
now, it cut like a. knife. 1 could see Mrs. Barnes,
a pallid, overworked littie Englishwoman, homesick,
and old at thirty. They already had more children
than their littie house could hold. Two littie ones had
died, but these husky brutes, strong as young bulis and
with a similar mentality, could laugh and actually find a
cause for merriment in the poor woman's pain. I cursed
themn now with a horrible Irish curse, which came from
some dark morass of memory.... Then suddenly I found
myseif crying, flot for myseif but for ail the overburdened
inarticillate women of the world....

That pulled me up with a start, and I wiped my eyes
hastily. Tears were flot the remedy. Women had cried
too mucli already. The sufi was getting low, and the sun-
shine pale and cold, when 1 started back. I was flot in a
hurry, no one was waiting for me, and that was a strange
sensation. Mother had always been watching for me
when 1 lived at home, and had an irritating way of
welcoming me in by saying: "What kept you?" I thought
of lier now with a lump in my throat, and wished I could
hear lier say it. 1 was alone now, in a new and rather
terrifying world. It seemed like ten years since I used
to ride the sorrel horse into Manitou and tie him to the

hitching post in front of the Farmer's store. Many years
afterwards when I read D. H. Lawrence's gripping story
entitled Thje Woman Who Rode Away, it brought back
this chill pale afternoon when my heart was troubled.
it was a low moment in my life; surely a climacteric,
when the eyes that look out of the windows are dark-
ened. Many bewildered women have gone down this
&=me dark road.

Wlien I reached Front Street I had no desire but to

gain the long stairway and get under cover. Suddenly I
saw Dr. MacCliarles walking towards his office, and an
urnuIse came to me. Here was one person I could talk


