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bis pace in the direction of the town.
It might not be wise to sa>' much.
Words had an unpleasant knack of turn-
îng up when least wanted. He could
bide bis time and keep slent. Was not
that also is fatber's injuncion? And
bis father, in spite of bis lack of edu-
cation, was a sbirewd man.

The btterness of defeat and the
sense of humiliation did not grow less
as the days passed away. H1e felt sure
that Lincoln bad poisoned Eve's mind
against him-bow else could ber conduct
be explained? Girls were not f ools.
Tbey knew, as a rule, on which side
their bread was buttered, and wbeu it
came to, a question of eligibilit>', Lin-
coIn was not to be mentioned on the
same day.

Hé made inquiries as to, Lincoln's
antecedents, and dîscovered that be was
the eldest son of a doctor in a London
suburb. The discovery flled him witb
dîsgust. If be bad been a sprig of tbe
aristocracy Eve miglit bave been for-
given for turning a blind eye to bis
poverty; but that she sbould have pire-
ferred tbe son of a sawbones, witb
uothing, to tbe son of a manufacturer,
wth plenty, could onl>' be explained on
the grouud tbat lie lad ether lied or
told lier the truth witb too mucli cir-
cumstance and detail.

It required a considérable amount of
self-control to keep is thouglits and in-
tentions to himseîf. H1e neyer saw
Geof but lie wanted to take bim b>' tbe
tbroat.and strangle him. 1He uever saw
Eve but the smart of bis wound seemed
to increase a liundredfold. During
Eigbts Week, notwitbstanding bis col-
lege boats made two bumps, lie was.
more miserable tban anyone knew.
Geof and Eve were aIl the time to-
gether, and lie was constantly running
across tliem somewbere. Geof was not
a rowing man, and so lie was able to
give al bis time to, Eve. Their ver>'
happiness lasbed him into fur>', whIlst
the way tbey iguored im drove bim
almost to madness.

Tbe more lie reviewed the circum-
stances, the more lie became conviticed
that Geoif Lincoln had supplanted b.im
by treacher>'.

'It's that blank scouindrel's lies thit
bave doule the trîck," lie wouîd ex-

dlaim, "but your day will comne, David-
your day will come."

CHAPTER IV.

PARTINGS

E' VES engagement made a difference
Iâini man>' ways. She was bappier

than she bad ever been in ber life
before. During Eights Week she lived
in a condition of almost unbroken
ecstasy. Geof took her down to the
river every afternoon and seemed proud
to introduce ber to his friends. They
watched the races f rom bis college
barge, bad tea ou board, and wben the
last bump bad been made, sauntered
away across the meadows, and usually
reached Rose Villa wben the dusk was
falling.

But after that came long days wben
she scarcel>' got a glimpse of Geoff. H1e
was grinding early and late for is final
and could not be expected to spend mucli
time with ber. Indeecl, she would not
have alowed it bad be desired to do so.
She knew ber duty, knew wbat was
good for bim, knew wliat was best for
botb.

Her great trou~ble came at the end of
june when she bad to say good-byetoc
Geof for an indefinite period. H1e was
going down fer good. Others would
return in October to the cloistered stihi-
ness of Quad and garden, but Geoff's
work at the 'Varsity was doue. H1e was
going out to face tbe world, to figlit the
battle that every truc man bas to figlit,
to wiu or lose in the great encounter.

Geoif was sad at leaving Eve. Her
tearful face distressed bim very mucli;
but lie was sadder still at baving to say
farewell to Oxford. Like nearl>' every-
one else lie bad got to love the place.

11e could not belp recaliing neari>'
tliree years before wben liecame up a
fresher and found bis way alone to bis
college. How strange and Ionely lie was
no one ever guessed. 11e felt cblled
and disbeartened wben lie saw bis
rooms-bis bedroomn especiall>' gave
bim the creeps-it was s0 small and
bare and dark. And lie bad left a warm,
snug home, wbicb ecboed witb the
lauglter of young cbildren. H1e bated
Oxord that flrst evening, and fet sure
lie would bate it to tbe end of the chap-
ter. Now bis lieart was beavy, and the
tears were very near bis eyes because

hie had to say good-bye. He was flot
thinking of Eve as hie returned across
the park f rom Rose Villa. 'Dear old
Oxford," hie said to, himself ail uncon-
sciously, and a mist came up before bim
which hie cleared wîth bis band.

