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down to his side again, but he had not yet lost the

enthusiasm of his proposal. The more he thought

of it the more fitting it seemed.

" Margaret is such a sensible, quiet, levd-headed

girl that, if I am as flippant as you say, she will be

just the wife for me. There are depths in my char-

acter, Renmark, that you have not suspected."

" Oh, you're deep."

" I admit it. Well, a good, sober-minded woman

would develop the best that is in me. Now, what

do you say, Renny ?
"

" I say nothing. I am going into the woods again,

dark as it is."

*' Ah, well," said Yates with a sigh, " there's no

doing anything with you or for you. I've tried n.y

best ; that is one consolation. Don't go away. I'll

let fate decide. Here goes for a toss-up."

And Yates drew a silver half-dollar from his pocket.

" Heads for Margaret !
" he cried. Renmark clinched

his fist, took a step forward, then checked himself,

remembering that this was his last night with the

man who had at least once been his friend.

Yates merrily spun the coin in the air, caught it in

one hand, and slapped the other over it.

" Now for the turning point in the lives of two in-

nocent beings." He raised the covering hand, and

peered at the coin in the gathering gloom. ** Heads

it is. Margaret Howard becomes Mrs. Richard

Yates. Congratulate me, professor."

Renmark stood motionless as a statue, an object

lesson m self-control. Yates set his hat more jaunt-
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