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Coke did not take Peter's word. " Is that so ? " he
asked the others.

" So the minister told us," they answered, and then

these two, who seemed so unhappy, watched Coke's

face ta^e if they could not find surprised misery

there. But Coke coolly said :
" Well, then, I suppose

it's true.^

It soon becam^e evident that the students did not

care for each other's society. Peter Tounley was
probably an exception, but tht others seemed to long

for quiet corners. They were distrusting each other,

and, in a boyish way, they were even capable of malig-

ant things. Their excuses for separation were badly

made.

" I—I think I'll go for a walk."

" I'm going up stairs to read."

" Well, so long, old man." " So long." There was
no heart. to it.

. Peter ^ounley went to Coleman's door, where he
knocked with noisy hilarity. " Come in !

" The cor-,

respondent apparently had just coine from the street,

for his hat was on his head and a light top-coat was on
his back. He was searching hurriedly through some
papers. " Hello, you young devil. What are ypu
doing here ?"

.,
Peter's entrance was a somewhat elaborate cot^edy

^hich Coleman watched in icf»silence7 Peter, s^er a"^
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