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fashion, in a love of the bankside flowers and U
downy edges of the young beech-buds fresh on tt
sprays. And it was no unreal love, though tc
intent and foreible to win the spirit from tl
object. She paid for this indulgence of her moo
by losing the spirit entirely. At night she was
spent rocket. What had gone she could not tell
her very soul she ahnost feared. Her glorious wal
through the wood seemed burnt out. She strue
a light to try her poet on the shelf of the elect o
earth by her bed. and she read, and read flatness
Not his the fault ! She revered him too deeph
to lay it on him. Whose was it ? She had i

vision of the gulfs of bondage.
Could it be possible that human persons wen

subject to the speUs of persons with tastes, aims
practices, pursuits aUen to theirs 1 It was a riddl«
taxing her to solve it for the resistance to a mon-
strous iniquity of injustice, degrading her con-
ception of our humanity. She attacked it in the
abstract, as a volunteer champion of our offended
race. And Oh 1 it could not be. The battle was
won without a blow.

Thereupon came glimpses of the gulfs of bond-
age, delicious, rose-enfolded, foreign ; they were
chapters of soft romance, appearing interminable,
an endless mystery, an insatiable thirst for the
mystery. She heard crashes of the opera-melody,
and despising it even more than the wretched

': iky.


