asleep.”

“That is indeed an excellent suggestion,” said the Water Rat,
and hurried off home. There he got out the luncheon-basket

and packed a simple meal, in which, remembering the stranger’s
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;;fx;ll?hagd pcrleferences, he took care to include a yard of long
read, a saésage out of which th lic
cheese which lay down and cri GdE W Vg
cried, and a long-necked
covered flask wherein la : i g g
y bottled sunshine shed and
on far Southern slopes. Thus | e ey
§ 3 aden, he returned with
and blushed for pleasure ; s
: at the old seaman’ i ,
oo s commendations of
gment, as together they unpacked
' th
an% }llald out the contents on the grass by the I1?()adside gy
Conti;: uSe:il tl;\lati'1 as soon as his hunger was somewhat .assuaged
ed the history of his latest vo i i :
yage, conducting his sim-
ple hearer from port 1o i ' g g
port of Spain, landing hi i
Oporto, and Bordeaux, i g b itk i
X, introducing him to th ,
bours of Cornwall j R
and Devon, and so u
. von, p the Channel t
gqal quayside, where, landing after winds long contrary, s(t)otr}rl:llf
h}"lven and Wea}:her-l)cut(*l'l. he had caught the first ;na ical
mzls and heraldings of another Spring, and, fired by these ghad
f)pe on a lo_ng tramp inland, hungry for the experiment o,f life
n some quiet farmstead, very far from the weary beati
it y beating of
foﬁg‘c;,ligngndAznd quiverlmu with excitement, the Water Rat
e Adventurer league by league, ov
, over stormy ba
1t::ihdrough crowded Foadutoadu. actons harbour bars on ayraci}rllsa
o 5(’1 ;lptwmdmgdriv;ruh:hat il their busy little towns round E
urng and left him with a ropgretiul wi
. igh planted at hi
du];l uignd.farml; a'bout which he desived 1o hear nothing, )
andystr ;s tfe tdelr .mcnl Wik over, and the Seafarer, refreshed
i ngthene » his volce more vibiant, hiv eye lit with a
o egd }rlliesss lt at seemed caught from some far away sea-beacon
e leanig ass with the red aml ghowing vintage of the Suut‘h’
him, g dng t(:iwards the Water Wat, compellod his gaze and held
i io }fr and soul, while he talked. Thowe eyen were of the
o %agf (})lam~streakcd BEey proen of leapiing Northern seas; in
Sout%l be;jg;efoa }l:‘ot ru}i‘)y'th?t seemmed the very heart of the
outh, e him who had comiiape o respond
tion. The twin lights, th gt
v the shifting wrey and the «
Coutendbant red
m | "
i :sSt?IEEi t(;lfithater lfzat am: dletll Wi ol fancimated, power
1 world outside thetr vays receded g
awiy and
ceased to be. And the talk, the wondertul talk flowed on -.-4::
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was it speech entirely, or did it pass at times into song—chanty
of the sailors weighing the dripping anchor, sonorous hum of
the shrouds in a tearing North-Easter, ballad of the fisherman
hauling his nets at sundown against. an apricot sky, chords of
guitar and mandoline from gondola or caique? Did it change
into the cry of the wind, plaintive at first, angrily shrill as it
freshened, rising to a tearing whistle, sinking to a musical trickle
of air from the leech of the bellying sail? All these sounds the
spell-bound listener seemed to hear, and with them the hungry
complaint of the gulls and the sea-mews, the soft thunder of the
breaking wave, the cry of the protesting shingle. Back into
speech again it passed, and with beating heart he was follow-
ing the adventures of a dozen seaports, the fights, the escapes,
the rallies, the comradeships, the gallant undertakings; or he
searched islands for treasure, fished in still lagoons and dozed
day-long on warm white sand. Of deep-sea fishings he heard
tell, and mighty silver gatherings of the mile-long net; of sudden

perils, noise of breakers on a moonless night, or the tall bows of
of the

the great liner taking shape overhead through the fog;
merry home-coming, the headland rounded, the harbour lights
opened out; the groups seen dimly on the quay, the cheery hail,
the splash of the hawser; the trudge up the steep little street to-
wards the comforting glow of red-curtained windows.

Lastly, in his waking dream it seemed to him that the Adven-

turer had risen to his feet, but was still speaking, still holding
him fast with his sea-grey eyes.

«And now,” he was softly saying, “I take to the road again,

holding on southwestwards for many a long and dusty day; till
at last I reach the little grey sea town I know so well, that clings

along one steep side of the harbour. There through dark door-
" ways you look down flights of stone steps, overhung by great

