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INTRODUCTION

The estates are huge and sprawling, and the fashionably elite have too much time on their hands, while the toiling underclass are always on the lookout for a means to a brighter tomorrow. Thus begins Men of the Manor, whose stories—whether it’s the wildly funny Michael Roberts’s “Manor Games,” or the spicy tale of blackmail in Landon Dixon’s “Chauffeur’s Hole,” or the opening saga, “The Maze,” by Dale Chase, with its landowner who’s desperate to keep his fortunes—all contain twists and turns and enough sex to make the town vicar blush. Still, Men of the Manor, at its core, is about handsome lords and upper-class gents, humpy footmen and scheming valets. Throw in period costumes, sumptuous settings, unbridled passion, tortured characters with deep, dark secrets, villainous masters and heroic servants, not to mention a scandal or two, and what you end up with is an incredible collection filled to the page-turning brim with class warfare and high drama, where the great equalizer is the promise of a tumble on the canopied bed, all of it joyously brought to you by some of today’s best and brightest erotica writers, such as Salome Wilde, Logan Zachary, and famed author Felice Picano, just to name a few. So sit back, relax and turn off that PBS and BBC, because I am about to bring you a saucy assortment that makes their offerings pale in comparison.

Rob Rosen

San Francisco


THE MAZE

Dale Chase

A consoling wife was the last thing I wanted.

“Do as you must, Preston,” she said. “We’ve survived other difficulties and we shall survive this.”

I hadn’t wanted agreement. Quite the opposite, I wanted argument. I wanted a plea not to sell Hambly Hall before it bankrupted me. Generations had managed to keep it going, and the last thing I wanted was to be the one who failed. I counted on Sylvia to make the stand I could not.

“I’ll give it more thought,” I said, turning from her and walking out onto the terrace. She was kind not to follow.

Gazing upon the vast lawns and gardens, I saw both paradise and hell: the paradise of childhood consumed by the searing reality that modern times could not provide the resources needed to maintain such an estate. Stepping from the terrace to a path below, I attempted to leave such concerns behind, but they clung to me like sticky paper on my shoe.

Two possibilities loomed: sell part of the land and attempt to maintain the balance of the estate on the proceeds or sell the whole damned thing while I could still hold my head high, then take up residence in some seaside cottage and disappear into commonality. The boy in me wanted to hold on while the man was forced to face a cruel reality: it was time to let the place go.

I hurried my step, as if I could outrun the awful truth, and when I reached the upper garden, I fixed upon its burst of color and accompanying sweet scent, finding, as always, that they soothed both man and boy. Bees buzzed among the blooms while birds chirped approval from nearby trees. I savored the sunshine while behind me the house loomed like some black shroud.

Hambly Hall’s manor house was an imposing three-story structure of forty-two rooms. Surrounding it were sculpted gardens, lawns, orchards and, on the eastern side, a maze. I walked there now for no reason but that of the boy seeking solitude. The maze had been a childhood refuge when things in the house upset me or, as I matured, when I sought the privacy a young man requires to address certain physical aspects. At five I’d imagined the place a magical castle filled with knights to protect me. At ten it was a forest where lived a friendly unicorn. At fifteen it was the private place where I explored the sexuality that had burst upon me and become so rampant that I could scarcely contain it.

I knew every inch of the maze and could reach the center without calling up the mental map I’d made as a child. Now, as I reached the sacred place, I couldn’t recall my last visit. So many years had passed without my seeking refuge among the tall and crisply maintained hedges that I felt a certain loss, and so, as I entered, I looked to embrace the comfort once known amid its confines.

Gardeners kept the estate grounds in fine shape, spending much time trimming the maze to crisp edges. It didn’t matter how little it was used; I insisted it be kept up at all times, and so a man was usually working there, the steady clip of shears always welcome.

I paused at the entrance and looked back at Hambly Hall, where I wondered if Sylvia watched my progress. Dear woman, she truly had no concept of the things that drive a man, the depth of the responsibilities that hound him, and the need for respite. She had only to plan meals and order servants about, leaving her husband to shoulder all else. At times I envied her.

Entering the maze, I automatically turned left and at the first juncture went right. These steps warmed me, and I felt much the child having no greater concern than finding a unicorn. On I went, turning this way and that without having to pause and decide which path to take. The route was imprinted on me and, if circumstances forced me to leave Hambly Hall, I’d take that imprint with me.

