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ters; lifted them, indeed, into the region of 

poetry and romance — lifted and held them 
there for one brief, blissful half hour. Their 

questions and their answers, heavy with doubt, 

or light with shy hope, were such as swarm 
in Love’s convoy whether he precedes or fol- 
lows comedy or tragedy. They flourish in 
the thunders of war as serenely as in the sun- 
shine of peace.


