
» THE GARDEN OF BESVKKECTION
that is his." A very stem Commandment that; foreven as I took off my silk hat and brushed the rL Z
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or h.s b,liy-cock, his narcissus or the tune set hammingfrom h,s heart. I did not want his leather baga^He eould keep that. Yet it seemed that I was to b«akthe tenth deeree of Moses to its last letter, or, since Iwas gomg backwards, ,o its first; for after he hadrneby some th.rty yards or so, I „as envying him ,"rsomethmg else altogether.

h.H 'T ??f"" ^'°'^ '' '^"'^' » «"'^ nursemaid

Sittmg. She was one of those rosy-ehecked creatures

just as the flowers come up of a morning to CoventGarden and wither perhaps before the night is outShe must have been very new to it aU, forL LiMthe country freshness about her still. Her Zefsglowed m the quick, bright air. Her hair blew lo^etvover her forehead-through the stray, fine threadT^.t her eyes danced, glittering with you'^h. I „ml^be
se» t°h

'} ""' '^™ »'"'"'1«' -• Yo" haveseen those spiders' webs, caught on the points of furle
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the pram, she chanced to look at me.
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