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were natural to her, excused herself, went to her

room, and cried half the night It was not the

•hame of liaving been fofdUy Uued that sickened

her of hendtf, but the unforgettable, unforghmbla

fact that toward the last of that furknis kbsing ilw

had found a certain low feline pleasure in the kisses.

She ..ished that she might die, or, iofiaitdy better,

that she had never been bom.

It seemed terrible to her that she could at once be

in love with one man and enjoy the kiiiet of another.

She had beard of giik who were that, and had for

them the contempt w^ddi they deserved. And yet

it seemed that she was one of them; neither better

nor worse. What Barbara did not realize was, that

in the first place she was not really in love with any-

body and never had been, and that it was not she

heridf who enjoyed being kiaeed by a man to wiMm
she was indifferent, neither liking nor loathftig, but

nature, tduch for reasons, or perhaps only whims,

of its own, tempts the cdl to divide and tiie flower

to go to seed.

Through the tangle of her love affairs W^lmot

Allen threaded a path of hope, despair, and ^nidsm.
There were times when she seemed to have a retnm
of her childhood infatuation for him; then were

times when he feared that in one of her moments of

impresdonahle mthusiasm she would marry some

other man in haste, and repent at leisure. And there

were the cynical intervals, when it seemed to him

diat he coidd da without her, and that nothing was


