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known the luxuries of life, the wealth of education, and the 
value of society, had been severed from the ties she loved, and 
had been carried to this forsaken spot, where her spirit was 
beating itself to death against the walls of a too-confining cage.

Day after day as she went about her homely tasks, she thought 
of the big world with all its joys and sorrows. She felt that she 
should be part of it ; but in no way could she connect her present 
self with the world about her. Not that she did not wish to be 
one of the great multitude who inhabit the sphere; but because 
it seemed to her that she was doing nothing to make herself 
part of it. The work that she had to do seemed so out of keeping 
with the work that she wanted to do, that she did not see the 
beauty in the things around her. The splendor of the snow-clad 
mountains, the beauty of the sunset, and the fragrance of the 
mountain flowers, made only a passing appeal to her. Yet, at 
one time they would have awakened in this same woman a desire 
to make her work symbolic of their beauty, purity, and loveliness. 
Now their beauty seemed to belong to the great world she had 
lost.

Each morning the old man rose and went forth with his little 
band of sheep. And all day as he sat upon a hill watching the 
sheep, with only Jack, his faithful dog, for a companion, he would 
brood over the past, what had been and what might have been. 
At. night, worn with his reveries, he would plod wearily back to 
the unsheltered cabin he called home. Although she had little to 
work with, his daughter had utilized rude materials, and had 
made the cabin comfortable and homelike. As soon as his heavy 
shoes were replaced by the comfortable slippers she had made for 
him, they would eat their scant evening meal. Though the cabin 
was rude and the furniture homemade, everything in it was as 
immaculately clean as the plain-clad woman who tried to hide 
with her smile the look of infinite longing discernible in her face. 
To her father the hidden look was not apparent; for he was too 
absorbed in his own losses, failures, and desires to realize that 
other people had heartaches and aspirations.

Sometimes as this woman gazed into the past, she thought of 
her mother. And she felt that if her mother could have been 
spared a few years longer, things would have been much different. 
Yet, although she looked back and yearned for the life she had


