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niimale

John Addington Symonds who detdicaiva 8 book of essays to Margot Ten-
nant after ahe eriticlsed it ndversely.

INSTALLMENT NO. 3.

BY MARGOT ASQUITH
(Nete: In the lust previous Installment
of her remarkable diary Mrs. Asquith toid
of the tragle lows of pne of her Ipnfant chil-
eren and of the saffering she ondured to
gxin her way Into the paradide which she
saye Tlies kit the foot of motherg' The in
stallment presenfed herewith was written
in 1908 and is 4 wiriking picce of living
literature portrasing her innermost cher-
mcter, JU I8 nolable that sbe has not haed
to alter her mate wfisr & laps of
M yvarn)

anything about my expression,
although T observe it Is this that
upon If one 1is

I AM not jretty, and 1 do not Know

is particularly dwelt
piain enough—but I hope When you

kindly towards fellow
creatures nE 1 do that some of that
modify an otherwlke
y “contour.”

feel as your

may
rather knl
Ia his famous poeT.
"Pha Woman With the Sarpant's Toague,
Willlum Wataon has this to say sboutl Mra
Asaquith's physick!l churactieristics:
“Sho in not ald, she s nol yoang,
The Waman with the Serpent’'s Longus,
The haggard cheek, the hungering e¥e.
The polsoned wonis that wildly thy.

The famishrd face, the feversd hund

warmih
thin and

(Biitor's note:

e Watmn wrute Lhe posm after Hav-
ing Len with Mra A y and her daugh-
Ler The biltarmess Walson's words
hava al=mays heen s amcribed by Lon
don mocinty to the fact that Mrma Asquith

]

ridieuled the post o poet  luurdaie (o

ke mspirsd)

which
My figure haz ren
g well-balanced i
JAE worl
ehy. 1 thi
as well as many people of toore ap-
pearince and prestige, and 1 will have
to say_ aboyt this later. I do
et propose to lreat myself like Mr
Hernard Shaw, No, 1 shall neither
excuse myself from praise, nor shilsld
=hall put

Eame:
4, Boe-

ly courageous
k I can come iuto a room

n'ore

myself from bhlume. . . I
down the flgtires &3 accurately =mp 1
and leave others to add them up
imaginstion—read-

Can

I think I have
ing this you muy be tempied to add
“and not much sense of numor!™ But
1 will explain whai 1 mean, T bave
{muaginstion born net ¢f fancy but or
feeling: a conception of the beautl-
ful—not merely ln poetry, muale, na-
ture and art. bur in humun belngs—
I have Insight into human pature, de-
rived not oniy from a courageous and
Boheminn experience, butl also from
imagination; and I bhave & clear,
though distant, vision down dark,
long, and often diverpent avenues of
the ordered meaning of God

1 take thls opportunity of saying
my treligion Is & vibrating reality
never away from me, and this s all 1
shall write upon the subject

It s difficult to describe whut one
¢ by “imagination,” but T think

mean:
it s greatar than invention or fAncy
1 remember discusaing the guestion
with J. Addington Symonds and to
give Bim a hasty lllusiration of what
I meant I sald | thought naming &
Highland regiment *The Biack
Watch"” showed a high degres of lm-
agination. He was pleaseit with this
and 1 may add both he and
Jowell told me I had imagination

that

Benjamin Jowett wan
master of Ballol college.  Mareot first met
him mt Laly Weymas' couniry place =t
Gosford. Nhe was inprovising a dance at
the reguest of Lord Wemysn when whe
caught her fool In ber pocordion skirt and
frll nt the feel of un eldecly clergyman
“Dam * =ald Margot then woeing the
cinmgyman as ¢ gt 1o her feet, 1 am
am afrald T have shocked you™ “Not mt
alL" he repliad I hope yna will go on,
1 like your dancing extremely." The
clergyman wan Bonjamin Jowssit: )

Love Leads to Uriticlsm.
In an early love letter to me, Henry
wrote:

BEditor's note: Dir

Imaginative Insight you have more than
any one 1 ever mot

I think T am defielent in one form
of Imagination—and Henry will agree
with this—I do not always know
what hurts my friends’ feelinge—
friends and relations—nevar the feel-
Ings of sirangers or acqualntincos:
these 1 Impress favorably

1 have s great longing (o belp those
I love—this leads me o Intrepid per-
sonal eritjioism, I don’t think | should
mind anything that 1 have =ald@ to
others being sald Lo me, but one naver
can tell. 1 have tuken adverse eriti-
clsm pretty well ail my life, and hag
u Jot of (t; but by some want In me i
bhave not succeeded In making my
frlends take It well™

1 have got a goud, sound digestion
end personally prefer knowling the
truth. T am not valn or touchy: It
takes a lot to offend me, out when T
am hurt the scar remairs. 1 am net
ungenerous but I wm not reaily for-
giving. I feel different about people

ing It out !s the only chance any one
cag have of retalning my love.