As I went along, I ran a hand against the hedges, eight-foot-high privets thick with age. Their core was woody and hard while the outer layer was soft and green, giving off a familiar scent I inhaled to excess. Turning and turning again, I moved along steadily but without hurry, knowing I’d soon reach the heart where sat the iron bench on which I’d indulged in unicorns and other things.

I encountered no gardener this morning, but the hedges looked trim, so the men were likely working elsewhere. Then, as I made the next-to-last turn, I heard sounds of a man in distress—or so I first thought. Grunts came through the privet, as if someone was being tugged on or perhaps a man had fallen from a ladder, was injured and unable to summon help. I hurried around the next turn to the center, but stopped at the entrance when I saw there was in fact no distress.

Stepping back so I wouldn’t be seen, I kept close enough to have a good view because I was stunned far more than had been the boy by his unicorn. Standing behind the bench and clutching its back was Knox, the young gardener’s assistant hired mere weeks before. His trousers were down and he was bent to allow Doyle, the head gardener, to fuck him. Doyle, a big and rough man I seldom spoke to, had his trousers open to allow his cock up the boy, and it was from him that the grunting issued in time to each thrust into the young bottom. Shocked at the sight, my first thought was retreat, but this quickly gave way to my own cock stirring. I made no move to turn from the spectacle. Instead, I put a hand to my crotch, as I was coming up hard.

I knew of such activity between men, but had never witnessed it, nor considered it might take place on these grounds. Unlawful and certainly immoral, I thought that it should be stopped here and now and that it was I who should intervene. But I made no such move. As the fuck continued, I undid my trousers and put a hand inside.

I held my swollen member as Doyle allowed his prick to escape the boy and then ride back up between his buttocks like a great fleshy sword. He thrust as such for several strokes, and I noted how big the cock was, flushed bright pink and wet with his juices. Then it went back up the boy who had now gotten a hand on his own prick and was going at himself with a fury. At this I pulled my cock free of its confines and began working myself, my entire being caught up in a depravity so overwhelming I could not help but indulge.

I’d brought myself off many a time as a grown man, so that was nothing new. Sylvia often wouldn’t have me, and I’d retreat to my dressing room where I’d gain relief by my own hand. She knew I did this, and though she never spoke on it, being a lady, I’m sure she approved, as it spared her what she thought a messy and intrusive practice.

Pumping away, Doyle’s grunts became louder until at last he growled like a bear. His face reddened and, as he took on the grimace common to all men when they come, I let go my own spurts, a climax of great proportion sweeping over me. As Doyle and I simultaneously emptied, the boy gave a cry, his stuff spewing onto the bench.

Spent, I attempted to regain my breath while slumping from the joyous release. In this state, I did not immediately notice that Doyle had withdrawn from the boy and was looking at me. I had, in my throes, it seemed, moved out where I could be seen.

My cock had softened upon its completion, but I still held on, unwilling to let the moment pass. Doyle let go of Knox, and while the boy scampered to pull up his pants, Doyle made no move for cover, and neither did I.

Once buttoned up, the boy ran past me, and I said not a word while Doyle took a few steps my way. His prick had lost its stiffness, but still possessed some girth and appeared naturally large. As I kept my gaze fixed upon it, Doyle took it in hand. “It’s a big ’un,” he said, and I looked up. He was coarse, as are most outdoor men, well over six feet and thick of build. Plain featured, brown haired, and ruddy from the sun, he nevertheless gave off an appeal that kept me stirred, no matter I’d just come.

“You want me to fuck you?” he asked with a leer. “I can get it up again, as I’m a virile sort, having more spunk in my balls than do most stallions.” He took a couple of steps my way, and I drew back, as if distance could quell the flame he’d ignited. “Ever had a cock up you?” he then asked. “I’m thinking not. You’ve got milady, and while a cunt ain’t a bad place to stick your cock, true satisfaction is gained only by taking one up the arse.” Here he wagged his thing. I noticed it was quickly regaining size. “That’s right,” Doyle continued. “I can get it up right now, so drop your trousers and I’ll break you in. Nobody need know. Just you and me.” The leer rose on his face.

My mouth went dry and my heart raced as I fought the urge to engage in depravity. I wanted to take hold of that big prick, fondle and play with the thing, maybe suck on it. I hadn’t touched any cock but my own since school, where all young boys experimented. Now, here before me was a man’s own specimen, large and eager. I could almost feel it in my palm.

