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man's shelter from all the storm of unanswered ques-
tions. Where am I? What am I? Why am I? — No
reply. No reassuring double to take away the ghost-
sense of self, that unseen, intangible aura of person-
ah'ty in which each of us moves as in a cloud. In the
souls of some there is an ever-present Man God who
will forever save them from this supieme experience.

Sheila's religion, vague, conventional, childish, fal-

tered away from her soul. Except for her fire, which
had a sort of sympathy of life and warmth and mo-
tion, she was unutterably alone. And she was be-
ginning to suffer from the second misery of solitude

— a sense of being many personalities instead of one.

She seemed to be entertaining a little crowd of con-
fused and argumentative Sheilas. To silence them she
fixed her mind on her immediate problem.

She tried to draw Hilliard close to her heart. She
had an honest hunger for his warm and graceful
beauty, for his young strength, but this natural hun-
ger continually shocked her. She tried not to remem-
ber the smoothness of his neck as her half-conscious

hands had slipped away from it that afternoon when
he raised her from the snow. It seemed to her that her
desire for him was centered somewhere in her body.
Her mind remained cool, detached, critical, even hos-
tile. She disliked the manner of his wooing— not
that there should have been any insult to the pride
of a nameless little adventurer, Hudson's barmaid,
a waif, in being told that she was a "good giri" and