pink tufts of valerian and ending in a patch of sparkling blue

water. The little boats that lie tethered to the rings and stan-

chions of the old sea-wall are gaily painted as those I clambered

in and out of in my own childhood; the salmon leap on the flood
tide, schools of mackerel flash and play past quay-sides and fore-
shores, and by the windows the great vessels glide, night and
day, up to their moorings or forth to the open sea. There, sooner
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Z;Ig:feré t}lllg shitl;ls ofl gll s;afaring nations arrive; and there, at its
ur, the ship of my choice will let j I
take my time, I shall tarr ide, ti s i o
e ) y and bide, till at last the right i
| one |
ggggggritf;r ‘mtc?, w;rpedhout into midstream, Ioadfd lovve }i;s'
omnting down harbour. I shall sli b ’
or along hawser; and then one i b g
: morning I shall wak h
and tramp of the sailors, the cli e
4 clink of the capst
of the anchor-chain comi ily i 1
0 ng merrily in. We shall break
jib and the foresail, the white h sy
. i ouses on the harb ide wi
glide slowly past us as she i Ml
. s gathers steering-wa d
will have begun! As she f. e
$ she forges towards the headland i
clothe herself with canvas i g
; and then, once outsid i
slap of great green seas as sh ’ S e
§ e heels to the wind, pointi
[ : , pointing South!
il sAr;idyzleJ‘,’e);oi tw1|l cor(rjle }foo, young brother; for t%le days
4 cturn, and the South still waits for yo
T
;l;is?j\:('}nituge,t hel;:d the call, now ere the irrevocablc}:’ momilfli
! "T'is but a banging of the door behind i
step forward, and you are out of T
¢ the old life and i
Then some day, some d h j b v mpit
4 ¢ day long hence, jog home here i i
when the cup has been drainc ¥iin, it
: ained and the play has b
and sit down by your quiet ri i e i
1 Juiet river with a store of goodl
ries for company. You can casil pninss. i
; rasily overtake me on the road, f
fg);lkaéz 3fu:fé a::dl I :1}1 m"lL[-“m and go softly. I will linger,’ar?é
: ; at last I will surely see you comi
hgﬁl{){l—hearted,d with all the South in your };ace"’ AR
e voice died away and ceased as an i . i
] died / a an insect’s tiny t
;it\;i;&(:es sw1ftl¥ 1nttc)> silence; and the Water Rat para)iysreudn;iez
, saw at last bu I ipec hi
ot t a distant speck on the white surface of
bai\l/ietchamcally he rose .and proceeded to re-pack the luncheon-
home A ca;efully and without haste. Mechanically he returned
trease, ga;1 ered together a few small necessaries and special
slowlilrels‘b e was fond of_, and put them in a satchel; acting with
i cliberation, moving, about the room like a sleep-walker;
5 rﬁing ever with parted lips, He swung the satchel over his’
W‘t}l: er,h carefully se!cctcd a stout stick for his wayfaring, and
thl thno haste? but with no hesitation at all, he stepped a::ross
e threshold just as the Mole appeared at the door.
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“Why, where are you off to, Ratty?” asked the Mole in great
surprise, grasping him by the arm.

“Going South, with the rest of them,” murmured the Rat in
a dreamy monotone, never looking at him. “Seawards first and
then on shipboard, and so to the shotes that are calling me!”

He pressed resolutely forward, still without haste, but with
dogged fixity of purpose; but the Mole, now thoroughly
alarmed, placed himself in front of him, and looking into his
eyes saw that they were glazed and set and turned a streaked
and shifting grey—not his friend’s eyes, but the eyes of some
other animal! Grappling with him strongly he dragged him in-
side, threw him down, and held him.

The Rat struggled desperately for a few moments, and then
his strength seemed suddenly to leave him, and he lay still and

exhausted, with closed eyes, trembling. Presently the Mole as-

sisted him to rise and placed him in a chair, where he sat col-
lapsed and shrunken into himself, his body shaken by a violent
shivering, passing in time into an hysterical fit of dry sobbing.
Mole made the door fast, threw the satchel into a drawer and
locked it, and sat down quietly on the table by his friend, wait-
ing for the strange seizure to pass. Gradually the Rat sank into

a troubled doze, broken by starts and confused murmurings of
things strange and wild and foreign to the unenlightened Mole;

and from that he passed into a deep slumber.

Very anxious in mind, the Mole left him for a time and bus-
ied himself with household matters; and it was getting dark
when he returned to the parlour and found the Rat where he
had left him, wide awake indeed, but listless, silent, and de-
jected. He took one hasty glance at his eyes; found them, to his
great gratification, clear and dark and brown again as before; -
and then sat down and tried to cheer him up and help him to re-

late what had happened to him.

Poor Ratty did his best, by degrees, to explain things; but
how could he put into cold words what had mostly been sug-
gestion? How recall, for another’s benefit, the haunting sea
voices that had sung to him, how reproduce at second-hand the
magic of the Seafarer’s hundred reminiscences? Even to him-

self, now the spell was broken and the glamour gone, he found

To the Mole this much wa
la)lway, and had left him sane
m‘fn th‘e riact;:m. But he seemed to have lost all in

€ I the things that went to m, '

. ‘ ake up h i
1E all plegsant forecastings of the alterid lfiad s
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THE FURTHER
ADVENTURES OF TOAD

