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like a a k-
in-the 

ll I know is  so ethin  o es at me like a 
a k-in-the- o  and up I oes like a sky- o ket
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a k-in-the- o  –

“I wonde  now  what the ules o  attle a e  
she said to he sel  as she wat hed the ht  tim-
idly peepin  out om he  hidin -pla e  “one 

ule seems to e  that i  one ni ht hits the othe  
he kno ks him o  his ho se  and i  he misses  he 
tumbles off himself – and another Rule seems to 
be that they hold their lubs with their arms  as 
if they were un h and udy – hat a noise they 
make when they tumble  ust like a whole set of 

re irons fallin  into the fender  nd how uiet 
the horses are  hey let them et on and off them 
ust as if they were tables [  – 
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      [
as if they 

were tables as 
if they were un h and udy 

nd on the sled e sat a person whom e eryone 
knew the moment they set eyes on him  e was a 
hu e man in a bri ht red robe bri ht as holly 
berries  with a hood that had fur inside it and a 

reat white beard  that fell like a foamy waterfall 
o er his hest [ –       
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holly berries

he repla e was an old one  built by some 
ut h mer hant lon  a o  and pa ed all round 

with uaint ut h tiles  desi ned to illustrate the 
riptures  here were ains and bels  har-

aohs  dau hters  ueens of heba  n eli  mes-
sen ers des endin  throu h the air on louds 
like feather-beds  brahams  elsha ars  pos-
tles puttin  off to sea in butter-boats  hundreds 
of ures to attra t his thou hts – and yet that 
fa e of arley  se en years dead  ame like the 
an ient rophet s rod  and swallowed up the 
whole  –   -  
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li e ouldn t see who was sittin  beyond the 

eetle  but a hoarse oi e spoke ne t  “ han e 
en ines  – it said  and was obli ed to lea e off  
“It sounds like a horse  li e thou ht to herself  

nd an e tremely small oi e  lose to her ear  
said  “ ou mi ht make a oke on that – somethin  
about “horse  and “hoarse  you know  [  –
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“ a e you in ented a plan for keepin  the 
hair from bein  blown off  li e en uired  
“ ot yet  said the ni ht  “ ut I e ot a plan 
for keepin  it from fallin  off  “I should like to 
hear it  ery mu h  “ irst you take an upri ht 
sti k  said the ni ht  “ hen you make your hair 
reep up it  like a fruit-tree  –   
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“I hope you e 
ot your hair well fastened on?  he ontinued  as 

they set off  “ nly in the usual way  li e said  
smilin  “ hat s hardly enou h  he said  an -
iously  “ ou see the wind is so ery stron  here  
It s as stron  as soup  [  –  
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stron

ld arley was as dead as a door-nail  
ind  I don t mean to say that I know  of my 

own knowled e  what there is parti ularly dead 
about a door-nail  I mi ht ha e been in lined  
myself  to re ard a of n-nail as the deadest 
pie e of ironmon ery in the trade  ut the 
wisdom of our an estors is in the simile  and 
my unhallowed hands shall not disturb it  or 
the ountry s done for [  –   
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“ hy do you doubt your senses?  “ e ause  
said roo e  “a little thin  affe ts them  s li ht 
disorder of the stoma h makes them heats  You 
may be an undi ested bit of beef  a blot of mus-
tard  a rumb of heese  a fra ment of an under-
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done potato  here s more of ra y than of ra e 
about you  whate er you are [
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In ame a ddler with a musi -book  and 
went up to the lofty desk  and made an or hestra 
of it  and tuned like fty stoma h-a hes  – 
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