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rpHE sun was an open hole in the heavens, like tl,oJ. uncovered pot-hole of the kitchen sto;e. The
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*"" ^"^«'« ««t •" Heaven;and God was a stern father-bearded like Jack's gian-who was engaged in large aflfairs all day but requ reda stnct account from little boys wh^n He came home

nZriT 1 "" '^^"'-^ ""'J ''«''«d down ifi;through the roof on children at their prayers
In short, it was a child's world-that paiheticallv

«-onderful world which is such a little roundS evil

isThTT"""'^'^ •'^ imagination's so "gh nnnsty hills. It was such a world as the old cartograPhers used to map-with all the poetry and fable ofhe nursery located in a "Terra Incognita" just overthe horizon. For though the boy was six years 0^!"!


