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attending. Whitrnore had neyer been held in high esteern
by the college men and was always looked upon as being
a littie shady. Rumour said it was somethiflg of this
nature which had cut short his acadernic careerý but
Glover was unwilling to trurnp Up any past reason for
not being civil to an old classmate, and hie shook hands
with ready grace.

"It seerns I run into Varsity men everywhere," hie
laughed.

"Can't keep thern down! No, by the Lord, you can't.
Didn't ever expect to meet you here, though, Prince!
Have you got the fever, too ?",

"No. I'rn trying to help my uncle out by acting as
temporary manager. He is laid up in the hospital."

"Heavens, yes! That smash at Scardon! They say
het has a good thing in mines here. Is that your sit?"

"Yes, developing as fast as my experience will permit."
"Turning out rich ?"
"W'ell, flot so f ar. I fancy I arn to blame. I shall be

glad when uncle gets out. Things will boom then. The
p)lace is rich, no doubt, but we haven't found the veins."

Whitmore jerked a hand toward the tables. "Easier
riigsilver here," he chuckled-"and gold, too !"

"Penrhaps for you, but not for me!
"Neyer play ?"
"Neyer in rny life !"
"Corne and try a band! ll put you onto the kinks."

"No," sid Carl," it's against my principles."ý
"Fudge! It is square."
"It is purely chance."
"Like everything else in the world! A man takes lis

chance against everybody. Why not hýre ?"
Einirely different !"

"How ?"
"fil purpose."
"Explaîn, please," Whitrniore said -with a good-natured

"It's too obvious. Life pits you againist rnany a mnan,
and you take your chance on the uphili fight, but every
12fort made is'one for enoblemient, the satisfying of high
ideals and worthyv ambitions. Here you chance your
nioney and timle for the sake of a passion."

"And gain niothinig ?
"Nothing but more passion."
Whitrnore looked at himn throug-h the haze of lis cigar

sioke. "BY gad!1 Prince," lie said, "you're the same ou~t
and ont chiap. Neyer a change. You always had prin-
ciples-and sorne of us, well-had none,"

"Wýhere have youl been since you quit ?" Carl asked,
his voice softer, half out of pity.

"WVandering," Whitmore said, bitterly, "wandering God
knoIows wchere. When. a rnan's cast out without a show,
even on his own fault, the devil sticks miLlhtv close, i

edge, alrnost at his hand.
"No, I don't refuse you. I refuse my other self. I

cannot play."
"You remind me of Shakespeare," the lady mused, de-

voting herseif to the wheel once more. -Did von ever
act ?"

"Neyer. I have not the talent."
"Are you not inclined to art?"
"I do a little on canvas, a very little. f he atmosphere

of the camp wilds I sometimes feel as a wonderful in-
spiration, but 1 have no materials in whîch to utilize the
power. Coming in haste as I did, that was one of the
farthest things front my mind."

"I do amateur work myself," Miss Theodore said. "I
have plenty of material. You are quitc, welcome to use
as much of it as you want. There are, truthfully, some
magnificent landscapes in Teniiskaming."

"A thousand thanks," Carl said, "I shaîl be very, very
rnuch îndebted, after wishing for that one thing ahl these
days."

She twisted away f romt the roulette, for it had turned
to hier loss thrice in succession.

"You have angered the gods," she said in mock pettish-
ness. "They left me after your refusaI, and I amn tired.
I wonder if there is a seat left.".

He found an ernpty divan in a small alcove and they
rested there. Carl ordered coffee for two. Whitmore had
disappeared sorne time previons. As they sipped their
drink, the talk ranl on over art and its various phases,
coîlege life, travel, literature, everything in fact but
Cobalt. jointly they seemed to for get that they were in
Cobalt. AlI Carl knew was that a beautiful woman was
beside himt in an entrancing little alcove. Somehow she
exerted a spell over hirn. It was flot love. He knew that.
Yet somne hidden pôwer drew him, something which made
hi vaguelyuneasy because of its mystery. Vague un-
easiness, however, and rnystery, both male the tete-a-tete
more delicious, and it was with regret, when a thin,
elderly man, approached, that she said: "My father! I
must go now."

Carl looked at his watch. "Eleven !" lie exclaimed. "I
didn'tdreamn I was keeping you so long, although it has
been a grceat pleasure. Can you forgive?"

".Freely," she answered, "the pleasure has been mutual.
My father, Mr. Glover-he knows your uncle."

"WVhy yes," Colonel Theodore said-"for years! Pain-
ful accident of his 1wý which he bas my full sympathy!
Excuse my brevity, Mr. Glover, but I arn an hour later
than I should have been, and I have some business letters
to attend to before morning. Corne and see us. We shaîl
be glad to see you often. Your uncle and 1 cornte from the
old land, the sanie old English soil. Cpil any time whien
I happen to bie at leisure, and I warn you I arn then in-
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