“Well, come on then,” prodded Doyle, stepping closer.

It struck me then that he meant to put it up me, and I caught myself, for the lord of the manor showing his prick to a servant, or worse, the servant thinking he might take advantage, would never do. Appalled at this turn, I stuffed my cock into my trousers, buttoned up and fled, but by the time I reached the house I’d shed the panic in favor of recalling Doyle’s massive prick.

I sought my study, as I could not possibly face Sylvia in such a state. I sat at my desk and attempted to review accounts while knowing it futile. At last, I gave way and turned to look out the window, grateful the view was not that of the maze. This didn’t matter, of course; the incident was seared into memory, driving off all lesser images. After some minutes of turmoil, I decided there was no need to resist what was so thoroughly upon me. I brought to mind Doyle fucking the boy, the image of which sprang up like he was going at it there in my study. I’d never seen men fuck, and found it intoxicating, a cock up a man’s bottom instead of a woman’s well-guarded cunt. Men would have no such guard, welcoming all that was offered, the need constant. It was a wonderfully filthy idea, and it instantly began to rouse me.

When I sought my dressing room and found my valet there attending my suits, I felt much the boy caught with prick in hand. “You may go, Hodge,” I rasped. He passed me a questioning look, though I’m certain I gave not a hint that my cock was stiffening.

“Very good, sir,” he said as he retreated.

Once alone, I stripped naked, need upon me as never before. This surprised me, as a climax with Sylvia always brought on sleep; this time it fueled me anew, and so, once bare, I stood at the mirror and handled my prick while revisiting the scene in the maze. As I saw Doyle’s heavy prick going up the boy’s bottom, a craving came over me so powerfully that it had to be addressed. I turned my backside to the mirror and with my free hand put a finger up my exposed hole.

There came no disgust at this. Rather, a wave of pleasure washed through my passage, my cock thickening in my hand. I then began to prod myself while pulling my rod and knew near ecstasy until I realized the penetration inadequate. What I wanted was something cock-like. Popping out the finger, I looked around for some long implement with which to spear myself and found it in a walking stick. Old and seldom used, it was unadorned and bore no rubber tip; it was simply rounded on the end. Imagining it a wooden prick, I grabbed hold of it, squatted at the mirror, and eased it up myself while watching it go in. A cry of pleasure attempted to escape me, and I had to work at remaining silent.

It quickly became obvious that I needed lubrication for this effort, so I left my dressing room, crossed the bedroom, and entered Sylvia’s dressing room, after knocking to make sure she was absent. Alone among her pots and jars, I took up a large gob of cream and hurried back to my sex grotto. I smeared the stuff on the stick and ran some up my hole, then squatted and inserted the stick once again, imagining it was the cock of an aroused man who was urgent in his need to have me. I then proceeded to fuck myself while pulling my rod to a massive come, and it was then that I got what Doyle meant about having something up the backside. As I fucked and came, I watched it all in the mirror, which only increased the pleasure.

Once spent, however, shame fell upon me, and the sight of the stick in me became revolting. I withdrew it, wiped it with a towel, and put it away, then cleaned my spunk from the floor, lest Hodge find it. Once the evidence was gone, I was left to face myself in the mirror, and what I’d done did not sit well with me, the lord of the manor having fucked himself. It was appalling, and I immediately dressed and went down to Sylvia, who I found reading in the front parlor. “Dearest,” I said when I reached her. I kissed her cheek, then took up a newspaper and settled in a chair opposite, life now as it should be.

I understandably avoided the maze from then on out, though one time I did glance that way. Sight of a ladder set up against it aroused me to such extent that I approached Sylvia in bed that night. She was good at her wifely duty, allowing her gown removed, but once I was fully possessed of a throbbing erection, I asked her if we might progress in our lovemaking.

“Of course, dearest,” she cooed. “In what way?”

“I want you to put a finger up me while I’m aroused.”

She stiffened in my embrace. “Up you?”

“My bottom hole. It’s a highly sensitive area for a man. Just put it in and work it around, maybe in and out as well.”

