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266 WHERE THE PATH BREAKS

like seeing herself in a mirror, a mysterious mirror

which refused to reflect her mourning clothes, and

gave her instead a white dress.

This was so strange a thing, that the girl could not

believe she really saw it. She thought that she must

be asleep in the train, on the way to Santa Barbara,

and that in her eager impatience she had dreamed

ahead. This would explain the deserted house.

She was only dreaming that she had walked up the

garden path, and had found her friend gone—gone

to avoid her. How like a dream!—the strain to

succeed, and then failure and vague disappointment

wherever one turned! How like a dream that her

portrait should be found hanging in a marvelous

frame, in the house of a man who had never seen

her, never even had her description! She would

wake up presently, of course, and find herself shak-

ing about in the train. How glad, how glad she

must be that this was a dream, because when she

did indeed come to the Mirador, there would be

curtains and furniture and pictures and books, such

as John Sanbourne had written about, and John
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