
for r^fh'"*!?'.
^' *^' '*" *^*'"^^ »y te«t

for months, dnving me on continuaUy. It seemed

TT^'tirZ"^^' ^'^l «?« !-^"- was d^ort.
I left the fire and my unfinishM teaf '^'toc^dy

)rds rising to my Hps :
" I could write

I found the words rising to my Hps . * ^„„ ^^^^

x^y. '^^ ""^ ^^ ""^y * P^^ »^ways struck me.Whether I could or could not write there ? Seated
in that convement easy chair. I felt at once that mv
^^^^^^^T'^^T^^' ^^"^ sympathetic to me;
that I fitted m and was at home in them

I had come straight from a narrow London housewhere my bedroom overlooked a mews, and myMttmg-room other narrow houses vvith a roadway
between. Here, early in March, from the wide. k>wwindow I saw yeUow gorse overgrowing^ rough andunkempt garden. Beyond the garden more^n^go«e on midulating common land; then lowM^and between them, munistakable. the sombre darknesi

sL^'nft^
P ^''' ^^ ^ ^^ ^^'y sti". but the

Zf^?* f
S^'^/as strong with the wmd from

tiiat d^tant sea. I wished for pens and paper at
first

;
then drifted beyond wishes, dreaming I fcn^not of what, but happier and more c^t than Ihad been for some time past. The air was healinir

ZZl *^' '°^*"^' ^"^ '^'''^' My silencTaS

t^^td'!'"'"
"^terrupted. my content came abruptly

" Dr. Kennedy !

"

I did not rise. In those bad neuritis days risine

Zt Tl*^^ ' '*"^^."* the intruder, and h^aSBut I guessed m a minute to what his unwelco^
presence was due. My anxious, dearly hZTZ


