
Some Personal Things

he lives, dreaming and talking and explaining, explaining

it all very earnestly and preposterously, so I picture him,

into the ear of the amused incredulous, principal person

in the place.

I have a real hatred for those dreary fools and knaves

who would have me suppose that Henley, that crippled

Titan, may conceivably be tapping at the underside of a

mahogany table or scratching stifled incoherence into a

locked slate ! Henley tapping !—for the professional pur-

poses of Sludge ! If he found himself among the circum-

stances of a spiritualist seance he would, I know, instantly

smash the table with that big fist of his. And as the

splinters flew, surely York Powell, out of the dead past

from which he shines on me, would laugh that hearty

laugh of his back into the world again.

Henley is nowhere now except that, red-faced and jolly

like an October sunset, he leans over a gate at Worthing

after a long day of picnicking at Chanctonbury Ring,

or sits at his Woking table praising and quoting "The
Admirable Bashville," or blue-shirted and wearing the hat

that Nicholson has painted, is thrust and lugged, laugh-

ing and talking aside in his bath-chair, along the Worthing
esplanade. . . .

And Bob Stevenson walks for ever about a garden in

Chiswick, talking in the dusk.
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