A littlo ginl who sat at o wooden tadle,
blinding herself with a book, glanced up
at her visitors, then gravely measured the
candle, and rvemarked jositively:

“Harold you arc carly.”

“And have all your les.ons in deport,
wment been for naught?  Don’t tou know
your duty toward your acighbor yet,
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Tho child quickly slipped from her chair,
and put her fingers juto the astonishal
colonel’s.

“A friend of Harold'’s, I hope ? Friends
arv scarce but welcomo.” Sbhe sighed and
looked at her father with the roquest,
“Introduce us.”

“This yeatlemun is Coleael IHaines,” pro-
ceeded Harold, politely. “*May he uevor
want o lLottle, nor a friend to give it,
t00. Coionei, my daughter, Cheviot. $o
called becaase she was born among tlhose
andient hiils, and because her mocher wish-
ed her to be called sowmething else.”

Cheviot withdrew ber hand and crept
backh ‘to her book, and Hainer sat down
and stared blavkly about him, while Yiaunce
poieed himself on the tuoke’s oiige and
smiled satirically.

It is seldom that oue is ashamed of heing
well-dressed, but, at the moment the col-
osel would have cheerinliy forfeited a
month's pay to bis faultless evening sut
and his light overcoit for articles of ap-
parel tbhat would hava held up his friend’s
attire in less embarrassing and cruel con-
trast. His shining hat insulted the wood-
en table; his burnished boots #' :d scorn
over the uncarpeted boards. of thn two
the colonel was the man abashed.

The man of poverly quoted dryly : ““*Poot
and conteut is rich and rich erough.’”™

Hugh barely repressed a groan, and ask-
e« almost angrily, “How did you come
to it? Vou promised brighter things iu
those old days. You never gumbled, never
drank ”

*No. never wad beastly drunk m guny
life. Not an irrcmediable disgruee, though.
Might attempt something in thut line yet.”

Haines mode aa impatient gesture.

*W¢ are not back on the old fontivg gl
aud the faunlt, Harold, is yours, not minc.
There used to be coufidence between us
now we ace speaking across a chasm.”

“Mueaning, I suppose, that I do not rattle
ofi cngagingly the various occurrences of
the past twelve years, with philosophical
analysis of the main causes which have led
to these very palpeble vesults. Can’t do
it. Hugh. A man never achnowledges he
is 1alling until he strikes bottom with a
thump. Lapect no more from me than the
adinission thut [ am in perfeet condition
‘ta point & moril or adorn a tale”

He flashed u suggestive glanee over hix
bare surroundings, and again smiled at' Vs
friend’s perturbation. Cheviot mnzced the
silence by turning o page.

“How ‘olg is'she ' asked fhe colonel.’

“Nearly tlirteen,” '
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“Impossible! you—-—=—"

“Exactiy, I wag married before 1 look my
degres,” !

“But no ono knew of it!l”

*Naturally enough. It was nothing of
whick to be proud. In iact, it was an
act of reparation.”

“Reparation, Oh!”

*Yes, I followed thie noble impulse of
the soul that cld Rugge used to preach to
us fellows, and the resuit was as disastrous
apd ahnost as prompt as if [ had Llow:
out my brains; there’s a hitch in ethics
for you.”

His voice wad melody itself, but his cyes
burned with a fierce light as they looked
buck over a wasted, embittered life. Had
the colonel seen that hot and hunted louk.
he would have withheld, [ know, his next
words.

“You seem to forget,” he began slowly,
“tbat had no wrong been doue in the be-
sininge——-"

“Don’t you suppose,” insiuuated Harold,
*that my wifo used frequently to preseat
to me that view of the matter ?”

In the voice was s0 dangerous a smooth-
ness that the colonel looked at the speaker,
and surprised on his young face a look of
such utter agony, that he rose impulsively
and sas beside him upon the little table,
putting ois arm around bis neck aud fay-
ing a hand upon his shoulder, recalling
to boil those far-off but well-remembered
days in which they bad so often read and
talked together in just that familiar atti-
tude.

