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For an hour after dinnoerw~as ovor they sat and talked
about the old professors, and about the studonts, where they
w,ýere now and what thiey were doing in life, and about many
other inatters of interest inainly to t1iernselves.

\Vhen they adjourned to the study again tlhe bells inMr
Morgan's churcli near by wore 1inging. Tiiere was a service
there thiat evening at eighit, althouhi hoe did not have to ho
W'esent until nine.

Their conversation xvas quieter now as they recounted the
îleasant scenes of boyhiood. Thon gradually ail gaiety passed
a1way, and the faces of both men became tiîoughitful, aiost
serious, os thiey spolie of thieir early youth andi the change,, thiat
hiad takzen place since that happy tirne. It seexned as if Leonard
knew whiat his conipanion wislied to speali of.

l3othi were silent.
At length Harold spoke.
" Leonard," hie said, t'do you-do you remniber Ethel ?"
iNo answor.
Leonard's eyes wcre closed. Ail the past wvas pa!:sincg

through his inid: the early part of his colloge days wrhen in
Philadeiphia, where tlhey both lived, ho met Ethel and learned
to love lier, thon that starry nighit wvhen hoe saw-% iii hier deep.
blue eyes lier unvoiced thoughtb of hirn-and his hieart-warin
lips gaVe and feit love's fi rst sweet kiss, and hoe made and heard
the vows that serned and were so sacred. And thon hoe thoughit
of the story b- had written at that time, makzing lier the miodel
for a heroine Nvho wvas at once noble and beautiful, both in
countenance and character. But hiow brief wvas his dream.
Onie year of happiness-and ail was onded.

Misunderstanding, pride and independence-these tell the
story.

Lovers' quarrels are usually childish, and often causeless:
Leonard Morgtan's wNas no exception.

For years his faith in Ethel hiad led him on, telling hiixu that
ai miighit yet corne rigit,-even as she had said -when skating
that brighit New Year's morning: «IAil is for the best." But
thougi hie hoped this, ho also doubted it sometirnes.

And so the years wvent by. How dreary they must have
been !
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