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well, all right, you won’t have to strain yourself.
: :,n with it. You can cut off all my hca@s. rin
pleased to lend you my penknife, if you like—or
o you prefer a razor blade ? Well, what are you

aiting for ? i

The Seven-Headed Hydra

“ Go,” said the lady of my heart, “and kij ;
seven-headed hydra.” 1
“ All right,” I said, “if you think that’ll amys
you.” 3
But where was the monster ? The traffic poljce
man had no idea. I asked the editor of the children
page of a popular daily, but he scratched his heg
and said he had not seen the hydra for some tim
and an inquiry at my fencing club produced g
better result. 1
Finally, I discovered it in the store room of th
Opera House, where it lay forgotten since the
stopped playing “ Siegfried ” with a dragon.
It lay in a corner, sick and covered with dust
one head coughed, the second cried, the third wa
trying to catch a fly in its flight, while the fourt
hung disconsolately and the other three were asleeg
As soon as it caught sight of me, the hydra bega
to wail : ‘

: «] know that one,” ] said with a suspicious look.
« For every head I cut off you'll grow another three.”
. The hydra shook one of its heads.

.« That rumour,” it said, * was started by Heracles
‘when I was living at Lerna.  But there isn’t a word
. of truth in it.”

“ What do you want, man? You want to figh  «But then,” I said with some embarrassment,
me, I suppose? You’ve been sent by the lady ¢ " then I don’t understand. . . . ”
your heart to chop off my seven heads, haven’t you - “ What is it you don’t understand,” bawled the
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