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I am transported to the light and clatter of many
tables, where I gaze at old friends across the

^aaiM
*^ long^temmed Rhine-wine

And so I pondered my problem. I should not
care to revisit all diese fair places of the world
except m the fashion I visited them before.
Glass m hand! There is a magic in the phrase.
It means more than all the words in the diction-
ary can be made to mean. It is a habit of mind
to which I have been trained all my life. It isnow part of the stufl: tiiat composes me. I like
the bubbling play of wit, the chesty laughs,
the resonant voices of men, when, glass in hand,
they shut the gray world outside and prod their
brams widi die fun and folly of an accelerated
pulse.

No, I decided; I shall take my drink on occa-
sion. With all the books on my shelves, widi all
the thoughts of the diinkers shaded by my pai-
ticular temperament, I decided coolly and delib-
CTately diat I should continue to do what I had
been trained to want to do. I would drink-
but, oh, more skilfully, more discreetly, dian ever
before. Never again would I be a peripatetic
conflagrauon. Never again would I invoke the
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