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BARBARA DIERING

I,

Moer than bwo years had passed sinee Dering lefg
Bosenary,  There was a sofll, gold-gray mist over every-
thing; the inlip-trec leaves glimmered o pale yellow
amuinst the dark evergreens on the lawn; the Indisn-
corn, standing in great tasselled shocks, gave forth a
dry rustle now and then as o field-creature scampered
through it ; o crow eould be Leard sometimes very [aintly,
as though drovweing on la Hstless, slow-maoving wings;
but, exeepl for such woises, the warm aulumn day was
gilent and the air still,

Bavbara was walking threugh the eornfield, reading as
shie went. [ler figure, in iba dimly-tinted gown, locked
thinner, She was pale, and her month had a tived bend
al its fine corners,

Under her broad hat her hair was gathered into a
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2 BARBARA DERING

sleekly-plaited great knot, like that of & school-girl,
She looked younger, and at Lke same fime there was an
expression of deeper experience in her large eyes, as she
lifted them gravely from her book to the murky blue of
the hille or the rieh solonring of the meadows through
which she was passing.

Presently she eawe to some words which seemed to
ber like a personal message

“As long as sufferig seems grieveus te fhee and [hon
seekest fo fly frowe ol so long will 1f be GH qeith thee, o
the éribudation from which thow fies! will everyuhere follow
{thee.

IF Lhow sed Heysel) lo do whal iow ouglidest, that is, to
siffor and lo die lo thysely, & will quickly be Datler wiik
tiee, and thow will find peace,

‘I do try.' she said aloud, as though speaking to some
invisible presence.  Her lip guivered a liltle, like that of
4 ehild when it wishes to signify that it means to b
good, and she fooked up appealingly into the calm shky
above her, which seemed like a symnbol of the peace for
which she yvearnad.

DLarbara had ootgrown much of her old, wayward
impulsiveness in these long lonely months,  Bhe seewed

to hersell to Lave faded mentallv, as pasiel portraits
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fnde sometimes, until their once vivid colours are only
dull half-tones. Bhe seemed to have lost even her
power of suffering keenly, The pain that haunted bher
was searcely more than that sense of heaviness with
whieh a narcotic vells physical anguish, Usually, when
she thonght of Dering, it was with a pitylng regret for
the mizery which she had causcd him—sometimes with
@ swift, flesting desire to have him with her. She was
very lonely.

‘ ITe hates me, T suppesc,’ ehe told herself.  © He thinks
dreadful things of me; bot 1 deserve it. It is only what
I gught o benr. I ought to have been brave and to
have borne what | brovght upon myself. After all, hife
is go very, very short. I am nearly twenty-npine now.
I belicve women change a great deal between twenty-
gix and thirty. I could ave made him heppy if 1
could only have conquered my miserable sell  ITow
worbid T was! 1t seemed to me that Val was follow-
ing me and langhing at me with someone else. As it
the great wise dead could condeecend to such pebbiness |
It wes very awful. I scem to have passed through.a
furnaee. There is no sap of life left in me. And
yet one longs so for love, for companionship.,'  Her

eyes filled slowly with tears which did wot fall. She