“You have suffered, Harold, how much,
ltow tong, 1 will not osk, since you have
ne wish to tell; bsi I am in a position
thank God, to help you, if yeu will let me.
Ou your side there must not be hesitatiou.
You hknow the claisr you have upon we.
You seemed to think taar, after you had
sueceeded in dragging me out of the water
and bringing me up agein mto blessesl
sunshine, each mention of it from me was
a personal aifront. You forbade the topic;
but the fact remains that my life belong:s
to yon. You saved it in the lace of fear-
fu! dangers, at your own life’s risk.”

“Do you forget that you gave me your
note for the amount of the debt ?”

*1 remember nothing but the friend-
ship of those old dayz,” quickly inter-
posed the colouwel, speaking with au iun-
‘tensity of emotion, and yearning to clec-
ferify his old comrade out of * nput was
appareutly callous agrthy—*those days
whlien your arm uged to be around me as
mine is around you, now!”

* What fools we must have looked!”
was ‘the sympathetic respouwse. ‘The col-
ouel’s arm turned to lead and feil to his
wide. V'aunee with cynienl carelessness took
up the cdtechism in his turn:

> You, I thoughg, were in India, nceep*
ing promotions as fast as.they offered
1lxémsel\(cs. How come you to be inLou:
don?-t ' ’ .

3

“ My cousin died a few months ago, un-
married,” answered Haines, feoling bafiled
and weary-hearted. ‘I inherited tho pro-
party and my presence here was imporn-
tive.”

‘“ Done with your liver discase and your
bungalows, then? And do you ‘proposs to
set me on my legs again with somel of
your new wealth?

“ Yes 1" cried the colonel cagerly.

“Nol"” was the stern response, while
the man’s cyes glittered with somber
pride. *‘Il you have philanthropic ideas
in regard to me, put them at once out
of your thoughts. Fling your money, if
you like, to London’s despicable poor, but
don’t dare olfer it to me!l”

Here Cheviot stirred unconsciously, and
both men turned their eyes upon her.
Everyoue is familiur with the invigorat-
ing and noble growth wwhich a pofato puts
gorth iu dark places. Her slim weakness
was of the same ‘pitiable order.,

‘“Have you no thought of her?* asked
the childless man. *Can you imagine
what lier condition would be were you to
die? . -

“Very ecasily,” replied the father with
an inexpiv..ble smile. At the same mom-
enit thal the umile played over his ULlue
lipg, a dewy moisture broke out upon his
brow. It was unaturally 4nvisible to a
casual observer. The man’s nerve was
superh in spite of its display being so
highly uanecessary. *“No, don’t think of
reforming me. I decline tu sparkle as &
jewel iu your heavenly crown. Besides,
by ‘this time, respectable Loudon is too
hot to hold me. Not, of course, speaking
climatically, but wmorally.”

His Lrilliaut and smilizz cyes hinted at
a uew story of <4ebt or shame. The col-
onel not only feit but looked as hopeless
as 1 men who is trying to bLatter down
an iion door with his fists.

The younger man Inughed—laughed, for
his s2x iz not ‘the one which weeps. He
continned : *‘ Dou’t 1cok so down in the
mouth, Hugh. 1 may not long eucumber
the ground, you know. Siute you take
an interest in my death, I will tell you
that exactly nine months ago I was given
but three to live. I have » devilish bad
kuasck of disappointing expectations Just
reeal]l for o moment the various honors
which you chaps used to progno-ticate
for me. You see, experience ‘teaches us to
expect nothing from fellows who go off
like rockets from the roof of Alme Mater;
they are nover hoard of again. The serubs,
mental scrubs, you understand, go prompt-
Iy to work to invent a diseas?, or find a
worm, or write & book, and get fewmops
in o night. Study over the theorem aud
favor me with your deductions.”

But the colonel studied iustead the
wasted physique of his friend, and aaid:
1 never heard of your being ill.”

* 1 am uot surprised. No oue ever geems
to have heard about we, somenow, and