The front door of the hollow tree facetc)I eaztwarc}.& E;) S{;):ﬁn vlvsgs
: by the bright sunlig .
called at an early hour; partly ) : o
i ldness of his toes, w
in on him, partly by the exceeding co : f his s
i home in bed in his own ha
made him dream that he was at e
i dow, on a cold winter’s night,
some room with the Tudor window, o & i
i protesting they
his bedclothes had got up, grumbling a :
?ggldrift stand the cold any longer, and ha(;l1 rgnf dﬁwnsfiali)snt(i) ;Irlz
; and he had followed,
kitchen fire to warm themselves; an i
i i icy stone-paved passages, arg
feet, along miles and miles of icy s s
, i ble. He would probably
and beseeching them to 'be reasona Sk mki ks
sed much earlier, had he not slept fo : .
Eti:;/aci::r stone flags, and’ almost forgotten hthe friendly feeling
he chin.
ick blankets pulled well up round t ; i
OfStilzlt(i:ﬁg up, he rI:lbbed his eyes first and hlslco?plalnlngdt?gi
; he was, looking roun
t, wondered for a moment where. ; . ;
?:r);iliar stone wall and little barred wquow; then, vx_nt}fll a Letaphc;S
the heart, remembered everythingzhls efscallf)et,h }11; ! f’;as ,f il
jiuire d, first and best thing of all, tha !
b ht alone were worth fifty blan-
Free! The word and the thought alon har
d as he thought of the jolly
kets. He was warm from end to en | et
i iti him to make his triump
Id outside, waiting eagerly for _ 1
:Zl(ziance, ready to serve him and play up to hl‘m’hagxkl)o:; Lci
help him and to keep him company, as h1t aleiIIayshO:;k h?mself
i fell upon him. He s
days of old before misfortune T ioihe
f his hair with his fingers; and,
and combed the dry leaves out o : it
is toi h into the comfortable m
his toilet complete, marched fort : 5
but hopeful, all nervo
ing sun, cold but confident, hungry
izi‘ors of yesterday dispelled by rest and sleep and frank and
heartening sunshine.
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He had the world ajj to himself, that early summer morning,
The dewy woodland, as he threaded it, was solitary and sti]]:

the green fields that succeeded the trees were his own to do as

he liked with; the road itself, when he reached it, in that loneli-

ness that wag everywhere, seemed, like a stray dog, to be look-
ing anxiously for company. Toad, however, was looking for
something that could talk, and tell him clearly whj

ought to go. It is al| very well, when you have a light heart
and a clear conscience, '

scouring the country for y
follow where the road be
The practical Toad care
kicked the road for its
of importance to him.

he reserved rustic road wag presently joined by a shy little
brother in the shape of 4 canal, which took its hand and am.-
bled along by its side in perfect confidence, but with the same
tongue-tied, uncommunicative  attityde towards strangers,

“Bother them!” gai Toad to himgelf. “But, anyhow, one

thing’s clear. They must both |y coming from somewhere, and

going to somewhere, You can't get over that, Toad, my boy!”

So he marched on patiently by (e water’s edge,

Round a bend in the canal came plodding a solitary horse,
stooping forward as if iy anxious thoughe, From rope traces at-
tached to his collar stretched a lony, line, taut, but dipping with
its stride, the further part of i dripping pearly drops. Toad let
the horse Ppass, and stoo walting for what the fates were send-
ing him.

With a pleasant swir| of quiet water ag 1y
slid up alongside of him, ity gaily painte
towing-path, its sole Oceupant a big stout woman wearing a
linen sun-bonnet, one brawny arm fai along the tiller.,

“A nice morning, ma'am!" e femarked to Toad, ag she
drew up level with him,

“I dare say it 18, ma'am|" responded Toud politely, as he
walked along the tow=path abreast of e, “Idare it is a nice
morning to them that's not in wore trouble, like what | am,
Here’s my married daughter, she sonds ol 1o me post-haste to
come to her at once; s0 off I comes, iy knowing what may be

ckons and points, not caring whither,
d very much indeed, and he could have
helpless silence when every minute was

blunt bow the barge
d gunwale level with the
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happening or going to happen, but fearing the worst, as you
will understand, ma’am, if you’re a mother, too. And I've left
my business to look after itself—I’m in the washing and laun-
dering line, you must know, ma’am—and Ive left my young
children to look after themselves, and a more mischievous and
troublesome set of young imps doesn’t exist, ma’am; and I've
lost all my money, and lost my way, and as for what may be
happening to my married daughter, why, I don’t like to think of
it, ma’am!”

“Where might your married daughter be living, ma’am?”
asked the barge-woman.

“She lives near to the river, ma’am,” replied Toad. “Close to
a fine house called Toad Hall, that’s somewheres hereabouts in
these parts. Perhaps you may have heard of it.”

“Toad Hall? Why, 'm going that way myself,” replied the
barge-woman. “This canal joins the river some miles further
on, a little above Toad Hall; and then it’s an easy walk. You
come along in the barge with me, and I'll give you a lift.”

She steered the barge close to the bank, and Toad, with many
humble and grateful acknowledgments, stepped lightly on board
and sat down with great satisfaction. “Toad’s luck again!”
thought he. “I always come out on top!”

