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FOSTER lifted his haggard face and stared
at Eývan Chetwood, astonishment wiping out
the dulI misery ini hies red-rimined eyes.

"Do 1 understand you to say, Mr. Chet-
wood, that you will flot prosecute, flot denounce
mie?" he stammiered. "If so, I can't have expressed
nxyself clearly, and you fail to realize your posi-
tion." His trembling fingers rustled among the
loose papers on the desk.

"Ten thousand dollars Illinois Central Gold
Bonds, $1,000 Norfolk and Western Genierals,
$5,0O0 Atchison Adjustment Bonds, $20,000 Union
Pacific First Mortgage-it's ail gone. Mr. Chet-
wood, you are a ruined mani, and I-good God,
what arn I1?"

Cbetwood fidgeted unieasily in his chair, then 'got
Up ankd laid a hand
on the other's heav-
in.g shoulders.

"Iu nd der st and
right enough, Fos-
ter," he said, quietly.
"I can't pretend I'm
flot pretty hard bit,
but who arn I that
I ýsh-otld judge youi
hardly? How do I
know that under
si mil ar circun-
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standing in the vestibule of the west-bound train,
a little conscious-stricken that he could so light-
heartedly wave goodý-bye to a group of life-long
friends.

His Puilman car chair was next to a fat old lady.
Opposite him sat such a very pretty girl that he
began to consider the best method of getting into
conversation wi.th her, when the girl herself un-
consciously settled the matter by sudd-enly getting
up and trying to open the window.

Evan was beside her in a moment. "Allow me.
Will you hav-e it right up ?"

"Thank you," she answered, gravely. "Yes, on
the whole I prefer prieumonia to suffocation."

ing vigour every' moment, smnote him with such
force that he resolved to make a dash for the
smoking-room. A littie choking oough made him
pause, ?,nd the pretty girl's bright eyes met his
wîth a look of comical dismay.

"It's getting worse," sh-e murmured, burying ber
nose in a lace-trimmed scrap, "and it only sems
to be a t this end of the car! What can it be?"

"W1ýhatever it is," Evan *returned, <'it's strong
enough to lean against. 1,11 cali the porter." But
when that functinary appeared it was the old
lady who commandeered him.

"Porter," she began, nervously, with such mani-
fest agitation that Evan and the girl stared at her
with astonieliment; "Porter, have you a refrigerator
car on this train? Don't asicnme why. J'ust tell me."

"Ah suttingly
have, ma'arn."

THE, old ladyTmade a dive at
her feet, and fromn
the folds of her
voluminous drapery
produoed a wicker-
covered basket. The
*pretty girl turned
pale. A y'oung marn
with pink eyes and
wavy legs, who oc-
cupied the next
chair, hurriedly lef t.
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