Given exactly the right conditions, there are
few pleasanter things than a day in bed. We
must not be rank imposters; we must be just
ill enough to be sure that we shall be nearly
well next day or, indeed, quite well so long as
we have not come down to take breakfast.
We must feel equal not to gross roast beef
but to a whiting sympathetically eating its

own tail and te a rice pudding, not forgetting

the brown sugar. Tobacco, though sparingly
indulged in, must not take on the flavor of
hay, and though wholly incapable of answer-
ing a newly arrived letter, we must be well

able to read an old book.

It is best, if possible, to feel some warning symptoms the night before, so that we may

be assured that it would be very unwise to get up next morning. Thus we have the joys
both of anticipation and of fruition. That such joys are selfish it cannot be denied.
The telephone bell rings in the distance and we cannot answer it. The bell rings for
THE LINKS OF EIDERDOWN luncheon, and there are sounds of scurrying feet as of those late in washing; we are
BERNARD DARWIN taking holiday in that respect and our lunch comes up on a tray. With what heavenly

malice do we hear a strange motorcar crunching the gravel under the window.
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