Nonsense Novels

“'The children,” I said, * where are the
children ? Are there any ? ”
 Children,” he said, “no! I have never
heard of there being any such things for at
least a century. Horrible little hobgoblins
they must have been! Great big faces, and
cried constantly! And grew, did they not ?
Like funguses! I believe they were longer each
year than they had been the last, and—"
I rose.
 Asbestos ! 7 I said, * this, then, is your
coming Civilization, your millennium. This
dull, dead thing, with the work and the burden
gone out of life, and with them all the joy
and the sweetness of it. For the old struggle—
mere stagnation, and in place of danger and
death, the dull monotony of security and the
horror of an unending decay ! Give me back,”
I cried, and I flung wide my arms to the dull
air, “ the old life of danger and stress, with its
hard toil and its bitter chances, and its heart-
breaks. I see its value! I know its worth !
Give me no rest,” I cried aloud—
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