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upstairs and tappcd at tho door of thc
'irstfloor-bacli.'

Thore was no answor; lie opcîîed the
door, or rathor tricd to open it, for semac-
tbing was lyingy agrainst it within, aud it
'would hardly yicld sufficiently to allow irn
to slip througli.

IL was Oliver, who was lying there on tic
floot, -%ithi deadly white face and closod
eyes ; a. handliorchief dripping with blood
lhastily twistcd round his atmn, and a littlc
pool of blocd on the floot bosido Ihlm.

Many mon 'would have rouscd the bouse
at once, but Agar Wilson hiat bec» througli
tee many stormy scenes flot to tabe matters
coally. le carefully shut the door bchlind
hlmii, iifted the young fellow from, the floot,
almost as if hoe had been a child, and laid
Ihim on the bcd; then undid the handkor-
chief, disclosing an ugly cut on tho atm,
just above the wi'ist, from wvhich tho blood
Nvas stili dropping freely. *Witli a good
deal of exertion hoe ranaged to tic the
handkierchicf hiighcr up, and tighit cnough to
stop Uic bleeding, or ncariy so; thon, aftcr
sorne searching, contrivcd to find a jug of
watdor. By thc tirno bis collar was un-
fastcncd, and bis thick, dark hiait drenchcd
Nvith ivater, Oliver began sloNwly and pain-
fully to cornc to Iihisclf; and Agar toto
biis ovn liandkierchicf ido strips and pro-
ceeded te bandage up the eut iii a, business-
like nanner, lcaving hlm te recover at bis
leisure.

Aftcr a moment Oliver lookcd round,
vaguoly and anxiously, and biis lips moved.

The kinife!' lie whispered impatiently.
'I 'was trying te pick it up. Don't lot

anyonc sec it.
'Ail riglit. l'Il sec to it in a minute,'

said Agar. Thon, as Oliver moved rest-
lessly, ho added, ' Tmre, lic stili. l'Il get
it; ' and, looking round, saNw on the floot,
near the door, a big pocket-knife, sucli as
sailors carry, with the largcst blade open
and snapped off at the point.

Tbe attempt to lift bis head had nearly
mnade Oliver faint again, and hie friend

wvas obliged te have recourse once more to
the 'water-j ug, after burriedly snatching up
the knife and putting it into bis pocket.

' You'd1 botter have let me alone,' the
patient niuttcred prescntly, i» anything but
grateful tonos.

'I1 tbiffl yeu wvould have blud to death
if I hiad,' anlswored Agar, not in tho least
surprised or put out.

'I1 know. I felt as if I was dying, and I
wish I hiad! It would bave bec» mucli
botter.'

Hie spolie pctulantly enoughi, and yet i
despairing earniest, turig lus face a little
away frorn the light. But Agar only went
on imperturbably with his bandagig.

' Aye, these young one,' ho said, hiaif
aloud. ' Thoy always tbink it se easy to
die and have donc with iL ail. But there's
a deal to bo donc before you corne to tbat,
My lad.'

Oliver said ne more,' and Agar was quite
content to have him lie stiil and silent.
HIe hiad strapped up the wound by this tirne
r.eatly and safoly enough, and ncxt turncd
bis attention to the roem, which was in
ivocful disorder. His capable sailor-hands
put things to rights in a very few minutes,
se that it was, at any rate, possible to
movo about more easily ; and, hurrying up
to bis own room, ho brought down a blanket
te lay over biis patient, wvbo scemed te bo
falling aslecp, or at least was too tiredl te
move or spcak.

But iii te» minutes or so Oliver looked
up and spolie in a tone more like binîscif.

' You're very goed,' Oliver said ; «'but
perhiaps you'd botter not stay. If he
cornes back hoe mi,"ht be angry if hie found
you boere.'

' Thon hoe inust bo,' said Agar quictly.
I'rn not geingy te beave yen te face hinm

by yoursolf. lIow did this happe» just
nlow ?'

' lo'd bec» drinkîng-and ho was mad,
as usual,' said Oliver wcarily, shutting bis
oyes. ' Net with vw specially, but with
Hutchinis, tili I tricd te stop hirn going eut
te look for the chap with a kuife., Then
ho turnod on me; but I don't think ho
meant it. Thank God! I wasn't angry-
I didn't strike him! But I wish this
had bec» the end of iL. It miglit have
been.'
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