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cast there by the slanting sun of late afternoon,
manlike, so0-so pleased with his companion’s lean,
spindle shadow, and intensely occupied with his
own—with the legs gloriously shadowed——cried out:
“Ah, I am a man.”

One forgets one’s childhood ; Upcott forgot much
of his ; but there was some special emotion surely
felt, passing by that sunlit wall.

“ Cassandra,” he cried, contemplating his swinging
shadow, “I shall go to the wars and be a shoulder.”

“You mean a soldier,” Cassandra corrected.

“Yes,” he said, “shoulder, soldier; and carry a
musket on my shoulder,” trying to dissemble, child-
like—and adult-like—his faulty speech.

Perhaps it was at the stile that she left him ; for
one fancies he would lure her at least so far to
behold the grown-up method of swinging a leg
across the bars.

There she fades, at any rate, out of that picture
of the day, and the child is left alone.

The lane wound through a wilderness of nettles
and thistles and spiked briar with great spiders’
webs trailed from twig to twig; and at that time
hundreds of crane-flies staggered over grass and
hedge. They had bounced in his face on his journey
upward to the farm but, full then with the sense of
his manliness, he had blown them aside grandly,
although daddies have a notable fad for going head

to wind, for fluttering against the mouth that blows
them away.

Now he faced the lane with a sense of distaste,
Not that he feared daddy-long-legs. But there were




