
New Nonsense Novels

But perhaps I had better go back and tell 
the whole miserable story from the beginning.

I shall never forget—I suppose no woman 
ever does—the evening when John first spoke 
out his love for me. I had felt for some time 
past that it was there. Again and again, he 
seemed about to speak. But somehow his 
words seemed to fail him. Twice I took him 
into the very heart of the little wood beside 
mother’s house, but it was only a small wood 
and somehow he slipped out on the other side. 
“Oh, John,” I had said, “how lonely and still 
it seems in the wood with no one here but our­
selves. Do you think,” I said, “that the birds 
have souls?” “I don’t know,” John answered, 
“let’s get out of this.” I was sure that his 
emotion was too strong for him. “I never 
feel a bit lonesome where you are, John,” I 
said, as we made our way among the under­
brush. “I think we can get out down that 
little gully,” he answered. Then one evening 
in June after tea I led John down a path beside 
the house to a little corner behind the garden 
where there was a stone wall on one side and a 
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