
430 THE FORD
"Oh, well " Anne consoled him, "as fools are judged

they re partly nght, After aU, what have you got out^

"I've got myself; that's something." It was, indeed.Anne thought, seemg him lathy and fulUhested, young
stubble on his chin, clear^yed, but being his sister said
notning.

what I think, and all that."
"You have n't," - Anne insisted, - "you haven't

settled anything. You've just escaped."
"But— escaped?"

.•/'^/°'J.r°*
*° ^^""^ '^ ^^^ ^^y'- escaped the neces-Mty of setthng anything, of having to decide thmgs that

are unportant to be decided. You like this, don't you?"
She could bet he liked it! He Uked ploughing tliough

iiir^.-^*."^ ^* *"™^^ "P ^^* and crumbly, he

^^K^^rS^.?^^"*^ *^" ^"^^ ^^"""^ i* ^^ nWt,
Zt^^^ *^1 ''"'" °^ '^""P ^^ «^**i°8 "P with thesunbM bmg all sweaty and as tired as a dog. Anne said

n! ""f
*""

.V'"u^''
^^ '^^ ^^"^ i* w^ perfectly ap-

parent to the observer.

But it was no sign, because he Uked going without shav-
ing oftenCT than twice a week, that anybody else Uked it.Nor that, having dropped by a fluke into the kmd of thinghe hked, anything on earth was settled by it. It was a
mistake, she said, that women had always made, thinking
that, because they enjoyed being ordered about by theirhusbands^d cuddUng their babies, it was their God-appomted destiny and they were therefore excused fromany further responsibiUties. So that if it was a notion hehad of bemg a Heaven-built farmer, he could be one, just


