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sure to come and see us, Mr. Macgregor. Indeed, you 
must come.”

Her manner was light, almost frivolous. Shock 
felt the change instinctively, read her fear, and de­
cided that the moment for speech had passed.

“ Good-by,” he said, looking steadily into her eyes. 
“ Good-by. God bless you for your kindness to—to us 
both.”

The little catch in his voice reached the girl’s heart, 
and the tears sprang to her eyes.

“ Good-by,” she said hurriedly. “ Good-by,” and 
was gone.

A little way down the street she met Brown.
“ Well?”
“ Well, it is all over. I am thankful, too. Yes, so 

thankful.”
“ Well, I’ll be—” Brown left his sentence unfin­

ished and turned away from her impatiently.
He found Shock still sitting at the table, unspeak­

able misery showing in his eyes.
“ Well, old chap,” Brown said kindly, putting his 

hand upon his friend’s shoulder.
“ That is over, thank God ! ” said Shock. “ I was 

afraid of it, but it is over now.”
“ It is, eh? ” said Brown crossly. “ Well, let’s go. 

You’re two of a kind. Come on. You’ll have to get 
at your speech now.”

“My speech ? ” said Shock, rising wearily. “No 
speech for me.”

“ I tell you what, Shock,” said Brown, with a touch 
of impatience, “ you think too much of yourself.”