A great example of this in my own
life waus my [friendship with Lady
Woemysse She was a great character
without belng a character part, She
teld me that she frightened people,

| which distressed her. As 1 am not
ersily frightened I was puzzied by
s After thinking It over, 1 was

convinced that |t wus because she hid

4 herd nut 1o erack within herself
She ceged a Jeulous, passionate,
vouthfui temperament, a formidable

glandard of right and wrong, a dis-
tinguished wnd ruther stern acceull, &
tervifying

low, slow uttermnce &nd
sincerity She was the kind of per-
son 1 had dréeamt of meeting wnd

never knew that God made,

She did not like her son Ewvan's
with me, hecause =she
adored him and thought I should
malke him unhappy. When she found
that both the happiness und unbappl-
neas migh imutudl, she dlid not
mind, and Inter on =he toid me that
I was the best friend man, woman or

friendship

t be

child could ever have, After this
wonderful eompiiment, we formed a
doep nttuchment Wwhich jasted until

ber death,

The day before she dled, she sent
for me aod told me to tell two of her
men  friend how much sha loved
them—Doll Liddell, who was Laura's

Blackle

asked me to

Hope—
promise
[rlendakip with

lenrest friend, snd
and
never Lo give up my
Evan; she eald:

“My darling . .
back your lelters to ma:
:I‘l"ﬂl a ]

then she

. Frank will send yoq
I huve kept
everything you ever
I thank you for your won-
You must never give up
ip with Evan. Be faith-
you have been to me™
; ling by ber bed, holding
her long, fine hands to my lips. Wa
both broke down when we kissed sach
other. I never saw her again. I gave
the messages to her friends at onee.
bul no one can carry out orders to
friendship uny more than po-
however, wnrdént, can put
down sulcide. Friendship ean last by
the mutual devotlon and spontaneous
agreement of two people; when one
of the contracting parties withdraws,
the alllance breaks.

Whenever | huve lost a friend, I am

and

retsin
1"

emen,

e

Frank, Laura and Margot Tennant,

thankful to say that I havs not been
the first to withdraw; nor can 1 re-
member a single instance in Rkaoy
quarrel where 1 was not the flrat ta
say I was sorry. lrrespective’ of
whether 1 was right or wrong,

(Editor's note: . Mrs:. Asquith once
suld that Lady Wemyss, Dr. Jowett
and her physician, Sir John Willlan s,
after hor husband and her son An-
thony, have had more Influence over
her and her life than any other Indi-
viduals in the world.)

There I5 noghealer in time for me.,
I am not afrald of suffering too much
in life, but much more afraid of feel-
ing too little. One of my complaints
against the shortness of life iz that
there is not time cr:r-ugh"lo feel pity
snd love for enough peeple. I am in-
finitely compassionate and moved to
my foundations by other people’'s mis-
fortunes

As I #said in a charactler-skelch sent
to Dr. Jowett In 1838, truthfulness is
hardly a virtue with me—the tempta-
tion lies all the other way., 1 capnot
discriminate betwenn truths that nead,
and those that nead not be told. Want
of courage !5 what makes so0 many
people lie. It would be difficuly for
me to say exactly what I am afraid of.
P’hysleally and =ocinliy not much;
norally, yes, I am afrald of a good
many things—reprimanding servante,
buargaining in shops: to'turn to more
serlous things, the lozs of my health.
the children's or Henry's—I pray
against these Jast possibilities in
every recess of my thoughts,

