eeing the press of pager fares af my findofy,

J knetr in an instanf that I feas in morfal danger—or if nof morfal, then rerfainly
our sanify foas fo be rhallenged. Af least fen of them, Amerirans all, parh fovaring
one or seieral lapel-devorations depivting a bee or a ralahash pipe or the address
2218. @hey foere unmistahable, and unstoppable.
J raised my toire in alarm, and svurried as fast as @ feomean of 92 van to check the
lorks on the doors. @he rook vame fo see, and heing o fooman of it as foell as
rulinary ahilify, joined instantly in batfening dofom our defenves. While she went
armumd the perimeter, rlosing the rurtaing, J picked up the felephone and summoned
assisfanre: the stonf, and stout-hearted, grandson of my old farm manager, hoth of
the generafions named Jatrick.

In minutes, young JPatrick fwas roaring oher the paddorcks in his Tand Rower, dog
and shofgun fo hand. The Sherlorkians made o hasty refreaf, first fo the road and
then, fuhen Jafrick fook up o posifion mid-drive fuith his shofgun oyer his arm, up
the road in the direcfion of the tillage. J foas fempted fo felephone the inn and
request that they deny these invaders enfrance, or at least make rerfain their heer
fuas pyerly foarmed, huf on second thought, an open declaration of foar might only
stir these Amerirans’ dander.

Still, a declaration of —
fuar it had herome. "



