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her father with a strength of love fcir children give

their parents. In time, however, her grief grew less

insistent and she began to gain something of her old

buoyancy.

In the meantime, Maitland*8 life seemed to hang
by a single thread. It was the very worst case of

nervous prostration I have ever been called to combat,

and for weeks we had to be contented if we enabled

him to hold his own. During all this time Gwen
watched both Maitland and myself with a closeness

that suffered nothing to escape her. I think she

knew the changes in his condition better even than I

did.

And now I am to relate a most singular action on

Gwen*s part. I doubt not most of her own sex would

have considered it very unfeminine, but anyone who
saw it all as I did could not, I think, fail to appreci-

ate the nobility of womanhood which made it possible.

Gwen was not dominated by those characteristics

usually epitomised in the epithet * lady.' She was a

woman, and she possessed, in a remarkable degree,

that fineness of fibre, that solidity of character, and

that largeness of soul which rise above the petty

conventionalities of life into the broad realm of the

real verities of existence.


