We tackled the cold beef for
lunch, and then we found that we had forgotten to bring any
mustard. I don’t think T ever in my life, before or since, felt
I wanted mustard as badly as I felt T wanted it then. I don’t
care for mustard as a rule, and it is very seldom that I take it
at all, but I would have given worlds for it then,

. 1 don’t know how many worlds there may be in the uni-
verse, but anyone who had brought me a spoonful of mustard
at that precise moment could have had them all. T grow
reckless like that when I want a thing and can’t get it.

Harris said he would have given worlds for mustard, too.
It would have been a good thing for anybody who had come
up to that spot with a can of mustard then; he would have
been set up in worlds for the rest of his life.

But there! I dare say both Harris and I would have tried
to back out of the bargain after we had got the mustard. One
makes these extravagant offers in moments of excitement,

but, of course, when one comes to think of it, one sees how
absurdly out of proportion they are with the value of the
required article..I heard a man, going up a mountain in
Switzerland, once say he would give worlds for a glass of
beer, and when he came to a little shanty where they kept it,
he kicked up a most fearful row because they charged him
five francs for a bottle of Bass. He said it was a scandalous
imposition, and he wrote to The Times about it.

It cast a gloom over the boat, there being no mustard. We
ate our beef in silence. Existence seemed hollow and unin-
teresting. We thought of the happy days of childhood, and
sighed. We brightened up a bit, however, over the apple-
tart, and, when George drew out a tin of pipeapple from the
bottom of the hamper, and rolled it into the middle of the
boat, we felt that life was worth living after all.

We are very fond of pineapple, all three of us. We looked
at the picture on the tin; we thought of the juice. We smiled
at one another, and Harris got a spoon ready.

Then we looked for the knife to open the tin with. We
turned out everything in the hamper. We turned out the
bags. We pulled up the boards at the bottom of the boat. We
took everything out on to the bank and shook it. There was
no tin-opener to be found.

Then Harris tried to open the tin with a pocket-knife, and
broke the knife and cut himself badly; and George tried a
pair of scissors, and the scissors flew up, and nearly put his
eye out. While they were dressing their wounds, I tried to
make a hole in the thing with the spiky end of the hitcher,
and the hitcher slipped and jerked me out between the boat
and the bank into two feet of muddy water, and the tin
rolled over, uninjured, and broke a teacup.

Then we all got mad. We took that tin out on the bank,
and Harris went up into a field and got a big sharp stone,
and I went back into the boat and brought out the mast, and
George held the tin and Harris held the sharp end of his
stone against the top of it, and I took the mast and poised
it high up in the air, and gathered up all my strength and
brought it down.
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