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, can endanger your position. And

why? You stand the climate—you outlast them all. The danger is in
Europe; but there before I left I took care to—' They moved off and
whispered, then their voices rose again. 'The extraordinary series of
delays is not my fault. I did my possible.' The fat man sighed, 'Very

sad.' 'And the pestiferous absurdity of his talk,' continued the other;

'he bothered me enough when he was here. "Each station should be like a
beacon on the road towards better things, a center for trade of course,
but also for humanizing, improving, instructing." Conceive you—that
ass! And he wants to be manager! No, it's—' Here he got choked by
excessive indignation, and I lifted my head the least bit. I was

surprised to see how near they were—right under me. I could have spat
upon their hats. They were looking on the ground, absorbed in thought.
The manager was switching his leg with a slender twig: his sagacious
relative lifted his head. "You have been well since you came out this
time?' he asked. The other gave a start. 'Who? I? Oh! Like a charm—Iike
a charm. But the rest—oh, my goodness! All sick. They die so quick,
too, that I haven't the time to send them out of the country—it's
incredible!" "H'm. Just so,' grunted the uncle. 'Ah! my boy, trust to
this—I say, trust to this." I saw him extend his short flipper of

an arm for a gesture that took in the forest, the creek, the mud, the
river,—seemed to beckon with a dishonoring flourish before the sunlit
face of the land a treacherous appeal to the lurking death, to the

hidden evil, to the profound darkness of its heart. It was so startling

that I leaped to my feet and looked back at the edge of the forest, as
though I had expected an answer of some sort to that black display of
confidence. You know the foolish notions that come to one sometimes. The
high stillness confronted these two figures with its ominous patience,
waiting for the passing away of a fantastic invasion.
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, can endanger your position. And

why? You stand the climate—you outlast them all. The danger is in
Europe; but there before I left I took care to—' They moved off and
whispered, then their voices rose again. 'The extraordinary series of
delays is not my fault. I did my possible.' The fat man sighed, 'Very
sad.' 'And the pestiferous absurdity of his talk,' continued the other;

'he bothered me enough when he was here. "Each station should be like a
beacon on the road towards better things, a center for trade of course,
but also for humanizing, improving, instructing." Conceive you—that
ass! And he wants to be manager! No, it's—' Here he got choked by
excessive indignation, and I lifted my head the least bit. I was
surprised to see how near they were—right under me. I could have spat
upon their hats. They were looking on the ground, absorbed in thought.
The manager was switching his leg with a slender twig: his sagacious



relative lifted his head. "You have been well since you came out this
time?' he asked. The other gave a start.'Who? I? Oh! Like a charm—Iike
a charm. But the rest—oh, my goodness! All sick. They die so quick,
too, that I haven't the time to send them out of the country—it's
incredible!" "H'm. Just so,’ grunted the uncle. 'Ah! my boy, trust to
this—I say, trust to this.' I saw him extend his short flipper of

an arm for a gesture that took in the forest, the creek, the mud, the
river,—seemed to beckon with a dishonoring flourish before the sunlit
face of the land a treacherous appeal to the lurking death, to the

hidden evil, to the profound darkness of its heart. It was so startling

that I leaped to my feet and looked back at the edge of the forest, as
though I had expected an answer of some sort to that black display of
confidence. You know the foolish notions that come to one sometimes. The
high stillness confronted these two figures with its ominous patience,
waiting for the passing away of a fantastic invasion.



