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"Harvey," said Eleanor and gave the newspaper to her brother, "just read this bit about toys, please. It´s exactly what you and I think about raising children." 

"The National Peace Council believes that it is wrong to give toy soldiers to boys. Boys, naturally, love fighting and wars, but there is is no reason to encourage these primitive instincts. The Peace Council will show and recommend special "peace toys" at the Children Welfare Exhibition next month. Miniature soldiers will be replaced with miniature civilians, little guns changed for little ploughs..." 

"An interesting idea, "said Harvey, "but I´m not sure that it would work- "

"We must try," said his sister. "You are coming to visit us at Easter. An excellent chance to start - buy any peace toy and bring it to our children. You must also prepare an explanation how to play with it, of course... Erm... once they got a present from Aunt Susan, a toy called "Battle of Waterloo". This one didn´t need explaining. The boys knew all the uniforms and flags already, they knew even the commanders´ names. What´s more, I heard them use most horrible words, when they were playing. And when I asked, the boys told me that it was Russian. Russian or not, I took the Battle toy away. Now, I hope your Easter present will guide their young mind in a more peaceful direction. Young children can be influenced- Eric is not eleven yet, and Bertie is just nine and a half." 

"But still we shouldn´t forget their primitive instincts", said Harvey. "And what if your boys have taken after their great- grandfather, who once demolished the houses of all his political opponents in the neighbourhood? However, the young children can be influenced, as you say. I will do my best." 

On Easter Saturday uncle Harvey unpacked a large red box, while his little nephews watched eagerly. Their mother had told them to expect the newest toy available, and Eric was sure the box contained either Albanian soldiers or Somali camel-regiment. The camel-regiment would be better, he thought. Harvey took the lid off, and from under the usual layer of soft stuff (the excitement was rising) he took out a square, plain building.

"It´s a fort!" exclaimed Bertie.

"It isn´t, it´s the palace of the Mpret of Albania," said Eric, very proud that he knew the exotic name. "It´s got no windows, you see, so the people outside cannot shoot in at the Royal Family." 

It's a town dust-bin," said Harvey hurriedly. "You see, all the litter and rubbish of a town is collected there. It can´t lie around the houses, it would be very unhealthy." In an awful silence he extracted a little black figure. "That," he said, "is a famous civilian, John Stuart Mill. He was a political economist." 

"Why?" asked Bertie.

"Well, he wanted to be. He thought it was a useful thing to be."

Bertie gave an expressive grunt, making quite clear what he thought about John Stuart Mill´s ambitions. 

Harvey took out another building. "A model of the Manchester branch of the Young Women's Christian Association," he introduced it.

"With lions?" asked Eric hopefully. After reading the Roman history he thought that where you found Christians you might logically expect to find a few lions. 

"No," said Harvey. "Look, this is Robert Raikes, the founder of Sunday schools, and these little round things is the bread baked in a sanitary bakehouse. That is a sanitary inspector and this one is an official of the Local Government Board." 

"What does he do?" asked Eric wearily.

"He looks after things in his Department, "said Harvey. "And - this box is for putting votes in during the election times."

"What is put into it at other times?" asked Bertie. 

"Nothing. And here you see a ventilator for ventilating sewers. This looks like another town dust-bin - no, it´s a school of art. Here is Mrs. Hemans, she writes poetry." 

"Are we to play with these civilian figures?" asked Eric.

"Of course," said Harvey, "these are toys; they are meant to be played with."

"But how?"

It seemed to be a problem. "Make two of them compete for a seat in Parliament," said Harvey, "and have an election--"

"With bad eggs, and fighting, and broken heads!" exclaimed Eric.

"And noses bleeding and everybody as drunk as possible," added Bertie.

"Nothing of the kind," said Harvey, "not like that at all. You put the votes in the box, count them--and the Mayor will say who won and then the two candidates will thank him, and each will say that the election was most pleasant and fair. There's a happy game for you boys to play. I never had such toys when I was young."

"I think perhaps we should do a little of our homework, "said Eric. "We´we got to learn something more about Louis the Fourteenth. I know the names of all the main battles already," he added. Oh no, Harvey thought. "There were some battles, of course," he said, "but what Louis was really famous for, was gardening. The Versailles garden was copied all over Europe."

"Do you know somerhing of Madame Du Barry, whose head was cut off? "asked Bertie.

"She was another great lover of gardening," said Harvey. "In fact, I believe the rose Du Barry was named after her, and now I think you had better play for a little while and do your homework later." 

In the library, Harvey wondered whether there were history books for children without any mention of battles, massacres, murderous intrigues, and violent deaths. The York and Lancaster period and the Napoleonic era would, he admitted to himself, present considerable difficulties, and the Thirty Years' War would have to be left out altogether. Still, it would be worth it if children focused on the invention of calico printing instead of the Spanish Armada or the Battle of Waterloo. 

Then he went back to the boys' room to see how they were getting on with their peace toys. As he stood outside the door he could hear Eric's commanding voice; and Bertie´s, which helpfully suggested something now and again. 

"That is Louis the Fourteenth," Eric was saying, "the one in shorts, who Uncle said invented Sunday schools. It doesn't look like him very much, but it'll have to do." 

"We'll give him a purple coat from my paintbox," said Bertie.

"Yes, and red shoes. That is Madame de Maintenon, the one who Uncle called Mrs. Hemans. She begs Louis not to go on this expedition, but he doesn't listen to her. He takes Marshal Saxe with him, and we must pretend that they have thousands of men with them. They land at Manchester at midnight, and a Jacobite conspirator gives them the keys of the fortress." 

Looking in through the doorway Harvey noticed the town dust-bin, pierced with holes for an imaginary cannon, changed into the main fortress in Manchester; John Stuart Mill had been coloured in red ink. Mill probably represented Marshal Saxe. 

"Louis orders his soldiers to surround the Young Women's Christian Association. 'I'm back and the girls are mine,' he shouts. We must use Mrs. Hemans again for one of the girls; she says 'Never,' and kills Marshal Saxe with a knife." 

"He loses a lot of blood," shouted Bertie, splashing red ink over the wall of the Association building. 

"The soldiers run in and a hundred girls are killed"-- here Bertie emptied the ink bottle over the building --"and the surviving five hundred are taken to the French ships. 'I have lost a Marshal,' says Louis, 'but I do not go back with my hands empty.'" 

Harvey left quietly the room to find his sister. 

"Eleanor," he said, "the experiment--" 

"Yes?" 

"Has failed. We have started too late." 

