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Gcorge. It's botter than stilkiing, thiotughI.
Jemi. So peopie say. I. can't Seo it. I

<1on't thinkl olle an reekon in t1xaý way
wiLli sins. Thecy arc ail bad, anmi lamper
ini a man is drcadful. lot the hiasty folkz as
good as tll you thiat teimper is noble and
suihincss meau. As if a sin couild bc any-
thing but downrighit bad.

George. *Wibut a sulkiy follew is a
sort of brute, isn't hie? flolds his tenguo
and loei~s black ail day.

Jeli. Whule the passienate fcllow Coli-
duots inîiseif like a wvild bcasb.

George. Ohi cerne, corne, Jeux ! Tlxat's
bardlagg.

J1m. So it is. But, George, Suikinoass
and passion îire own brothors. Stilliincss
do0esni'L go te the lcngLhts of passion> lI
cenfess. I'vpc 1linown passion turn into tho
biiud fury of iinurder. iipor iii a man is
ail awful ting.

George. Ayo, iii a man. Dut thon a
grown-uip mil should Iknow~ how to hold
hixuiseif ini.

Jeli. If lie lxasn'b begun1 te <held hirniself
in,' as you eall ib, Whilo hie is littholi h as
a poor chance as hoe grows biger. A
;passionalo m11:11 is ain awful arcature ini a
house.

George. Yetin ay Say se. I have a
cousiiin mrried ho One. He's got lno ethor
fault as far as eue can sec, but the children
go in terror of imi wlxex ha loolis black.

Jnx?. Doos lio drink?2
George. Not abit of it. t's just passion.

Over in a miniute, but that niniule's a
downrighbt bad one. He's ashamed of himi-
self directly after, but lhe says be's tee old
te moud nlow.

Jeii. And Samnîy's tee young! *Whab
is the exact age, George, for beginniing te
cure a bad hompor?2

George. Nowv you're at your jok-es, 3cm.
Jeui. I don't callit a johing matI or.
George. No, ne0, yeu're riglit there.
Jeim. Did yenevorlhear. Mrs. Macdlonough

tell how lier brother wvas killed in tho
Indian mutiny ?

George. J3y those Ileathen savages, I
suppose. I Iiiew she had a brother killed
ont there.

Jéii. Not a bit of it. Mhile, as you
say, the Indiail savagos wvere murdcring ail
the Engii they could got hioid of, two
Christian mon, comrades in the same rogi-
ment, quarrelled inside the fort at Lucknow,
and the one sheot the other dead-Mrs.
Macdonoufgh's brother wvas tha victim. He
was riding-master of the 7th Cavalry
IReghTxent, and a most respectable mani.

George. That wvas drcadful. Whiat dîd
they quarrel about ?

Jcmu. They were hosom. friands, it seems.
But the wives of the two hiad wvords one
morning, just about the drawing up of a
curtain, I've bocard tell, and Richard, as
Mrs. Macdonougbi cails him, said a eut-
ting tliing to the other man, Who bail a
temper, and in a minute the deed was
donc-, and one man lay a corpse.

Georgqe. The wonxen would fret over that,
I Sholuld thinik.

Jcmi. lYes, thaey were nigh distractea,
espccially the murdercr's w'ife, for she was
a violent txnpored woman too, and excited
lier husband inte bis fit of fury.

G6orgc. Was tbe man hiung ?
Jemý. ]?oor chap-no. They say hce Iay

hiding bis face ail that day speechless and
wretched. Ris temper had taken a life
and ruind two families. No ono could
ge a Word out of hlir.

George. «Wbat was the end of it ail?
Jem. Perliaps as good an end as could

be. In thoso days of the siege they could
net bring any mani to justice, whatever bis
crime. Men, women, and chuldren were
ail shut up together in the fort at Lucknow
surrounded by the miitineers, and hardly
able te keop thiem at bay. The unbappy
murderer hiad to take bis turn te defend
the fort 'witb the rest. Re behaved most
gaiiantly, thoy say, but very soon bis life-
iess body wvas brougit in-bc was shot
dead at bis post by the cnemy.

George. Well, ib was best se, as you say.
He could nover ho happy again after killing
his friend.

Je)?. A moment's indulgence of temper
-that was ail.

George. I hiope Sammy 'wiil cure him.-
self in tima. l'Il try and heep him li. 1
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