A Few of My Faulis,
With becoming modesty I have sald

that 1 am Imaginative, loving and
brive! What, then, are my faulis?
I am fundamentally nervous, im-

patient, irritable and restlesa. These
may sound slight thortcomings but
they go to the foundation of my ha-
ture, crippllng some of my activity,
lessening my influence, and prevent-
ing me achieving anything remark-
able. I wear myself out in a hundred
unnecessary ‘ways, regretting the
trifles 1 have not done, arranging and
re-arranging what I have got to do,
and what everyone elee Is going to do,
il T onan hardly eal or sleep. To be
in one position for leng or sit through
meals 18.a poeitive punishment Lo me.
I am tremendously energetic, orderly

and Industrious, but I am just a Iittle

ROMEO AND

JULIET IS MADE
BRIEF, SNAPPY COMIC OPERA

Capulet Surprises Hero in Balcony

Juliet Dies—Mercutio Also Falls as Victim of Heroine's Father.

Scene, and Stabs Him, Whereupon

BY JAMES J. MONTAGURB.

Chorus—
We have nothing to do with vhe ac-
tion,
We have nothing to do with the
plot

Firat chorus giri—
It vne of ynu ginks In the audience
thinka
That we're here for our volres—
Chorus—
We're notl
Second chorus girl—
We partly are hére for cur costumes
Third chorus girl—
As well as our beauty, you know;
Firat chorus girl—
Bu w&'ve got 10 ba here; If we were
Lot we'd quesr Y\
Chorus—
This kind of & musical show.

~ r

- N,
They look to me for the comedy stuff
To make the place a go,
Eo I'll pull this line: “For ten quarts
of wine
How much docz Romy owe?*
Eut before he sottles tre check for
hooch,
It will still be a blgger debl,
For he’ll have to pay when he goes
RWaAY
For everything July et
(Snter Capulet)
Capulet—
Can the rough stuff, Merky,
I know that you're a pal
Of the fair-haired guy with the dark
brown eyes
That tried to steal me gal
(Stabs Mercuiio)

("::.:;l Sv=l - .-. _JLM
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Asguith’s collection,

From an Qld hotogsaph o Mres

too quick, I am driven along by my
temperament till 1 tire myself and
other people.
(Editor’'s Nbte:
gon's poem agaln:

To quote Mr. Wat-

“Burnt up within by that strange
soul

She cannot siave or yet control:

Malignant lipp'd, unkind, unswest;

Past all example indiscreet;

Hectie, and always overstrung—

The Woman with the Serpent's

Tongue.”

“The poem 12 a portrait of the
phyelcal characteristics of Mrs. As-
quith.,” said Mr. Watson In & signed
statement which closed the doors of
many elubs to him in Americen as well
as England where his good taste and

honor were called In question for
writing the verses and the state-
ment

1 did not marry {11l 1 wis 30 and
knew neither London nor soclety till
I was 20. This luckily gave me time
to rend. I oollectod nearly a thou-
sand books of my own before I mar-
ried. 1f ! had bad real application—
as !l the Asquiths have—I should by
now bhe a well-educated woman, but
this I never had. I am not at all dull,
nover bored or stale, but 1 don’t seem
to b2 able to grind at uncongenial
thing= 1 have a good memory for
hooks and conversations, but bad for
poetry and dates—wonderful for faces
and pitiful for names,

Physically, 1 have dons pretty well
I ride brytter than most women and
have spent or wasted more time on
it than any woman of [nteilect ought
to., I have broken both collar hones,
all my ribs and my knee cap, dislo-
cated my Jaw, fractured my skull
gashed my noss and had five concus-
glons of the brain, bot though I sold
my horses, It was not because 1 had
lost my nerve.

I dance, drive and skate well; I do
rot skate very weli, but 1 dance really
well.

1 have a talent for drawing and am
intensely muslieal, playing the plane
with & touch of the resl thing, but
have neglected both thes, accomplish-
ments. I may say here in self-de-
fenne, that marriage and five bables,
tive step-chlldren and a husband In
high politics have all ¢ontributed to

Arthur J. Balfour, whose writing Mrs.
Asquith admlires, He was at one
time Dritixh high commissioner to
United States. The pbolograph Ia
an old one.

this negiect; but the root of tha mat- |
ter lles doepor. 1 am restless. !

After riding, what 1 have enjoyed |

dolng most In my lfe is writing. I
have written a great deal, but do not
fancy publishing my exercisca 1
have always kept a dlary and com-
monplace books: for many years 1
wrote eareful criticlams of everything
T read. Tt s rather difficult for me
to say what I think of my own wrlt-
Ing-
Arthur Balfour says ! am the bast
letter writer he knows. Henry tells
me 1 write well, and Symonds said I
had l'oreille juste.

