




































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































A VISITOR. 2ob

there something else that Cosmo had to say ? She

waited for half a minute with a certain wistfulness

in her eyes. The glory of her approval faded a little

—a very little. To be perfect he had to say some

thing more. ' If thou wouldst be perfect ! ' Was

not even the Saviour himself disappointed (though

he knew what was in man) when the young ruler

whom he Wed at first sight did not rise to that

height which was opened to him ? Anne could not

say the same words, but she felt them in her heart.

Oh, Cosmo, if thou wouldst be perfect ! but he did

not see it, or he did not do it at least.

' I cannot understand it yet,' he went on. ' Such

injustice, such cruelty—do I pain you, my darling ?

I cannot help it. If it had been only the postpone

ment of all our hopes, that would have been bad

enough : but to take your rights from you arbitrarily,

absolutely, without giving you any choice '

' I would so much rather you did not speak of it,

Cosmo. It cannot be mended. I have got to accept

it and do the best I can,' she said.

' You take it like an angel, Anne. T knew you
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