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life’s #in, and always spoke of him as a man almost
without blame. However unreasonable, there are, among
all the faulty emotions, few more beautiful than a man’s
affection for a man. When it exists, it is the least ezact-
ing attachment of his life.

Margaret listened to his superlatives about Geoﬂ'rey
She listened ; but as the years passed on she grew wiser.
When walking in- the open fields, or perhaps beside the
wide lake, an image would come to her in gladsome
colors, in matchless beauty—a Greek god with floating
hair and full of resolve and victory, and in her dreams
she would see and talk with him, and would find him
grave and thoughtful and tender, and all that a man could
be. Then would come the rending of the heart. This was
a thief who bad decoyed his friend, and, good or bad,
was lost to her. N

And thus time passed on. For two or three years she
went nowhere She tried going into soclety, after Geof-
frey’s sentence, thinking to obtain relief in change of
thought, but the experiment'was a failure. She found that .
she had not the elasticity of temperament which can doff
care and don gayety as socicty demands. So she gave up
the attempt for years, and then went again onmly at her
mother’s solicitation. She said she had her patients at the
hospital, her studies with her father, her many books to
read, her long walks with Jack and Maurice Rankin, and
what more did she want?

She did not hear of Geoffrey. The six yeds of his
imprisonment had dragged themselves into the past, and
she supposed he was free again, if he had not died in the
penitentiary. But nothing was heard of him, and thus
the time rolled on, while Margaret’s mother secretly wept
to see her daughter's early bloom departing, while no hope
of any happy married life seemed ille to her.

Grave, pleasant, studious, thoughtful, as the years rolled