(Edilor's Note: When the tables
wera turned and Margot becaime the
¢ritic of a book of sssays by John
Addington Symonds ghe rapped the
work rather smartly. Symouds re-
sponded by dedicating the book Lo
her.)

In writing, I am not elaborate or
too clever, and I think 1 bave natural
atyle—short and wvivid. Ay thoughts
pass casily Into words. When I huve
anylhing to say. 1 cin generally ex-
press it but writing of the kind that
I like reading [ cannot do; It requires
& long apprenticeship—pozsibly 1f 1
had had this apprenticeship forced
gpon me by clreumstances I should
have done It better than anything
olse,

1am a consclous eritle of books and
know whaut I think while 1 am read-
ing. 1 do not take my opinions from
other people, and lave not got “a
lending-library mind,"” ar Henry well
described that of a friend of ours
From this polnt of view—not a very
high one—1 might be ealled original.

When I read Arthur Balfour's books
and eskays I realized whit a beautiful
English style he wrote. Raymond,
whose intellectual taste was as fine
as his father’s, wrote In a paper for
hiz “All Souls Fellowship”™ that Ar-
thur had the finest style of any liv-
ing 'writer. Raymond zrd Henry
often fustify my ltlerary verdicta.

Always n Collector,

¥rom my enrliest age 1 kave boan a
collector—nol of anything partieular-
1y valuable;, but of letless, oid photo-
graphs of the family, famous people
and odds and enda I don’t loae
things. Our cigarette ash trays are
plates from my dolls’ dinner service.
I have got china, books, whips,
knives. matchboxes anc clocks given
me sines I was a small child I have
koot our early copy books -with atl
the family signatures n them. and
trifilng landmarks of nursery life.
milestones in my intellectual develop-
ment.

1 am punctual, tidy and methodleal;
detesting Indecislon, change of plans
and the egolism that this lavolves. 1
am s litle stern and severe except
with ehilldren: for tliese 1 have end-

Diary of Margot Asqui

Mre. Asquith with her son Anthony, who, with his father, she says has ex~-
eried the greatest Influence In her life.

less elastialty., Many of my faulls
are physical. If I could have chosen
my dw life—inore in the hills and
less In the traffic— I should have
glept better and might have been less
overwrought and disturbable. Ba;t[
after mil I am en n man-of-war (as
Evan Charteris once sald to me when
I wus prospecting my futures murried
I:fe). which is better Lhan being on a
pirate ship, and Is 4 profession In t-
self,

Well, 1 bave finlshed, T have trie
1o relats of my manpers, morals
defects, temptations, and ap-
pearance as falthfully as | can, and
I think there s nothing more to be
waid, If T bhad to confess and expose
one opinfon of m:..-r!f which might
differontinte me n ilttla from other
people, 1 shotld say it was my power
of love eoupled with my power of
eritieism. What T lsck most Is what
Henry poszos=eén dbove all men, equa- }
it sweetnesy, self-contral, and
the authority that comes from moder- |
atlon and a perféect sense of propor-
tion. 1 cam only pray that 1T am not
too old or too stationary to acquirs
these.

THiz ir my second attempt to write
about mysell. I sm not at ali sure
that my old character-sketch of 1588
s not the hetler of the two, It In
more external—but, after all, what
can one say of one's Inner self that
correaponds with what ons renlly In,
or what one's frienda think one Is?
Just mow I am within oight or nine
weeks of my baby's birth and 1 am
tempted to taks a gloomy view—I am

A

tulents

Inolined Lo sum up my life in thia
way:
“Unfettered childhood and trium-

phent youth: a lot of love-making and
a little abure: a little fame and more
abusn; & real man and & great happl-
ness: the love of ehildren and saventh
heliven: an early death and n crowded
memorinl gervice.”

Az 1 hilve hinted, physically, men-
tully and temperamentally T am quite
differant from my hushand The
thoughtfulness, forbearing and, above
all, the love he ha: shown for me
pass understanding.

(Editor's note: Many in England

ascribe much of the politicnl antag-
onlém to Asquilth to enemies made by
hiz wife's unconventional conduct
which frequently shocked, (£ it did
nat positively offend Britlsh soclety.)