She pulled away. “That is disgusting,” she declared, and before I could say anything more, she pulled on her gown and fled to her dressing room. I lay there expecting the familiar shame a man inflicts on himself when he makes reasonable demands on his wife that are seen by her as unreasonable, but this time there came no such shame. What I found was a relief of sorts, so I fled to my dressing room, sought my stick, applied cream that I’d now stocked, and proceeded to fuck myself to a most satisfying come. I decided then that I need not trouble Sylvia with further demands.

The next day, when I again saw a ladder at the maze, I ventured there. I wanted to see Doyle’s cock again, but not as he went at a boy who couldn’t possibly appreciate what he received. Making the usual turns in the maze, I feared Doyle might be absent, the ladder simply not yet put away. My prick, however, thought otherwise, and by the time I reached the center bench, I was fully erect. Much to my disappointment, I found myself alone.

I paced the little garden square that was no bigger than a parlor, my arousal unrelenting. Finally I sat, undid my pants, and got out my cock. Eyes closed, I sat working it until I heard a voice. “Come to call, did you?” said Doyle.

I opened my eyes to see him in front of me.

“Brought me something, I see,” he added, nodding at my prick. He began to undo his trousers, and once open he pushed them down so I might enjoy not only his formidable cock, but the black thicket from which it sprang.

My gaze fixed upon the sight as I continued to work myself. In response, Doyle began to pull his rod with one hand while the other fondled his balls. “You’ll have to get them trousers down if you want it,” he said as he moved closer.

The cock was so much fatter than the walking stick that it scared as well as excited me. As if to read my thoughts, Doyle said, “Don’t worry. It’ll fit up you. The arsehole stretches for a fuck as it welcomes such a thing. A man’s true center is up there, and once it’s attended by a cock, it sets up a craving you cannot deny. Now, get your pants and drawers down, as I’m in need of a fine old fuck.”

He continued pulling his cock, and I found myself on my feet, removing first my coat, as it might impede things, then undoing my trousers. When I pushed them down along with my linen, Doyle grabbed me and pulled me to my feet. “Lean against the back of the bench and stick out your bum,” he commanded.

I looked around, which was silly as we were truly alone, then hobbled around the back of the bench and took hold while thrusting my bottom at him like some bitch in heat. When he parted my buttocks, I issued a little cry.

“Okay then,” he said, and I felt his wet knob poke at my puckered hole. Even this thrilled me, the awful place now part of sex play. He nudged and pushed, then gave a good shove and popped it in, at which I cried out, pain shooting through me. “Won’t hurt for long,” he said as he began to fuck. “Pleasure will take you over, I guarantee.”

He was right. Amid the pain, I found a feeling beyond any previously known, the cock now well inside me and addressing places most sensitive. I grabbed my prick, as I wanted to come with him fucking me.

“Good, ain’t it?” he said.

I nodded a reply. He laughed, never breaking stride.

“You’ve a tight passage, milord,” he declared. “Makes for a fine fuck. Yes sir, fine indeed.”

I was beyond ecstasy, and when a climax beckoned, I began to utter the gibberish of a man lost to his most intimate function. I could not remain still, either in body or voice. I squealed and moaned as his cock went in and out, sending my passage into a throb that saw my prick ready to fire.

“Fuck the stuff outa ya,” growled Doyle.

In return, I managed the only words that mattered. “Fuck me, fuck me.”

In response, he rammed harder, and as his spurts began, I pumped out my own, which went on and on, likely due to the rear activity. Never had I gained such powerful release. He, meanwhile, went a good distance, going at me for an impressive period, but at last we were spent and he pulled out. I hated to relinquish him, as I now knew the joys of rear occupation. I was now broken in, and I already wanted more.

When he withdrew, I turned to view the big cock, which was red, wet and still half-hard. “Gave you a good load,” he said as his weapon took the air. “You let go too.”

“Yes, quite,” I replied, not wanting to speak at such a moment.

“You let me suck you, and I can get it up for another go,” he informed me. As I heard this boast, I felt his spunk run down my leg, decadence stirring me anew. I’d not let go of my cock but released it now, as if to allow him upon me further when I had no such intention. Or so I thought.

Doyle wasted no time. Before I could utter a word, he dropped to his knees and sucked my soft cock into his mouth. He then began to feast on me while pulling his prick.

I had never before been sucked. Sylvia refused such activity, calling it a disgusting practice and berating me for even its very mention. Women I’d known sexually before my marriage had said much the same, yet here was a man willing not only to take me into his mouth but to do wondrous things therein.

