
The Crow's-Nest

don't know why they have not asked me
to take root and be done with it. In vain

I have represented that microbes will agree

with them no better than with me ; it seems

the common or house microbe is one of the

things that I particularly mustn't have.

Some people are compelled to deny them-

selves oysters, others strawberries or arti-

chokes ; my fate is not harder than another's.

Yet it tastes of bitterness to sit out here in an

April wind twenty paces from a door behind

which they are enjoying, in customary warmth

and comfort, all the microbes there are.

I have consented to this. I have been

wrought upon certainly, but I have con-

sented. For all that, it is not so simple as

it looks. It is my occupation to write out

with care and patience the trifles the world

shows me, revolving as it does upon its axis

before every intelligent eye ; and I cannot

be divorced from all that is upholstered and

from my dear occupation by the same de-

cree. And how, I ask you, how observe

life from a cane chair under a tree in a gar-

den ! There is the beautiful pure fresh air
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