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" Take a fill from my pouch," said I.

The mud-turtle loaded his pipe, handed me my i)Ouch

without acknowledgment, stuck his pipe in his breeches

pocket, spat again, and, deliberately turning his back on
me, lounged off to another post on a remoter and less

lunatic-ridden portion of the shore. Again I laughed,

feeling, as the poet did with the daffodils, that one could

not but be gay in such a jocund company.
There are no amenities or urbanities of life in Mur-

glebed to choke the growth of the Idea. This evening

it flourishes so exceedingly that I think it safe to trans-

plant it in the alien oil of Q 3, The Albany, where the

good Rogers must be leading an idle existence pecu-

liarly deleterious to his morals.

This gives one furiously to think. One cf the respon-

sibilities of eumoiricty must be the encouragement and
development of virtue in my manservant.

Also in my young friend and secretary, Dale Kyn-
nen ley. He is more to me than Rogers. I may con-

fess that, so long as Rogers is a sober, honest, me-fear-

ing valet, in my heart of hearts I don't care a hang
about Rogers's morals. But about those of Dale Kyn-
nersley I do. I care a great deal for bis career and
happiness. I have a notion that he is erring after strange

goddesses and neglecting the little girl who is In love with

him. He must be delivered. He must marry Maisie

EUerton, and the two of them must bring lots of ca-

pable, clear-eyed Kynnersleys into the world. I long

to be their ghostly godfather.

Then there's Eleanor Faversham—but if I begin to

draw up a programme I shall lose that spontaneity

of effort which, I take it, is one of the chief charms of

dealing unto oneself a happy lot and portion. No;
my soul abhors tabulation. It would make even six

months' life as jocular as Bradshaw's Railway Guide
or the dietary of a prison. I prefer to look on what is


