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WITH tli«t fellow to help me," mid Mr Bureoyne, en-

thusiMtically, "I could work double tides."
Young John Stone h«d been an immediate success. He

was a medical student, who had just obtained his diploma
from the R.CP. of London-the most brilliant pupil that
Reece had seen in his classes during fifteen years: an alt
round man who already, at twent/-two, seemed assured of
a big career When there came that breakdown in health
which too often is sequential upon premature development,
Reece wrote to Burgoyne and told him all about the youne
man. He wanted change, and, if not rest, a relawtion of the
old strain, fresh work in Ueu of the old work; but he was^r, uid It was not easy to know what one could do for himNow If, by chance, Burgoyne was in need of a competent
assistant in almost any field of research. Recce's invaUd would
be just the man.

Burgoyne, as it happened, needed such a man. Mr
Edmundson had recently gone away to get married: youngMr Stone came to the Lodge on a sort of hoUday engagement.He was silent, modest, cheerful, unobtrusive : in a day all the
little household felt at home with him.
"Ah," said Mr Stone to Mrs Burgoyne, with a grave smile,

as she showed him the big work-room. •• So this is where the
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Mrs Burgoyne told her husband that she thought it was
one of the nicest things she had ever heard said about him
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