Harnry acquired his high position
through loyalty, hard work and
stendiastnons

Aflar my hushand’s firal marriage
he made money by writing, lecturing
ind examining at Oxford When he
was called to the bar suceess d!d not

come o nim atf once

It was sald ¢t Gladntone onily
promoted peoples by senlority and
rever befors knowlnog what they

were ke, It was not 8o In my hus-
band’'s cawe—Honry'a political rise
wan unigue.

He had no rich puatron, and no one

to push him forward He had made
[oy bimself a great Oxtord repata-
tion: he was a Sine #cholar and law-
yer, but socially wad not known Lo &
Iarge cirele. It was through devils
Hng the alfirmation bill for Lord
James ol then attor-

ney-general—itt my husbhand be-

CRIME nogus with Gladstone, and
from that momant both Lhe wttorney-
general und the prime minister
murked Bim out for dlstinction

From being a bench member of
parllament he became, without the
intermediale siep of an under-gecres
taryehi A cablnet minister,

n we were married In 1594 he

Wh
WAS home secretary in the Hberal
rovernmaAnt and hnd already mzde
his reputation am A xpeaker.

I ami un expert listener to public
peaking, having . heard everyons

from William Ewart Gludstons to
Waoodrow Wilson, and I am not very

There are
imitations of

rheterie

susceptlbla to

men who arn life-slzs

cratory but who never really Trise
abidve the level of the highest Journal.
lem; there are otheras who In gpits of
iogie ind cogency leave yvou chilly or
austy; and thersa are gome who peem
unable to chooss bhetween thelr many
peroriutlons st what moment to alt
down-—but my hushand's speaking
hns seldom falled him or his hearers

The Intelleetual fineneas that
makee you a scholar, untd the foron-

sgle concentration that makes you a

When they rub me off :he slate,
You foiks will ses when | am throagh
That me exit had to be
For even the author alwayvs knew
He pould never keep up with me.
(Dles)
SCENE 1L
(Jullet on Baleony)
Juliet—
Uh! Nursie dear please call the guard
And quickly light a turch:
' see a burglar in the vard
Who's going te elimb the porch
Romeo ifrom the garden)—
Dear Juliet, yon don't think I'm
A New York crook, 1 hope;
} don’t consider {t a erime
To ask you to elope.
Jullet—
What would my mother say,
If her dear little Juliet
Were esver to run away
With & man she had never met?
Romeos—
Al BOON RE We are wed,
Although thera’]ll be a ruction,
If 1 am not killed dead
1) get an Introduetiorn.
Juliet and Romeo—
Weo'll fly away together love,
Like birdlinga to thelr roost:
And when we roam Lo our happy hume
We'll be properly iIntroduced.
(Entar Capuiet)
Julet—
I see a sight that makes me sad;
Too bad! Too bad! My dad \sg mad'
Romeo—
Dear sir, 1 think you ougsuter
Step through that gate and go;
I've come to wed your daughter
And you are guite de trop.

Capulet—
Whet 1 run my dagger through your
nide
Perhape you'l! becoms awars
That my Juliet i the promised bride
Of a Pittsburg milllonsire.
Romeo—
+ burl the lie right In your face,
You rascally Capulet,
For you are meniloniug a place
‘That is not discoversd yet
Jullet—

ik,

| totis of cargo were handled fa and out
and

My 3ear old dad a las
Capulet—
Don’t bother, my heart's Aelignt,
No more he will worry youw
You'll find he'll be quite all right
An goon a5 1 run him through.
(Stabs Romens)
Homeo—
Fuir Jullet, I now depart:
I'd wrong you to remain;
One canoot live without 4 heart
And mine la cul In twain,
(Stabs Capulet and dien)
Juliet—
Z haven't any lover now; I haven't any

father;
If the man from Fittsburg came slong
it waquld
Save me lots of bother (dies).
(Curtaln)
{Copy-ight, 1821 by tha Bell Syndi-
cate, Inc.)

Menare Comes From the Alr.
London Chroniele,

The mad exploit of n mysterious
aviator, who amusked himself a few
duys ago In chasing people in the
epen field with his machine, Is belng
investigated by the military and po-
lico at Marseilles

Two shepherds noticed an airplane
coming from the directlon of lstress,
where there is a big school of avia-
tion.

