
THE VARSITYý
J oey's eNves sparkled ;a u'ild hope suddenly possessed

hi fi. -Corne do %ni to thic ilats to-day, jarge,' hoe pleaded.ITheres, miuskrats and rooks and turties, and sometinies
woodchiicks. You'll eat your bread and cheeso, and drink
your Hiass, and -

Sir George started, theri drew himiself Up with a pity-ing strnîle. IlNo, no,'" lie said gently. Il Von forget,J oey, that I hbesides, I have an important engýageme0nt.
1 arn on mny wvay to addre.ss the mieeting of thic Corinied
Phil:înthropists in the Roforimitory building. 1 couldn't
disappoint tvo thoîîsandpep.

IAnd if you xvasn't thiere,'' said Joey, with a certain
Ldogged Illerccîicss, Ilhat 'd happen ?''

XVcll, began Sir George, thon his air of importance
vanîshcid in a mieditative srniile. ', 1 suppose,' hie wvnt0on, Ilthe chai rnan woîîld announice tliat owing to the un-eoxplectett absence olteprincipal speaker, hoe wouldhave thic pleasure of calling uipoli Mr. Theopliilus Blank,a gentlemian whosc scliolarly attaîtnients are only exceeded
by thc miodesty whichi makes his appearance on a riublicplatforrn so rare an eveuit. Bah ! Joey. I've been chair-
man, and I know the whole shibboleth.'

lx'I,'said Joey. Il Samec as if 1 didn't turul Upaith liain drain on Monday lit seven. 'Boss'd c'Ill outj oey l'Orley iiissin'-Dan Kelley take his pick and shovel.You conie along with me, jarge. VVhen we sloped aforewe allus liad flic înost fun. VVe'll set the ernpty bottles
upl t o shoot, sainle as we Used to.''

Tliere wvas a înonwnt;iry flash in Sir George's eyes that
wvould have uie-Lnt rnischief in Ihle old days, and even now
pcopile fouind Ihun îînexpectcd sornetirnes, but it clied awayas lie stood up. le nitist get off at flic next corner to goto the RZetormaýýtor-y. Joey wvas beaten, but, like a trucB3riton, lie pretended that lie didn't knowv it. IHe fishied inanothler pueket, and broughit out a tiny powder flask anda greasy little leather bag9 Of shot, laying them silently onlbis knlee. Sir George looked frorn tlieii to the plurnprosy tajcc that was beconîing linied and twisted. Suddenl ytie thoughit ot the yawning gulf that divided tbern over-
wvhcilled him -a gulf wider than aIl the years that laybetwcîu thiir vanishied hoyliood and tlie present. jOylie said, sittiîug down again, Il V'il go."I

The c.1r stopped lit the terminus ; the motorman
whistlcd softly as be watched the two men cross a narrow
,.trip of výacýant land by a faintly marked path that dipped
over the edge of a ravine. They stood looking down
on, thle tops; of the trees that were rooted in the valley.
Far below at footbridge spanined a rushing rnuddy strearn;
beyond, stretching away inito a radiant rnisty glow of
diffused sunlight, lay thec Delectable Land.

They picked their way down the ravine, Joey in the
lead, pumfng noisily ; Sir George following cautiously as
hoe steadied hiiiself with bis cane. The City might have
been a bundred ilecs away, for there was no sight nor
souind to, indicate its neigbborhood. In this sheltered
valley no wind stirred the budding trees, but the air was
filled with thle sound of runniuig water-a sound that
recalled the keen delight of other days, wben the coming
of spring rneant more than a change of season. Sir
George sniffed like a long-stabled horse ; Joey turned
bis head with a look of radiant delight. Sir George
srniled responsivelY ; a smile that faded into a haîf-
cynical, half-wondering glance at Joey's back. Last
year's dead leaves and twigs crackled under their feet,
and the rnoist warm breath of the awakening earth
drifted upwards in soft pulsations. Tbey reached the
lower level, and, without a word halted before a dry log
that lay invitingly in the sunshine, on t'e edge of the
stream, instead of crossing the bridge. Sir George

sighoed and sat doxvn contontcdly ;so also did Joey.
Tlîey gazed long at the bubbling, gurgling xvater, iii
drearny Conitemiplation1. Sir George's immd went back
îvîth a leap. to theclîours hoe bac spent in this way, long

