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A young perssn with un enormans hewd, sloping
shoulders, and puinfully distorled bauds, culivens



we Lhird
. is not an i
bul, it bears somo relation to the dgmﬂnt wad dis-

ihe paper cover uf this novel, L
Batea, It
\

ol
:‘nyslllmhﬁ, wanled or fo know |'.I.|; l':-lm{l; hﬁ
b Jou r escape, wnd at night she
into her pillow and said: * God | |hlgmnﬂml
woing on ! Why is %" Then she de
kw:d’ Androw, and she gave him hersell, and some
flat “green shecey glasses which must bave been
hard to drink out of, and some mouey.  And they
mnde love, repeniedly, and Mr. Bates describes it
over and over again. Bometimes Andrew jumped
& I ol tealy vaed bo v,
e ihisr —" Ll ) T,
er head  back Vo e faded red
ry of the divan aml in a con-
fusisn ~ af wnnl:lu usked ﬁ}:ﬁr..*l“.ud Hx-d
A not o hear,  But conkineed, @
.umd il- soetned, from a series of il ehakes
of the head, thal she was laiening. And nol
hesilaling, wol hecding her, hie begun telling her
shoul 1Ly Rhine, the green vineyards, the peasanis,
the old, shadowy towns, Lhe hoase where Brothoven
hoid beenn born, with its cool conrtyand and air of
repose.  And be picturod hor as o peasant, with
, hlack stockings, voluminous peliicoats
and a spotted kerchiol He suid he would take
her o the forest, the derk endless foresta of birches
and pites, still and patisnt as i always wailiog Ror
something, and then Lo the towns, where ey could
sit. g8 he has done, in Biergericns drinking collee
und luger, und aflerwasds liear opors st aight.
- Mr. Bales can write well, and he con sl Himes
welle very badly, And Cutherine, Amdrew, wod
Charles are boces whom no smooil of intensity
- will make nnything else,
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