
STREET TALKING 865
"Beer, beer, glorious beer" was followed, on theprogramme, by Handel's Largo.
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the official residence of the Prime Minister, which
with Its three electric beUs and its absurdly inade'
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which ije vast pile of the Home Office fro.vns downupon that devoted comic house is symboUc of the
empire of the permanent official over the elected

second-floor window the Prime Minister would
keep a stern eye on the trembling permanent of-
hcial. But experienced haunters of Downing.
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leg. Why does that dark and grim tunnel run
from the side of No. 10, Downing-street. into the
g)acious trackless freedom of the Horse Guards
Parade, if zt is not to facUitate the escape of Prime
Ministers fleeing from the chicane of conspiracies?And how is it that if you slip out of No. 10 in
your shppers of a morning, and toddle across to
the foot of the steps leading to St. James's Park,
you have instantly a view (a) of Cariton House
Terrace and (b) of the sinister inviting water of
M. James's Park pond? I say that the mute sig-
mficance of things is unsettling in the highest de-
gree. That morning a motor-brougham was
seeking repose in Downing-street. By the motor-
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