0'g. hn as nov, lie xvould drop into a roverrie, for-
getting bis comipanion, intent only on working out
ambitions plans for flie future. Joe)y had nover had aiîv
share iii them, nor any ambitions of bis owvn, beyond
bccomiing a ditch digger like bis father, and earîiing a
few shillings a dlay. Poor Joey !But this time, as Sir
George looked clown at tlic swirling water, lie lnIa no0
plans to miake holi could only roviexv a lîfe that Nvas
nearly over. It liad heen snccessful beyond anvthing ho
could have im-agi ned in bis youth, yet what did it' aIl

amont o i tle ed ? His career in the ariu and
cliplomatic service had left him a few ribbons and clasps;
as goverruor of a crown colony ho hiad achieved distinc-
tion ;but now ho wvas simiply ex-everytbliiîg,-of-aniyconise-
quenco. A carefully rnodellod, well-preserved figure-
bead to societv in this Canadian city ; a sort of honorary
president whose sole duty it xvas to shutffle bis stock offelicitious phrases by sayiîîg exactly wvhat people expectecl
hinm to say ini bis public addresses.

Hol dug bis cane viciously it 0 thec bark of the log. A
loose piece of bark dropped into the wvater, heading down
streai liko a tiny boat. In an instanit bis miood changed;
be leaned forward, watching eagerlv to see if it WOUld be
caughit by an eddy or pass safcly, uiuder the bridge. I ooy,
too, followed its course with breathless interest, uiîtil it
swung clear and passecl ont of siglit. Sir George hastily tore
off aniother piec ; so did Joey. Il Onoe-two--three-
cotinted Sir George, and la tlie word they both launiched
their boats. This tin-i it wvas mutch more oxciting.,rJ oey's boat leaped ahead, but Sir George's bore dowvn
upon it and nosed it aside into an eddy, xviruning the race.
Sir George was elated ;then depressed at thic next trial
whien Joey's reached the goal first. But bis luck could
not long desert hirn, and, at the end, Joey could only
dlaim the one success.

A squirrel chattered noisily fromn a near-by tree. The
mon Iooked at eacb other. Joey's face was doubtful. and
enquîring ; Sir George's grave and impenetrable. Joey
gulped ; thon took the pistol frorn bis pocket. Sir
George watchied Ihim witb a frown as ho clumsily
loaded the weapon. The scînirrel rau onIt on an over-
hanging lirnb, peering down with curious glittering eyes.
J oey glaîîced upwards, his fingers treînbling with nervous
haste as hie ramined the wadding borne. Sir George's
frown deeponed. IlJ oey, " lie burst forth fiercely, Ilwhy
do you want to, shoot tl-at innocent little beast? "

It was the one thing that Joey did tiot want to do.
He was willing in bis character of host, to allow bis guiest
to amuse himself in the old way, althoughbc squirmed
with appreheuisioîî at the thought of the sacrifice. No
wonder bc stared in bewilderrnent. Sir George's score in
the slaughter stood, in comparison to bis, as a thousand
to one. His turn bad always corne second, and by that
tirne the garne bad eitber fallen to his playrnate or
Oscaped. Besides, it is doubtful if Joey ever could havelearned to bit anytbing smaller than a cow, altbough hohad cultivated a certain degree of skill in clubbing frogs.
Ho knew nothing of the subtie transmuting power of oldage, but did know that sornething impelled bim to gentlyhelp every stray frog to safety that ho happened to findin bis ditches, and ho was relieved to know that biscompanion had also grown tender-hearted. The super-
abundant life ot the riotous Iittle creature that in theirboyhood would have roused the keenest desire for itsdestruction now awakened only a feeling of remorse.