“So you’re in the washing business, ma’am?” said the barge-
woman politely, as they glided along. “And a very good busi-
ness you’ve got too, I dare say, if 'm not making too free in
saying so.” '

“Finest business in the whole country,” said Toad airily. “All
the gentry come to me—wouldn’t go to any one else if they |
were paid, they know me so well. You see, I understand my
work thoroughly, and attend to it all myself. Washing, ironing, |
clear-starching, making up gents’ fine shirts for evening wear—

everything’s done under my own eye!”
“But surely you don’t do all that work yourself, ma’am?”
asked the barge-woman respectfully.
“0O, 1 have girls,” said Toad lightly: “twenty girls or there-
abouts, always at work. But you know what girls are, ma’am!
Nasty little hussies, that’s what I call ’em!”
“So do I, too,” said the barge-woman with great heartiness.
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“Ilove it,” said Toad. “ simply
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c€asy to me! No trouble at a

ma’am!”
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an, thoughtfully. “A regular piece of good fortune for bgfh

dote on it. Never so happy as
; sh-tub. But, then, it comes so
lI! A real pleasure, I assure you,
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“Here, you let me steer!” said Toad, now thoroughly fright-
ened, “and then you can get on with your washing your own
way. I might spoil your things, or not do ’em as you like. ’'m
more used to gentlemen’s things myself. It’s my special line.”

“Let you steer?” replied the barge-woman, laughing. “It takes
some practice to steer a barge properly. Besides, it’s dull work,
and I want you to be happy. No, you shall do the washing you
are so fond of, and Tl stick to the steering that I understand.
Don’t try and deprive me of the pleasure of giving you a treat!”

Toad was fairly cornered. He looked for escape this way and
that, saw that he was too far from the bank for a flying leap,

and sullenly resigned himself to his fate. “If it comes to that,”
he thought in desperation, “I suppose any fool can wash!”

He fetched tub, soap, and other necessaries from the cabin, se-
lected a few garments at random, tried to recollect what he had
seen in casual glances through laundry windows, and set to.

A long half-hour passed, and every minute of it saw Toad get-
ting crosser and crosser. Nothing that he could do to the things
seemed to please them or do them good. He tried coaxing, he
tried slapping, he tried punching; they smiled back at him out of
the tub unconverted, happy in their original sin. Once or twice
he looked nervously over his shoulder at the barge-woman, but
she appeared to be gazing out in front of her, absorbed in her

steering. His back ached badly, and he noticed with dismay that
his paws were beginning to get all crinkly. Now Toad was very
proud of his paws. He muttered under his breath words that
should never pass the lips of either washerwoman or Toads; and
lost the soap, for the fiftieth time.

A burst of laughter made him straighten himself and look
round. The barge-woman was leaning back and laughing unre-
strainedly, till the tears ran down her cheeks.

«Pyve been watching you all the time,” she gasped. “I thought
you must be a humbug all along, from the conceited way you
talked. Pretty washerwoman you are! Never washed so much as
a dish-clout in your life, I'll lay!”

Toad’s temper, which had been simmering viciously for some
time, now fairly boiled over, and he lost all control of himself.
“You common, low, fat barge-woman!” he shouted; “don’t

you dare to talk to your betters like that! Washerwoman indeed!
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I'would have
you to know that I am a To
. . . ad, g
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the tow-path, and swinging his steed down a rutty lane. Once
he looked back, and saw that the barge had run aground on the
other side of the canal, and the barge-woman was gesticulating
wildly and shouting, “Stop, stop, stop!” “I've heard that song §
before,” said Toad, laughing, as he continued to spur his steed :
onward in its wild career. 1
The barge-horse was not capable of any very sustained effort,
and its gallop soon subsided into a trot, and its trot into an easy
walk; but Toad was quite contented with this, knowing that he,
at any rate, was moving, and the barge was not. He had quite re-
covered his temper, now that he had done something he thought
really clever; and he was satisfied to jog along quietly in the sun, |
steering his horse along by-ways and bridle-paths, and trying to ‘
forget how very long it was since he had had a square meal, till
the canal had been left very far behind him.

He had travelled some miles, his horse and he, and he was
feeling drowsy in the hot sunshine, when the horse stopped,
lowered his head, and began to nibble the grass; and Toad, y
waking up, just saved himself from falling off by an effort. He -
looked about him and found he was on a wide common, dotted
with patches of gorse and bramble as far as he could see. Near -
him stood a dingy gipsy caravan, and beside it a man was sit- |
ting on a bucket turned upside down, very busy smoking and
staring into the wide world. A fire of sticks was burning near
by, and over the fire hung an iron pot, and out of that pot came.

forth bubblings and gurglings, and a vague suggestive steami
ness. Also smells—warm, rich, and varied smells—that twined
and twisted and wreathed themselves at Jast into one complete,
voluptuous, perfect smell that seemed like the very soul of Na-
ture taking form and appearing to her children, a true Goddess,
a mother of solace and comfort. Toad now knew well that he
had not been really hungry before. What he had felt earlier in’
" the day had been a mere trifling qualm. This was the real thing
at last, and no mistake; and it would have to be dealt with'
speedily, too, or there would be trouble for somebody or some-
thing. He looked the gipsy over carefully, wondering vaguely
whether it would be easier to fight him or cajole him. So there
he sat, and sniffed and sniffed, and looked at the gipsy; and the
gipsy sat and smoked, and looked at him. I
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p ] g i
marll'(eessnitlllyathce gllpsy took his pipe out of his mouth and re
areless way, “W _
e y, “Want to sell that there horse of
T s
il (i;d was completely taken aback. He did not know that gi
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hungry and quite penniless, and still some way—he knew
not how far—from home, and enemies might still be looking
for him. To one in such a situation, five shillings may very well
appear a large sum of money. On the other hand, it did not
seem very much to get for a horse. But then, again, the horse
hadn’t cost him anything; so whatever he got was all clear
profit. At last he said firmly, “Look here, gipsy! I tell you what
we will do; and this is my last word. You shall hand me over six
shillings and sixpence, cash down; and further, in addition
thereto, you shall give me as much breakfast as I can possibly
eat, at one sitting of course, out of that iron pot of yours that
keeps sending forth such delicious and exciting smells. In
return, I will make over to you my spirited young horse, with
all the beautiful harness and trappings that are on him, freely
thrown in. If that’s not good enough for you, say so, and I'll be
getting on. I know a man near here who’s wanted this horse of
mine for years.”

