
Tin: i:\i) or tiii; cwik

Hut f\liau-ti'<l as >lu' was, tluTc \va^ yd a jovful jit.irc

and nluf upon Iut — a luacf suih a-^ >l.c lad n<\»r

lasted, for it \va.> tliat which ionu> aftrr rur< r tlTort,

and what fi' •'ic, i)a~-ional»' ftfort wa~, Mai\ ktdilin

had f)nly known -im • the day htfori'. Sic fth a-

thong!) tin- morninj^ of yesterday wire ytar^ anri y(ar>

ago, and she hcrxlf ahno^t an old woman a> com-

l)arrd to the liglu hiartivl girl who, dro^td in her pink

muslin, had gone >o iiappily and m) gaily toprtading.

And it was all trui- enough, >hi' wa> older — oldir with

the aging of circ um>tan(-i'^ and the education of frar;

and for her ever again to be the >ame caie free and

unafraid personality tliat >he had been wa^ a- impo>-

>iblc as for the hatched cliicken to creep Inick to it:^

comatose comiition in the >hell. She might be — nay

she would be — gay and happy once more, but it would

be a gaiety in the background of wl ich tliere lurked,

to gi\(' it balance, a realization of th.e seriou>ness

of life — the realization wlu( h (ome> only with at tual

e.\])erience — never by any amount of greybeard

warnings.

I)avi<l tcx) felt an upspringing of ptai e and n lirf.

He seemed to himself no longer l)lown hither and tliither

by every varying iiretith of his emotions — the Jilay-

thing of love and hate — he had clio^en Iii- own path

and the weary confu.-ion of indet ision I ad fallen from

him. Circumstances had indeed fought for liim, but

it seemed good to know at the la>t that he had been

sure of his own mind. That he had made the choice

for himself, knowing that in the end love, and not hate,
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