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and by the time I was ti\ e-and-twenty I h;id inadr- up my
.aiiind that 1 had better walk throu^jh life alone.

No doubt 1 was chiefly to blame : strangers could not be

expected to sympatliise with me. 1 was moody, reHective,

.and— I suppose J must admit it—extremely slow. It did not

then occur to me that it was myself and not the world who

was to blame. My mind was of the passive order which

.abhors me^^.tal strugj^le.

Soon after I had shut my heart against the world the doors

were rudoly thrown open, and with a mad passion 1 loved

—

;»nd was spurned.

Beyond this brief record of my early life there is nothing

4o be told which concerns the story I intend to relate. Nor

-do,es what 1 have told actually concern it, but it will account

;fo3r the utter Joneliness of my life at the time when uiy

Story begins.
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