The gipsy grumbled frightfully, and declared if he did a few
more deals of that sort he’d be ruined. But in the end he lugged
a dirty canvas bag out of the depths of his trouser pocket, and
counted out six shillings and sixpence into Toad’s paw. Then he
disappeared into the caravan for an instant, and returned with
a large iron plate and a knife, fork, and spoon. He tilted up
the pot, and a glorious stream of hot rich stew?" gurgled into
the plate. It was, indeed, the most beautiful stew in the world,
being made of partridges, and pheasants, and chickens, and
hares, and rabbits, and peahens, and guinea-fowls, and one or
two other things. Toad took the plate on his lap, almost crying,
and stuffed, and stuffed, and stuffed, and kept asking for more,
and the gipsy never grudged it him. He thought that he had
never eaten so good a breakfast in all his life.

When Toad had taken as much stew on board as he thought
he could possibly hold, he got up and said good-bye to the
gipsy, and took an affectionate farewell of the horse; and
the gipsy, who knew the riverside well, gave him directions
which way to go, and he set forth on his travels again in the
best possible spirits. He was, indeed, a very different Toad
from the animal of an hour ago. The sun was shining brightly,

his wet clothes were quite dry again, he had money in his
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;);)fcel:et mzlce more, he was nearing home and friends and
mealy,hi? a,nzlnost a.ng. best of all, he had had a substantial

1 nourishin i
R i g, and felt big, and strong, and care-
i ézls) :1: ;r;;n}ifvci i‘l,(})lng g}?ily, he thought of his adventures and
| en things seemed at their worst he h
ad al-
;vaagri (r)nanaglgled to ﬁnd a way out; and his pride and conceit ba;-
s CSIVZT w1th_1rl; lglm. “Ho, ho!” he said to himself as he
ong with his chin in the air, «

; . | , “what a clever Tt
;r}r;)ghere ll(sj 'surely no a.mmal equal to me for cleverness iﬁaii
e Sw;): t .hl\gy f:n}:'mlcs shut me up in prison, encircled by

» watched night and day by warders: I |
them all, by sheer ability ¢ ‘ P b
‘ : y coupled with courage. The
:;lllth engines, apd policemen, and revolvers; Ig snap n}lfypflilxrlsiismft:
th?m, ar}d vanish, laughing, into space. I am, unfortur%atela
o r?(;m:i into a capal by a woman fat of body and very evii,j
N trie { V;l(/'hat of it? I swim ashore, I seize her horse, ride off
i umph, and I sell the horse for a whole pocketful’ of mon
and an li:xcellent breakfast! Ho, ho! I am The Toad, the hanfiy
‘s}‘([)irtrge, the Popular, the successful Toad!” He got so, puffed u -
himsecl?nceiit that he made up a song as he walked in praise ol;
» and sang it at the top of his voice, though there was no

one to hear it but him. It
. - It was perhaps the most ¢ i
that any animal ever composed. e

“The world has held great Heroes,
As history-books have showed;

But never a name to go down to fame
Compared with that of Toad!

“The clever men at Oxford
Know all that there is to be knowed,

But tbey none of them know one half as much
As intelligent Mr, Toad!

“The a.mimals sat in the Ark and cried,
Their tears in torrents flowed,

Who was it said, “There’s land aheud i’

Encouraging Mr, Toad!
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«The army all saluted
As they marched along the road.
Wias it the King? Or Kitchener?
No. It was Mr. Toad.

“The Queen and her Ladies-in-waiting
Sat at the window and sewed. 2
She cried, ‘Look! who’s that handsome man:
They answered, ‘Mr. Toad”

There was a great deal more of the same sort, but too i;eiﬁé |
fully conceited to be written down. These are some |

mig:rs;fgse:s he walked, and he walked as he sang, ar}lld goatl 1
more inflated every minute. But his pride was shortly to have a -
1. bt
se‘i:;iefrasome miles of country lanes h? reaghed ;h:: lll;grlk;tr}:)aﬁi; :
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the people in it were the very same people he had sat and
watched at luncheon in the coffee-room!

He sank down in a shabby, miserable heap in the road, mur-
muring to himself in his despair, “It’s all up! It’s all over now!
Chains and policemen again! Prison again! Dry bread and wa-
ter again! O, what a fool I have been! What did I want to go
strutting about the country for, singing conceited songs, and
hailing people in broad day on the high-road, instead of hiding
till nightfall and slipping home quietly by back ways! O hapless
Toad! O ill-fated animal!”

