
Epilogue: Hufirh Seymour
to the room. He flung the rattling panes
wide.

The room looked out across on to the
moor, and he could see, in the moonlight,
the faint thread of the beginning of the
Borhaze Road. To the left of this then
was some sharp point of light, some cottag.
perhaps. It flashed at him as though it

were trying to attract his attention. The
night was so magical, the world so wonder-
ful, so without bound or limit, that he was
prepared now to wait, passively, for his
experience. That point of light was where
the Scarecrow used to be, just where the
b.jwn iieids rise up against the horizon.
In all his walks to-day he had deliberately
avoided that direction. The Scarecrow
would not be there now; he had always in
his heart fancied it there, and he would
not chau2fe the picture that he had of it.

But now the light flashed at him. As he
stared at it he knew that to-day he had
completed the adventure that had begun
for him many years ago, on that Ch'ristmas
Eve when he had met Mr. Pidgen.

They were whispering in his ear, "We've
had a lovely day. It was the most beautiful
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