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paroxysm of despair, twisting and turning the

scarf in her hands until it cut them, as though

to fight with the physical sting the agony of

the mind. Yet in this violent return to her

first agitation there was nothing to suggest

grief for another; rather she seemed a prey

to the torments of the gambler who, by a

sudden upset, sees a fortune elude his fingers,

dissipating in the air. She was, at the first

glance, of that gay and fragile class who com-

prehend nothing but pleasure and see pleasure

bounded only by the narrow limits of youth,

into which they wish to compress all emotions,

all desires, and all sensations; who pursue their

ideals, palpitating and with bandaged eyes,

and are consumed alike by their gratification

and their hunger. On them weigh perhaps

the heaviest the inequaUties of society. Mix-

tures of desires and scruples, peculiarly Ameri-

can, swayed by conflicting ideals and preju-

dices, they wish to taste of the glittering world

at any price except at the price of outward

respectability. A young man attracted to Sheila
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