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3 mad with delight and had won for us. And as
their names came up in talk, we learned how life
had gone with those who had been our comrades
of ten years ago. Some, success had lifted to high
places; some, failure had left upon the rocks, and a
few lay in their graves.

But as the evening wore on, I began to wish that
I had left out the wines, for the men began to drop
an occasional oath, though I had let them know
during the summer that Graeme was not the man f
he had been. But Graeme smoked and talked and |
heeded not, till Rattray swore by that name most
sacred of all ever borne by man. Then Graeme |
opened upon him in a cool, slow way — ‘

* ‘What an awful fool a man is, to damn things as

you do, Rat. Things are not damned. It is men ‘

who are; and that is too bad to be talked much '
about. But when a man flings out of his foul

mouth the name of Jesus Christ '—here he lowered {

his voice—*it's a shame—it's more, it's a crime.’

There was dead silence, then Rattray replied —

‘1 suppose you're right enough, it is bad form;
but crime is rather strong, | think.’

“Not if you consider who it is,” said Graeme with

} emphasis. }

*Oh, come now,’ broke in Beelles. ‘Religion is !
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