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sea voyage. I am a good sailor, and so the
physical discomforts that beset so many
were agreeably minimized ; but I could not
throw off the feeling that I was not yet free
-the limits of the ship were still all too
suggestive of the narrow exercise grounds
of Aylesbury prison; and. while the eye
could roam without hindrance, there came
upon me again and again an irresistible
desire, which the rolling billows strenuous-
ly gainsaid, to make a dash for liberty
Thereupon followed a couple of days at

the Holland House, New York, with the
same persistent reporter never absent.
After this experience, I was taken by the
kindest of friends to where nature is at
her loveliest and human hearts beat in
umson with their uplifting surroundings.
Beautiful Cragsmoor, with its wide reaches
of inspiring scenery, most appropriately
the summer home of an artistic colony is
not too easy of access to mar a desire for
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