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exceedingly offensive to f.hov.ih. As the girl's sniritnol onH
corporeal guaniian he charges himself witllerTareuntM

:^"^.^t^i^:s^/^s-rr"^'"^-^''°-"^«-^"«
.fft^'i^^u

^P"""^" '^"'' ''^'"ousiy of coming back to Ullbri^after the honeymoon and fitting up a little i^ace fur theVr own
Lir ,!?'V*^T '^'y """ ^' "^^^ I-'^'her Mostyn and 111ther old friends; and where he can work earncstfv .n^without distractions; and where they can escape all the

Se";?e;".^h;T''-^--P''"^
'-''-^' of townT^/n/ila^^e:

"Oh, little woman!" he tells Pam, "I can't bear to thinkof your giving up your own dear self, and letting your soul Seshaped to the conventional pattern of the world I want L"to be what you are-and for what I love you. You sh" 1 seeall the big places, of course, dear. We'll save up our colersand manage that somehow. But let's see 'em from the ouSeL^tsgoand look at them through glass windows, as thou/hthey were so many great shops, and come back to our own

wodd for'Srd'"''
'"' '^^^'^ ^^^^^ ^"^ be thaikful Theworld for us, dear, is just our two selves. We're two littl^human hemispheres that go to make our one g obe and ifwe're only happy in ourselves ... why let the ntlTr'Tgo hang

! Because you love me I just^'fee don'^ caS h'''

can cry p,sh to my music. They can turn aside their faceJwhen I go by, as though I were a pestilence VVharidoT

sZ' VJ T '°' ^°"- ' '''' ' -°">d rather wHte a little

svmlh fP^'T' y°"' '°^^' ^han compose a Beethovensymphony for the world to bow to. And why ? Because

Isnt It funny?" sajs Pam, though without showine theeast appreciation of the avowed humour, . "hat ot, i

=

you. The responsibility seems somehow ,^"pe°/t.A„"d'
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