H1e turned into bis own college for a
last look round, wandered across the
Quad and out into, the garden, sat for
a few moments in the shade of a wide-
spreading beech and lighted a cigarette.

It ail came back to him again like a
pleasant dream. He saw the years pass
in swift procession, pictured bimself
wth hundreds of others ail simlarly
clad, careless, joyous, often indolent;
loitering down the "High," bands in
pockets, head bare, gown twisted round
the neck. H1e recalled tbe pleasant
evenings in the Common Room, the de-
bates at the Union, in which lie had
often taken part, the suppers on great
occasions, the "rags," the bonfires, the
narrow escapes. H1e recalled, too, the
political speeches in country villages,
the fun tbey had in going and returning,
the tilts with interrupters, the f riendly
notice of great leaders.

He flung away the end of his cigar-
ette and rose to bis f eet. it was al
over now. The free, careless, inconse-
quential if e of youth was at an end.
Henceforth there must be work, and
evermore work.

H1e bad not realized ail bis bopes and

expectations. H1e had come into comn-
petition with the pick of ail the public
scbools, and even in Oxford rank count-
ed for a good deal, but bie had taken a
respectable position. In the Union de-
bates bce bail won a distinct place for
bimself. He would return home with no
sense of shame or defeat.

In the weeks that bad elapsed since
Eve accepted bis offer heeliad not only
made the best of it, but be bad suc-
ceeded in persuading Bart, and very
largely iu persuading bimself, that lie
was desperately and whole-beartedly in
love witb Eve. Wben in ber company
bie felt tbe bapiest man in the world.
Sbe was not ony deligbtfully fair to
look upon, but sbe' was so, charmingly
sweet and gentle in disposition that lie
could not belp being fond of bier. But
when away from bier presence and the
glamor of bier gentleness no longer
steeped bis senses, be discovered another
influence at work witbin bim. Pretty
as Eve undoubtedly was, and loyal to

ber as be intended to be, there were
times wben there came up before bim
the picture of another face-a face that
bad baunted bim for more than a year.
He~ bad been introduced to ber on
Balliol barge while watcbing the races.
He stayed and bad tea, and she sat
directly opposite. 11e met ber again the
following day and walked witb ber
across Christ Cburcb meadows. In the
crowd on the banic of the river tbey
lost sigbt of eacb other, and be bad
neyer seen ber since, and, indeed, be
neyer expected to see ber again. 11cr
cousin-a fellow named Wilson-in in-
troducing ber, bad not mentîoncd ber
mame very distinctly. Also, be bad been
introduced to so many people that it
was easy to forget. But the following
day be bad walked witb ber for quite
a distance.. Had talked about tbe
weatber, and the races, and the crews,
and the chances of the varions colleges.
He could so easily bave got to know ber
name and wbence she bailed, but be bad
let tbe opportunity slip.

Not that it mattered, be told himself.
A boyisb f ancy for a pretty face was
neyer of any account. Only-only-well,
sbe-was not like anyone lie bad ever
seen before or since. Rer beauty was
of so rare a kind tbat lie wanted to see
ber again. Also, the f act that lie did
flot know wbo she was, and bad no
means of knowing, piqued bim; tbe un-
kniown and tbe unknowable bave always
an irresistible fascination.

He made bis way slowly out of the
garden and back to bis diggings. H1e
was lotb to tear bimself away f rom
Oxford, be sbrank a little f rom meet-
ing bis father. Sbould be tell him
everytbiug? Should be tel bim a part
only, or sbould lie tell bim uotbîng?

His father was a level-beaded man,
not easilycarried away b>' sentiment.
How unutterabi>' silI>' tbe wbole tbing
would look in bis eyes. Even if lie were
dêsperately 'in love, what. madness it
bad been to get engaged. H1e bad flot
even started in the way of earning bis
own living, and even with good fortune
it would be years before bie would be
able to maintain a wif e or even main-
tain bimiself.

The nearer lie çot to London the more
troubled and perplexed be felt. Tbe
conviction grew upon bim that be bad
made a mess of things, and yet lie had
no thouglit of drawing back. He would


