
The Crow's-Nest

I

first consideration should be the geographi-

cal, and I am depressed to think that my
garden is only less remote than Eve's. It

is not an English garden— ah, the thought

!

— nor a French one where they count the

seeds and the windfalls, nor an Italian one
sunning down past its statues to the blue

Adriatic, nor even a garden in the neigh-

bourhood of Poughkeepsie where they grow
pumpkins. Elizabeth in her German gar-

den was three thousand miles nearer to

everybody than my cane chair is at this

moment. How can I possibly expect

people to come three thousand miles just
to sit and talk under my pencil cedar ? So
"long" an invitation requires such confi-

dence, such assurance !

Who indeed should care to hear about
every day as it goes on under a conifer in

a garden, when that garden— let me keep
it back no longer— is a mere patch on a
mountain top of the Himalayas ? Not even
India down below there, grilling in the sun
which is not quite warm enough here— that

would be easy with snakes and palm-trees

sMLmi