I looked down as he licked and sucked, thrilled at him attending me thusly. I didn’t come up hard, due to such a large spend just before, but no matter. I liked my prick being worked by a knowledgeable tongue that at times seemed to wrap around it. When he fell to sucking my knob, I nearly swooned. He kept at me until his cock was stiff, at which time he finally let me go.

His eyes were wild now, as if he’d not yet taken satisfaction. “Strip off below,” he said.

“Beg pardon?”

He laughed. “Naked below. No trousers or drawers.” When I stood idle, he commanded, “Do it!”

I undressed entirely below the waist, nakedness adding to my excitement.

“On the ground, on your back,” said Doyle.

“No,” I replied, as this was unthinkable.

Again the laugh. “You married ones never want it frontways, thinking it wifely, but once I’m in you, you’ll forget all that. I like to look at the face of the man I fuck, so lie back and raise your legs.”

I sank to the ground, and when I didn’t put up my legs, he did it, placing them on his shoulders as he scooted into position. Sylvia came to mind, though I’d never put her legs so high; knees up was all I got. Still, him at me this way was awful. Wonderfully awful.

When he entered me, I grabbed my cock, because he went in deeper this time. “What’d I tell ya?” he said with a chuckle. “Now let’s have us a fucking good fuck.”

Having come before, he was not quick, and I did not mind in the least. I also found I liked being taken in this position as it seemed more welcoming on my part and I wanted him to know this was very much the case. Raising the legs to admit a man told that man something, allowed him use of me, allowed my vulnerability. All this I considered as the cock thrust in and out, Doyle’s gaze steady upon me. When I took hold of my prick again, he nodded encouragement. “Give it a pull,” he said, and I began to work it, not counting on a response.

The sun was overhead when we began, and after awhile I noted its movement. This led me to consider Doyle a man of great prowess, every bit as virile as he’d boasted. He kept at me, my passage lubricated by his earlier issue, which had now liquefied. I felt sloppy inside, and the pain I’d first known had vanished. I’d stretched to accommodate the big cock. “Fuck me,” I pled, my eyes fixed on his. “Fuck me.”

He rammed his reply into me while I squealed. “You want more?” he asked. Before I could respond, he pushed my legs up around my ears, which allowed him to bore down into me, getting the big prick well up into my bowels, until I thought I might faint.

At last, when he was dripping with sweat and smelling more horse than man, he began to growl. His thrusts became urgent and his expression screwed up into the unmistakable one of climax. Then he roared and came. I felt a flush up into me, and I clenched my muscle to receive his issue. He pumped a bit more, then pulled out, his breath labored, face red. I looked at the big cock, surprisingly still substantial. “It’ll quiet down now,” Doyle panted, taking it in hand and giving it a pull that I saw as the equivalent of patting a horse after a good run.

“Hard to believe it’s ever quiet,” I replied.

He let go of my legs, and I brought them down on either side of him. Expecting him to jump up, I was surprised he didn’t rush away. He looked me in the eye like he wished to couple there as well, and I held his gaze out of respect for his accomplishments. Then he gave out a laugh and got up. I sought my clothes and stood to dress.

“I’ll walk out ahead,” I said, when we had righted ourselves. “You wait a few minutes before leaving.”

He said nothing, and I saw we were back to master and servant, which likely brought him discomfort in light of what he’d just done. “I’ll visit you again,” I told him. “Put the ladder up at the entrance to tell me you’re within.”

He passed me a hard look that I took to mean that he saw himself now entitled to further congress. Wishing to assure him, I said, “I will be back.” He nodded, and I left him there.

Walking to the house, I was most pleasantly conscious of what Doyle had deposited in my passage. He’d fucked me, I thought. As if to confirm this, more of his spunk ran from my bottom. My linen would be soaked. What surprised me was finding this welcome rather than objectionable. I decided to not relinquish it to the laundry but to keep it in my dressing room, evidence of our coupling, his actual issue which I prized doubly so for having run out of me. My steps slowed as I savored not only the promise of decadent private moments, but further visits to the maze. Though I knew Doyle had buttoned up and gone back to work, I thought of him still exposed, cock stiff in recall of our congress.

