
4 WHERE THE PATH BREAKS

is the twilight between worlds. I must dream back.

I must know myself as I was. Later I shall wake

and know what I am."

The soul was very still, tired after an all-but-for-

gotten struggle. It was beginning to remember that

it had suffered infinitely. It was patient, with all

the patience of eternity before it. There was no

hurry. Hurry and turmoil seemed strange and re-

mote, part of some outworn experience. Lying still,

it passively waited for the dream to begin. For a

moment—or perhaps years—there remained only the

gray blankness of the empty world; but the spark of

life grew in brightness as a star grows to visibility

in the pallor of an evening sky. Then, suddenly,

a face fl;ished into existence—a girl's face.

"I knew her. I loved her," the soul remembered

with a thrill, like a shooting ray of the star that was

itself. "Where? Who was she? What were we

to each other?"

The dream began to take on definiteness. The

soul groped back to find its body and its lost place

in the world. Not this gray limbo, but the sad and


