
The Sven-Haded Hydra 

" Go," said the lady of my heart, " and kill d 
seven-headed hydra." 
" All right," I said, " if you think that'll amuse 

you." 
But where was the monster ? The traffic police. 

man had no idea. I asked the editor of the children 
page of a popular daily, but he scratched his head 
and said he had not seen the hydra for some time 
and an inquiry at my fencing club produced 
better result. 
Finally, I discovered it in the store room of the 

Opera House, where it lay forgotten since they 
stopped playing " Siegfried " with a dragon. 
It lay in a corner, sick and covered with dust: 

' one head coughed, the second cried, the third was 
trying to catch a fly in its flight, while the fourth 
hung disconsolately and the other three were asleep. 
As soon as it caught sight of me, the hydra began 

to wail: 
" What do you want, man ? Y ou want to fight 

me, I suppose ? You've been sent by the lady of 
your heart to chop off my seven heads, haven't you? 
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ell, all right, you won't have to strain yourself. ,„6 itch it. You can cut of all my heads. III 
_ leased to lend you my penknife, if you like or 
do you prefer a razor blade? Well, what are you 

• £ waiting IO' ' 

"I know that one,' I 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." 
" But then," I said with some embarrassment, 

"then I don't understand .... " 
What is it you don't understand," bawled the 
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hydra with three heads simultaneously. " WW] 
sort of a life do you think this is? I couldn't ¡' 
it even if I had a dozen heads. Why can't pe] 
leave me alone? Let them cut off my heads aj 
throw them into the dustbin, but at least they mu 
let me die in peace." 
" Y ou mean you refuse to fight ? " 
"Yes," barked the hydra. " Ive had enough, 

Have you ever read a folk tale or a legend, fro# 
Siegfried down to this day, in which I wasn't 
conquered? Every rickety boy and every con. 
sumptive poet beats me at the end of the story, so 
why should I go on trying? I'm sick of it!" 
The three sleeping heads woke up. 
" Stop that noise 1" they growled in chorus, and 

went to sleep again. 
Tears rose to my eyes and I slunk out of the store­ 

room. I was simply incapable of attempting to 
kill the hydra. 
As to the lady of my heart, well, I thought, the 

most she could do was to deprive me of her favours. 

A Horrible Story 

I am the only person on earth who knows about 

it. „ ·1, idle Sf I must not mentton 1t to anyone else, an least o 
all to Amanda, who has been my faithful companion 
before God and man for twenty-five years,and who 
till thinks that our marriage was the outcome of 
4at wonderful afternoon " when we found each 
other." 
I alone know the truth about that afternoon., 
It happened in the second half-hour of my visit. 

I remember everything very clearly. We were 
alone, Amanda and I, in the half-light of the drawing 
room. In those days we often withdrew like that 
without realising the motive-though perhaps 
Amanda ma.y have guessed something. 
We were talking about books. I remember how 

I enjoyed the sound of my own voice as I chatted 
with her, mixing wit with sentiment. I had a deep, 
sonorous voice then, and I knew that she liked to 
listen to it. I even recall that I mentioned Anna 
Karenina in proof of a witty theory I had evolved 
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