Partway to the manor house, I slowed to look upon its grandeur once more, a grandeur I had thought to relinquish. How could I have considered such action? It seemed truly impossible to allow anyone but me to inhabit this magnificent hall. I would work toward resurrecting its profitability, work toward restoring the majesty that was its due. There was no need for retreat. I was lord of the manor and fully capable of great things. Stopping to take it all in with a grand sweep of the eye, I saw the black shroud now fallen away, saw the ancient stone and heavy columns, saw ivy-draped walls and flowers bursting forth at the base. Hambly Hall would not only remain in my hands, it would thrive.

When I encountered Sylvia on the terrace, she smiled. “I see you’ve been in the maze,” she made note, taking my arm.

“I have,” I replied, savoring the wetness in my drawers that was all the more enhanced by her innocence. “It’s always been a place for contemplation, so I ventured there to think hard upon my position and I found there my answer. I shall not sell Hambly Hall, not even part of it. Tomorrow, I’ll start work on a plan to improve production and perhaps see toward new methods. We shall stay here always, dearest.”

“I’m so happy, Preston. You belong here, as do I.”

“My dear,” I said, kissing her cheek.

We stood on the terrace in silence, each communing in our own way. I had no doubt she was relieved to maintain the richness of our present position and also happy with my new resolve. She need never know that it was a lowly gardener fucking his lord and master to newfound ecstasy that carried the day—and would continue to carry it.

As I slipped an arm around her waist, I decided to retreat to my dressing room after supper, wrap my cock in the soiled linen, and have myself off while thinking on Doyle’s prick going at me. I’d not need the walking stick any longer. Nor would Sylvia need give way to my growing desire. I issued a chuckle, and she looked at me. “A new chapter for us,” I declared, finding the decadence of a gardener’s cock enhanced by the presence of my wife. Such an arrangement was madness, yet it brought more satisfaction than I’d known for some time. My prick stirred as if to agree.


FINNIAS LAREDO

Alex Stitt

Finnias Laredo. Unusual name. Spanish paternity? And more than punctual. I wasn’t expecting you ’til this evening.”

“I arrived yesterday, my Lord, to survey the outlying estates.”

“Whatever for, man?” Young Master Fletcher cut in, interrupting his father’s stolid inquisition. “If you are to be my valet, you would receive a full tour of the grounds.”

At this I paused. Young Master Fletcher was a narrowly built, college-educated man with the rapt eyes of an academic—and he looked on me with the fondest curiosity. His previous valet had dressed him since he was old enough to attend a recital without fidgeting. Yet when Young Master Fletcher left for Oxford, his wizened valet was pastured out.

Now graduate alumni, Master Fletcher had returned to his father’s estate in knickerbockers, high socks, and the blue and white scarf of his home-away-from-home team. Immediately, his mother had insisted on a new hand-servant. Ordinarily he wouldn’t have taken to it, yet both father and son humored the consumptive lady of the house while breath was still in her. The whole estate was dark with expectancy, that much was told without telling, and not two moments before my arrival the Young Master had been weighted by the gravity of it. Now his eyes were aglow, for nowhere on my curriculum vitae did it mention my age, and the thought of having a chum of equitable speed seemed to excite him.

“Forgive my impertinence, my Lords, but a valet without proper comprehension of his master’s property, propriety and community standing, is about as useful as a ledger without a pen. Educated men are so because they educate themselves.”

“Well said,” Young Master Fletcher beamed, arising to clap me on the back. “Well, I’m satisfied. Are you, Father?”

“A Spaniard, though?” He squinted, his beard bristling with the thought of it.

“By name and hair certainly,” the Young Master wagered, “but Laredo is as true an Englishmen as you or I. I’m sure of it. Tell me Laredo, where were you born?”

“Camberwell.”

“Worse than a Spaniard,” Lord Fletcher groaned, “a Londoner. Fine, be done with it. Report to Mr. Gurner, and God save your stitching hand. My son’s always losing buttons. The finest education and the boy still can’t master clothes!”

Packing the funnel, I slid the bristle out of the barrel and handed off the rifle.

“Wherever did you learn to load in Camberwell, Laredo?”

“While serving as a kitchen hand at Moorland House, my Lord. I was young. Mr. Aterly used to take the gardener and I to the country.”

“And what do you think of the country now that you have a man’s eyes?” he asked, lying in the grass with the gun propped on his elbow. He was a long, sinewy fellow, more skin than muscle, which made his tweed Norfolk jacket appear tighter than it was if only for the sheer lack of fabric.

“With a
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