The terrible motor-car drew slowly nearer and nearer, till at
last he heard it stop just short of him. Two gentlemen got out
and walked round the trembling heap of crumpled misery lying
in the road, and one of them said, “O dear! this is very sad!
Here is a poor old thing—a washerwoman apparently—who
has fainted in the road! Perhaps she is overcome by the heat,
poor creature; or possibly she has not had any food to-day. Let
us lift her into the car and take her to the nearest village, where
doubtless she has friends, "

They tenderly lifted Toad into the motor-car and propped
him up with soft cushions, and proceeded on their way.

When Toad heard them talk in so kind and sympathetic a
way, and knew that he was not recognised, his courage began to
revive, and he cautiously opened first one eye and then the
other.

“Look!” said one of the gentlemen, “she is better already.
The fresh air is doing her good, How do you feel now, ma’am?”

“Thank you kindly, Sir,” said Toad in a feeble voice, “I’'m
feeling a great deal better!” “That's right,” said the gentleman.
“Now keep quite still, and, above all, don't try to talk.”

“I won’t,” said Toad. “I was only thinking, if | might sit on
the front seat there, beside the driver, where | could get the
fresh air full in my face, I should soon be all right again,”

“What a very sensible woman!™ waid the gentleman, “Of
course you shall.” So they carefully helped Toad into the front
seat beside the driver, and on they went apgain,

Toad was almost himself again by now. He sat up, looked
about him, and tried to beat down the tremons, the yearnings, the
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old cravings that rose up and beset him and took possession of

him entirely.
“It is fate!” he said to himself. “Why strive? why struggle?”

and he turned to the driver at his side.

«Please, Sir,” he said, “I wish you would kindly let me try and
drive the car for a little. Pve been watching you carefully, and it
looks so easy and so interesting, and 1 should like to be able to
tell my friends that once I had driven a motor-car!”

The driver laughed at the proposal, so heartily that the gen-
tleman inquired what the matter was. When he heard, he said,
to Toad’s delight, “Bravo, ma’am! I like your spirit. Let her
have a try, and look after her. She won’t do any harm.”

Toad eagerly scrambled into the seat vacated by the driver,
took the steering-wheel in his hands, listened with affected hu-

mility to the instructions given him, and set the car in motion,

but very slowly and carefully at first, for he was determined to

be prudent.
The gentlemen behind clapped their hands and applauded,

and Toad heard them saying, “How well she does it! Fancy a
washerwoman driving a car as well as that, the first time!”
Toad went a little faster; then faster still, and faster.
He heard the gentlemen call out warningly, “Be careful, wash-
erwoman!” And this annoyed him, and he began to lose his head.

The driver tried to interfere, but he pinned him down in his seat

with one elbow, and put on full speed. The rush of air in his face,
the hum of the engine, and the light jump of the car beneath him
intoxicated his weak brain. «YWasherwoman, indeed!” he shouted
recklessly. “Ho! ho! I am the Toad, the motor-car snatcher, the
prison-breaker, the Toad who always escapes! Sit still, and you
shall know what driving really s, for you are in the hands of the
famous, the skilful, the entirely fearless Toad!”

With a cry of horror the whole party rose and flung them-
selves on him. “Seize him!” they cried, “seize the Toad, the
wicked animal who stole our motor-car! Bind him, chain him,
drag him to the nearest police-station! Down with the desperate

9

and dangerous Toad!’

Alas! they should have thought, they ought to have been
more prudent, they should have remembered to stop the motor-
car somehow before playing any pranks of that sort. With a
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two large rural policemen were visible, running towards him as
hard as they could go!

Poor Toad sprang to his feet and pelted away again, his heart
in his mouth. “O, my!” he gasped, as he panted along, “what an
ass 1 am! What a conceited and heedless ass! Swaggering again!
Shouting and singing songs again! Sitting still and gassing again!
O my! O my! O my!”

He glanced back, and saw to his dismay that they were gaining
on him. On he ran desperately, but kept looking back, and saw
that they still gained steadily. He did his best, but he was a fat an-
imal, and his legs were short, and still they gained. He could hear
them close behind him now. Ceasing to heed where he was go-
ing, he struggled on blindly and wildly, looking back over his
shoulder at the now triumphant enemy, when suddenly the earth
failed under his feet, he grasped at the air, and, splash! he found
himself head over ears in deep water, rapid water, water that bore
him along with a force he could not contend with; and he knew
that in his blind panic he had run straight into the river!

He rose to the surface and tried to grasp the reeds and the
rushes that grew along the water’s edge close under the bank, but
the stream was so strong that it tore them out of his hands. “O
my!” gasped poor Toad, “if ever I steal a motor-car again! If ever
I sing another conceited song”—then down he went, and came
up breathless and spluttering. Presently he saw that he was ap-
proaching a big dark hole in the bank, just above his head, and as
the stream bore him past he reached up with a paw and caught
hold of the edge and held on. Then slowly and with difficulty he
drew himself up out of the water, till at last he was able to rest his
elbows on the edge of the hole. There he remained for some min-
utes, puffing and panting, for he was quite exhausted.

