
My dear William Ernest Henley,

We are all busy in this world building

!Towers of Babel ; and the child of our imaginations is

lalways a changeling when it comes from nurse. This is

[not only true in the greatest, as of wars and folios, but in

the least also, like the trifling volume in your hand. Thus

i

I began to write these papers with a definite end : I was

S to be the Advocatus, not I hope Diaboli, but Jiiventutis ;

I was to state temperately the beliefs of youth as opposed

i to the contentions of age ; to go over all the field where

the two differ, and produce at last a little volume of

special leadings which I might call, without misnomer,

]Life at Twenty-five. But times kept changing, and I

I
shared in the change. I clung hard to that entrancing

I
age ; but, with the best will, no man can be twenty-five

f for ever. The old, ruddy convictions deserted me, and,

,
along with them, the style that fits their presentation and

defence. I saw, and indeed my frienas informed me, that

I
the game was up. A good part of the volume would

I answer to the long-projected title ; but the shadows of

i the prison-house are on the rest.

i It is good to have been young in youth and, as years

go on, to grow older. Many are already old before they

are through their teens ; but to travel deliberately through


