
THE LAST

It is finished. I have written here the story of

my life, or of that portion of it which means every-

thing to me, for the rest means nothing. Now that

it is done, I too have done, so I sit me do^n and

wait. For what am l waitmg? A divine miracle

perhaps.

Somehow I feel I will see her again, somehow,

somewhere. Surely God would not reveal to us the

shining light of the Great Reality only to plunge us

again into outer darkness? Love cannot be in vain.

I will not bel' z it. Somehow, somewhere!

So in the glov/ of the great peat fire I sit me
down and wait, and the laith grows in me that she

will come to me again; that I will feel the soft caress

of her hand upon my pillow, that I will hear her voice

all tuned to tenderness, that I will see through my
tear-blinded eyes her sweet compassionate face.

Somehow, somewhere!

With the aid of my crutch I unlatch one of the

long windows and step out onto the terrace. I peer

through the darkness and once more I have a sense

of that land of imperious vastitudes so unfathom-

ably lonely. With an unspeakable longing in my
heart, I try to pierce the shadows that surround me.

From the cavernous dark the snowflakes sting my
face, but the grpat night seems good to me, and I
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