As he sighed and blew and stared before him into the dark
hole, some bright small thing shone and twinkled in its depths,
moving towards him. As it approached, a face grew up gradu-
ally around it, and it was a familiar face!

Brown and small, with whiskers.

Grave and round, with neat ears and silky hair.

It was the Water Rat.




Chapter 1
A Nation of Immigrants

A Mixture of Peoples By the year 2060, [ } R
the population of the United States The Big Question
is expected to grow to more than What were the various
four hundred million people. With the causes of mass
exception of Native Americans, the L migration to America? )

people who live in the United States

are generally the descendants of immigrants, or immigrants
themselves. No wonder one historian wrote, “The history of
America is immigration.”

Another scholar makes the same point in a different

way. He offers this prediction: three hundred or
descendant, n.

someone who is
will find it hard to believe that back in the 1800s related to a person

and 1900s, people from different continents and or group of people

four hundred years from now, future historians

who lived in the past

dozens of different countries would come together to

form a nation that not only would survive, but would immigration, n.
the act of coming to
live permanently in
a new country

become a shining example to the rest of the world.




America has a long history of immigration. For several hundred years now, people
from all over the world have settled here. Many Americans can trace their ancestors
to different parts of the world. Of course, Native Americans lived here long before

these immigrants arrived.




The First European Immigrants

North America has been home to Native Americans for thousands of years.
In many ways they were the first immigrants. But the story of immigration

to America, as we tell it today, begins with Europeans who started colonies
in North America. You may not have thought of the settlers of colonial
Jamestown, Plymouth, and the Massachusetts Bay Colony as immigrants, but
they were. So were the thousands of other colonists who settled throughout
the thirteen British colonies. And so were the thousands more who settled in

Spain’s colonies in the southwestern part of today’s United States.

You may remember that, even in those early years, settlers in America came
from many different lands. Most were from England, but there were Germans,
Dutch, Scots-Irish (Scots who had been living in Northern Ireland), Swedes,
Finns, French, Swiss, and others as well. And of course, there were those
many, many thousands of Africans who were forced to come to the Americas

against their will.

For about a half-century after independence—from the 1770s through the
1820s—immigration to America slowed down. There were two main reasons
why. One was because during many of those years, European countries were
at war with each other. They fought each other on the seas as well as on land,
and they didn’t much care about anyone who got in the way. That made
traveling on the oceans dangerous. Anyone thinking of leaving Europe to live

in America would have to think twice before making that voyage.

The second reason was that those same warring nations made it difficult for
their citizens to leave. Their governments believed that losing population
would weaken their ability to carry on the wars.
Several European governments tried to stop

. . emigration, n. the act
emigration altogether.

of leaving one country
to settle permanently
in another

Eventually, though, both of those barriers fell.

By the 1830s, the movement of immigrants to



America became a steady stream. In the twenty years after that, it became
a mighty river. How mighty? Think of this: by 1860, just before the start of
the Civil War, more than one out of every eight persons living in the United

States—one out of eight—was born somewhere else.

Numbers of Inmigrants and Countries of Origin, 1820-1860
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As you can see, during this time period most of the immigrants to the United States came
from Ireland and Germany. After the Civil War, significant numbers of people from places

such as Italy and Scandinavia came too.
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The “Push” to Emigrate

Why were so many people ready to give up everything familiar—their
hometowns and villages, often their families, and almost always their
friends—for life in a strange new land? Obviously, the reasons were not the
same for all who came. In general, though, we can say there was a “push” and

|II

a “pull” in each person’s decision to set off for America.

The main “push” for most immigrants was economic. At that time, the great
majority of people in every European country, as well as everywhere else in

the world, made a living by farming. Between 1750 and 1850, the population
in western Europe doubled, but the amount of farmland did not. That meant

that farming families had to make do with less land.

Working on smaller plots—and, remember,

without the aid of modern fertilizers and farming

economic, adj.

relating to the
and harder to grow enough food for their needs, management of

even under the best of conditions. A bad turn money and resources
to produce, buy,

and sell goods

equipment—families with farms found it harder

in the weather, a crop disease, or anything that

reduced the harvest could spell disaster for them. and services

That is what happened to countless German farmers. § yylnerable, adj.

Farming smaller plots of land, many of them had lacking protection;
. likely to be hurt

begun to slide into poverty by the 1830s. Some physically or

left for the nearby cities, but many headed straight emotionally; weak

for the United States. Even some of the better-off
farmers left, for they could see how vulnerable they were. When crop failures

struck in the 1840s, hundreds of thousands more German farmers left.

The problem in Ireland was even worse. For years, Irish farmers survived to
some extent by growing potatoes on tiny plots of rented land. In the 1800s,
two disasters struck. One was the decision of landowners to convert their lands

from growing crops to raising sheep. Because fewer workers were needed to



raise sheep than to grow crops, about a million Irish
were thrown off the land. More than half of them
left for America between 1815 and 1845.

blight, n. a disease

that causes plants to
The second disaster struck in 1846. A disease dry up and die

known as potato blight wiped out nearly the
entire crop for several years in a row. Starvation was everywhere. “There will
be nothing for us but to lie down and die,” said one poor woman. A person

making a return visit to one Irish town in 1847 wrote about what he saw:

Out of a population of 240 | found thirteen already dead from want. The
survivors were like walking skeletons—the men gaunt and haggard,
stamped with the livid mark of hunger—the children crying with pain—

the women in some of the cabins too weak to stand.