The alrplane came toward the shep-
herds, and. dushing down, passed a
few yards from them. The shepherds
became alarmed when they &aw the
aviator make another dash past them:
Again the machine missed them by a
few yards only.

It next went for a priest and a
woman and her %usband, who were
crogsing A large fleld. They ran for
thelr lives, and finally lay down on
the grass to escape being knocked
down by the machine.

‘The aviator 18 Limes flew close to
the three terrifled people and thenm
disappeared.

Vancouver Harbor Proves Busy.
VANCOUVER, B C—Two rsillion

World War Rouses Church
to_T_r_emeEd_o_us_ Effort.

Methodint Bishop Urges [I'rogress
in Religious Endeavor.

UFFALO, N. Y., March 12—The
B world war has awakened the
church to its tremendous resources,
Bishop Thomas Nicholson told the
delegates to the annunl mesting of
the Methodist Episcopal council of
oitles hold here last week.

*"The Iatest figures give tha dlrect
and indirect costs of the world war
to be $348,000,000,000 in money and
43,000,000 in lives.,” he sald. “it is
within tha power of tha church to
make Impossible another such world
catastrophe®

Bishop Nichelson pilsaded for a de-
velopment of progress a&and modern
business methods in the church. “We
must have falth In ourselves”™ he
sald, “and in our ability to do and to
give, and we must be willing to bring
the methods of work of the modern
chur¢h up on A scale commansurate
with the progress and development of
mosdern business methods,

“The demund of the hour is for
more apiritual power, Not long since
I was on the Great Lakean I saw one
of the largest steamers afloat. The
owner was aboard and with pride he
showed ma over the great snginea
Then he showed me how they had dup-
leate engines so that If anything
went wrong with the machinery on
one part they had an entirely new
set of boflers and engines to carry
the ship through, They burned hun-
dreds of tons of coal a day, but
they could make time fn the face of
the greatest storm which could be
anticipnted on. the lakes,

“A few days later I was on a litile
old boat bullt 25 years mngo, with Iis
sputtering englne. It is as useless to
try to run the blg ocean liner wit,
the steam power of that lttle boat
as it 1s to run the modern church
with the degree of spiritua)l power
we have had in the past. The power
of God Is unlimited. The greatest

lewyer would in most cases prevent
your beroming a demagogue, but
Eenry's speaking never had any Turn
that way; no one hus playea up with
more freedom and conbolence to high
pilitienl stacdards throaghout his
public Iife than he has If Lis zpeak-
Ing is somewhat wanting in flre It
never lacks light and weight, and
when he leaves the ground his
strength of wing takes hils audience
with him.

1 think Lord Buckmaster and Ar.
Lloyd Ueorge ara probably the best
platform speakers I this country,

tut I have not heard the prime minis-
ter for =0 any years that 1'do net
know {f he fills the gaps betwean his
own and his audience’'s demonstra-
Liona Perorated opinlons expressed
with fire and gesture, howaver |ntl-
fately they may link you 1o your lls.-
teners, will not earry conviction un-
less they are backed by something
elna; and the momantary magle which
filis peopie with excitement and emo-
tion do#a not go hoame with you. 1
buve ¢ome to the definite conclulion
after hearing every famous oratar
since 1880, that however wonderfully
4 man may speak, unless ¢loguence
eomveyn character mnd Is accompanied
Ly sction it is as "sounding brass and
s tlukiing cymibal™

Lord Buckmaster is a great artist,
He ix a mun of feellng, courage and
cultivation; and when yau get ihis
combined with swiftness, eincarity,
and a fastidlous chploe of words—yon
find true oratory; hs has “fira in hia
bally,” na Carlyle expressed € It is
when the fashion of the phrase ex-
coods the depth of the thought; or the
grandeur of the ssotimoent expressed
appenra lacking In sincerlty that you
lose hold,

1 enjoyed hearing Pregident Wilson
at the lunch given to him in London
ot Decsmber 28, 1918, more almost
than anything I could have Iimagined.
Hin 1z the kind of speaking T like
best. Lord Hugh Cecli bas white fire

vi.ted. but the president haw a quallty
of hix ewn which Is Impossibls to put
on paper. His refined, agot!stioal
face, thin, alightly sensual mogth, and
‘qulet but thrilling Volce add to his
unusualness

und s more brilllant and more elee,




