If you love her so much, why don't you keep her

He raised his eyes to hers. The shadow that, to her fancy, had
always rested there seemed to have departed. A light had come
to them.“Laurence, when he hears about it, will say that I've been
an impertinent old fool; but I never care what Laurence says,
either this way or that. I've been to that Mr Clarkson, Mr Finn, and
I've paid him the money.” “Just that. Exactly that. When | am a
hundred | shall not require sleep. Also, I shall be living on air.
There are plants that live on air, you know.” And that is how it
came about that | tackled surf-riding. And now that | have tackled
it, more than ever do | hold it to be aroyal sport. But first let me
explain the physics of it. A wave is a communicated agitation.
The water that composes the body of a wave does not move. If it
did, when a stone is thrown into a pond and the ripples spread
away in an ever widening circle, there would appear at the centre
an ever increasing hole. No, the water that composes the body of
a wave is stationary. Thus, you may watch a particular portion of
the ocean’s surface and you will see the same water rise and fall
a thousand times to the agitation communicated by a thousand
successive waves. Now imagine this communicated agitation
moving shoreward. As the bottom shoals, the lower portion of
the wave strikes land first and is stopped. But water is fluid, and
the upper portion has not struck anything, wherefore it keeps on
communicating its agitation, keeps on going. And when the top
of the wave keeps on going, while the bottom of it lags behind,



something is bound to happen. The bottom of the wave drops
out from under and the top of the wave falls over, forward, and
down, curling and cresting and roaring as it does so. Itis the
bottom of a wave striking against the top of the land that is the
cause of all surfs.“No,” answered the other, “| was at
Hastings—Miss Gwyn’s. Funny how we seem to have always
been near to one another. Dad wanted me to be a doctor. But I'd
always been mad about art.”“Did you ever see her again, after
her marriage?” asked Joan.
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