Over the next several years, more than a million more Irish left for America.

EJECTMENT OF I RISH TEDNANTRIY.

When they were no longer needed to work the land, poor Irish farmers and their families
were thrown out of their simple homes to fend for themselves. When the potato blight
wiped out their main food source, with nowhere to live and nothing to eat, one million
people died of starvation and disease.



In a few countries, there was another economic “push” factor. In

Great Britain and in some of the German lands, industrialization—making
goods in factories with the aid of machines—had begun. In time, factories
would mean more jobs, not fewer. But in the early stages of the factory
system, machines replaced skilled workers, leaving them without jobs.
Some took jobs in the new factories, but many others chose to leave

their homeland.

Religious and political persecution were, for some, also push factors.
Protestant groups, such as the Mennonites and the Amish, were eager to flee
religious persecution in Germany. In addition, liberals who had supported the
revolutions that swept through Europe in 1830 and 1848 often felt they had

to leave after those revolutions failed.

The “Pull” of America

What about those “pull” factors that attracted so many of these people to
America? What ideas did these future immigrants have about America, and

where did they get them?

Newspapers and books were two important sources of information.
Europeans were extremely curious about this newest of nations, and their
newspapers regularly carried stories about life in the United States, as

well as ads posted by American businessmen who hoped to attract cheap
European labor. Several hundred European visitors returned to write books
about their travels. They even published guidebooks about the new land in

half a dozen languages.

Most important, though, were the letters written by relatives and friends
who had already moved to America. These letters have come to be called the
American letters. They were passed from one member of a family to another.
They were published in local newspapers and read aloud to groups that

assembled in the village centers.



Read the words of these earlier immigrants and you will have no trouble
understanding why a struggling European farmer or town worker would

consider giving up everything and moving:

From an Englishman in New Hampshire—We now have a comfortable
dwelling and two acres of ground planted with potatoes, Indian corn,
melons, etc. | have two hogs, one ewe [female sheep] and a lamb: cows
in the spring were as high as 33 dollars, but no doubt | shall have one in
the fall.

From a Dutch woman in Massachusetts—Nearly all people eat three meals
a day...Arnhem [a Dutch city] can’t compare with it. One sees no poor
here. ... Schools are free.. .. there are no taxes. ... The finery is great,
one cannot discern [see] any difference between the cobbler’s wife and
the wife of a prominent gentleman ... nobody steals here ... no night

watchman.

From a Norwegian in New York—Those who are willing to work will not
lack employment or business here. It is possible for all to live in comfort

and without want.

From a German in Missouri—Tell Miriam there is no sending children to

bed without supper, or husbands to work without dinner in their bags.

From a Swede in lllinois—This is a free country and nobody has a great
deal of authority over another ... nobody needs to hold his hat in his

hand for anyone else.

From a Welshman in New York—Dear wife, . . . If you will let the two eldest
boys come over to me for a while it will be of great benefit to them. They
will be taught for nothing until they are fourteen years old. Here are the

best schools in the world at the cost of the state.

From a Norwegian in New York—Our son attends the English school and

talks English as well as the native-born.



Letters like these led to the outbreak of what came to be called American

fever. Sometimes the fever struck an entire village and carried away many of its
residents to America. People from all over the world looked to this new country,
and many did whatever they could to get there. And so, by 1860, America had

become the new home for so many.

Of course, not all the letters home were so positive about America. Some
immigrants reported back that they couldn’t get jobs because they didn't
know English. Others wrote that things weren’t nearly as good in America
as they had expected them to be. And there were those who simply could
not bring themselves to tell folks back home just how tough things were for

them. They said nothing at all.

Such letters may have dampened enthusiasm for America for a while. But then
would come another letter with money, perhaps as a gift to help relatives who
had stayed behind, perhaps for buying a ticket to America. A single money
order from a new American might be more than a European villager would

see in years of hard work. American fever would rise all over again.

People came to America for many reasons. Some were escaping religious persecution,
hunger, and poverty. Others were lured by American fever. Some immigrants settled easily
in their new home, but for many, the first years in America were very challenging.
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Cheaper Passage

By the 1850s, large steamships were replacing sailing ships, so the cost of
traveling to America began to drop. It cost an English or Irish immigrant of
that time only one-fourth as much to get to America as it had cost those from

the same lands thirty years earlier.

And so they came—two million from Ireland, another six hundred thousand
from England, Wales, and Scotland. German immigrants numbered well

over a million, and French another two hundred thousand. Norway, Sweden,
the Netherlands, and Switzerland—all provided many thousands of new
Americans. During the years before the Civil War, one hundred thousand
French Canadians came across the border into our northern states, while forty

thousand Chinese arrived on our western shores.

Some of these immigrants were driven by desperation, some by a desire to
improve their lives, some no doubt by a spirit of adventure, and surely some by
the search for freedom and equality. Whatever their motive, they were brave

souls, all of them, striking out boldly to start over in a strange new world.
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